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Grannit hung by the first two joints of his fingers, and now felt both of his hands getting numb. It was cold up here, very cold, and he had not thought to bring a pair of gloves. If he had thought, that at some point during his visit to this observatory, he would be hanging by his fingers above a drop of several hundred feet, he would have brought gloves. But he did not, and so he had not, and now he felt his situation had moved from desperate, to even worse.

He glanced down. He knew it wasn’t the thing to do in a situation such as this, but he did. He didn’t know why he did it, but he did do it. He was looking, he guessed, to see whether there was any way of surviving the fall he looked destined to make in a very short while. 

No chance! The first part of the fall, to the sloping, rugged, jagged, snow covered rock face was about two hundred feet or so, but that would just be the start. Assuming he was conscious after he landed, he would not be able to stop himself sliding and then dropping the remaining distance - whatever it was - to the Aletsch glacier far below. He’d end up a bleeding, shattered, splintered, mass of flesh and bone, and probably worse than that.

He looked up, through the metal walkway, which ran around the observatory, and saw three figures several yards away. They were still there. He prayed they would go, go inside, for while they were there he could only be here, for if he tried to pull himself up, they would see him, and he most certainly did not want that. He tried not to move his fingers, which he had thrust through the openings in the surface of the walkway, fearing that the three figures would notice them and deduce he was here. But now the sharp edges of the metal framework had begun to cut into his flesh, and the pain was becoming unbearable.

And then he saw two of the figures move. They moved away, around the structure. They were going inside, he thought, which was good, which offered hope. But one of the figures still stood there.

Grannit kept as still as he could. His fear now was that the figure at the end of the walkway would notice he was here. He gritted his teeth, tried to put the pain in his fingers out of his mind. He told himself he would not fall to his death so long as he kept his fingers wrapped around the metal treads, for his own weight would not be sufficient to pull the tread, sharp though it was, through bone. 

And now, at last, the figure at the end of the walkway had started to move. But in this direction. Grannit whispered: “Shit!” and tried not to breathe too loudly. He tried to not move too, not to move in the slightest, not to do anything that might cause the approaching figure to look down. The figure came on, gun in hand, slowly, with a wide-legged walk, a walk that told all comers that he was a very tough guy. His boots came onto Grannit’s fingers, and then he stopped! Grannit gritted his teeth, but this was not sufficient. He bit his tongue; and even that failed to mask the pain. Hell! he thought. Climbing boots. And, he thought, he was lucky that they were. He thanked his lucky stars that the guy was not wearing trainers. For, had he been wearing trainers, he might realize something was under his feet. 

He just stood there now, admiring the view, perhaps, the view down into the glacier or across, perhaps, to the peaks on the Italian side. Take your time, Grannit thought. Don’t mind my bloody fingers! And that is what the guy appeared to be doing: just standing there, admiring the view! Grannit thought: I can’t hold on much longer. 

He glanced down. The one good point about letting go now was that the end would be in no doubt. The bad thing was it would not be quick, but would probably be a crashing, tumbling, groaning, shouting, screaming, tearing, crushing, shattering end, that would almost certainly last several minutes. He looked up again. The guy still stood there. On his fingers... 

And now the gunman looked down!
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The police arrived early, but Mike de Botton was ready for them. Standing behind the one-way curtains of his Mayfair, London, home, a cup of breakfast coffee in one hand, he watched the cars, and the van, their lights flashing – but not their sirens wailing, presumably, in a wish not to annoy the affluent and influential people living in this neighborhood – pull up in a double park arrangement alongside his Bentley Continental, and Porsche 911 Carerra. He watched their doors open, and the officers get out, and then he turned and walked back into his ground floor reception room as the first of the officers came up the steps to his front door. “They’re here!” he called to his manservant, who was in the kitchen putting the breakfast bowls into the dishwasher. “Just keep calm. Don’t do anything silly.”

“Right!”

De Botton emptied his cup and walked to the bar in the corner of the room and got himself a glass of brandy as his manservant, a Pole he called “Wod”, the man’s name being unpronounceable, he found, emerged from the kitchen. Moments later, the bell rang, and moments after that, the door was impatiently hammered. De Botton, looking as calm and relaxed as he actually was, sipped his brandy as Wod walked down the passage, unlocked the door, and feigned surprise. 

“Yes?” he asked the leading officer, who had stepped to the fore to replace the burly and menacing PC who had rung the bell and hammered the door. The man had a pinched expression, which made Wod think him a person of little humor.

The officer held up a document. “I have a warrant to search these premises,” he said.

Wod stood to one side and the police trooped in, just as Mike emerged from the reception room. 

“What’s all this about?” he asked, feigning puzzlement and more than a little annoyance. 

“I have a search warrant for these premises,” the officer explained.

“May I ask what you’re looking for?” Mike asked. 

“People!” the officer said. 

Mike stood to one side and the rest of the officers trooped in. He waited until the last of them had come into the property, and then closed the door, nodded and smiled to Wod, and went back into the reception room, to flop down in a sofa and enjoy his drink.  
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The naked girls kept up a constant motion, swimming back and forth in the clear water in the huge tank, which stood at the end of Mario Draggetti’s dining table. Draggetti, himself, clad in a white bathrobe, sat eating breakfast at the other end of the table. Two other girls, naked to the waist, stood at Mario’s sides, awaiting orders. Mario emptied his glass of orange juice, and got up from the table and walked through the open doors. The girls took this as a sign that he had finished with breakfast and the ones swimming in the tank stopped swimming and climbed out and put on robes, whilst the pair at the head of the table began clearing the breakfast things away.

Mario, a short, overweight balding man, strolled into the beautifully landscaped garden, which was decorated with Roman sculptures, and went to a recliner by the side of the pool and flopped down onto it, as a manservant brought him his diary to enable him to plan his day. Mario opened this, noted that he would have to spend a session on his dialysis machine at some stage during that particular afternoon, that he had three business meetings later in the morning, that his barber, who visited him every week to keep his thinning black hair neatly trimmed, was due also in the afternoon, and that he had penciled in a trip to the casino in the evening. Then he handed the diary back and reclined.  
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August Krenek got up off the big yellow leather settee and walked out onto the afterdeck. The yacht was anchored a quarter of a mile from the Cannes waterfront, the wind causing her to face out to sea; the black ball hanging from her forward mast signaling she was at anchor in accordance with the international laws of the sea, for Krenek was a stickler for rules and regulations. 

Krenek wore a white silk made to measure shirt, white slacks, white made to measure deck shoes, a gold neck chain of quite considerable thickness, and a Patek Phillipe. He was a big man – six feet three inches in height, and now more than a little overweight, with long thick, greasy hair, that curled up at the back, and a tanned complexion. Born in Czechoslovakia in nineteen fifty-five, he had been an official in the Czech communist party at first, but had also operated a black market import/export business supplying top party official with luxury Western goods. Taking advantage of a supposed buying trip to Paris, he had then absconded to the west, where he had used his business contacts to set up a business empire of his own. Now a billionaire, he appeared, on the face of things, to be a happy man. He was not. He needed two things more, indeed, to make him a happy man. And the first of these was now heading towards his one hundred and seventy-foot long motor yacht.

Krenek walked to the port side of the afterdeck and looked back towards the mainland, and the twenty-foot motor tender that now headed in his direction from the private jetty of the Carlton Hotel. He waited as it approached the mother vessel and white-uniformed crewmen climbed into the bow and the stern of the varnished tender with boathooks in their hands. They waited until the tender came alongside the boarding ladder and then pulled it to the platform, white fenders hanging from the tender’s hull preventing the flawless varnished mahogany from becoming marked in any way.

There followed a few moments’ delay, with Krenek watching figures moving about in the tender’s small cabin, before a tall white-haired male, wearing a beige lightweight summer suit came out of the cabin. He turned back and offered a hand to a second figure, which emerged moments later. The second figure, a woman, black-haired, tall, and wearing a designer outfit took the male’s hand and, with great care and some hesitation, then stepped from the tender onto the boarding platform. The white-haired male then handed her her shoes. Once she was safe, the male followed, and, as a crewman started to lift several suitcases onto the boarding platform, first the woman, and then her male companion, came up the steps toward the deck. 

Krenek waited until the woman looked up and smiled, and he smiled too. She came through the opening in the bulwark, and Krenek stepped forward, took her by the arms, and kissed her on both cheeks. He took her by the arm and led her into the saloon, her male companion following. He led her to the port settee, and helped her sit down.

“Did you have a good trip?” he asked. 

“Yes, very,” she said, in an accent that was not, an onlooker would have thought, genuine. She wore a Cartier watch, a liberal array of obviously expensive jewelry, and custom-made shoes. She looked to be the most expensive and most exclusive prostitute in the world, and she was. She serviced only the very wealthy. 

“What would you like to drink?” Krenek asked.

“A Schweppes?” the woman asked. 

Krenek signaled to the white-jacketed steward who had come into the saloon, and the man departed, heading for the bar. Krenek then sat down beside Giselle, which was her name, and looked up at her male companion. “Thanks for what you have done,” he said. “That will be all for now.”

The man, who was one of Krenek’s personal assistants, an international business consultant named Pierre Duval, nodded and left the saloon. 

“How long do you want me to stay with you?” Giselle asked. 

“One month,” Krenek said. 

“I’m expensive,” Giselle said.

“I know,” Krenek said.

“And where will we go?” Giselle asked.

“Switzerland,” Krenek said. “I have an estate there. But we will stay here for  a few more days. Needless to say, I will want you to be a regular dinner companion.”

Giselle nodded. “I have brought a selection of gowns,” she said.

The steward returned with drinks on a tray. The Schweppes for Giselle; a whisky and soda for Krenek.

They took their glasses and tapped them.

“Let’s drink to a very good time together,” Giselle said. “I will do my best to make you happy. I am sure you will not be disappointed.”

“I am sure I will not be,” Krenek said.  

They drank a little. 

“I will like Switzerland, because I enjoy skiing,” Giselle said.

“Not right now, perhaps” Krenek said. “Do you like mountains?”

“Yes.”

“I will take you up the Jungfrau,” Krenek said. “The views are spectacular. You will like it very much.” 

“Should be fun,” Giselle said.

“It will be,” Krenek said. “I can guarantee you that!” 
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Whereas Krenek liked luxury, Oleg Pankorvski liked speed.  This was the third motor yacht he had had built in the five years since he had left – some would say “escaped” – his native Russia. He now steered the sleek one hundred and twenty-foot long thirty-five knot beauty, powered by three turbocharged MAN diesels, and with a revolving king-size bed in the all-glass stateroom immediately in front of the bridge, and room on the stern deck for the sun-loungers on which three bikini-clad prostitutes now reclined, at full speed in a figure of eight five miles off Monte Carlo, and then steered close to a series of anchored luxury yachts, causing apoplexy amongst the officers of the watch, before announcing: “That’s all folks!” and heading the boat back to Monte Carlo. Oleg, sitting at the steering wheel on the flying bridge of the vessel, the wind playing havoc with his thinning black hair, smiled as a fourth bikini-clad girl came up the steps from the afterdeck bar with a glass of Cognac, and he smiled even more as she handed him the drink and then put her arms around his neck, her über-implanted breasts pressing against his shoulder blades. Shortly afterwards, Oleg slowed the boat down to enter Monte Carlo harbor at the allowed limit, before steering the vessel slowly, and expertly, to its berth, next to which he had parked his black Mercedes.

He left the actual tying-up, and securing of the vessel to two of his Malaysian crewmen, and, joined by the four girls, who had now donned bathrobes, got into the Mercedes and drove up the hill to his luxurious multi-floor apartment, which had a fabulous view of the harbor. Entering the foyer, Oleg, followed by the girls, walked to the elevator, only to find Mrs. Johnson-Johnson was ahead of him in the line. Mrs. Johnson-Johnson was the wife of an American bank president, filthy rich, and as tight as a duck. She led the way into the elevator car when it arrived, and turned to see Oleg and his party joining her. As the elevator ascended, Johnson-Johnson showed her outrage by starting stonily ahead. Johnson-Johnson, Oleg thought, seemed to be thinking: How dare you bring four prostitutes into an elevator car occupied by myself! He wished he could give her a quick one-two to the jaw. Unfortunately, a camera in the elevator roof recorded everything.

The elevator reached Oleg’s floor, and he led his party out. He put on a bit of a swagger for Mrs. Johnson-Johnson’s benefit as, followed by the girls, he led the way down the corridor to the door of his apartment. Once inside the apartment, the girls took off their robes, and everything else apart from their shoes, and Oleg stripped naked and lay on the massage bed in the middle of the apartment’s huge window. Two of the girls went to get him a drink and a snack, respectively, whilst the other two started to massage him to take away the pains and the strains one often gets from steering a luxurious high-speed craft.
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“Goodbye, and have a good trip!” 

Grannit hugged Kate and kissed her on the cheek. She smiled, turned and walked towards the entrance to Departures, and stopped for a moment, smiled again, waved, and then turned and was gone.

Grannit walked out of the airport, and drove back to Cannes. He had hired a replica pre-war Mercedes 500SL cabriolet to take Kate to Nice airport so that she could fly back to the States, and he enjoyed the trip back as much as he had enjoyed the outward journey. Driving at the legal limit, along the coastal road, rather than the route recommended to him by his GPS, to see as much of the sea and the coast as possible, he passed through Antibes, and Golfe Juan, to The Croisette and to Cannes.

He left the car at the hire company with great reluctance, thinking it was the perfect vehicle for him, the perfect style. But even with the tax-free payoff he had received from Kate’s employers – whoever they were – he wasn’t quite rich enough to buy that particular car. 

He went back to the room he and Kate had shared in the Grand Hotel, freshened up, and then walked down to the old port to say goodbye to friends. He walked along the quay, noticed the British racing green Morgan sports car parked under a No Parking sign, and walked a short way further to the green surfaced passerelle. He went up it, stepped down into Khamsin’s cockpit, and approached the open hatch. He leaned in, called out: “Hello?” and received an immediate and double response.

“Mister Grannit!”

“Monsieur Grannit! Please come below.”

Grannit climbed through the hatch and went backwards down the steps into Khamsin’s saloon. Pierre Labbac sat on one of the blue-cushioned saloon settees, a glass of whisky in one hand. He smiled in greeting as Grannit entered the saloon, and raised his glass in salutation. And Phillip Marshall was at the sailboat’s small bar, already pouring Grannit a whisky. He put three fingers of single malt into the glass, and handed it to Grannit. He picked up his own glass and held it out for Grannit to tap. Labbac did the same, and he and Grannit tapped glasses and drank.

“My goodness,” Grannit said, after a few sips. “This is wonderful stuff.”

“It is indeed,” Marshall said, as Grannit drank more. “It’s a connoisseur’s single malt from Scotland.” He held up the bottle to Grannit.

“I’ve never tasted anything like this before,” Grannit said emptying his glass. Marshall signaled him to hold out his glass. He did so, and Marshall refilled put another three fingers into it. 

“So Mademoiselle Bergman has gone back to America?” Labbac asked. 

“Yes, I saw her off this morning,” Grannit said, sitting down on the opposite settee. 

“And now you shall be leaving Cannes too?” Labbac asked.

“Yes. I thought I’d see a little bit of Europe.”

“Very many people are in your debt, Monsieur Grannit,” Labbac said.

Grannit nodded.

“And I wish you would allow the French state to honor you in some way.”

“I’d rather they didn’t,” Grannit said. “I prefer not to be the subject of attention.”

“They want to give you the Légion d’honneur, Mister Grannit,” Marshall said. “They really do.”

“And I would be honored to receive it, Mister Marshall,” Grannit said. “But it would simply attract too much publicity.” He nodded to Labbac. “Many thanks for taking the sole credit for the operation, Monsieur,” he said. 

“I am not happy about it, Monsieur,” Labbac said. 

“But thank you for doing it,” Grannit said. 

“So where do you plan to go?” Marshall asked.

“I thought I’d go to Switzerland, to Germany, and to Denmark,” Grannit said.  

“All nice places, all worth a visit,” Marshall said. “And afterwards? Will you go back to the States?”

“I thought I’d buy a boat,” Grannit said. “Something like this. Something traditional. I’m not a great admirer of modern designs.”

“You are a man after my own heart,” Marshall said. “Boats of this vintage look much more beautiful to my eye.”

“And to mine,” Grannit said.

They drank on, into the late hours, Marshall having stocked the boat up with single malt for the occasion, talking about boats, and about travel, and avoiding all mention of what had gone on in the bay only a few days before. Both Labbac and Marshall correctly surmised that Grannit just wanted to forget it. Finally, they broke up, Labbac going unsteadily - but safely - to his Morgan to drive back to his apartment near the market, Marshall to the taxi that would take him back to his villa above the town, and Grannit, by the same taxi as far as the Grand Hotel on The Croisette. Grannit took the elevator up to his room. He had a long hot bath; and climbed naked into bed. His short stay in Cannes had been highly eventful, he thought. From now on, he just wanted a quiet life.
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Krenek and Giselle had dined aboard the boat. Sitting at either end of the long inlaid rosewood dining table, with Duval occupying a position halfway along the port side of the table, the three of them had been waited on by white-jacketed stewards, who had served food prepared by a hired Michelin chef, together with the finest wines. Krenek and Giselle had chatted about travel, which both of them enjoyed, food, wine, and movies. Duval had said little, speaking only when he sensed Krenek wanted him to, an activity he was well versed in, having worked for Krenek for some years. Finally, at about eleven o’clock, Duval excused himself, “on account of my advancing years,” and retired to his cabin, and Krenek signaled to Giselle that they should leave the dining saloon and move to someplace more comfortable. She got to her feet and walked into the deck saloon, where she sat down on one of the settees. Krenek joined her, sitting at her side, as a steward appeared with a coffee pot and cups on a tray. They drank, chatted about the varied activities of the jet set, about movies and film stars, and about fashion, and then Krenek suggested it was time to retire. Giselle agreed and Krenek led the way up the stairs and to the front of the boat, and to his own luxurious suite.  
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Grannit left Cannes on the morning TGV for Geneva, the journey taking just under six hours in a more than comfortable First Class seat. At the Swiss border the immigration officer studied Grannit’s passport with a magnifying glass, the first time he had known that happen. But he was allowed in, and booked into the Four Seasons Hotel for two nights. He’d spend some of the money he’d earned saving western society, he thought. Besides, he really wasn’t a saver. Saving led to a reluctance to take risks in life in case you lost those savings, he thought. Savings made you decadent. 

The suite was luxurious, and gave a wonderful view of the lake. Sitting having dinner by his window, Grannit could see the famous water fountain, which did not interest him, and forty or fifty sailing dinghies racing on the lake, which did. He watched their colorful sails maneuvering for fully half an hour, before setting off to do a little shopping in town, where he actually bought very little. He did do, however, a lot of window-shopping for Swiss watches, admiring the offerings of Patek Phillipe, Blancpain, and Vacheron Constantin, and deciding that however, complex, however beautiful, however exquisite, and however accurate those watches were, they could not compete in value to the plain gold watch he wore. It was his father’s presentation watch. 
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As Grannit boarded the train at Cannes, Krenek woke in his king-sized bed in his stateroom on the upper deck of his yacht moored in the bay of Cannes. He turned and looked at the clock on the bedside table and then turned the other way and looked at Giselle. Still asleep, she lay on her side, looking away from him, strands of her hair covering the pillow in untidy waves, breathing almost unnoticeably. Krenek put an arm around her, causing her to grunt and wake. He said nothing for a moment, savoring the two hours of lovemaking he had enjoyed before, almost as if by mutual agreement they had rolled apart and fallen asleep. After a few moments, Krenek asked, quietly: “Are you ready for breakfast, beautiful?” 

“Yes,” she said, half turning towards him. 

“Do you want me to have it brought in?” Krenek asked.

“No. Let’s get up,” she said. 

“Do you want to bathe first?” Krenek asked. 

“Yes. Now.”

Krenek looked on as she pulled back the bedclothes and got out of bed, and then walked naked towards her private bathroom door. She was lightly tanned from sunbathing on the previous yacht she had worked on, and the suntan was almost uniform, apart from a very thin white line, which showed where her bikini bottom had covered just about what needed to be covered, and nothing more. She’s beautiful, very beautiful, Krenek thought, as he pulled back the bedclothes and swung his legs out of the bed to head for his own personal bathroom. Almost too beautiful to kill, in fact...
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Grannit got one of the graceful lake steamers to Lausanne, walked up the hill to the railway station, and then made another train journey to Interlaken, enjoying Swiss scenery, Swiss cleanliness, and the way they treated their tourists. “Like kings,” somebody said. And Grannit would have agreed with that. Nothing seemed too much trouble for Swiss hosts, tourists being very important to the Swiss economy, Grannit thought. At Interlaken, he checked into a decent hotel and had dinner in a restaurant overlooking the lake. His stay in Switzerland this far had been peaceful and enjoyable, with spectacular scenery and good food. In the evening, after dinner, he walked out to the railway station and turned and looked up. There, on a mountain ridge against a dark blue and cloudless sky, was a silver speck: the Sphinx Observatory.  

Next morning, after a breakfast of black coffee, orange juice, and croissants, he emptied his smallest bag, which was a backpack, and re-packed it as a daypack. He didn’t expect ever again to own a Leica S, the camera that had been taken from him by the black hats, let alone the expensive lenses that went with it, and so he had bought an Olympus XZ-1in Cannes, and he put that in to the bag. He put his shades in, his sun hat, a bottle of mineral water, a map, and a light Rohan insulated jacket, and then he set off.  He took the train from Interlaken to Lauterbrunnen, changed trains, for Kleine Scheidegg, and then boarded the train for Jungfraujoch. Each train up to that point was lightly loaded, and the only uncomfortable part of the journey that far, as far as Grannit was concerned, was the part from Lauterbrunnen. He shared the saloon coach with three young women, two of whom had babies with them, who talked from one end of the journey to the other, with loud and piercing voices non-stop about Caesarean sections, a subject that Grannit had no desire to learn about. He left the train thankfully at Lauterbrunnen, and joined the train for the next part of the journey hoping for silence or, at least, more interesting conversation, and found the latter from a tall, lean, distinguished-looking fellow whom Grannit found himself sitting opposite.

The guy wore a safari hat over tanned and lined features, a safari suit, and climbing boots. He had a closely trimmed white beard, and a backpack on the seat beside him. Grannit would have guessed he was about sixty.

“First time up?” he asked Grannit, as Grannit sat down facing him.

“Yes.”

“It’s my third,” the guy said. “Where are you from?” he continued.

“I’m from New York at the moment,” Grannit said, smiling.

“It’s like that is it?”

“Yes.”  

“I’m from New Zealand,” the passenger said. He put out a hand. “McPherson. Alec McPherson. I’m a farmer.”

Grannit shook the hand. “Grannit. Max Grannit.” 

They said nothing for a while, because the train now moved off. Four suntanned guys had occupied the rest of the seats in front of Grannit, who now faced forward, and to the end of the compartment. They had come aboard with backpacks and hiking sticks, and wore woolen hats, insulated jackets, coarse black trousers, and climbing boots. Two sat on one side of the carriage, and the other two sat on the other side, and they said nothing, either to their companions, or to anyone else, during the time Grannit could see them. They sat, indeed, looking bored, one with an elbow on the window ledge, one with a hand on his chin, occasionally turning to get a better look at something the train had passed.  

“I’ve been around the world three times,” McPherson said, and this is definitely something you want to do before you die.”

“So, I’ve been told,” Grannit said.

“It’s one of the most unique rail experiences the world has to offer,” McPherson said, “alongside the line across the Rockies, and the Orient Express.”

“I must try to do all of those things,” Grannit said. “If I’m given enough time – and enough money to do so.”

“Take my advice and make absolutely sure you so,” McPherson said. 

He took a quick glance out of the window and then continued.  

“Rio is the city of the southern hemisphere,” he said. “And San Francisco is the city of the northern one.”

“I strongly suspect a lot of people will disagree with you, there,” Grannit said, smiling.

“I’m sure they will,” McPherson said. “But they would be wrong.” He chuckled. “So, where have you been or where would you like to go?”  

“I’ve been to Venezuela,” Grannit said, “although not in the most enjoyable circumstances, the most notable parts of the states, Antigua, Canada, France...and now Switzerland.”

McPherson nodded.

“Where would I like to go? Um, let me see. One place would be The Dalmatian Coast,” Grannit said. “The water is crystal clear, and the temperature, at the right time, is so unnoticeable as to be perfect.” 

“That is one place I have never been,” McPherson said. “I must try to get down there for a few days on this trip.”

“So you don’t book ahead,” Grannit said.

“Nope. I like to be free, always have. Well, at least, after my first guided tour, on a bus, through the Tyrol, so it happens. The bus took us to the giant ski-jump at Innsbruck, and I thought I’d like to take some photos from the top. So I, together with a few other passengers climbed to the top, and thought I had a fantastic view of the town and the mountains behind it. I took some photos and thought I’d like to spend another half hour there. But then, exactly at that moment, the guide called up: “We’re going now! I thought that is the last time this is going to happen. I shall decide everything for myself from now on.”

“Have you always been a farmer?”  Grannit asked.

“Hell, no, I came from a farming family, but went into the New Zealand armed forces from school. I ended up in Special Forces, but came out early when my father died.” 

Grannit nodded. “Have you killed many people?” he asked.

McPherson nodded, but did not smile. “Quite a few. And that was another of the reasons why I left to become a farmer. I didn’t like being told whom I had to kill. Because, quite often, I disagreed with government policy. I agreed with it sometimes; disagreed with it at others. Too often, I thought we were attacking and killing people for other people’s benefit, and not our own.”

Grannit nodded. “That’s what all intelligent and sensible people would do.”

“Indeed. But intelligent people are in a minority. Most people will do what their government tells them, unquestioningly, and believe what they are told. Especially, if doing so will further their careers.”

Grannit nodded. “I agree.”

“Have you killed anybody?” McPherson asked.

“No,” Grannit lied.  

“Then take my advice,” McPherson said, “and don’t start. It comes back to you later. Usually in the early hours. You remember the looks on their faces, and you remember too that they had mothers and fathers, brothers and sister, wives... Anyway, you will get my point.”

Grannit nodded. “Yes, I do.” He felt suddenly depressed.

They sat in silence as the train
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