

    
        
          Another Time Another Place

        

        
        
          The Russians are Coming, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Dave Black

        

        
          Published by Dave Black, 2018.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ANOTHER TIME ANOTHER PLACE

    

    
      First edition. March 20, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 Dave Black.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1999756567

    

    
    
      Written by Dave Black.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Another Time Another Place (The Russians are Coming, #1)

Prologue - Part 1 - Another Time - Another Place

Chapter 1 - He’s my Man

Chapter 2 - Two skids on my Troika

Chapter 3 - Open up those Golden Gates

Chapter 4 - Getting to Grips

Chapter 5 - The Party’s Over?

Chapter 6 - He’s my Boy

Chapter 7 - New York - New York

Chapter 8 - The Showdown

Chapter 9 - The Aftermath

Chapter 10 - Creepy Crawlies

Chapter 11 - Molotov Cocktail?

Chapter 12 - Times they are a Changin’

Chapter 14 - New Beginnings?

Chapter 15 - A partnership of Sorts

Chapter 16 - Father! Oh Father

Chapter 17 - We’re making Headway

Chapter 18 - Any whichway Desmond

Chapter 19 - The start of something Big

Chapter 20 - Begin the Beguine

Chapter 21 - Begin the Beguine?

Chapter 22 - Playing the Odds

Chapter 23 - Nobody does it Better?

Chapter 24 - Rocket Man

Chapter 25 - Moonlightin’

Chapter 26 - Caught Nappin’

Chapter 27 - He’s my Brother?

Chapter 28 - On the Run

Chapter 29 - Homeward Bound

Chapter 30 - Jetplanes flying high above Me

Chapter 31 - Only the Lonely

Chapter 32 - It’s a Bigboys Game

Chapter 33 - Quickfire Lake Nevada

Chapter 34 - I’m Navy - Fly Me

Chapter 35 - Top ‘o’ the World

Chapter 36 - Turn right at the Gulf

Chapter 37 - One more night without Sleepin’

Chapter 38 - Rockin’ an’ Reelin’ - walkin’ the Floor

Chapter 39 - Its up- up and Away

Chapter 40 - Moving-on

Chapter 41 - If they could see me Now?

Chapter 42 - It’s all in the Game

Chapter 43 - On the Run

Chapter 44 - The Great Escape

Chapter 45 - Getting it-On

Chapter 46 - Nah ya’ see it - Nah ya’ Don’t

Chapter 47 - The Stake-out

Chapter 48 - The Chase is On

Epilogue - The Party’s Over

Also by Dave Black

Sign up for Dave Black's Mailing List

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
                               Dedications


               To everyone I ever knew,


               to those who’ve gone, to


             those still here and those


                      I’ve yet to meet.




    


Time for another super tale of

Adventure, Intrigue & Betrayal

Copyright Dave Black Publishers

◊
[image: ]


The right of Dave Black to be identified

as the author of this work is asserted

by him, in accordance with the

Copyright, Designs and Patent Act 1988

◊
[image: ]


This novel is a work of fiction. Names,

characters, places and incidents are either

the product of the author’s imagination or

are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to

actual persons, living or dead, events, or

locales, is entirely coincidental.

◊
[image: ]


Revised ePub Edition

Edited & Prepared by

Dave Black Publishers 2020

London - Paris - New York

St Louis - Los Angeles - Derby



Dedications

To everyone I ever knew,

to those who’ve gone, to

those still here and those

I’ve yet to meet.
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Disclaimer

‘The characters and plots, described in these pages

and others yet to come; are mostly true to life, no

doubt you’ve come across a lot of them,

sometime or other - someplace or other.’

Another Time - Another Place

It’s 1914 or thereabouts, a Red Tide is rising, as revolution rampages across the Russian Continent. Soon the nation states will be absorbed into a Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. Alexander Popov is caught up in the chaos with no option but to flee. He goes west to the USA and he goes alone, to prepare a home for his heavily pregnant wife, not daring to expose her to the hazard of a mid-winter crossing on the open ocean. She will follow when things quiet down, but life doesn’t work that way. Events conspire to foil his plan and the separation becomes permanent.

Alex Popov Senior is young, ambitious and talented and soon makes his mark on Wall Street. But events overtake him as Wall Street crashes, now known on Wall Street as Alex Popper, he’s accidentally murdered by a senior partner amid charges of double-dealing and it gets cover-up. But Angela Pilkington his personal assistant goes on to pursue a lifelong quest to seek revenge, by exposing Solomons as his nemesis. 
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In Moscow, the son he never knew rises to the fringes of the Politburo, as an Air Force Colonel and Scientific Advisor, to become the permanent representative at the UN in New York. Overseeing the Soviet spy network across the USA, but as he goes about his business, it brings him to the notice of veteran Canadian Secret Service Agent ‘Jig’ Prendergast (Ret’d).
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Prendergast is out to ditch the spygame, but is coerced by Desmond Chandler the recently appointed Canadian Minister of Transport, Posts & Telecoms to investigate the loss of a Canadian airliner on the trans-Polar route to Moscow. Colonel Popov a Soviet  Computer Specialist has recruited disaffected CIA agents to ferry sensitive tapes to his top secret facility in the Vladayskaya. It’s at a redundant nuclear power station where a reactor has been re-commissioned to provide the motive power, for a top-secret bid by Colonel Popov, to wreck economies across the Free World. He’s out to mess with the US space program & head-up the Politburo.

The Cast.
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The Russians:- Alexander Korda Popov - who now goes by the name of (Alex Popper), first born son of Russian nobility. Yuri Popov his long lost son who becomes a Soviet spymaster in the USA. Where he goes looking for his long lost father; together with Moscoe, who becomes his right-hand man. 
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The Canadians:-

‘Jig’ Prendergast, a veteran Canadian Secret Agent, formerly with the American CIA, in Europe and Central America is anxious to part company with the spygame. But is called-in by Desmond Chandler, newly elected to the government as the Minster for Transport, Posts & Telecommunications, when problems erupt which cannot be explained.

Prendergast is persuaded by Chandler to sort out what is going on. But he can’t understand why Prendergast dances to a different drummer, as he contacts Stefan Drake a disaffected Canadian Agent who has swapped sides in pursuit of personal gain.  Hollister is P.A to Desmond Chandler, while Trixie Noble, a longstanding Prendergast fan and Hollister’s secretary becomes a pawn, in a game of chance, as Hollister harbours lust for her charms and conjures up a takeover bid.
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The Yanks:-

Ralph Solomons of Solomons Bros., is a Wall Street Merchant Banker. While Richard B. Railton II or III with British roots, heads-up the mighty Railton Industries Inc, passed on by his father as an all-American Dream.

Ralph Bellingham a CIA agent and former pal is roped-in by Prendergast, when the going gets tough. While Angie Pilkington, Alex Popper’s personal assistant at Solomons Bros. who suspects her boss has been murdered, hangs-in at the practice. When his body is found in the yard below, several days after the Wall Street crash, she pursues a quest, to follow the evidence trail & clear his name.

It’s about a meritocracy of sorts - 70 odd years in the making.
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Sometimes, it falls to the man himself, to make his own arrangements when all about him are making theirs. For Stefan Drake that moment had come when he felt his destiny must lie in his own hands. That the opportunity should come to him at a time and place not of his own choosing, was pure co-incidence.

The time was here and now, the opportunity taken. What more could be expected of him. That things didn’t turn out as planned was unfortunate. He just had to make the best fist of it that circumstances conspired to deliver. At Another Time, in Another Place, things might have been quite different.
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Prologue - Part 1 - Another Time - Another Place
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The winter snow trampled underfoot was packed solid. Several inches thick, it would stay that way until the spring rains flushed it down to the lake, in a melting torrent of thick brown slurry.

Across the square a figure waited, concealed in the shadow of a tall building. Some thirty minutes had passed since he arrived to keep this rendez-vous. Flipping up the fur-trimmed collar of his trenchcoat to cover his ears, he stamped his feet, in a vain attempt to coax circulation to his frozen limbs. It was not necessary to hang around for too long, in the sub-zero temperatures of a Canadian winter, to feel the way he did at this particular moment.

A distinct crunching sound alerted his cold-deadened senses. The target was heading his way, he peered around the corner anxious to get the business over with and be on his way. The souped-up Dodge was parked at the end of the street, motor ticking over for a quick getaway. Ice-cold fingers clenched the butt of a Colt ·45, as he eased it from the holster under his armpit. Feet apart in the classic textbook firing stance he raised the gun, curled his finger round the trigger and waited.

A figure came into view, shoulders hunched against the biting cold, a briefcase clutched tightly under his arm. It was held in place by a hand thrust deep in the pocket of his fleece lined duffle coat. Stiffening slightly; the waiting assailant took aim, through a billowing cloud of condensing breath. Slowly and very precisely his finger tightened, to squeeze the trigger. A shot rang out, followed by one more, the hallmark of a trained assassin. Outstretched arms jerked in recoil as the ∙45 calibre slugs slammed into solid bone. The target, twisted to lay face down in the snow, tossed back by the force of the impact - like a rag doll. Blood gushed from the gaping wound in his head, to spread like a crimson halo in the freshly fallen snow.

Showing little by way of emotion, Stefan Drake stepped over the still twitching corpse, to heave it face up with the side of his boot. He needed to be certain there was no prospect he could be identified. Satisfied, he picked up the briefcase and hurried round the corner to his parked car. Sporadic flakes of snow still drifted in the wind, he turned on the wipers, shifted the gear stick into drive and took-off down the snowbound slip road heading for the airport.

It would be a while before anyone summoned up the courage to take a closer look and probably several more minutes before alarm calls went out to local police units. It was doubtful if there was anyone in the vicinity, with the slightest idea, of what had taken place. By the time homicide arrived and issued an APB, Stefan Drake would be onboard the trans-Polar flight, direct to Shremet’yevo, Moscow’s International Airport. The final piece of his jigsaw in place, he was heading back to base.

The briefcase he’d acquired was for his personal use, his latest bid at a self-administered private pension plan. At last he had his hands on something solid, something he could use to make a deal that would secure his future. For long enough now, he’d criss-crossed the globe at the beck and call of a Soviet paymaster, watching and waiting for this very moment.

The pay-off he’d sought in switching sides, was in his grasp. He could play them at their own game now. The secret H.Q., northwest of Moscow was the last place he’d be expected to head for, if he was suspected of acting independently. With this last vital piece of the jigsaw in his hands; he could name his own terms, as he decided how best to use it.
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‘Fasten your seat belts,’ intruded briefly on his daydreaming. The hostess will acquaint you with safety procedures,’ continued the captain. ‘We’ll be taking-off shortly; flight time to Moscow is ten hours. Weather along the route is calm and fair, enjoy the flight and thank you for your attention.’

It was brief and to the point, just the way Stefan Drake liked things. Cabin crew, spaced along the central aisle demonstrated how to strap on a Mae West as the giant General Electric Fanjets accelerated to full power. The DC8 moved ponderously forward; its bulbous nose lifting, to point skywards. The pounding swish of rubber on tarmac ceased abruptly, as undercarriage closed with a reassuring thud and the silver-bird soared into the heavens.

In less than thirty minutes it levelled out at cruising altitude. The cabin crew set up shop in the aisle, dispensing booze as they headed north, high above the frozen wastes of northern Canada, bound for the Polar ice cap and all that lay beyond. Stefan Drake could contain his curiosity no longer. He had to be sure; what he expected to find, was in the despatch box. It had passed X-ray scrutiny at the airport security desk; without a problem, whatever was in the case had to be fairly innocuous.

Reaching under the seat he pulled it out; excused himself to squeeze past shapely stocking clad legs; which swivelled in a flowing teasing movement, which promised much. Clutching the briefcase he headed for the nearest toilet. Snapping the door shut; he sat down and leaned forward, to examine his prize.

The locks yielded easily; to practised fingers and the blade, of a small pocket knife. But as he flicked the catches; the plane rolled to a new heading. The case slid under the door; its lid flipped up and a thumb-sized chunk of semtex, destroyed the pressure bulk-head. The giant airliner; its control functions lost, plunged earthwards. It was responsible only; to the law of gravity and Stefan Drake passed out.

‘Mayday, mayday,’ barked the Captain into his throat mike, reaching for the oxygen mask, as he choked in anguish and the plane went down. Air Traffic Controller Al Bonnet turned away, shaking his head in disbelief. Sickened by the feeling of hopelessness, which welled up inside him, within weeks of each other fluorescent blips had disappeared from his screen. Another Canadian trans-Polar flight had been lost - somewhere over the Arctic wastes.
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‘I don’t know how you wish to present it Minister, but the dailies are clamouring for a statement,’ insisted Hollister, Press Officer to Desmond Chandler the newly-appointed Minister for Posts, Transportation & Telecoms. Chandler had been in his post at the Canadian Ministry for all of thirty-six hours and a ‘Baptism of Fire’ like this, he did not need. Normally a calm efficient go-getter of a man, he appeared to be lost for words. He turned forlornly to Hollister, with an expression of listless apprehension - the kind of expression he’d normal associate with lesser mortals.

‘Do what you always do in these situations Hollister, stall ’em! Issue the usual communiqué, you must have a pile of them, pull one out at random.’ ‘How about - precise circumstances not yet available; immediate priority is to confirm the passenger list and contact next of kin. Accident investigators are on their way to the scene; it’s not prudent to prejudge, their findings.’

‘It won’t wash minister; this is the second incident to this particular aircraft type, in less than a month, they’ll want more!’

‘Well they bloody well can’t have more;’ yelled Chandler, determined to stamp his authority on the situation. ‘Get them off my back; that’s what you’re paid for Hollister, do your job.’ He stormed, with a dismissive wave of his hand.

Hollister scurried out of the minister’s office; to head for the telex bureau. He needed all the latest detail; well aware the major red-tops were holding their front pages, as the deadline approached. It was coming faster; than Desmond Chandler, appreciated.

‘Get me Jamieson at the Chronicle;’ Hollister called out to Trixie Noble, his pert, efficient personal secretary, a delightful young maiden, of swaying hip and erstwhile figure.

‘Hi Jamieson; it’s Hollister at the Ministry, why can’t you just do the usual. You know I’ll let you have whatever’s new, as soon as I get it - cover me?’

‘Stuff it Hollister,’ came back the tart reply, ‘I’ve already laid out the front page. I’ll describe it in detail, so you can’t say I didn’t tell you. There’s a black border ar  ound the edge of the page; the copy in the biggest type face that will fit, reads - (ANOTHER 249 DEAD, WHEN WILL THIS GOV’T ACT?) If you’ve nothing to add; I roll the presses as it stands, that’s it.’

Hollister groaned in resignation, ‘I don’t have anything yet Jamieson, you know I’d give it to you first, if I did.’

‘Bullshit;’ bawled Jamieson turning to his sub-editor Hammerton, as he boomed out aloud - roll the presses, making sure his voice carried. So no one was in any doubt; that he’d fired-up the first edition, ‘I take it you heard that Hollister. ‘Heathen;’ sneered Hollister, slamming down the receiver.
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Chapter 1 - He’s my Man 
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J.T. ‘Jig’ Prendergast Jnr.; was tootling down the Laurentian Highway, in his beat up Chevy wagon. The obligatory red deer; strapped across the hood, ample testimony to the satisfactory outcome of the few days hunting and fishing, in the Laurentians. A chain of wild mountains north of Montreal; where he’d prised a spell of respite out of his department boss, to take a break. He’d wanting to get away from it all for a while. He needed to think things through, decide where he was going. He’d been toying with the idea of getting out, in quite a while. Pushing fifty he’d realised he was getting no younger; so if the timing was ever going to be right, now was as good a time as any.

A new breed of operative was coming to the fore, younger, stronger, more intellectually aware - cloned for the job. He couldn’t go on pitting himself against the odds forever. Even though; he was probably the most experienced agent, on the books. It was obvious to him of late; that he needed every last ounce of his carefully nurtured skills, just to stay even. Age and realism were fast catching-up.

Several days of soul-searching; had finally resolved the situation, a decision was made. Now was the time, this would be it. No need for dear ole ‘Jig’ Prendergast; to go out in a blaze of glory. He’d do the old soldier bit; merge with the background and fade away. Change his name and disappear; if they didn’t know where he was, they couldn’t contact him. That would be the end of it; no more calls in the night, no more jetting off to faraway places, to sort out someone else’s mess of potage.

‘Jig’ Prendergast would to all intent and purpose, be dead and buried. Like an assassin’s bullet had ended his last assignment. He felt comfortable about it, now he’d come to a decision. The chance to put things in hand, couldn’t come soon enough. Even to the extent; he was almost for doing a ‘U’ turn. To head straight back to the mountains and just send in a letter. If they couldn’t contact him; it would be the end of it. Jig Prendergast would to all intent and purpose, be dead and buried.
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‘Get me the top agent from K5;’ stormed Desmond Chandler at Billy Quant, the head Mountie. ‘I’ll get to the bottom of this once and for all.’ Chandler had been like a caged lion; since he picked up his morning copy, of the Ottawa Chronicle. ‘In addition Hollister will you please explain, in simple terms preferably of one syllable, just what is going on. If you cannot manage it Hollister,’ he bellowed! ‘Get someone who ‘bloody-well’ can!’

‘I would Minister; if I knew exactly what it was about myself, but I don’t. I thought I did, but I don’t if you see what I mean. Don’t ask me why; I’ve spent half a lifetime in the Civil Service, I thought I knew every instrument and device necessary; to organise civilised government, but I’m not so sure anymore. Nor can I find anyone who is; the system is coming apart at the seams. Every department is in turmoil. It’s as if some divine hand has taken over; to issue a whole new set of guidelines, no one dreamed-up - before.’

‘Bullshit,’ raged Chandler but Hollister appeared to ignore his ‘paddy’.

‘The agent you asked for minister,’ interrupted Billy Quant, hustling back to the minister’s office. ‘The man from ‘K5’ he’s gone ‘AWOL’, vanished, without trace sir. He asked his department head for a few days leave; now he’s submitted his resignation, disappeared without trace. Apparently he’s been uneasy since Stefan Drake dropped out last year.’

‘Incidentally,’ he continued. ‘We have reason to believe Drake was a passenger onboard the missing aircraft. A customs officer who knows him by sight reported seeing him; in the Air Canada, departure lounge. By the time he’d contacted the shift supervisor, the flight had taken-off. We’ve shown his picture to the girl at the check-in desk and she’s pretty certain it was Drake. But he was travelling; under the name of Marson; with a ticket booked and paid for, by Brooker Commodities. They’re brokers of Madison Avenue, New York City.’

Billy Quant the Mountie was in full flow now, and words were issuing forth like he’d contracted a virulent strain of verbal diarrhoea. ‘Brooker Commodities Inc.,’ he continued ‘Is a worldwide operation with offices in all the major capitals. They buy in most of the Soviet grain requirements, purchased on the open market. We know little of them or their contacts, for they operate out of New York and they seem to have the ear of someone pretty high up in the Kremlin. None of their deals ever seem to be questioned; they buy and ship in huge quantities, from across the Canadian prairies and the US State of Kansas, millions of tons.’

By this time; Desmond Chandler was wringing his hands in anguish, about ready to boil over. Stalling tactics weren’t his cup of tea. ‘Cut out the bullshit both of you, all this is very informative,’ he raged. ‘But it’s not new and I know most of it by heart. What about this man Prendergast?’

‘No trace Minister,’ shrugged Quant shaking his head ruefully. ‘He just sent in his letter of resignation and took-off.’ 

‘Well, send out your Mounties Quant; if they can’t track him down, no one can.’
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Months went by, before the Mounties got their man. ‘We’ve been instructed to escort you to Ottawa immediately sir,’ advised the sergeant. He was seated across from Prendergast in the secluded log cabin, by a remote mountain lake in the Laurentian Outback.

‘No Sir I don’t know what it’s about, I only know there’s a flap. I’ve had a hell of a job tracking you down; I only stumbled on to your whereabouts by chance, but orders are orders. You either come quietly or the other way,’ added the Mountie. He was flourishing the photograph from official files; which had finally betrayed Prendergast’s anonymity and waving a pair of regulation handcuffs, under his nose.

Prendergast had known all along; the mugshot in official files was the one vital piece of traceability, he couldn’t bury. He’d tried it on with Trixie Noble, hoping to persuade her to destroy it, but she’d have none of it. Her conditions for so doing were not something he wished to consider, at this time. It was like a Bridge too Far; which even her fatal fascination for all and everything Prendergast, wouldn’t permit her to compromise.

He’d tried to do a deal; but the guarantees she sought, were not on his agenda for the immediate future. The price he was now paying, for his reluctance to include her in future plans of marital bliss, as she constantly begged him to.

‘I suppose we’d better get started,’ agreed Prendergast. ‘But be on your guard, if I get the chance to leg it, I’ll be off, gone before you know it.’

‘Look sir,’ groaned the Mountie. ‘If you refuse to come quietly, it’s got to be these,’ he added waving the regulation handcuffs at him once more. ‘I’ve been ordered to use these, and if you don’t give me an assurance that you’ll be sensible, I’ll have no choice, technically you’re under arrest.’

‘Okay,’ agreed Prendergast holding up his hands in resignation. ‘You win we don’t need that kind of crap; all the way to Ottawa, you have my word.’
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‘Hmm,’ nodded Prendergast, responding to Desmond Chandler’s probing. ‘I do know most of what it’s about, at least a lot more than you will find in official files. I’ve been on it and off it, more times than you’ve had hot-dinners, but I don’t have to tell you anything. The department I used to work for isn’t within your remit. You can’t make me tell you a damn thing, and that’s official. What’s more; I resent intensely this business of turning me into a fugitive, a wanted man. All I’m about; is retiring gracefully to enjoy my old age, hunting, fishing and a little of whatever takes my fancy. I’ve done my share of the rough stuff. It’s a job for the Young Turks; let them take over I’ve had enough,’ answered Prendergast.

‘Look Prendergast,’ interrupted Chandler. ‘What you say is quite valid. I can’t disagree in any way,’ he continued, nodding. ‘But someone’s tampering with the system; something frightening is about to be unleashed. It needs someone who knows the background, a professional. It’s not just this country at risk; there are people around the globe in jeopardy too,’ he nodded convincingly.

‘Things could be changed forever and I need to take a hand. I’m a senior member of a democratically elected government for ‘chrissakes’ it’s my job to interfere. If I can use my position to stop this thing in its tracks, I’ll do it. B ut you have to tell me what you know. If you don’t, I will have you clapped in irons until you do.’

Prendergast pondered the prospect for several minutes before sighing resignedly. ‘You won’t believe it,’ he shrugged. ‘But even if you only understand half of it; sooner or later you’ll run for cover. Like Carver or Thackpole; even Stadtler, before them.’

‘But they’re all dead,’ cut in Chandler.

‘Exactly,’ shrugged Prendergast. ‘They knew too much, they got scared and tried to duck out. They wanted, just like you do at this particular moment to sort it all out - but they ‘bottled’. Chandler looked directly at Prendergast; his eyes seemed to be boring right through him, penetrating his brain cells one by one.

Prendergast shrugged dismissively, ‘it needs balls,’ in addition it also needs funding several $mns, to see it through.’ Thinking he should say something, to break the silence.

‘Don’t mistake my silence for lack of resolve Prendergast,’ snorted Chandler, shaking his head. ‘I fear nothing and no one.’

‘If that’s the case,’ replied Prendergast. ‘I might agree to suspend my retirement; if you back me all the way, with whatever it takes and you can find the money.’

‘You have my word;’ shrugged Chandler without hesitation. ‘Now it’s your turn, I get to see what you’re made of get to it.’

‘You’d better sit back,’ shrugged Prendergast. ‘This is going to take a while.’

‘Okay, shrugged Chandler dismissively.

‘It’s a tale of some the poor little sheep; who have lost their way,’ began Prendergast. ‘Maybe I’m the good shepherd, but I’m not entirely sure about that, I might even be one of the sheep. To begin with there’s Colonel Popov. He’s the Soviet Permanent Representative at the UN in New York, he has some kind of roving commission.  In fact he roams all over the USA, nicking whatever he can get his grubby little mitts on. He’s absolutely potty about computers; mainframes and the like, IBM stuff.’

‘Then there’s Railton Industries,’ he continued. ‘They’re pure Yankee through and through, but like a huge chunk of that Swiss cheese the one that’s riddled with holes, finger-sized holes at that. They have their fingers in so many pies; it’s difficult to imagine how they keep on top of it all. Then there’s a network of kinds; disaffected Secret Service agents, lonesome cowboys I’d call ’em. Though I’m not exactly certain who’s in or out and I don’t think they are either; mostly they swap sides on a whim.’

‘What about this guy Drake, who the Mounties claim was on the passenger list of the aircraft that disappeared, Drake, the one you mentioned? Could he be one; of these lonesome cowboys you speak of,’ asked Chandler? 

‘Maybe, but they’re little more than a bunch of chancers,’ Prendergast shrugged. ‘They take top dollar without a second thought; you have to watch ’em, every inch of the way. They’re renegades; they think nothing of bumping each other off. If they get the idea; one of their number, is trying to steal a march. The real enigma though, is Colonel Popov. At least he’s the one who’s up to something really big.

Every time I get close to him along comes an election,’ he explained. ‘Then something happens like this latest incident with the airliners. I get a new boss,’ continued Prendergast. ‘Then more likely than not, I get a new assignment or someone else gets bumped-off and the trail goes cold. It’s something you have to stick with if you’re going to get anywhere minister.’

‘This Colonel Popov has some kind of a bee in his bonnet; something other than all this stuff, about nicking technology. He’s using it for something and I need the means to stick with it. It’s gonna take big bucks to see it through; you could even finish-up, being fired.’

‘You keep on about big bucks,’ interrupted Chandler. ‘Exactly how big, is big?’ Chandler had always been a tight wad, when it came to spending money. He liked people to be more specific. But nevertheless, Prendergast appeared to know what he was talking about. Insofar as the department picked up the tab and he signed the cheques, it should serve to rein in Prendergast, if things looked like getting out of hand. Alternatively though, he could always find somewhere to bury any overrun, in this vast department budget.’

‘It could finish up costing several millions, it’s difficult to be precise. It depends; where I can get the stuff I need, to set up a monitoring station. It has to be something I can scan the heavens with; plus you need to ave the balls to hang-in, when the going gets tough. I reckon I can crack it, but it’s difficult to put a figure on things at this stage. It could be as much as $ten million Canadian, maybe more - before I even begin to get anywhere.’

‘So, what are you waiting for an affidavit,’ asked Chandler?’
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It was the 10th of October - Year of ’86 - 1986 that is.
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Chapter 2 - Two skids on my Troika
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It’s April 1917, and Spring is in the air, World War I has all but run its course; the place is Russia, southeast of St. Petersburg to be precise. A rabble army of peasants, armed with sticks, pitchforks and anything they can lay their hands on, are running amok. Hell-bent on overturning the established order; they’re growing in confidence, with each day that passes. The movement is gathering  momentum; goaded by the so-called ‘Peoples Party’, men of evil bent on winning outright control.

To make matters worse Czar Nicholas II has abdicated and the population is in turmoil. The army itself is in mass defection; the provisional government has been overthrown. The mob is asserting its authority; the battle to take over rages on. Scenting victory; euphoria is fuelling their power-crazed ambition. Vladimir Lenin has been returned to Russia by a Germany eager to fuel the turmoil. He’s met with Trotsky, Kerensky and Stalin to discuss tactics, as the revolution is takes hold.  They are seizing every opportunity; no matter how small, to fan the flames of revolution.

‘Maybe we should have done as your father urged, Tovarich and sailed for America.’

‘There is too much risk in such a journey with your pregnancy Yekatarina,’ Alex argued. So they’d stayed on in St Petersburg, until it became impossible. They were fleeing now; for it had become obvious; the Bolsheviks would win. Soon they’d be at their destination; it was a bright moon-lit night, as they made good progress. Beyond the distant horizon below the lake, a crimson glow like a red-dawn breaking, tinged the sky. It hadn’t been an easy journey, but the worst was behind them. Soon they’d be safe and sound, far away from the violence of the uprising. Secure in the bosom of Alexander Korda Popov’s family, at their country estate.

‘It’s to be hoped the demonstrations are dealt with before long; as the authorities move to restore order,’ he remarked to comfort his wife. ‘It’s time things were restored, to normal.’

Tall of stature and dark of complexion, with a wiry athletic build, Alexander Popov stood tall on the footplate, urging on his team to greater effort. He was anxious to get his wife inside; safe and warm, remote from the upheaval around them. She must not lose the baby; it was days a week or so at the most, until their new son was born. It was to be continuum, for their aristocratic tradition.

The arrival of a son and heir would mean the Popov family had focus, to take the family forward to the twenty first century and beyond. A strong healthy boy would soon emerge, kicking and screaming into the world borne by his beloved Yekatarina. A fine new son; born to take his rightful place, in the Popov family hierarchy.

‘He kicks powerfully, I feel it now;’ responded Yekatarina interrupting his thoughts, as she winced, visibly. ‘I know indeed; it’s a son, he will be vital and sturdy. You will be a proud father and your son a credit to family tradition. I know it’s a son,’ she repeated, looking over her shoulder, at the tall proud man behind her. Then pulling the furs up around her ears, she settled back into the velvet cushions of the swaying troika.

They came soon to the lakeshore, as they rounded a bend between the trees, the troika swerving wildly, as its runners fought for grip on the ice-rutted surface of the desolate forest track. Alex fought to control it, swaying his body to the left, then to the right as they crossed another frozen finger of the lake and disappeared into the trees again.

The crimson fingers of dawn seemed more pronounced, and the trees thinned as the track curved, to run parallel along the edge of a ridge that overlooked the rolling pastures of the estate. Then suddenly a dreadful panorama was exposed before them. The house was ablaze from end to end, a raging inferno of smoke and flame. He shook the reins urging the ponies to break into a gallop. The troika pitched perilously from side to side throwing them about on the icy ruts, as a cloaked-figure ran out from behind a giant Cedar tree, waving a lantern.

Peter Chogarovich a woodcutter from the estate; stood rooted, in the middle of the track. Alex brought the swaying troika to a halt. Chogarovich was a man Alex knew well, from childhood days. He’d taught him how to fell a giant oak, ride a horse and track a wild boar. But the Woodcutter’s face and hands were blackened with grime and smoke, from fighting the blaze.

‘I did what I could,’ he said. ‘Before the rabble tore me away.’ White streaks showed on his cheeks where tears had washed the burning soot from his weather-beaten face. ‘It’s no good master;’ he bawled loudly, almost breaking down again. ‘You’re too late, only your brother survives and he’s been taken away by the rabble to be thrown in jail. Your father told me to look out for you and give you this.’ He thrust an iron bound chest at him from the folds of his cloak, together with a message from his father.

‘He said to tell you; go to America, take the first possible sailing and make your future there. Nothing is left here; the rabble has plucked up courage, to challenge the established order. They’re taking over; a new age dawns, but you’ll be safe in America and free.’

‘Come with us old man,’ said Alex stepping down from the troika. ‘Come with us.’

‘I cannot Master Alex,’ he sobbed. ‘I must stay here and see what I can do when the flames have died. My place is here, turn around and be gone; before the rabble catch sight of you, they’re still baying for blood.’

Alex took a last lingering look at the blazing wreckage of his childhood dreams; turning away he picked up the harness, of the lead pony. Pulling at it vigorously, he dragged the troika round on the narrow track. Then stowing the chest Chogarovich had brought to him; amongst the luggage on the troika, he climbed back on board. Urging the ponies back along the track; he headed for the distant port, of St. Petersburg.

By noon they should make it; to the house of Yekatarina’s parents, on the Baltic seaboard. He looked down at her from his position on the running board behind; her face was drawn and tense in the pale light of a breaking dawn, They still had tens of miles to go.

‘Try to get some sleep;’ he told her, ‘we have more hours on the road.’ Then urging the ponies on, he anxiously sought to avoid pushing them too hard, they must be almost at the end of their tether. Yekatarina settled back into the pile of furs, closed her eyes and slept. The ponies pulled together, picking up the pace to a gentle trot, as Alex avoided the deepest ruts.

The church bells chimed noon, as he they rode the swaying troika into the suburbs. Pulling up on the curving drive in front of Yekatarina’s family home; he raced up the steps to ring the bell. Where the family were assembled, watching out for each other.
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Chapter 3 - Open up those Golden Gates 
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Within days Russia’s Bolshevik rulers had wiped out former Czar Nicholas II; his entire family and their power, was absolute. Over the course of the next few days; Alex arranged for his precious Yekatarina to be cared for by the family, until the baby arrived. Then he booked passage to New York; aboard the S.S. Carintha, a wallowing, rusting, clapped-out tub of a freighter.

Pressed into service from a New Jersey scrap yard, by exigencies of revolution. It was the only available passage to the Americas; as various Allies, fought to quell the effects of revolution. These rusting hulks were ferrying lost souls to America and freedom. Desperate situations called for desperate remedies and with little or no alternative.  Alexander Korda Popov; sailed to prepare safe haven for his family, in America.

Thus ensuring Yekatarina was taken care of, until the child arrived, insofar as possible. Alexander Popov Jnr, headed for Walls Street; with the intention of setting-up home, with the remnants of the family fortune. By making sure; things were ready for them to join him, as soon as the babe arrived. If everything worked as planned, it would be time well-spent.

In the few days before his departure he also needed to try and find out what might have happened to his brother, but he drew a complete blank. It was beginning to look like he may have perished along with his parents in the fire. All he could do was leave instructions with his in-laws; to find out what they could, when things had settled.

The ship sailed on the noon tide and after a final check to make certain, everything was taken care of, he made ready to leave. Stuffing a few belongings in an old carpet bag, he headed for the quayside. The old iron-clad cruiser was stuffed to the gunnels with refugees anxious to escape the mayhem unleashed by revolution. The passenger list varied, young, old, rich and poor.  In fact everyone who could scrape together the roubles; to buy a passage, had been herded aboard.

By the second day of the voyage the ship passed the tip of Scotland and headed on out into the Atlantic. The weather became unsettled and the twin smokestacks discharged a billowing cloud of sulphurous, acrid smoke to form a cocoon, permanently covering the decks. The sole comfort; was the fact  they were but a few days steaming, from freedom and a new life in America. Provided of course they managed to elude any remaining German U-boats; unaware the war, was all but over.

In early November 1918; Alexander Korda Popov, the heir to the estate and title, as the Seventh Count of Previstoika, landed in exile at Ellis Island, New York Sound. He was by any standard; far better prepared for this new life, than his fellow passengers. With a command of spoken and written English; skill at bartering, fostered by his father and a degree in psychology from the University of Moscow. He was well paced to succeed in the USA and prepare for the arrival of Yekatarina and his newborn son. 

In New York, he sold the family jewels, passed on to him by Peter the Woodcutter, to establish himself in an apartment overlooking Central Park. It catered for his immediate needs, unusually so, for an immigrant seeking a new start. Though Alex Popov didn’t need to work; he sought employment to take his mind off the anxiety, in awaiting news of his wife and the new addition to his family.

He was introduced to the Solomons Brothers, stockbrokers on Wall Street; by Youalla B. Tickinova. An old family friend;  now restaurateurs, near Times Square. Alex settled readily into the frenetic atmosphere of Wall Street stock-broking, encouraged by the brothers Ralph and Roger Solomons; ambitious and eager, to build a firm of note. Respected for their expertise in financial services; their firm was the envy of many a peer, on Wall Street.

Alex Popov wrote frequently; to his wife and her family in Leningrad, though no word came back as yet. It was becoming a concern to him; for by now he should have heard something. At the very least; that the baby have arrived, for he needed to know how soon, they’d be ready to travel. Arrangements had to be made, so they could be together again. He knew things had become confused by the uprising, so it was easy to rationalise his anxieties. To convince himself for a while; that no news, was good news.

The war in Europe had ended; in a position of stalemate and an Armistice declared. Soon his new born son and Yekatarina would be at his side; the child by now, almost a year old. The anxiety in not knowing was tearing him apart; he’d no idea what more he could do. Daily he went to the docks to meet the ships bringing immigrants from Russia. He was urgently seeking someone who might know something of the situation in St Petersburg; but it proved to be, of no avail. The sense of isolation was unreal and it was almost as if Yekatarina and his newborn son - had never existed.
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At Solomons Brothers, as the months went by he rose to become a senior partner. His ready grasp of matters; relating to the prospects of companies, seeking investment capital or listing on the New York Stock Exchange. Had earned Alex Popov wide respect and acclaim with many of the Wall Street’s broking houses. It brought business directly to the partnership. Business they might never have expected to win. But time was flying by and he was becoming desperate to learn the fate of his family.

He told Ralph Solomons, he’d take an extended holiday and return to Russia, in a bid to find them. Solomons; though quick to sympathise, with his dilemma, reminded him of obligations to the firm. He had a contract with the partnership; which forbade participating in undertakings, which might jeopardise the interests of the firm.

It was expressly forbidden to take trips to a Communist State and any expedition to Russia was out of the question. Alex therefore had no option; but to sweat it out, to await news of something positive. Insofar as Ralph Solomons was concerned; any favours he harboured, extended only to the partnership. He lived to advance its prospects and there the matter rested.

Alex Popov settled into a routine which amounted to little more than suspended animation. The days were filled with meetings; visits and presentations, to companies and institutions anxious for each other’s cash.

In addition he changed his name; to accord with the more popular traditions of the American image and was henceforth known, as Alex Popper. A ‘Popper Report’ became the accepted standard on Wall Street.

Leisure time diminished, as the burden of work at the partnership increased; he spent long hours in solitary isolation. It often amounted to staring endlessly at the only picture he’d brought with him; a miniature in oils, of his beloved Yekatarina. It all seemed so hopeless somehow; as his inability to discover what might have befallen her, weighed heavily upon him.

The years flew by and soon it was the year of twenty-five, nineteen twenty five to be precise. The New York Stock Exchange was booming, akin to having a ‘Tiger by the Tail’. Alex Popper was becoming richer by the hour and famous too. He’d even invested money in many of the companies he researched, on behalf of the partnership. He had everything, except the thing that mattered most, his beloved Yekatarina and their son.

It was difficult to know what more he could do about it, even though on the face of things, it might have appeared to be straightforward. Alex Popper was filled with anger and frustration at his inability to do anything other than wait. The son he yearned to see would soon be seven years of age. A fine sturdy boy Yekatarina had assured him was on the way, during the long months of her confinement.

How he longed to touch him, to hold him close, he wanted to know if he was fair like Yekatarina or dark like himself. Would he be clever at schooling? Would he be all his father had pictured in his mind? All these things were as daggers tearing at his heart. Whilst all he yearned for was a future for his precious son and heir, safe and secure in the haven he’d created for them, in the USA.

The summer of nineteen twenty six proved emotionally difficult, for Alex Popper. It was long, hot and every day, as he crossed Central Park on his way to the office. He’d see the maids and nannies out with perambulators and the new fangled push-chairs walking the kids in their care. Of little comfort was the fact that the baby-walkers they used were the product of a company he’d helped to promote, in its search for start-up capital. In fact, he’d even taken a stake himself, through his own (Popper Holdings Inc) as the years flew-by.

Every day as he watched this parade of nannies, bringing order to the lives of bawling, screeching charges. It was as a dagger; tearing at his heart, plunged-in ever deeper with every step he took. To he point where it became necessary for sanity’s sake, to avoid walking through the park, on his way to work. He tried writing to business contacts in the commercial world, with links to USSR, as it had now been dubbed by the new rulers. But the situation there was still confused in the aftermath of Revolution.

So despair at the prospect of ever seeing his wife and child again set-in; as he failed to find out what might have happened to them. All the letters he’d penned were returned to him, franked with that dreadful official looking stamp (Unable to Deliver - Return to Sender).

He kept them all together, against the moment when he made contact, reluctant to ever give up the fight. There had to be a way, even though the name of the city had been changed since the revolution. They called it Leningrad these days in honour of his ghastly cabal, an obscure reason he could not welcome.
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Chapter 4 - Getting to Grips
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In New York, confidence in the economy boomed as the market system of raising money for commerce took off. Weird and wonderful schemes to tap this mood of euphoria were landing on Alex Popper’s desk - by the day. The imagination of people, fired by the greed for instant wealth, knew no bounds and in some ways, he reckoned, the mood of the day was reminiscent of that in London England, during the 1700s, for he was well acquainted with the history, recorded as the South Sea Bubble.

In 1711 an enterprise known as the South Sea Company was formed. It was granted a monopoly of the British trade with South America and the Pacific Islands. It was so successful in its day, that by 1718 the King of England became its governor. The directors used the value of the company shares to develop what they thought was a simple and efficient scheme to repay England’s National Debt. So successful in promoting it was the ‘City of London’ that the shares increased in value from 10/- shillings, to £10sterling between January and July of that particular year, before it collapsed and Robert Walpole became the saviour and England’s 1st Prime Minister.
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‘If only’, reflected Alex. I could achieve such spectacular results and make them stick. But then he was also aware how quickly this bubble had turned to bust, as the crooks jumped on the bandwagon and public confidence collapsed. So by 1720 the company had been bankrupted, exposing sharp practice and crooked dealing, all the way up to the British Cabinet Office. The story was well documented, but had the lessons been learned, he wondered? Alex was worried that a similar situation was now playing on Wall Street. Powered by greed, it could well be, a similar result was playing itself out. History, he knew was perfectly capable of repeating itself.

Alex Popper had visions of such a fate might overtaking the New York Stock Exchange of today, and posted due concern of this anxieties to his partners. A crash was imminent he claimed, which would make this so-called South Sea Bubble look like a ‘Teddy Bear’s Picnic’. He worried too, that certain members of Solomons Brothers Partnership were getting ahead of themselves, caught up in the euphoria of this frenetic atmosphere. They were promoting situations which he continually pointed out, had no hope of succeeding.

‘You’re a Jeremiah;’ Solomons blasted him, a bleedin’ heart - a boy scout, as he walked around the main office, waving a copy of Alex Popper’s assessment of the latest scheme, he was about to launch. ‘Too set in the old ways,’ Solomons told him.

Solomons remained convinced; nothing and no one, should be allowed to stand in his way. He was a second generation son of an immigrant, born and bred in the USA. He wasn’t used to the disciplines of want and privation that Alex Popper had known as the Communists took over Russia.

Solomons had grown up in a world where his contemporaries had become rich and famous, chasing - the Great American Dream. They were now promoting the manufacture of motor cars and other household goods, using the new production line techniques.

‘Look at Henry Ford,’ Solomons insisted. ‘Produce one hundred cars each and every day,’ He told anyone within earshot who’d listen. ‘Including weekends,’ he’d grin ecstatically. Then he’d go on; to elucidate how he’d provide anyone, with the means to buy one, without paying the full price up front. ‘Then Solomons proclaimed he’ll need to keep his production lines running day and night, to meet demand,’ crowing ecstatically.

‘You mean to supply people with goods; they don’t have the means to pay for,’ retorted Alex. He was aghast at the idea; claiming it was the height of irresponsibility, raising expectations on such a massive scale. What if circumstances change; if people find they can’t keep up the payments? What if people thrown out of work; can’t find another job, what happens then?’

‘You’re wearing blinkers;’ Solomons would berate him. ‘We take the goods back and sell them for cash at auction.’ Blinded by his own enthusiasm, he’d rattle out streams of figures projected forward in ever-increasing volume. ‘If you don’t understand what I’m saying go down and stand on the dockside for an hour. Watch the people flocking here day by day, from every corner of the Globe. They’re coming here to join in the new prosperity we’re creating. The streets of every City in this US of A are paved with gold,’ he’d exclaim.

‘I’m pestered daily; by people wanting to raise cash to produce new inventions, electric cookers, vacuum cleaners, iceboxes, machines for sewing and washing. All manner of gadgets; to fill the new houses and apartment blocks, we’re building in ever increasing numbers. We can set up a new company; from our own resources, to finance these purchases. So anyone who wants these household goods; can buy now and pay later,’ he’d continue.

‘Hey that’s a great slogan Alex we’ll print it on our stationery. There’s no way we can fail; have faith good buddy we’ve found the Holy Grail. The Promised-Land beckons just around the next bend,’ he’d conclude.

‘Bent; I think is an appropriate description,’ Alex would retort. ‘You’re bent as a US nine$bill, I want no part of it. You will ruin this partnership; with your short cuts to instant stardom.’

‘Nonsense Alex,’ Solomons would retort. ‘We’ll be ruined if we standstill, we’ll be taken over, submerged under someone else’s corporate banner, if you want that I don’t. I built this firm from nothing; I’ll see it grow to fashion takeovers, I’ll not stand-by to see it taken over.’

Reluctantly Alex agreed to go along with the plans, as Solomons outlined them.

‘At least’; reflected Popper; ‘I may be able to temper this with a degree of plausibility along the way, insofar as I know what’s going on.’

Solomons swept out of the office; to set his latest wheeze in motion, without delay. But Alex was looking elsewhere; at the perpetual calendar; on his desk. He realised it was December; another year had passed him by, still he’d not been able to discover the fate of his family. He’d mage contact with a couple of immigrants who escaped; after spending almost eight years in internment or as the Commissars of the New Order, in their called it - political exile.

It was suggested; he should write to the Commandants at various Gulags, where women were accommodated. For obvious reasons; women wherever possible were separated from the men and he was obliged with several addresses. It eased his mind somewhat; to know separate camps existed, for women and children. He prayed daily that Yekatarina had kept faith with him, as indeed had he with her.

It had taken great resolution; to resist the constant stream of admirers and opportunities, which occurred to him as a handsome, articulate, executive of a leading Wall Street partnership. But Alex Popper’s heart was with Yekatarina Tereshkova and whatever hardship, she was enduring. In part; he shared it by denying himself, the many readily available pleasures his employ presented. Daily he went to the synagogue to light candles; while praying that soon, he’d find them. His dearest wish; to bring them all together again, as a family.
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Chapter 5 - The Party’s Over? 
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In the meantime; things were swinging along quite smoothly, at the partnership. The new company to provide extended payment facilities; as Solomons had designated them, was going from strength to strength. Even Alex Popper was in danger of becoming one of the converted. He was beginning to feel; maybe his long term fears, had been inspired by over-caution. New industries were riding the crest of the wave and all around him, everyday signs of the new prosperity grew. It was throbbing in the veins of Wall Street. It looked for all the world; like an unstoppable American Dream, in the making.

Whilst the people he was in daily contact with; appeared to have neat adrenalin, coursing in their veins. Such was the mood of the times. It was infectious like an epidemic almost, though still he harboured reservations. Maybe it was the experience of year’s gone-by; maybe his background and the mental torture he suffered, in accepting what happened to his heritage.

The pace of expansion though; was entirely a product of the times. In many respects; it didn’t need to be based, on realistic possibilities. Nevertheless it was still crystal clear in his mind, how easily in times such as these that a sense of false security arose.

Alex had learned; from painful personal experience, lessons he’d never forget. Even at this moment in time; as a mood of euphoria gripped the nation, Alex was concerned by the extent of the indifference, it created. Affluence was all around them; readily available, courtesy of Solomons’ Easy Payment Corporation. While the stages of Broadway theatres offered constant change; as lavish new productions, opened up by the week. They played to packed houses; as everyone joined in, intent on savouring the fruits of the newfound prosperity.

It was so easy to believe; the show could go on forever. Alex Popper knew in his heart, this was not possible. Experience told him so;  as the exiled Seventh Count of a now extinct fiefdom, he more than anyone was acutely aware, of the pitfalls. Surely as autumn followed summer; he knew full well that what went up, could just as easily come down.

Continuously; the senior partners at the Solomons Brothers Partnership, refused to heed his words of caution. Daily they’d embark; on ever more questionable schemes, dismissing his caution, as envy born of a reluctance, to acknowledge their superior talent. It just had to end; Alex repeatedly reminded himself, but how, or when and why, he was at a loss to anticipate.

Christmas passed for Alex Popper, in lonely isolated monotony, as the years went-by. But maybe the New Year would bring a change a change of luck, even though January continued on its way in much the same vein. By February things had begun to pile up; he was compelled by the sheer volume of work passing across his desk, to work almost fourteen hours a day.

There was so much to deal with; it was becoming an urgent necessity, to invite more heads to the party. Everyone in the Solomons’ Partnership; was stretched to the limit. It had grown; to embrace several divisions, all operated from the New York office. So handling it was becoming an embarrassment; as continually responsibilities overlapped, causing chaos and confusion.

By February; as he arrived home late from another marathon session, of brain-storming. He found a letter waiting; it wasn’t so often he received mail, at his apartment. Not all that many friends and associates; knew where he lived. He socialised little; despite Solomons constantly harassing him, to join in the frenetic social whirl of the times.

The Solomons Foundation; sponsored the Arts and selected Operatic Events. A hectic round of fund-raising parties; ensured and his patronage was sought, from Coast to Coast. There were frequent invitations; to White House Banquets, with visiting Heads of State. Ralph Solomons was truly a symbol; of successful America and all it stood for.

The letter to hand had been franked; a number of times, official looking stamps. It had been censored; censored and censored, again. It had arrived in America; almost two months ago, addressed to the U.S. Immigration Dept., Ellis Island, New York State. The delay in reaching him; probably accounted for by the fact, it was mailed from Moscow. All communication originating there; were viewed with suspicion, by U.S. authorities and carefully scrutinised.

He looked long and hard at the envelope; there could be no doubt, the writing was that of his beloved Yekatarina. It looked like the news he had relentlessly sought; for all these years, had arrived at last. He tore frantically; at the folded flap of the envelope, to pull out the carefully folded sheet of paper.
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It read:-

Dearest Alex,

Things have been very difficult for me and Yuri; since you left us, to fend for ourselves. (Wow he had a son, Yuri and he was now ten years old). Several minutes passed; while he took this in, before he continued. In the circumstances that developed immediately after your hurried departure. (it went on) I was left with long hours to ponder the alacrity of your decision. My parent’s home burned down while I was in the hospital giving birth to Yuri. Had it not been for the Party and the new State Authority; to whom I have deep and lasting reason, to be eternally grateful. It is most likely; we would have perished in the blaze or indeed, have starved to death. 

My parents died in the fire that consumed our home. The authorities; took us by ambulance, to attend the funeral. It was a moving affair; provided and paid for, by the State. If it is possible; maybe you can send me some US$ to help in our support. It has become known to us that you are now a rich and successful broker. I’m so grateful; for the help of our new Communist Government, but I cannot rely on them forever. It is enough; that they helped us, in our hour of need.

I’ve been re-united with Yuri now; so it is my responsibility to bring him up and support him, in accordance with State Directives. I work each day in a Co-operative, with fellow party members. I hope you still remember me; after all these years. Please send some US$, dollars to help us out.

Your former wife, Yekatarina,

My Address is: 

Institute of Modern Affairs, Avenue Koch 239,  Moscow 53.
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The part which proved to be most shocking was an indirect reference, in respect of being his former wife. Obviously somekind of summary divorce; must have been conducted, in his absence. He read the letter once more, then again. Only by virtue of the fact that it contained the first news; in many desolate years, of the son he yearned for. Did he manage to resist the impulse to rip it up; to toss it on the pile of logs, blazing on his hearth. He couldn’t believe this simple fact; what on earth could have happened to the loving, caring, woman who’d been his whole life.

There’d been little in the way of options; at the time, with the country in turmoil. He’d gone on ahead; to make a home for them, safe and secure in the USA.

‘What kind of bitch is this;’ he sobbed uncontrollably, to himself. Who thinks to ask only for money; but no longer considers me, to be her husband. It never even occurred to him; that the opinions expressed, could have been dictated to her. By ruthless party apparatchiks; in pursuit of foreign exchange, as crumpling the letter with all his might he hurled it. To land in the farthest corner of the room, behind an armchair.

Standing-up, a look of undisguised anguish slowly spread across his face and Alex Popper strode across to the cocktail cabinet, to snatch at the drop leaf front and grabbed a bottle of Smirnoff. Ripping open the seal; he filled a tumbler to the brim and in less than thirty minutes, the bottle was empty.

Weaving precariously; he made his way across the room to fetch another one, by midnight he’d slumped into insensibility. He was out cold on the floor; surrounded by a clutter of empty bottles. Together with a half-consumed dinner; that followed him as he rolled off the settee, to drift away in an all-consuming alcoholic stupor.
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It was approaching lunchtime on the third day, before alarm bells rang at the office. Solomons poked his head round the office door; to enquire of Alex’s secretary, Angela Pilkington, if everything was under control. He’d been busy keeping tabs on various schemes; the last few days and hadn’t taken particular notice, of his partner’s absence. The monthly meeting of department heads was due this very afternoon.

Solomons had a new scheme to propose. He wanted to be certain; everyone was present, to dazzle them with his money-making prowess
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