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  Who is John
Stark?


  John Stark is a
man with one purpose in life; to destroy The Company. Any way he
can, regardless of who gets in his way. The Company is an
international crime syndicate dealing in every kind of activity
that will make money out of human degradation. It has killed
everyone Stark holds dear and he is out to take his own kind of
bloody vengeance on the murderers concerned. His path of revenge
leads him from a prison break in England to the capital cities of
the world, and behind him he leaves a trail of Company corpses,
Stark is a hunter—hunted himself by his victims and the law
alike.


   



  John
Stark is The Revenger.




  About the
Author


  Terry
William Harknett, who wrote under the pseudonym ‘Joseph Hedges’, was born in
1936, in what was then a small village east of London. Upon leaving
school he abandoned all earlier ambitions and decided to become a
professional writer, with strong leanings towards the mystery
novel. His first short (love) story was published when he was
sixteen and the first (mystery) novel appeared ten years later. He
turned to writing full-time in 1970, writing mostly Westerns which
have been translated into a dozen languages and have sold in excess
of 16 million copies.
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  CHAPTER ONE


   



  THE AFTERNOON SUN beat
down fiercely upon the clearing in the forest on the bank of the
River Xingu, several miles south of where the tributary joined the
Amazon in northeastern Brazil. The surrounding forest on both banks
of the river was noisy with the calls of egrets, hoatzins, ibises
and countless other species of birds. But the clearing was as
peaceful as the slow-moving water of the river. For the shutters
were up at the doorways of the Malocas and the Waura Indians
remained quietly inside their communal houses, awaiting the order
of their chief to come out into the sunlight.


  All the brown-skinned
Waura – men, women and children – squatted in the shaded interiors
of the Malocas, naked bodies tense and ears straining to pick up
the first distant note of an alien sound in these primitive
surroundings. When it came, it was from the wrong direction and the
Indians looked at each other quizzically and the subdued mumbling
of their questions and negative answers disturbed swarms of flies
into buzzing flight.


  The aged chief was as
intrigued as his people were, but he shouted the order for
everybody to emerge on to the village compound. The shutters were
pushed aside from the doorways of the Malocas and the fifty-strong
population of the village filed quietly out into the harsh glare of
the high sun. As the Government man from Brazilia had instructed,
they began to move towards the bank of the green-watered river. But
the chief shouted and gestured, steering them towards the other
side of the village. For it was obvious from the swelling sound of
the approaching engine that the important visitor was not arriving
by river, as arranged: his transport was coming along the track
through the rain forest.


  The Indians, their
dark eyes solemn and their full lips pouting, obeyed the new orders
of the chief – forming into two lines to flank the track where it
ran clear of the towering trees at the fringe of the village.
Concentration furrowed their brows, for they were anxious to please
their chief, and bring honour to themselves, by extending to the
important visitor precisely the welcome which they had rehearsed so
often under the watchful eye of the Government man. But it was
obvious that many of the Waura were puzzled by the unexpected
change of plan. The chief saw this plainly as he surveyed the
double line.


  ‘It
is not for us to question why the white men do not do what they
said they would do,’ he announced in the rapid, slightly guttural
tribal tongue. ‘But we must do what we said we would
do.’


  The men, women and
children all nodded their agreement with this and took a tighter
hold on the sticks of the paper flags they carried, turning their
attention away from the chief to peer along the track. The flags
were a mixture of the Stars and Stripes of the United States and
the blue sphere in a yellow diamond on a green ground that was the
emblem of Brazil. They provided small splashes of bright colour
against the various shades of brown in the village – hard-packed
dirt of the clearing, dried mud coating the Maloca huts and skin
tones of the naked Indians – and the green of river water and
trees.


  ‘Here
comes important visitor,’ a boy of about four shouted, his face
splitting into a broad grin as he raised his arm and began to wave
his flag.


  The noise of a
labouring engine was very loud now and every Waura peering down the
track saw the grey-painted jeep skid around a bend in a cloud of
dust and roar towards the village.


  ‘Now
we begin!’ the chief instructed.


  His crinkled face
became wreathed in a smile and he waved both his flags – one of
each country. He vented a cheer and his people joined him in vocal
expression of excitement. Flies, which had settled on the greasy
hair and sweat-sheened flesh of the Indians, abruptly swarmed away
in search of more stable resting places.


  The white man at the
wheel of the jeep stared stoically through the insect graveyard of
the windscreen and did not ease back on his speed as the jeep
juddered and bounced along the final stretch of the bumpy track
towards the village. He was a good-looking man in his late
twenties, with regular features evenly tanned. He had black hair,
worn long, and the colour was picked up by the bandito-type
moustache that followed the line of his top lip and curled down
towards his jaw at each end. His eyes were deep-set and clear blue.
His build was a lean six feet or so and he was dressed in a denim
shirt and jean, faded almost to white.


  He knew what was
happening at the Waura village. The simple-minded Indians –
overexcited about greeting a visiting dignitary – were springing
their welcome for the wrong man. To anyone with a sense of humour,
the situation would have appeared hilarious. But the driver of the
jeep did not possess a sense of humour. He was a cold, calculated
killer and the only emotion he ever experienced was a subdued
excitement at the prospect of a new kill. He had this feeling now,
burning at the pit of his stomach, as he stared along the lines of
flag-wavers, steering the jeep on a course that would roar it
between the avenue of naked bodies. He did not even receive a vague
sexual stir from seeing the exposed firmness of the breasts and the
shaven genitals of the younger women in the line.


  The cheering, swamped
by the roar of the racing engine, faltered and then stopped. Paper
flags were lowered. Excitement drained from faces and tremulous
bodies became rigid. The Waura Indians were suddenly fearful and
their eyes swept away from the jeep to seek instructions from the
chief. The old man had achieved his status because of his years
rather than his intelligence. Dust, spewed up from under the
wheels, billowed around the bouncing jeep and sunlight glared on
the windscreen. He could not see the driver and for long moments
was confused. Then he started to cheer louder and wave his flag
more vigorously than before. Only a white man would have a jeep and
he had been asked to lead his people in an enthusiastic welcome for
the white man who was coming to the village today.


  The other Waura
Indians followed his lead and became animated and raucous again.
Only from their eyes was it possible to detect that they sensed
something was wrong. Then, as the jeep roared between the twin
lines, the Indians leapt backwards, narrowing their eyes and
clamping their Ups against the billowing assault of the gritty
dust. Just one child held her ground – until she was yanked aside,
out of the path of the jeep which had suddenly gone into a
wheel-sliding turn. As the Waura screamed in terror and howled in
protest, the driver of the jeep shot it forward, out of its
crabwise slide, and screeched it to a skidding halt at the side of
a Maloca. The engine was cut and the silence was absolute for long
moments – the Indians and wild life of the rain forest similarly
shocked into dumbness by the thunderous arrival of the jeep.


  Then one of the
younger children began to cry. All the other Waura continued to
stare in wide-eyed silence as the dust settled around the jeep and
the driver rose to stand up on his seat. His deep-set eyes merely
flicked over the apprehensive watchers, then took in every detail
of his surroundings. His attitude was stonily nonchalant and his
movements were slow. Birds began to call in the trees and small
animals to scurry across the forest floor. The mother of the
frightened child quietened her and low-voiced questions were
bombarded at the old chief.


  ‘Government man, perhaps.’ the chief answered. ‘Come to make
sure everything is ready.’


  It was the only
explanation he could think of, and he believed it. The only white
men to ever come to the village were either traders from Carvalho
and Joao, or Government men. As a general rule the traders were
solicitous and the Government men were brusque. And this
impassively aloof man certainly fitted into the latter category. He
gave a nod to express his satisfaction with where the jeep had come
to rest, and dropped down into his seat. The sound of another
engine invaded the village in the clearing and, this time, it came
from the right direction – around the bend in the Xingu. And it had
the right, unhurried note of a motor launch travelling at a sedate
pace.


  The chief barked rapid
instructions and led his people in a bustle of movement across the
clearing. His explanation about the man in the jeep had been
accepted and the former fear of the Waura was swamped under a rise
of new excitement. Once again, two lines of a guard of honour were
formed; this time at the bank of the river where a crudely made
jetty of logs on poles jutted out into the water.


  All eyes in the
village – including the deep-set blue ones of the white man –
peered downriver to where the water curved from sight around a
thick clump of liana-entwined trees. The white prow of a boat
showed and then the whole length of a twenty-five-foot
fibre-glass-hulled motor cruiser slid into view. A striped awning
stretched from stem to stem and the American and Brazilian flags
hung limply, side-by-side, from a central mast. The cruiser was low
in the water, heavy with the weight of some twenty men. One of
these was crouched in the bows, a mooring line already in his
hands. Another stood at the helm and controls back at the stern.
The others were seated at either side of an aisle running down the
centre of the boat. A mixture of pale-faced or sun-tanned Americans
and darker-skinned Brazilians of European extraction. With the
exception of the two-man crew, who were nervously over-anxious to
do their duty well, the occupants of the boat were smiling and
voluble as they saw the village with its eager welcoming party.
Nobody, on shore or aboard the boat, could see the jeep and its
driver, for a Maloca hut intervened.


  So the first white man
to arrive in the village was hidden to sight as he reached over
into the rear of the jeep and picked up a long, slender object
wrapped in sacking. He snapped two elastic bands to release the
sacking and then he unwrapped it. His eyes merely flicked over the
oiled barrel and polished stock of a Schultz and Larsen sporting
rifle.


  Down at the jetty, the
chief gave the word and the cheering and flag-waving started again.
The engine of the cruiser was revved as the wheel was turned. A fat
American and a slender Brazilian waved their hands in response to
the noise from the bank. The man in the jeep worked the bolt action
of the rifle to jack a shell into the breech. The marine engine was
cut and the cruiser slid smoothly through the green water towards
the jetty. The rifleman rested the twenty-four-inch barrel of the
weapon across the top of the windscreen frame of the jeep and
pressed his eye against the rear of the 4x telescopic sight. He
aimed for the top of a distant tree and eased the ring around until
the foliage came into sharp focus.


  The helmsman had cut
his engine at precisely the right moment. The canopied cruiser
nosed alongside the jetty at dead slow. The man in the bow leapt on
to the logs, secured the line and ran out to the river end to hold
the boat steady until the helmsman tossed him a rope from amidships
and he made fast with this. The Waura Indians continued to cheer
themselves hoarse and wave frantically with their flags. The man
from the American State Department and his host, who was a
high-ranking official in the Mines and Energy Ministry of the
Brazilian Government, maintained their smiling, waving responses.
Minor civil servants swatted flies, mopped at their sweating brows
or looked appreciatively at the uninhibited nakedness of the most
attractive and younger Waura women. Two American Secret Servicemen
and four men of the Brazilian Security Police made a gimlet-eyed
appraisal of the village, the river and the surrounding jungle. As
they had expected in this – quite literal – backwoods area of
country, they saw nothing to arouse their suspicions. The helmsman
went forward to drop a set of steps over the side. The man ashore
held them steady. The Brazilian Government man ushered the State
Department bigwig ahead of him and the Indian chief exhorted the
villagers to an even more tumultuous welcome at this stirring of
officialdom.


  The man in the jeep
went up on to the seat again, held a half crouch for a moment, then
inched up to his full height. The stock of the rifle was nestled
against his right shoulder as he gained a view, across the roof of
the hut, of the scene at the jetty. He looked at it only a moment
with the naked eye, taking general aim with the rifle. Then his
right eye saw a restricted-angle close-up. The markings of the
telescope lens were zeroed-in on the head of a US Secret
Serviceman. The square-featured man turned his head and stared
straight at the sniper who seemed to be sprawled out across the
roof of the Maloca. The rifleman saw the man’s mouth gape to shout
a warning. The alarm didn’t reach across the village through the
barrage of noise from the excited Indians. But, as the rifle swung
and the scope located the State Department man, it was obvious the
yell had been heard aboard the boat. For the fat man was about to
set his foot down on the top step. He froze. The sniper eased his
aim from the shoulder to the chest of his target, held his breath,
took first pressure against the trigger—and squeezed.


  The range was two
hundred yards across the village compound, a further ten yards down
the avenue of naked Indians and just a few more along the crude
jetty. The .264 Magnum shell covered the distance in less than a
second and penetrated the body of its victim at the precise point
intended by the sniper. Through shirt, undervest, skin, tissue and
heart. Then it flattened its nose against a rib and stopped. The
victim gave a grunt, started to fall backwards, then half-turned
and slumped sideways across the gunwale of the cruiser. Blood from
his chest wound trickled down the gleaming white side of the boat’s
hull and lost its vivid crimson colouration in the green water of
the river.


  The
security men of two nations drew their revolvers and automatics as
they brushed aside other members of the visiting party and leapt on
to the jetty. As the white men lunged into yelling animation, the
Indians were suddenly immobile and silent. The Brazilian politician
stooped to look 4nto the glazed and staring eyes of the American diplomat. Then
he looked up and shook his head.


  The jeep motor bursted
into life with a raucous roar of high revs. Small-arms fire cracked
and bullets spun towards the hut. All eyes swung away from the
slumped form of the dead man to stare towards the Maloca on the far
side of the compound. Gears crashed and the jeep rocketed forward
into a dust-billowing turn. Snap shots were fired towards the
moving cloud. Bullets clanged against the metal bodywork. But the
jeep kept going, gaining speed as it was headed towards the start
of the track into the forest. Through the rising curtain of dust it
was just possible to discern the shape of the vehicle, with the
driver sitting rigidly erect at the wheel.


  The security men
continued to run, swinging into a turn to chase in the wake of the
jeep, firing wildly as they went. The driver went through his gear
changes with the smooth speed of one as skilled at driving as he
had shown himself to be in the art of murder. And, abruptly,
neither he nor his vehicle were targets any longer. For the jeep
had gone from sight into the impenetrable screen of the rain
forest.


  The security men
skidded to a halt and glared at each other, their faces run with
the sweat of tension and exertion. Each of them, at the start of
the river trip, had made it known he considered the duty was a
waste of time. But none had meant it in this way.


  On the boat and the
jetty the diplomats and junior ministers discovered to their dismay
that none of them could speak the Waura’s language. The two-man
crew knew only Portuguese.


  ‘Do you think we will
be blamed for what has happened?’ an Indian asked his chief.


  ‘How
could we have prevented it?’ the old man countered with a sigh,
then shot an apprehensive glance towards the white men with the
guns.


  ‘Will
they not only care that we did not?’ another Waura
asked.


  Misery did not sit
well upon the faces of the Indians, who were by nature a happy
people. But it was expressed nonetheless, as the senior official of
the Brazilian dignitaries came ashore and replace dismay with anger
on his sweating face.


  ‘Fala portugues?’ he yelled. The silence of the
frightened Indians deepened his rage. And he rounded on the
security men who were advancing on the jetty. He knew that the four
Brazilian policemen understood English, so spoke in this language
to voice his wrath on all six of the gun-toting security agents.
‘You crazy, incompetent fools! How did it happen? How could this
happen?’


  Those employed by his
own government remained as docile and silent as the Indians. One of
the Americans spat into the dust. ‘You saw it, buddy,’ he rasped.
‘A guy fired a rifle and Eugene Douglas bought it. It happened and
the guy beat it.’


  ‘And
what do you propose to do about it?’ the Brazilian
bellowed.


  ‘Get
back to Rio and quit the service before they get a chance to fire
me,’ the American answered flatly.


  His colleague gave a
sad nod of agreement. ‘Top brass are sure to be uptight the creep
finally got what was coming to him,’ he muttered.


   



  A man
who was not too dissimilar in appearance to the assassin was
already in Rio de Janeiro. In fact, eight miles from the city
centre at Galeao airport: in the empty hold of a Panir do Brasil
Lockheed 382G four-engined cargo aircraft. He had the same six-foot
tall, one-hundred-and-eighty-pound frame. The same colour and style
of hair and the almost identical shade of eyes. But it was really
only a passing resemblance, for although he, too, was good looking,
his features had a different set from those of the man in the jeep.
His forehead was lower, his eyes were a little closer together and
not quite so deeply set. His nose was less prominent and his
mouthline above the aggressive thrust of his jaw was more inclined
to express good humour. He did have a bandito-type moustache, but it grew a
lighter tone than his hair. In fact, it was not actually in
physical appearance that the two men were so much alike. Rather, in
their ability to commit murder with great skill and a complete lack
of compunction – if the motive were right. The man in the jeep did
it for money. John Stark for revenge.


  Stark, who had been
dubbed by the British Press, and then the world press, as The
Revenger, had flown into Rio de Janeiro without knowing what his
destination would be. It had simply been essential to his continued
freedom that he get out of Mexico as quickly as he could. Maybe
essential to survival if his enemies, instead of the police, got to
him first. So, after his final explosive assault on the Mexican arm
of the international crime cartel known as The Company, he had made
a fast trip from the Mexico City suburbs to the international
airport. He had money and a small fortune in jewellery negotiable
for cash if he found the right contact. But he had no chance of
flying out of Mexico on a scheduled passenger jetliner: for, apart
from the fact that The Company and the police would have such an
escape route blocked, he had no passport. What he did have was the
gall and nerve to hang on to the rear of a refuse truck that was
driven into the cargo-handling area of the airport. And then to
board a fully loaded cargo aircraft painted in Panir do Brasil
livery.


  It just happened to be
the plane closest to him when the refuse truck stopped.


  A large part of his
life had become like that since he set out on a world-wide trail of
violence in search of revenge. Carefully planned attacks and fast
catch-as-catch-can retreats. Sometimes the attacks were as fast and
disorganised as the retreats—when the enemy chose the battleground
and the timing.


  It was natural to
think of the pattern of his life in terms of a war for, in short,
that was what it was. The multinational army of organised crime
against the one-man guerrilla unit of The Revenger. With neither
right nor God on either side. It had begun when John Stark was a
small part of the big army. A young tearaway trying to make himself
a little money by doing a job for the British arm of The Company. A
small job. Nothing to do with narcotics, prostitution, extortion,
protection, illegal gambling or any of the other major sources of
company income. Just a penny-ante robbery. One that went wrong.
Stark was nicked by the law and didn’t intend to say anything about
the people he was working for.


  But The Company was
not prepared to rely on that. So they got hold of his girl and made
her a heroin addict—with a constant and free source of supply of
the Big H: providing Stark kept his mouth shut. But a mistake was
made, and Carol was main-lined with an overdose of the stuff. Carol
died, and The Company busted Stark out of jail to make amends.


  The British arm of The
Company lived to regret their two mistakes—in killing Carol, and
thinking that Stark would forgive and forget. For he was not the
forgiving and the forgetting kind. Not where the only woman he had
ever loved was concerned. From a young tearaway, he graduated to
being a young killer. He was only after those responsible for
Carol’s death. But, in slaking his thirst for vengeance, he had to
cut down some big men in the hierarchy of British crime. And, for
good measure, he punched a big hole in the illegal narcotic
processing operation.


  The Company could not
afford to sit still under such a bombardment of death and
destruction, and they fought back with every weapon in their
considerable armoury. They had tried to ‘Take out’ – The Company
term for kill – the revenge-bent Stark in a hundred and one
different ways. But all they had succeeded in doing was to keep him
on the run. From Britain to Europe to the Middle East, to North and
Central America and now to South America. And each national arm of
The Company which had received a visit from Revenger had lived to
regret it as much as big-time organised crime in the United
Kingdom.


  And still John Stark
lived, destined to tread the path of revenge until he died. For,
even if he had wanted to call a halt to the havoc he created, The
Company would not let him. There could be no truce in a war such as
this, which had to be fought to the death. And, because attack was
the best form of defence, each threat from The Company drove Stark
back on to the lethal offensive.


  But, as he crouched in
the empty hold of the Lockheed while it was being towed by a
tractor into a maintenance hangar at Galeao Airport, Stark was in
no position to take the initiative of defence or attack in any kind
of war. All he possessed were the worn and ill-treated clothes he
stood up in, a few thousand dollars in mixed US and Canadian
currency and some valuable jewellery – the money and gold-set gems
bulging the pockets of his clothes. No weapons of any kind. The
money had been given to him by an associate in Canada. The
jewellery he took from an associate in Mexico. Stark had associates
rather than friends because anybody who helped him never lived long
enough for the relationship to deepen. The Canadian man and the
Mexican woman were both dead. Weapons? He had expended his supplies
of hardware before smuggling himself aboard the transport
aircraft.


  The Lockheed rolled to
a halt behind the tractor and Stark prepared to leave. So far the
escape from Mexico had been relatively easy. Nobody had seen him
board the plane, and when the cargo of crated machine tools was
being off-loaded, he had shut himself in the lavatory. None of the
crew members had come back to the cargo hold during the flight.
Now, as he pressed himself tight against the curve of the aeroplane
to peer out through a port, he saw a dozen threats to discovery.
For this many maintenance men, attired in oil-stained white
coveralls, were preparing to attend to the Lockheed. Apart from the
tractor driver, these were the only men in the hangar, which was
only large enough to accommodate one aircraft of this size.


  A set of wheeled steps
was rolled up to the forward hatchway while extendable platforms
were positioned beside each of the four wing-mounted turbo-prop
engines. Stark stayed where he was, hidden by a bulkhead, as the
co-pilot left his seat at the controls and opened the forward
hatch. Two maintenance men went to each engine and two more moved
out of Stark’s angle of vision to check the under-carriage. The
co-pilot climbed down the steps and exchanged some conversation
with the two coveralled men waiting to come aboard. Everyone was
happy. Stark was reasonably content that just two of the engineers
were intent upon boarding the aircraft. The tractor was unhitched
from the nose of the Lockheed and then made a tight turn to head
out of the hangar. The co-pilot hitched a ride. Somebody switched
on a radio and up-tempo jazz music began to echo under the high
roof of the cavern of a building. Somebody whistled and somebody
else sang off-key. The two engineers started up the steps. Stark
moved from the port to the bulkhead door and cracked it open.


  Whenever it was
possible, he tried not to harm innocent people. His targets were
always company men and it was this concentration of his kill-urge
that kept public opinion on his side and earned him a degree of
condonement from the police. But, sometimes, it was inevitable that
a non-Company employee got a lump or two from The Revenger. It
depended upon how co-operative they were.


  The two maintenance
men reached the top of the steps and entered the flight deck. As
soon as they were out of sight of the four men working on the
engines of the port wing, Stark pulled the door wide and stepped
out from the cargo hold.


  ‘¿O que?’one of the Brazilians
started.


  Stark remained
outwardly casual, leaning against the door jamb and smiling
personably at the surprised men. They were both middle-aged: one
short and thin, the other short and fat.


  ‘Either of you speak English?’ Stark asked.


  The two looked at each
other.


  ‘¿Fala Ingles?’the
thin one asked.


  ‘¿Ingles?’ the fat one responded.
‘Nao.’


  They looked back at
Stark, the thin one shaking his head and the fat one shrugging.
When Stark reached into the inside pocket of his sports jacket,
both of them showed fear and glanced at the open hatchway with the
steps leading down from it. The instrumental jazz music had
finished and the radio was belching out something from the Rio top
twenty. The whole maintenance crew outside the aircraft seemed to
be joining in with the female vocalist. The two men on the flight
deck with Stark expressed surprise again when they saw the wad of
bills he produced from the pocket. They stared eagerly at his hands
as he counted out two hundred dollars. With a hundred in each hand,
he extended his arms towards the men.


  The thin one accepted
the money with a grin. The fat one shook his head.


  ‘¡Nao gosto!’ he complained sullenly.


  Stark dropped the grin
and withdrew both hands as he stepped up close to the fat man. The
fat man tried to back away, but banged against the flight
engineer’s bench.


  ‘¿O que
deseja?’ he demanded, gulping.


  ‘Only
speak English, mate.’ Stark told him. ‘But if you don’t understand
money talk, hard luck.’


  The hand, fisted
around the money punched into the bulbous stomach. Air rushed out
from the man’s lips and he started to double up. Stark’s free hand
chopped down on the back of his neck. The gasp became a grunt. But
he didn’t thud to the floor. For Stark held him upright and then
lowered him gently into the flight engineer’s seat. He rested the
man’s chest and head across the bench. The thin man had paled as
the assault was launched. Stark put a finger to his lips as he
looked at the frightened man. He received an emphatic nod in reply.
Fifty dollars went back into Stark’s pocket. The other fifty he put
on the bench, under the un-moving hand of the unconscious man.


  ‘Fifty for his trouble.’ he said to the thin one. ‘I keep fifty
for my trouble.’


  Not understanding, the
maintenance man nodded anyway. Stark put his finger to his lips
again, in the silencing sign. He got another nod.


  ‘Muchas gracias, mate,’ Stark said.


  A
shake of the head now, and an unsteady smile. ‘Nao. Espanol
muchas gracias. Portugues t
obrigado.’


  ‘Thanks, anyway,’ Stark told him, gave him the
finger-to-the-lips bit again and stepped out on to the platform at
the top of the steps.


  He
was halfway down when one of the singing men working on a port
engine spotted him. ‘¿Para onde vai?’ he yelled above the music.


  Stark grinned at him,
and quickened his pace to reach the foot of the steps.


  ‘¡E esta bem!’ the thin man called from the open
hatchway.


  But
the man at the engine did not believe it was all right.
‘¡Parar!’
he yelled harshly, and started down the
steps.


  Other men followed his
example, but Stark was on the oil-streaked floor of the hangar by
then, and he lunged into a run. His footfalls rang against the
concrete. Men’s voices were raised in alarm as their feet thudded
against the metal steps. Stark broke out from the shade of the
hangar into the bright sunlight of afternoon. The radio continued
to belch out Brazilian pop music at
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