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Sunday, October 14, 1500 Hours

The witnesses standing at the edge of the field were
staring in

horrified silence, too stunned to speak. The scene t hat

| ay before them

was grotesque, a prineval nightmare dredged up from sone
deep, dark

depths of primtive man's coll ective unconscious. Each

wi t ness had a

different reaction. One fainted. A second one vomted.

A worman was

shaki ng uncontrol | ably. Another one thought: I'mgoing to
have a heart

attack! The elderly priest clutched his beads and crossed
hi nsel f.

Hel p ne, Father. Help us all. Protect us against this
evil incarnate.

W have finally seen the face of Satan. It is the end of
the worl d'.

Judgnent Day has cone. Arnmageddon is here. -..
Ar mageddon ..

Ar mageddon. .

Sunday, October 14, 2100 Hours

FLASH MESSAGE TOP SECRET ULTRA

NSA TO DEPUTY DI RECTOR COMSEC EYES ONLY
SUBJECT: OPERATI ON DOOVSDAY

VESSACGE: ACTI VATE

NOTI FY NORAD CI RVI'S, GEPAN DI S GHG VSAF, | NS.
END OF MESSAGE

Sunday, October 14, 2115 Hours



FLASH MESSAGE TOP SECRET ULTRA

NSA TO DEPUTY DI RECTOR NAVAL | NTELLI GENCE 17TH DI STRI CT
EYES ONLY

SUBJECT: COVVANDER ROBERT BELLAMY

ARRANGE TEMPORARY TRANSFER THI S AGENCY, EFFECTI VE
| MVEDI ATELY.

YOUR CONCURRENCE I N THE ABOVE | S ASSUVED
END OF MESSAGE
Day One Monday, Cctober 15

Bel | amy was back in the crowded hospital ward at Cu Chi
Base in Vietnam

and Susan was | eaning over his bed, lovely in her crisp
white nurse's

uni form whispering, "Wake up, sailor. You don't want to
die."

And when he heard the magi c of her voice, he could al nost
forget his

pai n. She was murmuring sonething else in his ear, but a
| oud bell was

ringing, and he could not hear her clearly. He reached up
to pull her

closer, and his hands clutched enpty air.

It was the sound of the tel ephone that fully awoke Robert
Bel | any.

He opened his eyes reluctantly, not wanting to |let go of
t he dream

The tel ephone at his bedside was insistent. He | ooked at
t he cl ock

Four AOM He snatched up the instrunment, angry at having
hi s dream

I nt errupt ed.



"Do you know what the hell tine it is?"
"Commander Bel | any?" A deep, nale voice.
"Yes"

"I have a nessage for you, Conmander. You are ordered to
report to

General Hilliard at National Security Agency headquarters
at Fort Meade

at oh six hundred this norning. Is the nessage
under st ood, Commander ?"

"Yes." And no. Mdstly no.

Commander Robert Bellany slowy replaced the receiver,
puzzl ed. What the

devil could the NSA want with hinf? He was assigned to
ONl, the Ofice

of Naval Intelligence. And what could be urgent enough to
call for a

neeting at six o' clock in the norning?

He | ay down again and closed his eyes, trying to recapture
the dream It

had been so real.

He knew, of course, what had triggered it. Susan had
t el ephoned t he

eveni ng before.

"Robert..."

The sound of her voice did to himwhat it always did.
He took a shaky breath. "Hello, Susan."

"Are you all right, Robert?"

"Sure. Fantastic. How s Mneybags?"

"Pl ease, don't."

"All right. How s Monte Banks?"



He could not bring hinself to say "your husband." He was
her husband.

"He's fine. | just wanted to tell you that we're going to
be away for a
little while. | didn't want you to worry."

That was so |i ke her, so Susan. He fought to keep his
voi ce st eady.

"Where are you going this tinme?"

"We're flying to Brazil." On Moneybags's private 727.
"Mont e has sone

busi ness interests there."

"Real ly? I thought he owned the country."”

"Stop it, Robert. Please."”

"Sorry."
There was a pause. "I wi sh you sounded better."
"I'f you were here, | would."

"I want you to find soneone wonderful and be happy."
"I did find soneone wonderful, Susan.”

The dammed lunp in his throat made it difficult for himto
speak.

"And do you know what happened? | |ost her."

"I'f you're going to do this, I won't call you again."
He was filled with sudden panic.

"Don't say that. Please.” She was his lifeline. He

could not bear the
t hought of never speaking to her again.



He tried to sound cheerful. "I"mgoing to go out and find
some | usci ous
bl onde and screw us both to death."

"I want you to find soneone.”
"I prom se."
“I'"'m concerned about you, darling."

“"No need. I'mreally fine." He al nost gagged on his lie.
I f she only

knew the truth. But it was nothing he could bring hinself
to di scuss

wi th anyone. Especially Susan. He could not bear the

t hought of her

pity.

“I''l'l tel ephone you fromBrazil," Susan said. There was a
| ong sil ence.

They could not |let go of each other because there was too
much to say,

too many things that were better left unsaid, that had to
be |eft

unsai d.

"I have to go now, Robert."

"Susan?"

"Yes?"

"I love you, baby. I always will."
"I know. I |ove you too, Robert."

And that was the bittersweet irony of it. They stil
| oved each ot her
so much.

You two have the perfect marriage, all their friends used
to say.

What had gone wrong?



Commander Robert Bel |l any got out of bed and wal ked t hrough
the silent

living roomin his bare feet. The room screaned out
Susan' s absence.

There were dozens of photographs of Susan and hi nsel f
scattered around,

frozen nonents in tinme. The two of themfishing in the

Hi ghl ands of
Scotl and, standing in front of a Buddha near a That hl ong,
riding a

carriage in the rain through the Borghese gardens in Rone.
And in each

picture, they were smling and huggi ng, two people wildly
in |ove.

He went into the kitchen and put on a pot of coffee.
The kitchen clock read 4:15 A°M He hesitated a nonent,
then dialed a

nunber. There were six rings, and finally he heard

Adm ral Wiittaker's

voi ce at the other end of the |ine.

"Hello."

"Adm ral "

n Yes?ll

"It's Robert. I"'mterribly sorry to wake you, sir.

just had a rather
strange phone call fromthe National Security Agency.'

"The NSA? What did they want?"

"l don't know. |I've been ordered to report to General
Hilliard at oh

Si X hundred."

There was a thoughtful silence.

"Perhaps you're being transferred there.”



"I can't be. It doesn't nmake sense. Wiy woul d they?"

"I't's obviously sonmething urgent, Robert. Wiy don't you
give ne a call
after the neeting?"

"I wll. Thank you."
The connecti on was broken. | shouldn't have bot hered the
ol d man,

Robert thought.

The admral had retired as head of Naval Intelligence two
years earlier

Forced to retire, was nore like it. The runpor was that as
a sop, the

Navy had given hima little office somewhere and put him
to work

counting barnacles on the nothball fleet, or sonme such
shit. The

adm ral would have no idea about current intelligence
activities. But

he was Robert's nentor. He was closer to Robert than
anyone in the

wor |l d, except, of course, Susan. And Robert had needed to
talk to

someone. Wth Susan gone, he felt as though he were
living in atine

war p. He fantasized that sonmewhere, in another dinension
of time and

space, he and Susan were still happily married, |aughing
and carefree

and loving. Or maybe not, Robert thought wearily. Maybe

| just don't

know when to | et go.

The coffee was ready. It tasted bitter. He wondered
whet her the beans
cane from Brazil .

He carried the coffee cup into the bathroom and studi ed
his image in the

mrror. He was looking at a man in his early forties,
tall and | ean and



physically fit wwth a craggy face, a strong chin, black
hair, and

intelligent, probing dark eyes. There was a | ong, deep
scar on his

chest, a souvenir fromthe plane crash. But that was
yest erday. That

was Susan. This was today. Wthout Susan.

He shaved and showered and wal ked over to his clothes

cl oset. What do |

wear, he wondered, Navy uniformor civilian clothes? And
on the other

hand, who gives a dam?

He put on a charcoal gray suit, a white shirt, and a gray
silk tie. He

knew very little about the National Security Agency, only
that the

Puzzl e Pal ace, as it was ni cknaned, superseded all other

Aneri can

intelligence agencies and was the nost secretive of them
all. Wat do

they want with nme? 1'll soon find out.

The National Security Agency is hidden discreetly away on
ei ghty-two

ranmbl i ng acres at Fort Meade, Maryland, in two buildings
t hat together

are twice the size of the CIA conplex in Langl ey,
Virginia.

The agency, created to give technical support to protect
United States

comruni cations and acquire worl dw de el ectronic
intelligence data,

enpl oys thousands of people, and so nmuch information is
generated by its

operations that it shreds nore than forty tons of
docunents every day.

It was still dark when Conmander Robert Bellamy arrived at
the first

gate. He drove up to an eight-foot-high Cyclone fence
with a topping of



barbed wire. There was a sentry booth there, manned by
two arned

guards. One of them stayed in the booth watching as the
ot her

approached the car.

"Can | hel p you?"

"Commander Bellany to see General Hilliard."

“"May | see your identification, Conmander ?"

Robert Bellany pulled out his wallet and renoved his 17th
Di strict Naval

Intelligence ID card.

The guard studied it carefully and returned it.

"Thank you, Comrander."

He nodded to the guard in the booth, and the gate swung
open. The guard

I nsi de picked up a tel ephone.

"Commander Bellamy is on his way."

A mnute |ater, Robert Bellany drove up to a closed,
electrified gate.

An arnmed guard approached the car.

"Commander Bel | any?"

"Yes. "

"May | see your identification, please?"

He started to protest and then he thought, Wat the hell.
It's their

zoo. He took out his wallet again and showed his
identification to the

guard.

"Thank you, Commander." The guard gave sone invisible



sign, and the
gat e opened.

As Robert Bellany drove ahead, he saw a third Cycl one
fence ahead of
him My God, he thought, I'min the Land of Oz.

Anot her uni fornmed guard wal ked up to the car. As Robert
Bel | any reached

for his wallet, the guard | ooked at the |icense plate and
sai d* "Pl ease

drive straight ahead to the adm ni stration buil ding,
Commander. There

w Il be soneone there to neet you."

"Thank you."

The gate swung open, and Robert followed the driveway up
to an enor nous

white building. A man in civilian clothes was standing
out si de waiting,

shivering in the chill Cctober air.

"You can | eave your car right there, Commander," he call ed
out. "We'll

take care of it."

Robert Bellany |eft the keys in his car and stepped out.
The man

greeting himappeared to be in his thirties, tall, thin,
and sallow. He

| ooked as though he had not seen the sun in years.

“I"'mHarriso_ Keller. I'll escort you to Ceneral
Hilliard s office."

They wal ked into a | arge high-ceilinged entrance hall. A
man in

civilian clothes was seated behind a desk.
"Commander Bel | any-"

Robert Bel |l any swng around. He heard the click of a
carmer a.



"Thank you, sir."
Robert Bellany turned to Keller.
"What - ?"

"This wll take only a mnute," Harrison Keller assured
hi m

Si xty seconds | ater, Robert Bellanmy was handed a bl ue and
white
I dentification badge with his photograph on it.

"Please wear this at all tines while you're in the
bui | di ng, Commander."

“Ri ght . "

They started wal ki ng down a | ong, white corridor. Robert
Bel | any

noticed security caneras nounted at twenty-foot intervals
on both sides

of the hall.

"How big is this building?"
"just over two mllion square feet, Commander." ' -~at?"

"Yes. This corridor is the |longest corridor in the

wor | d- ni ne hundred

and eighty feet. We're conpletely self-contained here.
VW have a

shoppi ng center, cafeteria, post exchange, eight snack
bars, a hospital,

conplete with an operating room a dentist's office, a
branch of the

State Bank of Laurel, a dry-cleaning shop, a shoe shop, a
bar ber shop,

and a few other odds and ends."

It's a home away from hone, Robert thought. He found it
oddl y
depressing.



They passed an enornous open area filled with a vast sea
of conputers.
Robert stopped in amazenent.

"I npressive, isn't it? That's just one of our conputer
roons. The

conpl ex contains three billion dollars' worth of decoding
machi nes and

conputers.”

"How many people work in this place?"
" About si xteen thousand."

So what the hell do they need nme for? Robert Bellany
wonder ed.

He was led into a private elevator that Keller operated
with a key.

They went up one floor and started on another trek down a
| ong corridor

until they reached a suite of offices at the end of the
hal | .

"Right in here, Comuander."
reception office with

four secretaries' desks. Two of the secretaries had
al ready arrived for

wor k. Harrison Keller nodded to one of them and she
pressed a button,

and a door to the inner office clicked open.

They entered a | arge

"Go right in, please, gentlenen. The general is expecting
you. "

Harrison Keller said, "This way."
Robert Bellany followed himinto the i nner sanctum
He found hinself in a spacious office, the ceilings and

wal | s heavily
soundpr oof ed. The room was confortably furnished, filled



with

phot ogr aphs and personal nenentos. It was obvi ous that
t he man behi nd

the desk spent a |lot of tinme there.

General Mark Hilliard, deputy director of the NSA,
appeared to be in his

mddle fifties, very tall, with a face carved in flint,
icy, steely

eyes, and a ranrod-strai ght posture. The general was
dressed in a gray

suit, white shirt, and gray tie. | guessed right, Robert
t hought .

Harri son Keller said, "General Hlliard, this is Conmander
Bel | any. "

"Thank you for dropping by, Comrander." As though it was
an invitation
to sone tea party. The two nen shook hands.

"Sit down. 1'Il bet you could do with a cup of coffee.”
The man was a
m nd reader.

"Yes, sir."
"Harri son?"

"No, thank you." He took a chair in the corner. A buzzer
was pressed,

t he door opened, and an Oriental in a ness jacket entered
with a tray of

cof fee and Dani sh pastry. Robert noted that he was not
wearing an

I dentification badge. Shanme. The coffee was poured. It
snel | ed

wonder f ul .

"How do you take yours?" Ceneral Hilliard asked.
"Bl ack, please."

The coffee tasted great. The two nen were seated facing



each other in
soft | eather chairs.

"The director asked that | neet with you." The director.
Edwar d

Sanderson. A legend in espionage circles. A brilliant,
rut hl ess puppet

master, credited wth nmasterm ndi ng dozens of daring coups
all over the

worl d. A man sel dom seen in public and whi spered about in

private.

"How | ong have you been with the 17th D strict Naval
Intelligence G oup,
Commander ?" General Hilliard asked.

Robert played it straight.
"Fifteen years."
general could

have told himthe tinme of day when he had joi ned ONI

He woul d have bet a nonth's pay that the

"Before that, | believe you commanded a naval air squadron
in Vietnam"

"Yes, sir."

"You were shot down. They didn't expect you to pull
t hr ough. "

The doctor was saying, "Forget about him He won't make
it." He had
wanted to die. The pain was unbearabl e.

And t hen Susan was | eaning over him

"Open your eyes, sailor, you don't want to die." He had
forced his eyes

open and through the haze of pain was staring at the nost
beauti f ul

wonman he had ever seen. She had a soft oval face and
thick bl ack hair,

sparkling brown eyes and a smle |like a blessing. He had
tried to



speak, but it was too nuch of an effort.

General Hilliard was sayi ng somet hi ng. Robert Bell any
brought his m nd
back to the present.

"1 beg your pardon, General ?"

"We have a problem Commander. W need your help."
"Yes, sir?"

The general stood up and began to pace.

"What |'m about to tell you is extrenely sensitive. It's
above top
secret.”

"Yes, sir.

"Yesterday, in the Swiss Al ps, a NATO weat her bal |l oon
crashed.

There were sone experinental mlitary objects aboard the
bal | oon t hat
are highly secret.”

Robert found hinsel f wondering where all this was |eading.

"The Swi ss governnent has renoved those objects fromthe
bal | oon, but

unfortunately, it seens that there Wre sonme wtnesses to
t he crash.

It is of vital inportance that none of themtalk to anyone
about what

they saw. It could provide valuable information to

certain other

countries. Do you foll ow nme?"

"I think so, sir. You want ne to speak to the w tnesses
and warn them
not to di scuss what they saw. "



"Not exactly, Conmander."
"Then | don't under-"

"What | want you to do is sinply track down those
W t nesses.

O hers will talk to them about the necessity for silence.”
"I see. Are the witnesses all in Swtzerland?"

General Hilliard stopped in front of Robert.

"That's our problem Commander. You see, we have no idea
wher e t hey

are.

O who they are.™

Robert thought he had m ssed sonet hi ng.

"l beg your pardon?”

"The only information we have is that the w tnesses were
on a tour bus.

They happened to be passing the scene when the weat her
bal | oon crashed

near a little village called..
Kel | er.

He turned to Harrison

"Uet endorf."
The general turned back to Robert.

"The passengers got off the bus for a few mnutes to | ook
at the crash

and then continued on. Wien the tour ended, the
passengers di spersed.”

Robert said slowy, "Ceneral Hilliard, are you saying that
there is no

record of who these people are or where they went?"

"That i1s correct.”



"And you want ne to go over and find thenP"

"Exactly. You've been very highly recomended. |I'mtold

t hat you speak

hal f a dozen | anguages fluently, and you have an excell ent
field record.

The director arranged to have you tenporarily transferred
to the NSA "

Terrific.

"I assunme |I'll be working with the Sw ss governnent on

t hi s?"

“No, you'll be working al one.”

"Al one? But-"

"We nust not involve anyone else in this mssion. | can't

stress enough

the inportance of what was in that ball oon, Commander.
Time is of the

essence. | want you to report your progress to nme every
day. "

The general wote a nunber on a card and handed it to
Robert .

"I can be reached through this nunber day or night.
There's a pl ane

waiting to fly you to Zurich. You'll be escorted to your
apartnent, so
you can pack what you need, and then you'll be taken to

the airport."

So nmuch for "Thank you for dropping by." Robert was
tenpted to ask

"WIIl someone feed ny goldfish while |I'm gone?"

but he had a feeling the answer would be "You have no
gol dfish.™

“I'n your work with ONI, Commander, | assunme you've



acquired intelligence
cont acts abroad?"

"Yes, sir. | have quite a few friends who could be of use

"You're not to get in touch with any of them You are not
aut hori zed to

make any contacts at all. The w tnesses you're | ooking
for are

undoubt edl y nationals of various countries." The general
turned to

Kel | er.

"Harrison-" Keller wal ked over to a filing cabinet in the
corner and

unl ocked it. He renoved a | arge manil a envel ope and
passed it to

Robert .

"There's fifty thousand dollars in here in different
Eur opean currenci es

and another twenty thousand in U S. dollars. You wll
al so find

several sets of false identifications that may cone in
handy. "

General Hilliard held out a thick, shiny black plastic
card with a white
stripe on it.

"Here's a credit card that-"

"I doubt if I'll need that, General. The cash will be
enough, and |
have an ONI credit card."

"Take it."

"Very well." Robert examined the card. It was drawn on a
bank he had
never heard of. At the bottomof the card was a tel ephone

nunber .

"There's no nane on the card," Robert said.



"I't's the equivalent of a blank check. It requires no

i dentification.

Just have themcall the tel ephone nunber on the card when
you meke a

purchase. It's very inportant that you keep it with you
at all tines."

"Ri ght."
"And Commander ?"
"Sir?"

"You nust find those witnesses. Every one of them 1'l]|
i nform t he
director that you have started the assignnent.”

The neeting was over.

Harri son Kell er wal ked Robert to the outer office. A
uni formed mari ne
was seated there. He rose as the two nmen cane in.

"This is Captain Dougherty. He'll take you to the
ai rport. Good |uck."

"Thanks. "

The two nen shook hands. Keller turned and wal ked back
i nto Gener al
Hilliard s office.

"Are you ready, Commander?" Captai n Dougherty asked.

"Yes." But ready for what? He had handled difficult

I ntelligence

assignnents in the past, but never anything as crazy as
this. He was

expected to track down an unknown nunber of unknown

W t nesses from

unknown countries. What are the odds agai nst that?
Robert wondered. |

feel like the Wiite Queen in Through the Looking {d ass.



"Why sonetines |'ve believed as many as six inpossible
t hi ngs before
breakfast."” Well, this was all six of them

"I have orders to take you directly to your apartnent and
then to
Andrews Air Force Base," Captain Dougherty said.

"There's a plane waiting to-" Robert shook his head.
"I have to nake a stop at ny office first."
Dougherty hesit at ed.

“"Very well. I'll go there with you and wait for you." It
was as if

they didn't trust himout of their sight. Because he knew
that a

weat her bal |l oon had crashed? It nade no sense. He
surrendered his

badge at the reception desk and wal ked outside, into the
chill, breaking

dawn. Hi s car was gone. In its place was a stretch

| i mousi ne.

"Your car will be taken care of, Commander," Captain
Dougherty i nforned
hi m

"We'll ride in this."

There was a hi gh- handedness about all this that Robert
found vaguel y
di st ur bi ng.

"Fine," he said.

And they were on their way to Naval Intelligence. The
pal e norni ng sun

was di sappearing behind rain clouds. It was going to be a
m serabl e

day. In nore ways than one, Robert thought.



O tawa, Canada 2400 Hours
H s code nanme was j anus.

He was addressing twelve nen in the heavily guarded room
of a mlitary
conpound.

"As you have all been inforned, Operation Doonsday has
been acti vat ed.

There are a nunber of w tnesses who nust be found as

qui ckly and as

quietly as possible. W are not able to attenpt to track

t hem down

t hrough regul ar security channels because of the danger of
a leak."

"Who are we using?"

The Russi an. Huge. Shorttenpered.

"His nanme i s Commander Robert Bellany."

"How was he sel ected?"

The German. Aristocratic. Ruthless.

"The commander was chosen after a thorough conputer search
of the files

of the CIA, FBI, and a half dozen other security
agenci es. "

"Please, may | inquire what are his qualifications?"
The Japanese. Polite. Sly.

"Commander Bellany is an experienced field officer who
speaks si x

| anguages fluently and has an exenplary record.

Agai n and again he has proved hinself to be very

resourceful. He has no
living relatives."



"I's he aware of the urgency of this?"
The Engl i shman. Snobbi sh. Dangerous.

"He is. W have every expectation that he will be able to
| ocate all
the w tnesses very quickly."

"Does he understand the purpose of his m ssion?”
The Frenchman. Argunentative. Stubborn.

"No. "

"And when he has found the w tnesses?"

The Chinese. Cever. Patient.

"He wll be suitably rewarded."

The headquarters of the Ofice of Naval Intelligence
occupies the entire

fifth floor of the sprawli ng Pentagon, an enclave in the
m ddl e of the

| argest office building in the world, with seventeen mles
of corridors

and twenty-nine thousand mlitary and civilian enpl oyees.
The interior

of the Ofice of Naval Intelligence reflects its seagoing
traditions.

The desks and file cabinets are either olive green, from
the Worl d War

Il era, or battleship gray, fromthe Vietnamera. The
wal I s and

ceilings are painted a buff or creamcolor. In the

begi nni ng, Robert

had been put off by the Spartan decor, but he had I ong

si nce grown

accustoned to it.

Now, as he wal ked into the building and approached the
reception desk,

the famliar guard at the desk said, "Good norning,
Commander. May | see



your pass?"

Robert had been working here for seven years, but the
ritual never
changed. He dutifully displayed his pass.

"Thank you, Comrander."

On his way to his office, Robert thought about Captain
Dougherty,

waiting for himin the parking lot at the river entrance.
Waiting to

escort himto the plane that would fly himto Swtzerl and
to begin an

| npossi bl e hunt .

When Robert reached his office, his secretary, Barbara,
was al ready

t here.

"Good norning, Commander. The deputy director would |ike
to see you in

his office.”

"He can wait. Get nme Adm ral Wittaker, please.”

"Yes, sir."

A mnute |ater Robert was speaking with the admral.
"l presune you have finished your neeting, Robert?"
"A few m nutes ago."

"How did it go?"

"It was-interesting. Are you free to join ne for
breakfast, Admral ?"

He tried to keep his voice casual.

There was no hesitation.

"Yes. Shall we neet there?"



"Fine. 1'll leave a visitors' pass for you.

“"Very well. I'lIl see you in an hour." Robert replaced

t he receiver and

t hought, It's ironic that | have to |leave a visitors' pass
for the

admral. A few years ago, he was the fair-haired boy

here, in charge of

Naval Intelligence.

How must he feel ? Robert buzzed his secretary on the
I ntercom

"Yes, Commander ?"

"I'"'mexpecting Admral Whittaker. Arrange a pass for
him™"

“I''l'l take care of it right away."

It was tinme to report to the deputy director. Dustin
fucki ng Thor nt on.

D ustin "Dusty"” Thornton, deputy director of the Ofice of
Naval

Intelligence, had won his fane as one of the greatest
athletes ever to

come out of Annapolis.

Thornton owed his present exalted position to a football
ganme. An

Arny- Navy ganme, to be precise. Thornton, a towering
nonolith of a man,

had pl ayed ful |l back as a senior at Annapolis in Navy's
nost i nport ant

ganme of the year. At the beginning of the fourth quarter,
W th Arny

| eadi ng 13-0, two touchdowns and a conversi on ahead,
destiny stepped in

and changed Dustin Thornton's life. Thornton intercepted
an Arny pass,

pi voted around, and charged through the Arny phalanx for a
t ouchdown.



Navy m ssed on the extra point but soon scored a field
goal . After the

ensui ng kickoff, Arny failed to nake a first down and
punted i nto Navy

territory. The score stood at Arny 13, Navy 9, and the
cl ock was

runni ng.

When play resuned, the ball was passed to Thornton, and he
went down

under a heap of Arny uniforns. It took hima long tine to
get to his

feet. A doctor cane running out onto the field. Thornton
angrily waved

hi m away. Wth seconds |left to play, signals were called
for a lateral

pass. Thornton caught it on his own ten yard |line and

t ook off.

He was unstoppable. He charged through the opposition

i ke a tank,

knocki ng down everyone unl ucky enough to get in his way.
Wth two

seconds to go, Thornton crossed the goal line for the

W nni ng touchdown,

and Navy scored its first victory against Arny in four
years. That, in

itself, would have had little effect on Thornton's life.
What nmade the

event significant was that seated in a box reserved for
VI Ps were

WIllard Stone and his daughter, Eleanor. As the crowd
rose to its feet,

wi ldly cheering the Navy hero, Eleanor turned to her
father and said

quietly, "I want to neet him"

El eanor Stone was a woman of | arge appetites. Pl ainfaced,
she had a

vol upt uous body and an insatiable |ibido. Watching Dustin
Thor nt on

savagely plow his way down the football field, she

fant asi zed what he

woul d be like in bed. If his manhood was as big as the



rest of his

body... She was not disappointed. Six nonths |ater,

El eanor and Dustin

Thornton were married. That was the begi nning. Dustin
Thornton went to

work for his father-in-law and was i nducted into an arcane
wor |l d he had

not dreaned exi sted.

WIllard Stone, Thornton's new father-in-law, was a nman of
nystery.

A billionaire with powerful political connections and a
past shrouded in

secrecy, he was a shadowy figure who pulled strings in
capitals all over

the world. He was in his |ate sixties, a neticul ous man
whose every

novenent was precise and nethodi cal. He had razorsharp
features and

hooded eyes that reveal ed nothing. Wllard Stone believed
i n wasting

nei t her words nor enotions, and he was ruthless in
obt ai ni ng what he

want ed.

The runors about himwere fascinating. He was reported to
have nurdered

a conpetitor in Malaysia and to have had a torrid affair
with the

favorite wife of an emr. He was said to have backed a
successf ul

revolution in Nigeria. The governnent had brought half a
dozen

i ndi ctments against him but they were always nysteriously
dr opped.

There were tales of bribes, and senators suborned,

busi ness secrets

stolen, and w tnesses who di sappeared. Stone was an

advi ser to

presidents and kings. He was raw, naked power. Anobng his
many

properties was a large, isolated estate in the Col orado



nount ai ns where
every year scientists, captains of industry, and world
| eaders gat hered
for sem nars. Arnmed guards kept out unwanted visitors.

Wl lard Stone had not only approved his daughter's
marri age, he had

encouraged it. H's new son-in-law was brilliant,
anbi ti ous, and, nost

| nportant, mall eabl e.

Twel ve years after the marriage, Stone arranged for Dustin
to be

appoi nt ed anbassador to South Korea. Several years later,

t he President

appoi nted hi m anbassador to the United Nations. Wen

Adm ral Ral ph

Wi tt aker was suddenly ousted as acting director of ON
Thor nton t ook

his place. That day WIllard Stone sent for his

son-in-1 aw.

"This is nerely the beginning," Stone prom sed.

"I have bigger plans for you, Dustin. Geat plans." And
he had

proceeded to outline them Two years earlier, Robert had
had his first

neeting with the new acting director of ONI.

"Sit down, Commander."
Thornton's

Voi ce.

There was no cordiality in Dustin

"I see by your record that you' re sonmething of a
maveri ck."

What the hell does he nean? Robert wondered. He deci ded
to keep his
nout h shut .

Thor nt on | ooked up.

"I don't know how Admral Whittaker ran this office when



he was in

charge, but fromnow on we're doing everything by the
book. | expect ny

orders to be carried out to the letter. Do | nake nyself
cl ear ?"

Jesus, Robert thought, what the hell are we in for here?
"Do | nake nyself clear, Commander?"

"Yes. You expect your orders to be carried out to the
letter." He
wonder ed whet her he was expected to sal ute.

"That's all."
But it was not all.

A nonth |ater, Robert was sent to East Germany to bring in
a scientist

who wanted to defect. It was a dangerous assi gnment
because Stasi, the

East German secret police, had | earned about the proposed
defection and

was wat ching the scientist closely. In spite of that,
Robert had

managed to smuggl e the nan across the border, to a safe
house. He was

maki ng arrangenents to bring himto Washi ngt on when he
recei ved a cal

fromDustin Thornton telling himthat the situation had
changed and t hat

he was to drop the assignnent.

“"We can't just dunp himhere," Robert had protested.

"They'I'l kill him"

"That's his problem" Thornton had repli ed.
"Your orders are to cone back hone."
t hought. |'m not

goi ng to abandon him He had called a friend of his in
ML6, British

Screw you, Robert



Intelligence, and explained the situation.

"If he goes back to East Germany," Robert said, "they'l
chop him

WIIl you take hinP"

“I''l'l see what can be done, old chap. Bring himalong."
And t he
scientist had been given haven in Engl and.

Dustin Thornton never forgave Robert for disobeying his
I nstructions.

From that point on, there was open aninosity between the
two men.

Thornton had di scussed the incident with his
father-in-1aw

"Loose cannons |ike Bellany are dangerous,"” WIllard Stone
war ned.

"They're a security hazard. Men |i ke that are expendabl e.
Renmenber

that." And Thornton had renmenbered.

Now, wal ki ng down the corridor toward Dustin Thornton's
of fice, Robert

could not hel p thinking about the difference between
Thor nt on and

Whittaker. In a job like his, trust was the sine qua non.
He did not

trust Dustin Thornton.

Thor nt on was seated behi nd his desk when Robert wal ked
into his office.

"You wanted to see ne?"

"Yes. Sit down, Commander." Their relationship had never
reached the
"Robert" phase.

"I"ve been told you' ve been tenporarily transferred to the
Nat i onal
Security Agency. \Wen you cone back, | have a-"



“I'"'mnot com ng back. This is ny |last assignnment."
n W]at ?Il
"I"'mquitting."

Thi nki ng about it |later, Robert was not sure exactly what
reaction he

had expected. Sone kind of scene. Dustin Thornton could
have shown

surprise, or he could have argued, or been angry, or
relieved. |nstead,

he had nerely | ooked at Robert and nodded.

"That's it then, isn't it?"

When Robert returned to his own office, he said to his

secretary, "I'm
going to be away for a while. I'll be |leaving in about an
hour . "

"I's there sone place where you can be reached?"
Robert renmenbered CGeneral Hilliard s orders.
"No. "

"There are sone neetings you-"

"Cancel them" He | ooked at his watch. It was tine to
meet Adm r al
Whi t t aker.

They had breakfast in the center yard of the Pentagon at
the Gound Zero

Cafe, so naned because it was once thought that the

Pent agon was where

the first nuclearbonb attack against the United States
woul d take pl ace.

Robert had arranged for a corner table where they woul d
have a degree of

privacy. Admral Wittaker was punctual, and as Robert
wat ched him



approach the table, it seenmed to himthat the admra

| ooked ol der and

smal l er, as though semretirenent had sonehow aged and
shrunk him He

was still a striking-looking man with strong features, a
Roman nose,

good cheekbones, and a crown of silvered hair. Robert had
served under

the admral in Vietnamand later in the Ofice of Naval
Intelligence,

and he had a high regard for him Mre than a high
regard, Robert

admtted to hinmself. Admral Whittaker was his surrogate
f at her .

The adm ral sat down.

"Good norning, Robert. Well, did they transfer you to the
NSA?"

Robert nodded.
"Tenporarily."
The waitress arrived, and the two men studi ed the nenu.

"I had forgotten how bad the food here was,"” Admnral
Whi t t aker said,

smling. He | ooked around the room his face reflecting
an unspoken

nostal gia. He wi shes he were back here, Robert thought.
Amen.

They ordered. Wien the waitress was out of earshot,
Robert said,

"Adm ral, Ceneral Hlliard is sending nme on an urgent
three-thousand-mle trip to | ocate sone w tnesses who saw
a weat her

bal | oon crash. | find that strange. And there's

sonmet hing else that's

even stranger. 'Tinme is of the essence,' to quote the
general, but 1've

been ordered not to use any of ny intelligence contacts
abroad to help



me.
Adm ral Whittaker |ooked puzzl ed.
"l suppose the general nust have his reasons.”

Robert said, "I can't inmagine what they are." Admral
VWi tt aker studied

Robert. Conmmander Bel |l any had served under himin Vietnam
and had been

the best pilot in the squadron. The admral's son,
Edwar d, had been

Robert's bonbardier, and on the terrible day their plane
had been shot

down, Edward had been killed. Robert had barely survived.
The admi ral

had gone to the hospital to visit him

"He's not going to make it," the doctors had told him
Robert, 1lying

there in agonizing pain, had whispered, "I'msorry about
Edward. ... |I'm
so sorry."

Adm ral Wittaker had squeezed Robert's hand.

"I know you did everything you could. You' ve got to get
wel I, now.

You're going to be fine." He wanted desperately for
Robert to live. In

the admral's mnd, Robert was his son, the son who woul d
take Edward's

pl ace. And Robert had pull ed through.

"Robert"

"Yes, Admral ?"

"I hope your mssion to Switzerland is successful."

"Sodol. It's ny last one."

"You're still determned to quit?"



The admral was the only one Robert had confided in.

"“I"ve had enough."

"Thor nt on?"

"I't"s not just him It's ne. I'mtired of interfering

w t h ot her

people's lives." I'mtired of the lies and the cheati ng,
and t he broken

prom ses that were never neant to be kept. I'mtired of
mani pul ati ng

peopl e and of being manipulated. I'mtired of the ganes

and the danger
and the betrayals. It's cost ne everything | ever gave a
damm about .

"Do you have any idea what you're going to do?"

“I''l'l try to find sonething~useful to do wth ny life,
somet hi ng
positive."

"What if they won't let you go?"
Robert said, "They have no choice, have they?"

The |inmousine was waiting at the river-entrance parKking
| ot .

"Are you ready, Commander?" Captain Dougherty asked.

As ready as |I'Il ever be, Robert thought.
"Yes." Captain Dougherty acconpani ed Robert to his
apartnment so he

coul d pack. Robert had no idea how many days he woul d be
gone. How

| ong does an i npossi bl e assi gnnment take? He packed enough
clothes for a

week and, at the last mnute, put in a framed photograph
of Susan. He

stared at it for a long tinme and wondered if she were

enj oyi ng hersel f



in Brazil. He thought, | hope not. | hope she's having a
| ousy tine.
And was i nmmedi ately ashamed of hinsel f.

VWhen the linousine arrived at Andrews Air Force Base, the
pl ane was
waiting. It was a C20A, an Air Force jet.

Capt ai n Dougherty held out his hand.
"Good | uck, Commander."

"Thanks." 1'lIl need it. Robert wal ked up the steps to
t he cabin. The
crew was inside finishing the preflight check.

There was a pilot, a copilot, a navigator, and a steward,
all in Ar

Force uniforns. Robert was famliar with the plane. It
was | oaded with

el ectronic equi pnent. On the outside near the tail was a
hi gh-f requency

antenna that | ooked |ike an enornous fishing pole. |nside
the cabin were

twel ve red tel ephones on the walls and a white, unsecured
phone.

Radi o transm ssions were in code, and the plane's radar
was on a

mlitary frequency. The primary color inside was air
force blue, and

the cabin was furnished with confortable club chairs.

Robert found that he was the only passenger. The pil ot
greeted him

"Wl cone aboard, Commander. If you'll put on your seat
belt, we have
cl earance to take off"

Robert strapped hinself in and | eaned back in his seat as
t he pl ane

taxi ed down the runway. A mnute later, he felt the
famliar pull of



gravity as the jet screaned into the air. He had not
piloted a pl ane

since his crash, when he had been told he would never be
able to fly

again. Fly again, hell, Robert thought, they said I

woul dn't live. It

was a mracleNo, it was Susan. ... Vietnam He had been
sent there

with the rank of |ieutenant commander, stationed on the
aircraft carrier

Ranger as a tactics officer, responsible for training
fighter pilots and

pl anning attack strategy. He had | ed a bonber squadron of
A- 6A

Intruders, and there was very little tinme away fromthe
pressures of

battle. One of the few | eaves he had was i n Bangkok for a
week of R and

R, and during that tinme he never bothered to sleep. The
city was a

Di sneyl and desi gned for the pleasure of the male ani mal.
He had nmet an

exqui site That girl his first hour in town, and she had
stayed at his

side the whole tine and taught hima few That phrases. He
had found the

| anguage soft and nellifl uous.

Good norning. Arun sawasdi. Were are you fron? Khun na
chak nai ?
Where are you goi ng now? Khun kanrant chain pai?

She taught hi m ot her phrases too, but she would not tell
hi m what t hey
meant, and when he said them she giggled.

When Robert returned to the Ranger, Bangkok seened |like a
faraway dream

The war was the reality and it was a horror. Soneone
showed hi m one of

the leafl ets the marines dropped over North Vietnam It
read: Dear

Ctizens: The U S. Marines are fighting al ongside South
Vi et nanese



forces in Duc Pho in order to give the Vietnanese people a
chance to

live a free, happy life, wthout fear of hunger and
suffering. But many

Vi et nanmese have paid wth their lives, and their hones
have been

destroyed because they hel ped the Vietcong.

The ham ets of Hai Mn, Hai Tan, 5a Binh, Ta Bi nh, and
many ot hers have

been destroyed because of this. We will not hesitate to
destroy every

ham et that hel ps the Vietcong, who are powerless to stop
t he conbi ned

m ght of the GYN and its allies. The choice is yours. |If
you refuse to

|l et the Vietcong use your villages and hanmlets as their
battl efield,

your hones and your lives will be saved.

W' re saving the poor bastards, all right. Robert thought
grimy.

And all we're destroying is their country.

The aircraft carrier Ranger was equi pped with all the
state-of-the-art

technol ogy that could be cramred into it. The ship was
hone base for 16

aircraft, 40 officers, and 350 enlisted nen. Flight
schedul es were

handed out three or four hours before the first [aunch of
t he day.

In the m ssion planning section of the ship's intelligence
center, the

| atest information and reconnai ssance photos were given to
t he

bonbardi ers, who then planned their flight patterns.

"Jesus, they gave us a beauty this norning," said Edward
Wi tt aker,
Robert's bonbardi er.



Edward Wi ttaker | ooked |ike a younger version of his
father, but he had

a conpletely different personality. Were the admral was
a form dabl e

figure, dignified and austere, his son was down-to-earth,
war m and

friendly. He had earned his place as "just one of the
boys." The ot her

ai rmen forgave himfor being the son of their commander.
He was the

best bonbardier in the squadron, and he and Robert had
becone fast

friends.

"Where are we headi ng?" Robert asked.

"For our sins, we've drawn Package Six." It was the nost
danger ous

mssion of all. It neant flying north to Hanoi, Hai phong,
and up the

Red Ri ver delta, where the flak was heavi est. There was a
cat ch-22:

They were not permitted to bonb any strategic targets if
there were

civilians nearby, and the North Vietnanese, not being

st upi d,

i mredi ately placed civilians around all their mlitary

i nstal |l ati ons.

There was a lot of grunbling inthe allied mlitary, but
Pr esi dent

Lyndon Johnson, safely back in WAashi ngton, was giving the
orders.

The twel ve years that United States troops fought in
Vi et nam were the

| ongest period it has ever been at war. Robert Bell any
had conme into it

late in 1972, when the Navy was having maj or probl ens.
Their F-4

squadrons were being destroyed. In spite of the fact that
their pl anes

were superior to the Russian MG s, the U S. Navy was
| osi ng one F-4

for every two MG s shot down. It was an unaccept abl e



ratio.

Robert was summoned to the headquarters of Adm ral Ral ph
VWi t t aker.

"You sent for ne, Admral ?"

"You have the reputation of being a hotshot pilot,
Commander. | need
your help."

"Yes, sir?"

"We're getting nmurdered by the goddammed eneny. | have
had a thorough

anal ysis nade. There's nothing wong with our planes-it's
the training

of the nmen who are flying them Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir."

"I want you to pick a group and retrain it in maneuvers
and weapons

enpl oynent. - The new group was called Top Gun, and
before they were

t hrough, the ratio changed fromtw to one to twelve to
one. For every

two F-4's lost, twenty-four MG s were shot down. The
assi gnnent had

t aken ei ght weeks of intensive training, and Conmander
Bel | any had

finally returned to his ship. Admral Wittaker was there
to greet him

"That was a dammed fine job, Commander.™
"Thank you, Admral."
“"Now, let's get back to work."

“I"'mready, sir.

Robert had flown thirty-four bonbing m ssions fromthe
Ranger w t hout



incident. Hs thirty-fifth m ssion was Package Si x.

They . had passed Hanoi and were headi ng nort hwest toward
Phu Tho and Yen

Bai. The flak was getting increasingly heavy. Edward
Wi tt aker was

seated on Robert's right, staring at the radar screen,
listening to the

om nous bass tones of eneny search radars sweeping the
sky. The sky

directly ahead of them | ooked |ike the Fourth of July,
streaked with

white snoke fromthe |ight guns below, dark gray bursts
fromthe

fifty-five-mllimeter shells, black clouds fromthe
hundred-m | i meter

shells, and colored tracer bullets from heavy machi ne-gun
fire.

"We're approaching target," Edward said. H s voice
t hrough the
headphones sounded eerily far away.

"Roger . "

The A-6A Intruder was flying at 450 knots, and at that
speed, even with

the drag and wei ght of the bonmb | oad, it handl ed

remar kably wel |, noving

too fast for enemes to track it.

Robert reached out and turned on the master arnmanent
switch. The dozen

500- pound bonbs were now ready to be rel eased. He was
headed strai ght

for the target.

A voice on his radio said, "Ronme-you have a bogey at four
o' cl ock high."

Robert turned to look. A MG was hurtling toward him

com ng out of the

sun. Robert banked and sent the plane into a steep dive.
The M G was

on his tail. It loosed a mssile. Robert checked his



I nstrunment panel .

The mssile was closing in rapidly. A thousand feet away
... SlIx

hundred ... four hundred "Holy shit!" Edward yell ed.

"What are we waiting for?"

Robert waited until the last second, then rel eased a
stream of net al

chaff and went into a steep clinbing turn, |eaving the
mssile to foll ow

the chaff and crash harml essly into the ground bel ow

"Thank you, God," Edward sai d.
"And you, pal."
behind the M G
The pilot started to take evasive action, but it was too
| at e. Robert

| oosed a Sidewi nder mssile and watched it crawl up the

tail pipe of the

M G and expl ode. An instant |ater, the sky was showered

W th pieces of

met al .

Robert continued the clinmb and swung

A voi ce cane over the intercom

“"Nice work, Roneo." The plane was over the target now.
"Here we go," Edward said. He pressed the red button that
rel eased the

bonbs and wat ched them tunbl e down toward their target.

M ssi on

acconpl i shed. Robert headed the plane back toward the
carrier.

At that instant, they felt a heavy thud. The swift and
graceful bonber
suddenly becane sl uggi sh.

"We've been hit!" Edward cal |l ed.

Both fire-warning lights were flashing red. The pl ane was
nmovi ng



erratically, out of control. A voice cane over the radio.
"Ronmeo, this is Tiger. Do you want us to cover you?"
Robert nmade a split-second deci sion.

"No, go on to your targets. I'mgoing to try to nake it
back to base."

The plane had sl owed down and was becom ng nore difficult
to handl e.
"Faster," Edward said nervously, "or we're going to be
| ate for lunch."

Robert | ooked at the altineter. The needl e was droppi ng
rapi dly. He

activated his radio m ke.

"Romeo to home base. We've taken a hit."

"Home base to Roneo. How bad is it?"

“I"'mnot sure. | think | can bring it hone.

"Hold on." A nonent |ater the voice returned.
"Your signal is "Charlie on arrival.""
were cleared to

| and on the carrier inmediately.

That meant they

"Roger . "
"Good | uck."
The plane was starting to roll. Robert fought to correct

it, trying to
gain altitude.

"Conme on, baby, you can nake it." Robert's face was
tight. They were

| osing too nuch altitude.

"What ' s our ETA?"



Edward | ooked at his chart.
"Seven m nutes."

"I"'mgoing to get you that hot |unch.” Robert was nursing
t he pl ane

along with all the skill at his conmand, using the
throttle and rudder

totry to keep it on a straight course. The altitude was
still dropping

alarmngly. Finally, ahead of him Robert saw the
sparkling blue waters

of the Tonkin Qulf.

"We're hone free, buddy," Robert said.
"Just a few nore mles."

"Terrific. | never doubted" And out of nowhere, two MG s
descended on

the plane with a thunderous roar. Bullets began thudding
agai nst the

f usel age.

" Eddi e!

Bail out!" He turned to | ook. Edward was sl unped agai nst
hi s seat

belt, his right side torn open, blood spattering the
cockpit.

"No!"™ It was a scream

A second | ater, Robert felt a sudden, agonizing blowto
hi s chest.

Hs flight suit was instantly soaked in bl ood. The pl ane
started to

spiral downward. He felt hinself |o0sing consciousness.
Wth his | ast

ounce of strength, he unfastened his seat belt. He turned
to take a

final | ook at Edward.



"' msorry," he whispered. He bl acked out and | ater had
no recoll ection

of how he ejected out of the plane and parachuted into the
wat er bel ow.

A Mayday call had been sent out, and a Si korsky SH 3A Sea
Ki ng

helicopter fromthe U S. S. Yorktown was circling, waiting
to pick him

up. In the distance, the crew could see Chinese junks

rapi dly cl osing

in for the kill, but they were too | ate.

When they | oaded Robert into the helicopter, a nedical
cor psnman t ook one

| ook at his torn body and said, "Jesus Christ, he'll never
even make it
to the hospital." They gave Robert a shot of norphine,

wr apped pressure

bandages tightly around his chest, and flew himto the
12t h Evacuati on

Hospital at Cu Chi Base. The "12th Evac," which served Cu
Chi, Tay

Ni nh, and Dau Ti eng bases, had four hundred beds in a
dozen wards,

housed i n gquonset huts arranged around a U shaped conpound
connected by

covered wal kways. The hospital had two intensive-care
units, one for

surgery cases, the other for burns, and each unit was
seriously

over cr owded.

When Robert was brought in, he left a bright red trail of
bl ood across
the hospital floor.

A harried surgeon cut the bandages from Robert's chest,

t ook one | ook,

and said wearily, "He's not going to nake it. Take himin
back to cold

stor age. "

And t he doctor noved on.



Robert, fading in and out of consciousness, heard the
doctor's voice

froma far distance. So, this is it, he thought. Wat a
| ousy way to

di e.

"You don't want to die, do you, sailor? QOpen your eyes.
Cone on."

He opened his eyes and saw a blurred i nage of a white

uni formand a

woman's face. She was sayi ng sonething nore, but he could
not make out

the words. The ward was too noisy, filled with a
cacophony of screans

and noans of patients, and doctors yelling out orders, and
nur ses

frantically running around adm nistering to the savaged
bodi es that |ay

t here.

Robert's nmenory of the next forty-eight hours was a haze
of pain and

delirium It was only later that he |l earned that the
nurse, Susan Ward,

had persuaded a doctor to operate on him and had donat ed
her own bl ood

for a transfusion. Fighting to keep himalive, they had
put three IV's

i nto Robert's ravaged body and punped bl ood through them
si mul t aneousl vy.

When the operation was over, the surgeon in charge sighed.

"We've wasted our tinme. He's got no nore than a ten
percent chance of

pul ling through."” But the doctor did not know Robert
Bel | any. And he

did not know Susan Ward. It seened to Robert that
whenever he opened

his eyes, Susan was there, holding his hand, stroking his
f or ehead,

mnistering to him wlling himto Iive. He was delirious
nost of the



tinme. Susan sat quietly next to himin the dark ward in
the m ddl e of
the lonely nights and |istened to his ravings.

..... The DOD is wong, you can't head in perpendicul ar
to the target

or you'll hit the river. -.. Tell themto angle the
dives a few

degrees off target heading. ... Tell them- -." he
munbl ed.

Susan said soothingly, "I wll."

Robert's body was soaked in perspiration. She sponged him
of f.

---- . You have to renpove all five of the safety pins or
the seat won't
eject. ... Check them -.."

"All right. Go back to sleep now."

----- The shackles on the nultiple ejector racks
mal f uncti oned.

God only knows where the bonbs | anded. - Half the
ti me Susan coul d
not understand what her patient was tal ki ng about.

Susan Ward was head of the energency operatingroom nurses.
She had cone

froma small town in |Idaho and had grown up wth the boy
next door,

Frank Prescott, the son of the mayor. Everyone in town
assuned t hey

woul d be nmarried one day.

Susan had a younger brother, M chael, whom she adored. On
hi s

ei ghteenth birthday, he joined the Arny and was sent to
Vi et nam and

Susan wote to himthere every day. Three nonths after he
had enli sted,

Susan's famly received a tel egram and she knew what it



cont ai ned
before they opened it.

When Frank Prescott heard the news, he rushed over.

"I"'mreally sorry, Susan. | liked Mchael a lot." And
t hen he made the
m st ake of saying, "Let's get married right away."

And Susan had | ooked at hi mand nmade a deci sion.
"No. | have to do sonmething inportant with ny life."
"For God's sake! What's nore inportant than marryi ng ne?"

The answer was Vi etnam Susan Ward went to nursing
school . She had

been in Vietnamfor eleven nonths, working tirelessly,
when Conmander

Robert Bell any was wheeled in and sentenced to die.
Triage was a conmon

practice in energency evacuation hospitals. The doctors
woul d exam ne

two or three patients and make summary judgnents as to
whi ch one t hey

would try to save. For reasons that were never truly
clear to her,

Susan had taken one | ook at the torn body of Robert
Bel | any and had

known that she could not et himdie. Was it her brother
she was trying

to save? O was it sonething el se? She was exhausted and
over wor ked,

but instead of taking her tinme off, she spent every spare
nonment tendi ng

to him

Susan had | ooked up her patient's record. An ace Navy
pil ot and

I nstructor, he had earned the Naval Cross. Hi s birthpl ace
was Harvey,

[Ilinois, a small industrial city south of Chicago. He
had enlisted in

the Navy after graduating fromcollege and had trained at



Pensacol a. He
was unmarri ed.

Each day, as Robert Bell any was recuperating, walking the
thin |ine

bet ween death and |ife, Susan whispered to him "Cone on,
sailor. I'm

wai ting for you."

One night, six days after he had been brought into the
hospital, Robert

was ranbling on in his delirium when suddenly he sat
straight up in

bed, | ooked at Susan, and said clearly, "It's not a dream
You're

real ." Susan felt her heart give a little junp.

"Yes," she said softly. "I"mreal."

"I thought | was dream ng. | thought | had gone to heaven
and God

assigned you to ne."

She | ooked into Robert's eyes and said seriously, "I would
have killed

you i f you had died."

H s eyes swept the crowded ward.

"\Wher e-where am | ?"

"The 12th Evacuation Hospital at Cu Chi."
"How | ong have | been here?"

"Si x days."

" Eddi e- he-"

"I"msorry."

"I have to tell the admral."

She took Robert's hand and said gently, "He knows.



He's been here to visit you." Robert's eyes filled with
t ears.

"I hate this goddamm war. | can't tell you how nuch |
hate it."

From that nonment on, Robert's progress astoni shed the
doctors. Al his
vital signs stabilized.

"We'll be shipping himout of here soon," they told Susan.
And she felt
a sharp pang.

Robert was not sure exactly when he fell in love with
Susan \ard.

Perhaps it was the nonent when she was dressing his
wounds, and near by

t hey heard the sounds of bonbs dropping and she nurnured,
"They're

pl ayi ng our song."

O perhaps it was when they told Robert he was well enough
to be

transferred to Walter Reed Hospital in Washington to
finish his

conval escence, and Susan said, "Do you think I'"mgoing to
stay here and

| et sonme other nurse have that great body? Ch, no. |I'm
going to pull

every string | can to go with you.'
weeks | ater.

They were married two

It took Robert a year to heal conpletely, and Susan tended
to his every

need, night and day. He had never net anyone |ike her,

nor had he

dreaned that he could ever |ove anyone so nuch. He | oved
her conpassi on

and sensitivity, her passion and vitality. He |oved her
beauty and her

sense of hunor.



On their first anniversary, he said to her, "You're the
nost beauti ful,

t he nost wonderful, the nobst caring human being in the
worl d. There is

no one on this earth with your warnth and wit and
intelligence.”

And Susan had held himtightly and whi spered in a nasal,
chorus-girl
voi ce, "Likew se, |I'msure."

They shared nore than |ove. They genuinely |iked and
respected each

other. Al their friends envied them and with good
reason. \Whenever

they tal ked about a perfect marriage, it was al ways Robert
and Susan

they held up as an exanple. They were conpatible in every
way, conplete

soul nmates. Susan was the npbst sensual wonman Robert had
ever known, and

they were able to set each other on fire with a touch, a
wor d.

One eveni ng, when they were scheduled to go to a fornal
di nner party,

Robert was running late. He was in the shower when Susan
came into the

bat hroom careful |y made up and dressed in a |ovely
strapl ess evening

gown.

"My God, you | ook sexy," Robert said.

"It's too bad we don't have nore tine."

"Ch, don't worry about that," Susan nmurnured. And a
noment | ater she

had stripped off her clothes and joined Robert in the

shower .

They never got to the party.



Susan sensed Robert's needs al nost before he knew t hem
and she saw to

it that they were attended to. And Robert was equally
attentive to her.

Susan would find | ove notes on her dressing-roomtable, or
I n her shoes

when she started to get dressed. Flowers and little gifts
woul d be

delivered to her on G oundhog Day and President Polk's

bi rthday and in

celebration of the Lewws and C ark Expedition.

And the laughter that they shared. The wonderf ul
| aughter. ..

* * * The pilot's voice crackled over the intercom
"We'll be landing in Zurich in ten m nutes, Commander."

Robert Bell any's thoughts snapped back to the present, to
hi s

assignnent. In his fifteen years with Naval Intelligence,
he had been

I nvol ved in dozens of chall engi ng cases, but this one
prom sed to be the

nost bizarre of themall. He was on his way to
Switzerland to find a

busl oad of anonynous w t nesses who had di sappeared into
thin air. Talk

about | ooking for a needle in a haystack. | don't even
know where the

haystack is. Where is Sherlock Hol mes when | need hinf

"WIIl you fasten your seat belt, please?"

The C20A was flying over dark forests, and a nonent |ater,
ski mm ng over

the runway etched by the landing lights of the Zurich

| nt er nat i onal

Airport. The plane taxied to the east side of the airport
and headed

for the small General Aviation building, away fromthe
main termnal.

There were still puddles on the tarmac fromthe earlier



rai nstorns, but
t he night sky was clear.

"Crazy weather,"” the pilot commented.

"Sunny here Sunday, rainy all day today, and clearing
toni ght. You

don't need a watch here. What you really need is a
baronmeter. Can |

arrange a car for you, Comrander?"

"No, thanks." Fromthis nonment on, he was conpletely on
his own.

Robert waited until the plane taxied away, and then
boarded a m ni bus to

the airport hotel, where he collapsed into a dreanl ess
sl eep.

Day Two 0800 Hours

The next norning Robert approached a clerk behind the
Eur opcar desk

"GQuten Tag."

It was a rem nder that he was in the Gernan-speaking part
of

Swi t zer| and.

"Quten Tag. Do you have a car avail abl e?"

"Yes, sir, we do. How long will you be needing it?"

Good question. An hour? A nonth? Maybe a year or two?
"“I'" m not

sure.”

"Do you plan to return the car to this airport?"”

"Possi bly. "

The clerk | ooked at him strangely.



"Very well. WII you fill out these papers, please?"

Robert paid for the car with the special black credit card
Gener al

Hilliard had given him The clerk examned it, perplexed,

t hen said,

"Excuse ne." He disappeared into an office, and when he
returned, Robert

asked, "Any probl en?"

"No, sir. None at all."

The car was a gray Opel Onega. Robert got onto the

ai rport hi ghway and

headed for downtown Zurich. He enjoyed Switzerland. It
was one of the

nost beautiful countries in the world. Years earlier he
had ski ed

there. In nore recent tinmes, he had carried out

assi gnnents there,

| iaising with Espi onage Abteilung, the Swiss intelligence
agency.

During World War 11, the agency had been organi zed into
t hree bureaus:
D, P, and I, covering Gernmany, France, and Italy,

respectively. Nowits

mai n purpose was related to detecting undercover espionage
oper ati ons

conducted within the various UN organi zati ons in Ceneva.
Robert had

friends in Espionage Abteilung, but he renenbered General
Hilliard' s

words: "You're not to get in touch with any of them™

The drive into the city took twenty-five m nutes. Robert
reached the

Dubendorf downtown exit ranp and headed for the Dol der
Grand Hotel.

It was exactly as he renenbered it: an overgrown Sw Ss
chateau with

turrets, stately and inposing, surrounded by greenery and
over | ooki ng



Lake Zurich. He parked the car and wal ked into the | obby.
On the left
was the reception desk.

"Guten Tag."
"Quten Tag. Haben Sie ein Zi nmrer fur eine Nacht?"
"Ja. We nochten Sie bezahl en?"

"Mt Kreditkarte." The black and white credit card that
Gener al

Hlliard had given him Robert asked for a map of
Switzerl and and was

escorted to a confortable roomin the new wing of the
hotel. It had a

smal | bal cony that overl ooked the | ake. Robert stood

t here, breathing

in the crisp, autumm air, thinking about the task that | ay
ahead of him

He had nothing to go on. Not one dammed thing. Al the
factors to the

equation of his assignment were conpletely unknown. The
name of the

tour conpany. The nunber of passengers.

Thei r nanes and wher eabouts.
"Are the witnesses all in Switzerl and?"

"That's our problem W have no idea where they are, or
who they are."
And it wasn't enough to find sone of the w tnesses.

"You nust find every one of them" The only information
he had was the

pl ace and date: Uetendorf, Sunday, COctober 14. He needed
a handl e,

sonmething to grab onto. If he renenbered correctly,

al | -day tour buses

left fromonly two major cities: Zurich and Geneva.
Robert opened a

desk drawer and took out the bul ky Tel efonbuch. | should



| ook under M

for mracle, Robert thought. There were nore than half a
dozen tour

conpani es listed: Sunshine Tours, Sw sstour, Tour Service,
Tour al pi no,

Tourisma Reisen... He would have to check each of them

He copi ed down

t he addresses of all the conpanies and drove to the

of fices of the

near est one |i sted.

There were two clerks behind the counter taking care of
touri sts.

When one of themwas free, Robert said, "Excuse ne. My
wi fe was on one

of your tours |ast Sunday, and she |left her purse on the
bus. | think

she got excited because she saw the weat her ball oon that
crashed near

Uet endor f . "

The clerk frowned.

"Es tut mr viel leid. You nust be m staken.

Qur tours do not go near Uetendorf."

"Oh. Sorry." Strike one.

The next stop promsed to be nore fruitful.

"Do your tours go to Uetendorf?"

"Oh, ja." The clerk sm ed.

"Qur tours go everywhere in Switzerland. They are the
nost scenic. W

have a tour to Zermatt-the Tell Special. There is also
the d acier

Express and t he Pal m Expr ess.

The Geat Crcle Tour leaves in fifteen-"



"Did you have a tour Sunday that stopped to watch that
weat her bal | oon

that crashed? I know ny wife was |late getting back to the
hot el andThe

clerk behind the counter said indignantly, "W take great
pride in the

fact that our tours are never |ate. W nmake no
unschedul ed stops."

"Then one of your buses didn't stop to | ook at that
weat her bal | oon?"

"Absol utely not."
"Thank you." Strike two.

The third office Robert visited was | ocated at
Bahnhof pl at z, and the

sign outside said Sunshine Tours. Robert walked up to the
count er.

"Good afternoon. | wanted to ask you about one of your
tour buses. |

heard that a weat herball oon crashed near Uetendorf and

t hat your driver

stopped for half an hour so the passengers could | ook at
it."

“"No, no. He only stopped for fifteen m nutes. W have
very strict
schedul es. "

Home run!
"What was your interest in this, did you say?"

Robert pulled out one of the identification cards that had
been given

hi m

"I"ma reporter,"
story for

Travel and Lei sure nmagazi ne on how efficient the buses in
Switzerl and

Robert said earnestly, "and |I'm doing a



are, conpared with other countries. | wonder if | m ght
I ntervi ew your
driver?"

"That woul d make a very interesting article. Very
I nteresting, indeed.
W Swi ss pride ourselves on our efficiency.”

"And that pride is well deserved," Robert assured him
"Wul d the name of our conpany be nentioned?"

"Prom nently."

The clerk sm | ed.

"Well, then | see no harm"

"Could | speak with himnow?"

"This is his day off." He wote a name on a piece of
paper.

Robert Bellany read it upside down. Hans Becker nman.
The cl erk added an address.

"He lives in Kappel. That's a small village about forty
kil ometers from

Zurich. You should be able to find himat honme now. "
Robert Bel | any

t ook the paper.

"Thank you very nuch.
By the way," Robert said, "just so we have all the facts
for the story,

do you have a record of how many tickets you sold for that
particul ar

t our ?"

"OF course. W keep records of all our tours. Just a
monment . " He
pi cked up a | edger underneath the counter and flipped a



page.

"Ah, here we are. Sunday. Hans Beckernan. There were
seven

passengers. He drove the lveco that day, the small bus."
Seven unknown

passengers and the driver. Robert took a stab in the

dar k.

"Wul d you happen to have the nanes of those passengers?”

"Sir, people cone in off the street, buy their ticket, and
take the
tour. We don't ask for identification." Wnderful.

"Thank you again." Robert started toward the door. The
clerk called

out, "I hope you will send us a copy of the article."
"Absol utely," Robert said.

The first piece of the puzzle lay in the tour bus, and
Robert drove to

Tal strasse, where the buses departed, as though it m ght
reveal sone

hi dden cl ue. The |Iveco bus was brown and silver, small
enough to

traverse the steep Al pine roads, with seats for fourteen
passengers.

Wo are the seven, and where have they di sappeared to?
Robert got back

in his car. He consulted his map and marked it. He took
Lavessneral l e

out of the city, into the Albis, the start of the Al ps,
toward the

vill age of Kappel. He headed south, driving past the
small hills that

surround Zurich, and began the clinb into the magnificent
nount ai n chai n

of the Al ps. He drove through Adliswi| and Langnau and
Hausen and

namel ess hamets wth chalets and col orful

pi ct ure-postcard scenery



until al nost an hour later, he cane to Kappel. The little
vil | age

consisted of a restaurant, a church, a post office, and
twel ve or so

houses scattered around the hills. Robert parked the car
and wal ked

Into the restaurant. A waitress was clearing a table near
t he door.

"Entschul digen Sie bitte, Fraulein. Wl che Richtung i st
das Haus von

Herr Becker man?"

"Ja." She pointed down the road.

"An der Kirche rechts.”

"Danke. "

Robert turned right at the church and drove up to a nodest
t wo-story

stone house with a ceramc tiled roof. He got out of the
car and wal ked

up to the door. He could see no bell, and knocked.

A heavyset woman with a faint nustache answered the door.
n J aI?Il

"I"'msorry to bother you. Is M. Beckerman in?"

She eyed hi m suspi ci ously.

"What do you want w th hinP"

Robert gave her a winning smle.

"You nust be Ms. Beckernman."

He pulled out his reporter's identification card.

"I"'m doing a nagazine article on Sw ss bus drivers, and

your husband was
recommended to ny nagazi ne as having one of the finest



safety records in
the country."

She brightened and said proudly, "My Hans is an excel |l ent
driver."

"That's what everyone tells ne, Ms. Beckerman. | woul d
li ke to do an
interviewwith him"

"An interviewwth ny Hans for a magazi ne?"
She was fl ustered.

"That is very exciting. Conme in, please.” She | ed Robert
into a smal |,
meticul ously neat |iving room

"Wait here, bitte.
| will get Hans."

The house had a | ow, beaned ceiling, dark wooden fl oors,
and pl ain

wooden furniture. There was a small stone fireplace and
| ace curtains

at the w ndows.

Robert stood there thinking. This was not only his best
| ead, it was
his only | ead.

"People come in off the street, buy their ticket, and take
the tour. W

don't ask for identification. -. -,, There's no place to
go from here,
Robert thought grimy. If this doesn't work out, | can

al ways pl ace an

ad: WIIl the seven bus passengers who saw a weat her
bal | oon crash Sunday

pl ease assenble in ny hotel roomat oh twelve hundred
t ormor r ow.

Breakfast will be served.



A thin, bald man appeared. H s conpl exi on was pal e, and
he wore a

t hi ck, black nustache that was startlingly out of keeping
with the rest

of his appearance.

"Good afternoon, Herr?"
"Smth. Good afternoon.” Robert's voice was hearty.

“I"ve certainly been | ooking forward to neeting you, M.
Becker man. "

"My wife tells ne you are witing a story about bus
drivers." He spoke
with a heavy German accent.

Robert smled ingratiatingly.

"That's right. My magazine is interested in your
wonder ful safety
record and-"

"Schei ssdreck! " Beckerman sai d rudely.

"You are interested in the thing that crashed yesterday
afternoon, no?"

Robert nmanaged to | ook abashed.

"As a matter of fact, yes, | aminterested in discussing
that too."

"Then why do you not come out and say so? Sit down."

"Thank you." Robert took a seat on the couch. Beckernman
said, "I am

sorry | cannot offer you a drink, but we do not keep
schnapps in the

house anynore." He tapped his stonmach.

"U cers. The doctors cannot even give nme drugs to relieve
the pain. |
amallergic to all of them"



He sat down opposite Robert.

"But you did not cone here to tal k about ny health, eh?
What is it you

w sh to know?"

"I want to talk to you about the passengers who were on
your bus Sunday

when you stopped near Uetendorf at the site of the

weat her - bal | oon

crash."” Hans Beckerman was staring at him

"Weat her bal | oon? What weat her bal | oon? What are you
t al ki ng about ?"

"The bal |l oon that-"

"You nean the spaceship.”

It was Robert's turn to stare.
"The ... spaceship?”

"Ja, the flying saucer.™

It took a nonent for the words to sink in. Robert felt a
sudden chill.

"Are you telling nme that you saw a flying saucer?"
"Ja. Wth dead bodies in it."

"Yesterday, in the Swiss Al ps, a NATO weat her bal |l oon
crashed.

There were sone experinmental mlitary objects aboard the
bal | oon t hat
are highly secret.'

Robert tried hard to sound cal m

"M . Beckernman, are you certain that what you saw was a
flying saucer?"

"OF course. \What they call a UFO"



"And there were dead peopl e inside?"

“Not people, no. Creatures. It is hard to describe
them" He gave a
little shiver.

"They were very small with big, strange eyes.

They were dressed in suits of a silver netallic color. It
was very
frightening."

Robert listened, his mind in a turnoil.
"Did your passengers see this?"

"Ch, ja. W all saw it. | stopped there for maybe
fifteen m nutes.

They wanted ne to stay |onger, but the conpany is very
strict about

schedul es. "

Robert knew the question was futile before he even asked
it.

"M . Beckernman, would you happen to know t he nanes of any
of your
passenger s?"

"Mster, | drive a bus. The passengers buy a ticket in
Zurich, and we

take a tour southwest to Interlaken and then northwest to
Bern. They

can either get off at Bern or return to Zurich. Nobody
gives their

nanes. "

Robert said desperately, "There's no way you can identify
any of thenf"

The bus driver thought for a nonent.

"Well, | can tell you there were no children on that trinp.



Just nen."

"Only nen?"

Becker man t hought for a nonent.

"No. That's not right. There was one wonan too."
Terrific. That really narrows it down, Robert thought.

Next question: Wy the hell did | ever agree to this
assi gnnent ?

"What you're saying, M. Beckerman, is that a group of
tourists boarded

your bus at Zurich, and then when the tour was over, they
sinmply

scattered?"

"That's right, M. Smth."
So there's not even a hayst ack.

"Do you renmenber anything at all about the passengers?
Anyt hi ng t hey
said or did?"

Becker man shook hi s head.

"M ster, you get so you don't pay no attention to them
Unl ess t hey
cause sone trouble. Like that German."

Robert sat very still. He asked softly, "Wat Gernman?"

"Affenarsch! Al the other passengers were excited about
seeing the UFO

and those dead creatures in it, but this old man kept
conpl ai ni ng about

how we had to hurry up to get to Bern because he had to
prepare sone

| ecture for the university in the norning."

A begi nni ng.



"Do you renenber anything el se about hi n®"

n m' n

"Not hing at all?"

"He was wearing a black overcoat." Geat.

"M . Beckerman, | want to ask you for a favor. Wuld you
m nd driving

out with ne to Uetendorf?"

"I't"'s ny day off. | am busy with-"

“I'"'l'l be glad to pay you."

"Ja?"

"Two hundred marks."

"I don't-"

“I''l'l make it four hundred marks."

Becker man t hought for a nonent.

"Why not? It's a nice day for a drive, night?"

They headed south, past Luzern and the picturesque

vill ages of | mensee

and Meggen. The scenery was breathtakingly beautiful, but
Robert had

ot her things on his m nd. They passed through Engel berg,

withits

anci ent Benedi ctine nonastery, and Brunig, the pass

| eading to

I nterl aken. They sped past Leissigen and Faul ensee, with
its lovely

bl ue | ake dotted with white sail boats.

"How nuch farther is it?" Robert asked.

"Soon," Hans Beckerman prom sed.



They had been driving for al nost an hour when they cane to
Spi ez.

Hans Beckerman said, "It is not far now Just past Thun."
Robert felt

his heart beginning to beat faster. He was about to

W t ness sonet hi ng

that was far beyond imagi nation, alien visitors fromthe
stars. They

drove through the little village of Thun, and a few
mnutes |ater, as

they neared a grove of trees across the highway, Hans
Becker man poi nt ed

and said, "There!l™

Robert braked to a stop and pulled over to the side of the
r oad.

"Across the highway. Behind those trees."”
Robert felt a grow ng sense of excitenent.
"Right. Let's have a | ook."

A truck was speeding by. Wien it had passed, Robert and
Hans Becker man

crossed the road. Robert followed the bus driver up a
smal |l incline

into the stand of trees. The highway was conpletely

hi dden from si ght.

As they stepped into a clearing, Beckernman announced, "It
is right

t here. ™

Lying on the ground in front of themwere the torn renains
of a weat her
bal | oon.

I"mgetting too old for this, Robert thought wearily. |
was really

beginning to fall for his flying-saucer fairy tale. Hans
Becker man was

staring at the object on the ground, a confused expression



on his face.

"Verfal schen! That is not it.
Robert si ghed.

"No, it isn't, is it?"
Becker man shook hi s head.

"It was here yesterday."

"Your little green nmen probably flew it away." Beckernan
was st ubbor n,

"No, no. They were both totdead."

Tot-dead. That suns up ny mssion pretty well. My only
|l ead is a crazy

old man who sees spaceshi ps. Robert wal ked over to the
bal |l oon to

exanmne it nore closely. It was a |arge al um num

envel ope, fourteen

feet in dianmeter, with serrated edges where it had ripped
open when it

crashed to earth. Al the instrunents had been renoved,
just as General

Hlliard had told him

"I can't stress enough the inportance of what was in that
bal | oon. "

Robert circled the deflated balloon, his shoes squi shing
in the wet

grass, |ooking for anything that m ght give himthe
slightest cl ue.

Not hing. It was identical to a dozen ot her weather
bal | oons he had seen

over the years.

The old man still would not give up, filled with Germanic
st ubbor nness.

"Those alien things ... They made it |ook |ike this.



They can do anything, you know. "

There's nothing nore to be done here, Robert decided.

H s socks had gotten wet wal king through the tall grass.
He started to

turn away, then hesitated, struck by a thought. He wal ked
back to the

bal | oon.

"Lift up a corner of this, wll you?"

Becker man | ooked at hima nonent, surprised.

"You wish nme to raise it up?”

"Bitte."

Becker man shrugged. He picked up a corner of the

| i ght wei ght materi al

and lifted it while Robert raised another corner. Robert
hel d t he piece

of al um num over his head while he wal ked underneath the
bal | oon toward

the center. H's feet sank into the grass.

"It's wet under here,"” Robert called out.

"OF course." The Dunmkopf was |eft unsaid.

"I't rained all yesterday. The whole ground is wet."
Robert crawl ed out from under the ball oon.

"It should be dry."

"Crazy weather,"” the pilot said.

"Sunny here Sunday." The day the ball oon crashed.

"Rainy all day today and clearing tonight. You don't need

a watch here.
What you really need is a baroneter."”



"What ?"

"What was the weather |ike when you saw t he UFQO?"
Becker man t hought for a nonent.

"I't was a nice afternoon.”

" Sunny?"

"Ja. Sunny."

"But it rained all day yesterday?"

Becker man was | ooking at him puzzled.

" So?"

"So if the balloon was here all night, the ground under it
shoul d be

dry-or danp, at the nost, through osnpbsis. But it's
soaki ng wet, I|ike

the rest of this area.

Becker man was staring.

"I don't understand. Wat does that nean?"
"It could nean,"
pl aced this
bal | oon here yesterday after the rain started and took
away what you

saw. "

Robert said carefully, "that soneone

O was there sone saner explanation he had not thought of?
"Who woul d do such a crazy thing?"

Not so crazy, Robert thought. The Sw ss governnent coul d
have pl ant ed

this to deceive any curious visitors. The first stratagem
of a cover-up

Is disinformati on. Robert wal ked through the wet grass
scanni ng the

ground, cursing hinself for being a gullible idiot. Hans



Becker man was
wat chi ng Robert suspi ci ously.

"What nmgazine did you say you wite for, mster?"

"Travel and Leisure."

Hans Beckerman bri ght ened.

"Oh. Then | suppose you will want to take a picture of ne,
i ke the

other fellow did."

"What ?"

"That phot ographer who took pictures of us." Robert
froze.

"Who are you tal king about?"

"That phot ographer fellow. The one who took pictures of
us at the

wreck. He said he would send us each a print. Sone of

t he passengers

had caneras, too."

Robert said slowy, "Just a nonent. Are you saying that
sonmeone took a

pi cture of the passengers here in front of the UFO?"
"That's what | amtrying to tell you."

"And he prom sed to send you each a print?"

“"That's right."

"Then he nust have taken your nanmes and addresses.”

"Well, sure. O herw se, how woul d he know where to send
t hen"
Robert stood still, a feeling of euphoria sweeping over

hi m



Serendi pity, Robert, you |lucky sonofabitch! An inpossible
m ssi on had

suddenly becone a piece of cake. He was no | onger | ooking
for seven

unknown passengers. Al he had to do was find one
phot ogr apher.

"Why didn't you nmention him before, M. Beckerman?"

"You asked ne about passengers.™

"You nean he wasn't a passenger?"

Hans Beckerman shook his head.

“Nein." He pointed.

"H's car was stalled across the highway. A tow truck was
starting to

haul it away, and then there was this [oud crash, and he
ran across the

road to see what was happeni ng. When he saw what it was,
the fellow ran

back to his car, grabbed his caneras, and cane back. Then
he asked us

all to pose in front of the saucer thing."

"Did this photographer give you his nanme?"

n m. n

"Do you renenber anything about hinf"

Hans Becker man concentr at ed.

"Well, he was a foreigner. Anerican or English.”

"You said a tow truck was getting ready to haul his car
away ?"

“"That's right."

"Do you renenber which way the truck was headed?"



“"North. | figured he was towing it into Bern. Thun is
cl oser, but on
Sunday, all the garages in Thun are closed.™

Robert gri nned.
"Thank you. You've been very hel pful ."

"You won't forget to send ne your article when it's
fini shed?"

"No. Here's your noney and an extra hundred marks for your
great hel p.

["ll drive you honme." They wal ked over to the car. As
Becker man opened

t he door, he stopped and turned toward Robert.

"That was very generous of you."
a smal |

rectangul ar piece of netal, the size of a cigarette
|l i ghter, containing

atiny white crystal.

He took from his pocket

"What's this?"

"I found it on the ground Sunday before we got back on the
bus. "

Robert exam ned the strange object. It was as |ight as
paper and was

the col or of sand. A rough edge at one end indicated that
it mght be

part of another piece. Part of the equipnent that was in
t he weat her

bal | oon? O part of a UFO?

"Maybe it will bring you luck," said Beckerman, as he
pl aced the bills
Robert had given himin his wallet.

"It certainly worked for ne."

He smled broadly and got into the car. It was tine to
ask hinself the



hard question: Do | really believe in UFGs? He had read
many w ld

newspaper stories about people who said they had been
beanmed up into

spaceshi ps and had had all kinds of weird experiences, and
he had al ways

attributed those reports to people who were either | ooking
for publicity

or who shoul d have thrown thensel ves on the nercy of a
good

psychiatrist. But in the past few years, there had been
reports that

were |l ess easy to dismss. Reports of UFO sightings by
astronauts, Ar

Force pilots, and police officials, people with
credibility, who shunned

publicity. In addition there had been the disturbing
report of the UFO

crash at Roswell, New Mexico, where the bodies of aliens
had purportedly

been di scovered. The governnent was supposed to have
hushed that up and

renmoved all the evidence. In Wrld War |1, pilots had
reported strange

sightings of what they called Foo fighters, unidentified
obj ects that

buzzed t hem and then di sappeared. There were stories of
towns visited

by unexpl ai nabl e objects that had cone speedi ng through
t he sky. What

If there really are aliens in UFGs from anot her gal axy?
Rober t

wondered. How would it afect our world? Wuld it nean
peace? \War?

The end of civilization as we know it? He found hinself
hal f hopi ng

t hat Hans Beckerman was a raving lunatic, and that what
had crashed was

really a weat her balloon. He would have to find anot her

wi t ness either

to verify Beckerman's story or to refute it. On the
surface, the story

seened incredi ble, but yet, there was sonethi ng naggi ng at



Robert. |If

It was only a weat her balloon that crashed, even if it did
carry speci al

equi prent, why was | called into a neeting at the National
Security

Agency at six o'clock in the norning and told that it was
urgent that

all the witnesses be found quickly? Is there a cover-up?
And ifso ...

why ?

Later that day, a press conference was held in Geneva in
the austere

offices of the Swiss Mnistry of Internal Affairs. There
were nore than

fifty reporters in the roomand an overfl ow crowd outside
in the

corridor. There were representatives fromtel evision,
radi o, and the

press fromnore than a dozen countries, many of them

| oaded down with

m crophones and tel evision gear. They all seenmed to be
speaki ng at

once.

"We've heard reports that it was not a weat her ball oon.

"Is it true that it was a flying saucer?"

"There are runors that there were alien bodi es aboard the
shi p.

"Was one of the aliens alive?"
"I's the governnent trying to hide the truth fromthe
peopl e? The press

of ficer raised his voice to regain control.

"Ladi es and gentlenen, there has been a sinple
m sunder st andi ng.

W get calls all the tinme. People see satellites,



shooting stars...

Isn't it interesting that reports of UFGs are al ways nade
anonynousl y?

Perhaps this caller really believed it was a UFQ, but in
actuality it

was a weat her balloon that fell to the ground. W have
arr anged

transportation to take you to it. If you will follow ne,
pl ease Fifteen

mnutes |ater, two busloads of reporters and tel evision
caneras were on

their way to Uetendorf to see the remains of a

weat her - bal | oon crash.

When they arrived, they stood in the wet grass surveying
the torn

nmetal lic envel ope. The press officer said, "This is your
nmyst eri ous

flying saucer. It was sent aloff fromour air base in
Vevey. To the

best of our know edge, | adies and gentlenen, there are no
uni dentified

flying objects that our governnent has not been able to
expl ain

satisfactorily, nor to our know edge, are there any
extraterrestrials

visiting us. It is our governnent's firmpolicy that if
we shoul d cone

across any such evidence, we would i medi ately nake t hat
I nformation

available to the public. If there are no further
guestions..."

Hangar 17 at Langley Air Force Base in Virginia was | ocked
I n conplete

and rigid security. Qutside, four arnmed marines guarded

t he peri neter

of the building, and inside, three high-ranking Arny

of ficers stayed on

al ternate watches of eight hours each, guarding a seal ed
roominsi de the

hangar. None of the officers knew what he was guardi ng.



Besi des the scientists and doctors who were worKking
I nside, there had
been only three visitors permtted in the seal ed chanber.

The fourth visitor was just arriving. He was greeted by
Bri gadi er
General Paxton, the officer in charge of security.

“"Wel cone to our nenagerie.”
"“I"ve been | ooking forward to this."

"You won't be disappointed. Cone this way, please."
Qut si de the door

of the sealed roomwas a rack containing four white,
sterile suits that

conpl etely covered the body.

"Woul d you pl ease put one on?" the general asked.

"Certainly." Janus slipped into the suit. Only his face
was Vi si bl e

t hrough the glass mask. He put large white slippers over
hi s shoes, and

the general led himto the entrance of the sealed room

The mari ne

guard stepped aside, and the general opened the door.
"In here."

Janus entered the chanber and | ooked around. In the
center of the room

was the spaceship. On white autopsy tables at the other
side lay the

bodi es of the two aliens. A pathol ogi st was perform ng an
aut opsy on

one of them

General Paxton directed the visitor's attention to the
spaceshi p.

"We're dealing here with what we believe to be a scout
ship," Cenera
Paxt on expl ai ned.



"We're sure it has sonme way of communicating directly with
t he not her
ship.™"

The two nmen noved cl oser to exam ne the spacecraft. It
was

approximately thirty-five feet in dianeter. The interior
was shaped

| i ke a pearl, had an expandabl e ceiling, and contai ned

t hree couches

that resenbled recliner chairs. The walls were covered
w th panels

containing vibrating netal disks.

"There's a | ot here we haven't been able to figure out
yet," Ceneral
Paxton adm tted.

"But what we've already |earned is amazing."
He pointed to an array of equipnent in small panels.

"There's an integrated w de-field-of-view optical system
what appears

to be a life-scan system a conmuni cation systemwth

voi ce-synt hesi s

capability, and a navigational systemthat, frankly, has
us stunped. W

think it works on sone kind of electromagnetic pul se.”

"Any weapons aboar d?"
Janus asked.

General Paxton spread out his hands in a gesture of
def eat .

"We're not sure. There's a |lot of hardware here we don't
begin to

under st and. "

"What is its source of energy?"



"Qur best guess is that it uses nonoatom ¢ hydrogen in a
cl osed | oop so

that its waste product, water, can be continuously
recycled into

hydrogen for power. Wth all that perpetual energy, it
has a free ride

In interplanetary space. It may be years before we solve
all the

secrets here. And there's sonmething else that's puzzling.
The bodi es

of the two aliens were strapped into their couches. But

t he

I ndentations in the third couch indicate that it was
occupi ed. "

"Are you saying,"
m ssi ng?"

Janus asked slowy, "that one may be

"It certainly |ooks that way."

Janus stood there a nonent frowning.

"Let's have a | ook at our trespassers.” The two nen
wal ked over to the

tabl es where the two aliens |ay. Janus stood there
staring at the

strange fi gures.

It was incredible that things so foreign to humanity coul d
exi st as

sentient beings. The foreheads of the aliens were | arger

t han he had

expected. The creatures were conpletely bald, with no
eyelids or

eyebrows. The eyes resenbl ed Ping-Pong balls.

The doctor performng the autopsy | ooked up as the nen
appr oached.

"It's fascinating," he said.

"A hand has been severed fromone of the aliens. There's
no sign of

bl ood, but there are what appear to be veins that contain



a green
liquid. Most of it has drained out."

"A green |iquid?" Janus asked.

"Yes." The doctor hesitated.

"We believe these creatures are a formof vegetable life."
"A thinking vegetable? Are you serious?"

"Watch this." The doctor picked up a watering can and
sprinkl ed wat er

over the armof the alien wwth a mssing hand. For a
nonment, not hi ng

happened. And then suddenly, at the end of the arm green
matter oozed

out and slowy began to form a hand.

The two nen stared, shocked.

"Jesus! Are these things dead or not?"

"That's an interesting question. These two figures are
not alive, in

t he human sense, but neither do they fit our definition of
deat h. |

woul d say they're dormant."

Janus was still staring at the newly fornmed hand.

"Many plants show various fornms of intelligence.”
“Intelligence?"

"Oh, yes. There are plants that disguise thensel ves,

pr ot ect

t henselves. At this nonent, we're doing sonme amazi ng
experinments on

plant life."

Janus said, "I would |ike to see those experinents."

"Certainly. I'll be happy to arrange it."



The huge greenhouse | aboratory was in a conpl ex of
gover nnent bui | di ngs

thirty mles outside of Washington, D.C Hanging on the
wal | was an

I nscription that read: The maples and ferns are still
uncorrupt, Yet, no

doubt, when they cone to consciousness, They too, wll
curse and swear.

Ral ph WAl do Enerson Nature, 1836

Prof essor Rachnman, who was in charge of the conplex, was
an ear nest
gnonme of a man, filled with enthusiasmfor his profession.

"I't was Charles Darwin who was the first to perceive the
ability of

plants to think. Luther Burbank followed up by

communi cating with

them"

"You really believe that is possible?"

"We know it is. George Washi ngton Carver communed wth

pl ants, and they

gave hi m hundreds of new products. Carver said, 'Wen I
touch a fl ower,

| amtouching Infinity. Flowers existed | ong before there
wer e hunman

beings on this earth, and they will continue to exist for
mllions of

years after. Through the flower, | talk to Infinity...

Janus | ooked around the enornous greenhouse they were
standi ng in.

It was filled wwth plants and exotic flowers that
rai nbowed the room

The m xture of perfunes was overpoweri ng.

"BEverything in this roomis alive," Professor Rachman

sai d.



"These plants can feel |ove, hate, pain, excitenent

just as animals

do. Sir Jagadis Chandra Bose proved that they respond to
a tone of

voi ce. "

"How does one prove sonething |ike that?" Janus asked.

"I wll be happy to denobnstrate."” Rachman wal ked over to
a table

covered with plants. Beside the table was a pol ygraph
machi ne. Rachman

lifted one of the electrodes and attached it to a pl ant.
The needl e on

the dial of the polygraph was at rest.
"Wat ch," he said.

He | eaned closer to the plant and whi spered, "I think you
are very

beautiful. You are nore beautiful than all the other
plants here. -.."

Janus wat ched the needl e nove ever so slightly.

Suddenl y, Professor Rachman screanmed at the plant, "You
are ugly!

You are going to die! Do you hear ne? You are going to
diel"

The needl e began to quiver, then it noved sharply upward.
"My God," Janus said.

"I can't believe it."
"What you see, "
human bei ng
scream ng. National magazi nes have published articles
about these

experiments. One of the nost interesting was a blind
experi ment

Rachman said, "is the equivalent of a



conducted by six students. One of them wunknown to the
ot hers, was

chosen to walk into a roomwith two plants, one of them
wired to a

pol ygraph. He conpletely destroyed the other plant.
Later, one by one,

the students were sent into the roomto pass by the

pl ants. Wen the

I nnocent students wal ked in, the polygraph registered
not hi ng. But the

nonment the guilty one appeared, the needle on the

pol ygraph shot up."

"That's incredible."

"But true. We've also |learned that plants respond to
di fferent kinds of
musi c. "

"D fferent kinds?"

"Yes. They did an experinent at Tenple Buell College in
Denver where

healthy flowers were put in three separate gl ass cases.
Aci d rock was

pi ped into one, soft East Indian sitar nusic was piped
into the second,

and the third had no nusic. A CBS canera crew recorded

t he experi nment

usi ng tinme-|apse photography. At the end of two weeks,
the flowers

exposed to the rock nmusic were dead, the group with no
musi ¢ was grow ng

normal Iy, and the ones that heard the sitar nusic had
turned into

beautiful bloons, with flowers and stens reaching toward
t he source of

the sound. Walter Cronkite ran the filmon his news show.
I f you w sh

to check it, it was on Cctober 26, 1970."

"Are you saying plants have an intelligence?"

"They breathe, and eat, and reproduce. They can feel



pai n, and they can

utilize defenses against their enemes. For exanple,

t erpenes are used

by certain plants to poison the soil around themand to
di scour age

conpetitors. O her plants exude al kal oids to nake them
unpal atable to

I nsects. We've proved that plants conmunicate with one
anot her by

pher onones. "

"Yes. |'ve heard of that," Janus said.
"Some plants are neat eaters. The venus flytrap, for
exanpl e.

Certain orchids | ook and snell |ike femal e bees, to decoy
mal e bees.

QO hers resenble femal e wasps to attract the nales to visit
t hem and pick

up pollen. Another type of orchid has an aroma |ike
rotting neat to

coax carrion flies in the nei ghborhood to cone to them"
Janus was

listening to every word.

"The pink |ady's-slipper has a hinged upper lip that

cl oses when a bee

| ands, and traps it. The only escape is through a narrow
passageway out

the rear, and as the bee fights its way to freedom it
pi cks up a cap of

poll en. There are five thousand flowering plants that
grow in the

Nor t heast, and each species has its own characteristics.
There is no

doubt about it. It's been proven over and over that
living plants have

an intelligence."

Janus was thinking: And the mssing alien is at |arge
somewher e.



Day Three Bern, Swtzerl and
Wednesday, Cctober 17

Bern was one of Robert's favorite cities. It was an

el egant town,

filled with |l ovely nonunents and beautiful old stone
bui | di ngs dati ng

back to the eighteenth century. It was the capital of
Switzerland and

one of its nost prosperous cities, and Robert wondered
whet her the fact

that the streetcars were green had anything to do with the
col or of

noney. He had found that the Berners were nore easygoi ng
t han t he

citizens fromother parts of Switzerland. They noved nore
del i berately,

spoke nore slowy, and were generally cal ner. He had

wor ked in Bern

several times in the past with the Swi ss Secret Service,
oper ati ng out

of their headquarters at Wai senhausplatz. He had friends
t here who

coul d have been hel pful, but his instructions were clear.
Puzzling, but

cl ear.

It took fifteen phone calls for Robert to | ocate the
garage that towed

t he photographer's car. It was a snall garage | ocated on
Fri bourgstrasse, and the nechanic, Fritz Mandel, was al so
t he owner.

Mandel appeared to be in his late forties, with a gaunt,
acne-pitted

face, a thin body, and an enornous beer belly. He was
wor ki ng down in

the pit of the grease rack when Robert arrived.

"Good afternoon, Robert call ed.

Mandel | ooked up.



"Quten Tag. What can | do for you?"

“"I"'minterested in a car you towed in Sunday."

"Just a mnute till | finish this up.”

Ten mnutes |ater, Mandel clinbed out of the pit and w ped
his oily

hands on a filthy cloth.

"You're the one who called this norning. WAs there sone
conpl ai nt about

that tow j ob?"

Mandel asked.

“I"'mnot responsible for-"

"No," Robert reassured him

“"Not at all. I'mconducting a survey, and |I'minterested
in the driver

of the car."

"Conme into the office.”

The two men went into the snmall office, and Mandel opened
afile

cabi net.

"Last Sunday, you sai d?"

"That's right."

Mandel took out a card.

"Ja. That was the Arschficker who took our picture in
front of that

UFO. " Robert's palns felt suddenly noist.

"You saw t he UFO?"

"Ja. | al npst brachte aus."”



"Can you describe it?"
Mandel shudder ed.
"It-it seened alive."

"1 beg your pardon?"

"I mean ... there was a kind of light around it. It kept
changi ng

colors. It |ooked blue ... then green | don't know.

It's hard to

describe. And there were these little creatures inside.
Not human,

but-" He broke off.
"How many?"
"Two. "

"Were they alive?"

"They | ooked dead to ne." He nopped his brow.

"I"' mglad you believe ne. | tried to tell ny friends, and
t hey | aughed

at me. Even ny wife thought | had been drinking. But I
know what |

saw. "

"About the car you towed - - -" Robert said.

"Ja. The Renaul t.

It had an oil |eak, and the bearings burned out. The tow
j ob cost a

hundred and twenty-five francs. | charge double on
Sundays. "

"Did the driver pay by check or credit card?"
"I don't take checks, and | don't take no credit cards.

He paid in cash.”



"Sw ss francs?"

" Pounds. "

"Are you sure?"

"Yes. | renenber | had to check the rate of exchange."
"M . Mandel, do you happen to have a record of the |license
nunber of the

car ?"

"OF course." Mandel said. He glanced down at the card.

"It was a rental. Avis. He rented it in CGeneva."

"Wul d you mnd giving nme that |icense nunber?"

"Sure, why not?"

He wote the nunber down on a piece of paper and handed it
to Robert.

"What is this all about, anyway? The UFO t hi ng?"

"No," Robert said, in his sincerest voice. He took out
his wal | et and
pul l ed out an identification card.

"I"'mwith the AC, the International Auto Club. M
conpany is doing a
survey on tow trucks."

n G.]' n

Robert wal ked out of the garage and thought dazedly, It
| ooks |ike we

have a fucking UFOwith two dead aliens on our hands.
Then why had

General Hilliard lied to hi mwhen he knew Robert woul d
di scover that it

was a flying saucer that had crashed?



There could only be one explanation, and Robert felt a
sudden, cold
chill.

The huge not hership fl oated noi sel essly through dark
space, seemngly

notionl ess, traveling at twenty-two thousand m | es an hour
I n exact

synchroni zation with the orbit of the earth. The six
al i ens aboard were

studyi ng the three-di nensional field-of-view optical
screen that covered

one wall of the spaceship. On the nonitor, as the pl anet
Earth rotat ed,

t hey wat ched hol ographic pictures of what |ay bel ow while
an el ectronic

spectrograph anal yzed the chem cal conponents of the

I mages t hat

appeared. The atnosphere of the |l and nmasses they overfl ew
was heavily

pol l uted. Huge factories befouled the air with thick,

bl ack, poi sonous

gases whil e unbi odegradabl e refuse was dunped into

| andfills and into

the seas. The aliens | ooked down at the oceans, once
pristine and bl ue,

now bl ack with oil and brown with scum The coral of the
G eat Barrier

Reef was turning bleach-white, and fish were dying by the
billions.

Where trees had been stripped in the Anazon rain forest,
there was a

huge, barren crater. The instrunents on the spaceship

I ndi cated t hat

the earth's tenperature had risen since their |ast

expl oration three

years earlier. They could see wars bei ng waged on the

pl anet bel ow,

whi ch spewed new poisons into the atnosphere. The aliens
comuni cat ed

by nental tel epathy. Nothing has changed with the
earthlings. It is a

pity. They have | earned nothing. W will teach them



Have you tried to reach the others? Yes. Sonething is
W ong.

There is no reply.
You nust keep trying. We nust find the ship.

On earth, thousands of feet below the spaceship's orbit,
Robert pl aced a

call froma secure phone to Ceneral Hilliard. He cane on
the line

al rost i medi ately.

"Good afternoon, Conmander. Do you have anything to
report ?"

Yes. | would like to report that you are a |lying
sonof abi t ch

"About that weat her balloon, General -.- it seens to have
turned out to
be a UFO." He wait ed.

"Yes, | know. There were inportant security reasons why |
couldn't tel
you everything earlier.™

Bur eaucrati c double-tal k. There was a short sil ence.
General Hilliard

said, "I'"'mgoing to tell you sonething in the strictest
confi dence,

Commander. Qur governnent had an encounter with
extraterrestrials three

years ago. They | anded at one of our NATO air bases. W
were able to

communi cate with them" Robert felt his heart begin to
beat faster.

"What - what did they say?"

"That they intended to destroy us." He felt a shock go
t hrough him

"Destroy us?"



"Exactly. They said they were com ng back to take over
this planet and

make sl aves of us, and that there is nothing we can do to
prevent them

Not yet. But we're working on ways to stop them That's
why it's

| nperative that we avoid a public panic so we can buy
time. | think you

can understand now why it's so inportant that the

W t nesses are warned

not to discuss what they saw. If word of the ldents, as
we refer to

them |eaked out, it would be a worldw de di saster."

"You don't think it would be better to prepare people
and?"

"Commander, in 1938, a young actor nanmed Orson Wl les
broadcast a radio

play called 'War of the Wirlds' about aliens invading the
earth.

Wthin mnutes there was panic in cities all over Anmerica.
A hysterical

popul ation tried to flee fromthe inmagi nary invaders. The
t el ephone

| ines were janmed, the highways were cl ogged. People were
kill ed.

There was total chaos. No, we have to be prepared for the
aliens before

we go public with this. W want you to find those

Wi t nesses for their

own protection, so we can keep this under control."

Robert found that he was perspiring.

"Yes. |-1 understand."

"Good. | gather you've talked to one of the w tnesses?"

"I"ve found two of them"



"Their nanes?"

"Hans Beckermanhe was the driver of the tour bus.
He lives in Kappel...."

"And the second?"

"Fritz Mandel. He owns his own garage in Bern. He was
t he mechani ¢ who
towed the car of a third witness."

"The nane of that w tness?"

"I don't have it yet. I"'mworking on it. Wuld you like
nme to speak

Wi th them about not discussing this UFO business with
anyone?"

"Negative. Your assignnent is sinply to |locate the
Wi t nesses.

After that we'll let their respective governnents deal
with them Have
you | earned how many wi tnesses there are?"

"Yes. Seven passengers plus the driver, the mechanic, and
a passing
notorist."

"You nust |locate themall. Each and every one of the ten
W t nesses who
saw t he crash. Under st ood?"

"Yes, Ceneral."

Robert replaced the receiver, his mnd in a whirl. UFGCs
were real.

The aliens were enemes. It was a horrifying thought.
Suddenl y, the uneasy feeling Robert had had earlier

returned in full
force. General Hlliard had given himthis assignnent,



but they had not
told himeverything. What el se were they hol di ng back?

The Avis rental -car conpany is |located at 44 Rue de
Lausanne in the

heart of Geneva. Robert storned into the office and
approached a wonman

behi nd t he desk.

“May | hel p you?"
Robert sl amed down the piece of paper with the |icense

nunber of the
Renault witten on it.

"You rented this car out |ast week. | want the nane of
t he person who
rented it." H's voice was angry.

The cl erk drew back.

"I"'msorry, we are not permtted to give out that
i nformation."

"Well, that's just too bad," Robert retorted, "because in
that case, |I'm

going to have to sue your conpany for a great deal of
noney. "

"I do not understand. Wat is the probl en?"

“I''l'l tell you what the problemis, |ady. Last Sunday
this car ran into

m ne on the highway and did a hell of a | ot of danage.
managed to get

his |icense nunber, but the nman drove away before | could
st op”

"I see." The clerk studi ed Robert a nonent.
"Excuse ne, please.”

She di sappeared into a back room In a few m nutes when
she returned,



she was carrying a file.

"According to our records, there was a problemw th the
engi ne of the
car, but there was no report of any accident.”

"Well, I"mreporting it now. And |I'm hol di ng your conpany
responsi bl e

for this. You're going to have to pay to have ny car
repaired. It's a

brand- new Porsche, and it's going to cost you a fortune.

"' mvery sorry, sir, but the accident was not reported,
we cannot take

any responsibility for it."

"Look," Robert said in a nore reasonable tone of voice, "I
want to be

fair. | don't want to hold your conpany responsible. A

| want to do

i s have that nman pay for the danage he did to ny car. It
was a

hit-and-run. | nmay even have to bring the police into
this. If you
give nme the man's nane and address, | can talk directly to

him and we

can settle it between us and | eave your conpany out of it.
s that fair

enough?"

The clerk stood there, making up her m nd.

"Yes. W& would nuch prefer that." She | ooked down at the
file in her

hand.

"The nanme of the person who rented the car is Leslie
Mot her shed. "

"And his address?"
"Two thirteen A Grove Road, Witechapel, London, East

Three." She
| ooked up.



"You are certain our conpany will not be involved in any
litigation?"

"You have ny word on it," Robert assured her.

"This is a private matter between Leslie Mthershed and
me. "

Commander Robert Bellany was on the next Swissair flight
to London.

He sat in the dark al one, concentrating, neticulously
goi ng over every

phase of the plan, making certain that there were no

| oophol es, that

not hi ng could go wong. Hi s thoughts were interrupted by
the soft buzz

of the tel ephone.

"Janus here."

"Janus. General Hlliard."

"Proceed. "

"Commander Bellany has | ocated the first two w tnesses."”
"Very good. Have it attended to imrediately."

"Yes, sir."

"Where is the commander now?"

"On his way to London. He shoul d have nunber three
confirmed shortly."

"I will alert the conmttee as to his progress. Continue
to keep ne

I nformed. The condition of this operation nust renmain
Nova Red."

"Understood, sir. | would suggest The |ine was dead.
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At mdnight in a small farmhouse fifteen mles from

Uet endorf, the

Lagenfeld famly was disturbed by a series of strange
events. The ol der

child was awakened by a shinmering yellow |ight shining
t hrough his

bedroom wi ndow. When he got up to investigate, the |ight
had

di sappear ed.

In the yard, Tozzi, their German shepherd, began barKki ng
furiously,

awakeni ng ol d man Lagenfeld. Reluctantly, the farmer got
out of bed to

qui et the aninmal, and when he stepped outside he heard the
sound of

| ri ght ened sheep crashing against their pen, trying to
escape. As

Lagenfel d passed the trough, which had been filled to the
bri mby the

recent rainfall, he noticed that it was bone dry.

Tozzi came running to his side, whinpering. Lagenfeld
absently patted

t he ani mal on the head.

"It's all right, boy. It's all right."



And at that nonent, every light in the house went out.
When the farner

returned to the house and picked up the tel ephone to cal
t he power

conpany, the phone was dead.

If the lights had remai ned on a nonent |onger, the farner
m ght have

seen a strangely beautiful wonman wal k out of his barnyard
and into the

field beyond.

The Bun desan
Geneva 1300 Hours

The governnment mnister seated in the inner sanctum of the
headquarters

of the Swiss intelligence agency watched the deputy
director finish

readi ng the nmessage. He put the nmessage in a folder

mar ked Top Secret,

pl aced the folder in the desk drawer, and |ocked the
drawer: "Hans

Beckerman und Fritz Mandel ."

"Ja. "

“"No problem Herr Mnister. It shall be taken care of."
"Qut."

"Wann?"

"Sofort. Immediately."

The follow ng norning on his way to work, Hans Beckerman's
ul cers were

bot hering him | should have pushed that reporter fell ow
to pay ne for

that thing I found on the ground. These nagazi nes are all
rich. |1

probably coul d have gotten a few hundred marks. Then

coul d have gone



to a decent doctor and had ny ul cers taken care of He was
driving past

Turl er Lake, when ahead of him at the side of the

hi ghway, he saw a

woman wavi ng, trying to get a lift. Beckerman sl owed down
to get a

better | ook at her. She was young and attractive.

Hans pulled over to the side of the road. The wonan
approached the car.

"Quten Tag," Beckernman sai d.

"Can | hel p you?"

She was even prettier close up.

"Danke." She had a Sw ss accent.

"I had a fight wth ny boyfriend, and he dropped ne here
in the mddle

of nowhere."

"Tsk, tsk. That's terrible."

"Would you mnd giving ne a lift into Zurich?"

“"Not at all. Get in, get in."

The hitchhi ker opened the door and clinbed in beside him
"This is very kind of you," she said.

"My nane is Karen."

"Hans." He started driving.

"l don't know what | would have done if you hadn't cone
al ong, Hans."

"Oh, |I'msure soneone el se woul d have picked up a pretty
wonman |i ke
you. "



She nmoved closer to him

"But 1'Il bet he wouldn't have been as good | ooking as
you. "

He gl anced over at her.

"Ja?"

"I think you are very handsone." He sm | ed.

"You should tell that to ny wife."

"Ch, you're married." She sounded di sappoi nt ed.

"Why is it all the wonderful nen are married? You | ook

very
intelligent, too.

He sat up straighter.

“"To tell you the truth, I"'msorry | ever got involved with
ny

boyfriend." She shifted around in her seat, and her skirt
clinmbed up

her thigh. He tried not to |ook.

“I like older, mature nen, Hans. | think they' re nuch
nore sexy than

young men." She snuggl ed up agai nst him

"Do you |i ke sex, Hans?"

He cleared his throat.

"Do I-? Well, you know ... I'ma nman.

"I can see that," she said. She stroked his thigh.

"Can | tell you sonething? That fight with ny boyfriend
made ne very

horny. Wuld you like ne to nake | ove to you?"

He coul d not believe his |uck. She was a beauty, and from



what he coul d
see, she had a great body. He swal | oned.

“I would, but I"'mon ny way to work and-"

"I't wll only take a few m nutes." She sm | ed.

"There's a side road up ahead that |eads into the woods.
Way don't we
stop there?"

He could feel hinmself getting excited. Strher. Wit
until | tell the
boys at the office about this! They'|ll never believe it.

"Sure. Wiy not?"

Hans turned the car off the highway and took the little
dirt road that

led into a grove where they could not be seen by passing
not ori st s.

She slowy ran her hand up his thigh.
"Mein CGott, you have strong legs."

"I was a runner when | was younger," Beckerman boast ed.

"Let's get your trousers off." She undid his belt and
hel ped him slide

his pants down. He was al ready tunescent.

"Ach! Ein grosser!" She began to stroke him He npaned,
"Leck which

doch am Schwanz. "

"You like to be kissed down there?"

"Ja." Hs wife never did that for him

"@ut. Now just relax."

Becker man si ghed and cl osed his eyes. Her soft hands were
caressing his



balls. He felt the sharp sting of a needle in his thigh,
and his eyes
fl ew open.

n W' e?ll

Hi s body stiffened, and his eyes bul ged out. He was
choki ng, unable to

breat he. The wonman wat ched as Beckernan sl unped over the
steering

wheel . She got out of the car and slid his body into the
passenger

seat, then got behind the wheel of the car and drove back
down the dirt

road onto the highway. At the edge of the steep nountain
road, she

wai ted until the road was clear, then opened the door,

st epped on the

gas pedal, and as the car started to nove, she junped.
She stood there

wat chi ng the car tunble down the steep cliff. Five

m nutes |ater, a

bl ack |inousine pulled up beside her.

"I rgendwel che Probl enf"
"Keins."

Fritz Mandel was in his office ready to close the garage
when two nen
appr oached.

"' msorry," he said, "I"'mclosing. | can't" One of the
nmen

I nt errupt ed.

"Qur car is stuck down the highway.

Kaputt! W need a tow. "

"My wife is waiting for ne. W are havi ng conpany

tonight. | can give
you the nane of another-"



"I't'"s worth two hundred dollars to us. We're in a hurry."
"Two hundred dol |l ars?"

"Yes. And our car is in pretty bad shape. We'd |ike you
to do sone

work on it. That woul d probably conme to anot her two,

t hree hundred."

Mandel was beconi ng interested.

"Ja?"

"It's a Rolls,"” one of the nen said.

"Let's see the kind of equipnment you have here." They
wal ked into the

service area and stood at the edge of the pit.

"That's pretty good equi pnent."

"Yes, sir," Mandel said proudly.

"The very best." The stranger took out a wallet.

"Here. | can give you sone noney in advance." He renoved
some bills

and handed themto Mandel. As he did so, the wallet
slipped out of his

hands and fell down into the pit.

"Verflucht!"

"Don't worry," Mandel said.

“I"ll get it." He clinbed down into the pit. As he did
so' one of the

men wal ked over to the control button that operated the
rai sed hydraulic

lift and pressed it. The Iift started to descend.

Mandel | ooked up.

"Be careful! Wat are you doi ng?"



He started to scranble up the side. As his fingers touched
t he | edge,

t he second nman slamed his foot down on Mandel's hand,
smashing it, and

Handel dropped back down into the pit, shrieking. The
heavy hydraulic

lift was inexorably descending on him

"Let nme out of here!" he cried.

"Hlle!'" The lift caught himon his shoul der and began
pressing him

down into the cenent floor. A few mnutes |ater, when the
terrible

screans had stopped, one of the nen pressed the button
that raised the

lift. H s conpanion went down into the pit and retrieved
his wallet,

careful not to get blood on his clothes. The two nen
returned to their

car and drove off into the quiet night.
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O tawa, Canada 2400 Hours

Janus was addressing the group of twelve.

"Satisfactory progress is being made. Two of the



W t nesses have al ready
been silenced. Commander Bellamnmy is on the trail of a
third."

"Has there been a breakthrough yet on SDI ?"
The Italian.
| npet uous. Vol atile.

“Not yet, but we're confident that the Star Wars
technology wll be up
and functioning very soon."

"We nust do everything possible to hurry it. If it is a
guesti on of
noney" The Saudi. Enigmatic. Wthdrawn.

"No. There's just a bit nore testing to do."
"When is the next test taking place?"

The Australian. Hearty.

Cl ever.

“I'n one week. W will neet here again in forty-eight
hours. "

Day Four-London
Thur sday, October 18

Leslie Mothershed's role nodel was Robin Leach. An avid
vi ewer of

"Lifestyles of the Rich and Fanous," Mdthershed carefully
studi ed the

way Robin Leach's guests wal ked and tal ked and dressed
because he knew

t hat one day he woul d appear on that program Fromthe
time he was a

smal | boy, he had felt that he was destined to be
sonebody, to be rich

and fanous.



"You're very special," his nother would tell him
"My baby is going to be known all over the world."

The young boy would go to sleep with that sentence ringing
In his ears

until he truly believed it. As Mt hershed grew ol der, he
becane aware

that he had a problem He had no idea exactly how he was
going to becone

rich and fanpbus. For a period of tinme, he toyed with the
noti on of

being a novie star, but he was inordinately shy. He
briefly

cont enpl ated becom ng a soccer star, but he was not
athletic. He

t hought about being a fanous scientist, or a great |awer,
commandi ng

tremendous fees. Hi s school grades, unfortunately, were
nmedi ocre, and

he dropped out of school w thout being any closer to fane.
Li fe was

simply not fair. He was physically unprepossessing, thin,
with a pale,

si ckly conpl exi on, and he was short, exactly five feet
five and a hal f

I nches. Mt hershed al ways stressed the extra half inch.

He consol ed

hinmself with the fact that many fanobus nen were short:
Dudl ey Moor e,

Dustin Hoffrman, Peter Falk....

The only profession that really interested Leslie
Mot her shed was

phot ogr aphy. Taki ng phot ographs was so ridicul ously

si npl e. Anyone

could do it. One sinply pressed a button. Hi s nother had
bought him a

camera for his sixth birthday and had been wildly
extravagant in her

prai se of the pictures he had taken. By the tinme he was
in his teens,

Mot her shed had becone convinced that he was a brilliant



phot ogr apher.

He told hinself that he was every bit as good as Ansel
Adans, Richard

Avedon, or Margaret Bourke-Wiite. Wth a loan fromhis
not her, Leslie

Mot her shed set up his own photography business in his
Wi t echapel flat.

"Start small,"” his nother told him "but think big," and
that is exactly

what Leslie Mdthershed did. He started very small and

t hought very big,

but unfortunately, he had no talent for photography. He
phot ogr aphed

parades and aninmals and flowers, and confidently sent his
pi ctures off

to newspapers and magazi nes, and they were al ways
returned. Mot hershed

consoled hinself with the thought of all the geniuses who
had been

rejected before their ability was recogni zed. He

consi dered hinself a

martyr to philistinism

And then, out of the blue, his big opportunity had cone.
H s nother's

cousin, who worked for the British publishing firm of
Har per Col I i ns, had

confided to Mot hershed that they were planning to

comm ssion a

cof f eet abl e book on Swi tzerl and.

"They haven't selected the photographer yet, Leslie, so if
you get

yourself over to Switzerland right away and bring back
sone great

pi ctures, the book could be yours."

Leslie Mothershed hurriedly packed up his canmeras and
headed for

Switzerland. He knewhe really knewthat this was the
break he had been

| ooking for. At last the idiots were going to recognize



his tal ents.

He rented a car in CGeneva and travel ed around the country
t aki ng

pi ctures of Swmchalets, waterfalls, and snowapped
peaks. He

phot ogr aphed sunrises and sunsets and farners working in
the fields.

And then, in the mddle of all that, fate had stepped in
and Aged his

lile. He was on his way to Bern when his notor fail ed.
He pul | ed over

to the side of the highway, ~ous. why ne? Mot hershed
noaned. Wy do

t hese things always hap~ ~ ne? He sat there fum ng,

t hi nki ng about the

p~o~ tinme | ost and how expensive it would be to have his
oar towed.

Fif:een kiloneters behind himwas the village of 'I'him

"1l get a tow

fromthere, Mdthershed thought. That shouldn't cost too
much. He

fl agged down a passing gasoline trnc~.

"I need a tow truck," Mthershed expl ai ned.

"Coul d you stop at a garage in Thun and have them cone and
get nme?"

The truck driver shook his head.
"It's Sunday, m ster.
The cl osest garage that's open will be in Bern."

"Bern? That's fifty kilometers fromhere. It wll cost
me a fortune."

The truck driver grinned.

"Ja. There they get you by the Sundays." He started to
drive on.



"Wait." It was difficult to get the words out.

“I"I'1-1"1l pay for a tow truck fromBern."

"GQut. I will have them send soneone out." Leslie
Mot her shed sat

cursing in his disabled car. All | needed was this, he
t hought

bitterly. He had al ready spent nuch too nmuch noney on
film and now he

woul d have to pay sone bloody thief to tow himto a
gar age.

It took alnbst two interm nable hours for the tow truck to
arrive.

As the nechanic started to attach the cable fromhis truck
to the car,

there was a flash of light fromacross the highway,
followed by a I oud

expl osi on, and Mot hershed | ooked up to see what appeared
to be a bright

object falling out of the sky. The only other traffic on
t he hi ghway

was a tour bus that had pulled to a stop in back of his
car. The

passengers fromthe bus were hurrying toward the scene of
t he crash.

Mot her shed hesitated, torn between his curiosity and his
desire to nove

on. He turned and foll owed the bus passengers across the
hi ghway. When

he reached the scene of the accident, he stood there
transfi xed. Holy

God, he thought. It's unreal. He was staring at a flying
saucer.

Lesli e Mot hershed had heard about flying saucers and had
read about

them but he had never believed they existed. He gaped at
It, awed by

the eerie spectacle. The shell had ripped open, and he



could see two

bodi es inside, small, wth large skulls, sunken eyes, no
ears and al nost

no chins, and they seened to be wearing sonme kind of
silver netallic

suits.

The group fromthe tour bus was standing around him
staring in horrified

silence. The man next to himfainted. Another man turned
away and

vom ted. An elderly priest was clutching his beads and
munbl i ng

I ncoherently.

"My God," soneone said.
"It's a flying saucer!”

And that was when Mt hershed had his epi phany. A mracle
had fallen

into his lap. He-Leslie Mthershed-was on the spot with
his caneras to

phot ograph the story of the century! There was not a
magazi ne or

newspaper in the world that woul d reject the photographs
he was about to

take. A coffee-table book about Swi tzerl and? He al nost

| aughed al oud

at the idea. He was about to astonish the whol e world.
Al the

television tal k shows woul d be begging fromhim but he
woul d do Robin

Leach's show first. He would sell his photographs to the
London Ti nes,

the Sun, the Mail, the Mrror-to all the English
newspapers, and to the

forei gn papers and magazi nesLe Figaro and Pari s- Match,
Qggi and Per Tag.

Ti me and USA Today. The press everywhere woul d be

pl eading with himfor

hi s phot ographs. Japan and South Anerica and Russia and
Chi na and-there



was no end to it. Mdthershed's heart was fluttering with
exci tenment. |

won't give anyone an exclusive. Each one will have to pay
me

individually. 1'll start at a hundred thousand pounds a
pi cture, maybe

two hundred thousand. And I'Il sell them over and over

agai n. He began
feverishly adding up the noney he was goi ng to nake.

Leslie Mot hershed was so busy adding up his fortune that
he al nost
forgot to take the pie.

"Ch, ny God! Excuse nme," he said, to no one in
particular, and raced
back across the highway to get his canera equi pnent.

The mechani ¢ had finished hoisting the front end of the
di sabl ed vehicle
in the air, ready to tow it away.

"What's going on over there?"

he asked.

Mot her shed was busy grabbing his canera equi pnent.
"Conme and see for yourself."

The two nmen noved across the highway to the wooded area,
and Mot hershed
pushed his way through the circle of tourists.

"Excuse ne," he said.
"Excuse ne." He adjusted the focus on his canmera and
started snappi ng

pictures of the UFO and its eerie passengers. He took

pi ctures in black

and white and in color. As the shutter clicked each tine,
Mot her shed

t hought, A mllion pounds ...



another mllion pounds ... another mllion pounds.

The priest was crossing hinmself and saying, "It's the face
of Satan."

Satan, hell, Mothershed thought exultantly. It's the face
of noney.

These will be the first pictures that prove that flying
saucers really

exi st.

And then, suddenly, a terrifying thought occurred to him
VWhat if the

magazi nes think these pictures are fake? There have been
a lot of faked

phot ographs of UFGs. Hi s euphoria vani shed. Wat if they
don't believe

me? And that was when Leslie Mthershed had his second

I nspiration.

There were nine wtnesses gat hered around him Wt hout
knowi ng it, they

were about to lend authenticity to his discovery.

Mot her shed turned to face the group.

"Ladi es and gentlenen," he called out.

“If you would all like to have your photographs taken
here, just line up
and I'll be happy to send each of you a print, free."

There were excited exclamations. Wthin nonents the
passengers fromthe

tour bus, except for the priest, were standi ng beside the
remai ns of the

UFQO

He was rel uct ant.

"I can't," he said.
"I't's evil!" Mothershed needed the priest. He would nake
t he nost

convincing wtness of themall.



"That's just the point," Mther~he'd said persuasively.

"Don't you see? This will be your testinony about the
exi stence of evil
spirits.”

And the priest was finally persuaded.

"Spread out a little,"” Mthershed ordered, "so we can see
the flying
saucer." The wi tnesses shifted their positions.

"That's it. Very good. Excellent. Hold still, now."

He snapped half a dozen nore pictures and took out a
penci | and paper.

“I'f you'll wite down your nanes and addresses, |'l|l see
to it that each

of you gets a print.’
prints. Al he
want ed was corroborating wtnesses. Let the bl oody
newspapers and

magazines try to get around that!

He had no intention of sending any

And t hen, suddenly, he noticed that several people in the
group had

caneras. He couldn't allow any ot her photographs but his!
Only phot os

that had the credit "Photograph by Leslie Mthershed"
coul d exist.

"Excuse nme," he said to the group

"Those of you who have caneras, if you'll pass themto ne,
"Il take a

few pictures of you so that you'll have sone taken with
your own

caneras." The caneras were quickly handed to Leslie

Mot her shed. As he

knelt to frame the first shot, no one noticed that

Mot her shed cl i cked

open the filmconpartnent with his thunb and held it ajar.



There, a

little bit of nice bright sunlight wll help these
phot ogr aphs no end.

Too bad, ny friends, but only professionals are allowed to
capture

hi storic nonents.

Ten mnutes | ater, Mthershed had all their nanes and
addresses. He took

one | ast |look at the flying saucer and thought exultantly,
Mot her was

right. I amgoing to be rich and fanous.

He couldn't wait to return to England to develop his
preci ous
phot ogr aphs.

"What the hell is going on?"
The police stations in the Uetendorf area had been

i nundated with
t el ephone calls all evening.

"Soneone is prowing around ny house. -.."

"There are strange |lights outside...."

"My livestock is going crazy. There nust be wol ves
ar ound.

"Sonmeone drained ny watering trough. -.." And the nost
| nexpl i cabl e
t el ephone call of all: "Chief, you'd better send a | ot of

tow trucks out

to the main highway right away. It's a nightmare. Al
traffic has

st opped. "

"What ? \Why?"
“No one knows. The car engi nes just suddenly went dead.”

It was a night they would never forget.



ow ~ng ~ the assignnent going to take? Robert wondered,
as he strapped

hinmself into his first-class seat on the Swissair flight.
As t he plane

rushed down the runway, its huge Roll s-Royce engi nes
hungrily swal | ow ng

the night air, Robert relaxed and cl osed his eyes. Was it
really just a

few years ago that | took this sane flight with Susan to
London? No. It

was nore like a lifetine ago.

The pl ane touched down at Heathrow at 6:29 P.M, on
schedul e.

Robert nmade his way out of the maze and took a taxi into
the sprawling

city. He passed a hundred famliar |andmarks, and he
coul d hear Susan's

voi ce commenting excitedly on them In those gol den days,
it had never

mattered where they were. It was sinply enough that they
wer e toget her.

They brought their own happiness with them their own
speci al excitenent

in each other. Theirs was the marriage that woul d have a
happy endi ng.

Al npst .

Their problens had started i nnocently enough with an
overseas call from

Adm ral Whittaker while Robert and Susan were traveling in
Thai l and. It

had been six nonths since Robert had been di scharged from
t he Navy, and

he had not talked to the admral in all that tinme. The
call, reaching

themat the Oriental Hotel in Bangkok, was a surprise.

"Robert? Admral Wittaker."

"Admral! It's good to hear your voice."



"It hasn't been easy tracking you down. What have you
been up to?"

“Not very nuch. Just taking it easy. Having a | ong
honeynoon. "

"How is Susan? It is Susan, isn't it?"

"Yes. She's fine, thank you."

"How soon can you get back to Washi ngton?"

"1 beg your pardon?"

"It hasn't been announced yet, but |'ve been given a new
assi gnnent

Robert. They've made ne deputy director of 17th District
Naval

Intelligence. I'd like you to cone aboard."

Robert was taken aback.

"Naval Intelligence? Admral, | don't know anyt hi ng
about - "

"You can | earn. You would be doing an inportant service
for your
country, Robert. WIIl you conme and discuss it with ne?"

"Vl -

"Good. |I'lIl expect you in nmy office Monday at oh nine
hundr ed.

Say hello to Susan for ne."
Robert repeated the conversation to Susan.
"Naval Intelligence?

That sounds so exciting."

"Maybe," Robert said doubtfully.



"I have no idea what's involved."
"You nust find out."

He studied her for a nonent.

"You want ne to take it, don't you?"

She put her arns around him

"I want you to do whatever you want to do. | think you're
ready to go

back to work. 1've noticed in the |ast few weeks how
restl ess you' ve

becone. "

"I think you're trying to get rid of ne," Robert teased.
"The honeynoon is over."
Susan put her lips close to his.

“"Never. Did | ever tell you how crazy | am about you,
sailor? Let ne
show you.

Thi nking about it |latertoo | ate-Robert decided that that
was the

begi nning of the end of their marriage. The offer had
seened wonder f ul

at the tinme, and he had gone back to Washi ngton to neet
with Admral

VWi t t aker.

"This job requires brains, courage, and initiative,
Robert. You have

all three. Qur country has becone a target for every
little tinhorn

dictatorship that can breed a terrorist group or build a
chem cal -weapons factory. A nunber of these countries are
wor ki ng on

atom c bonbs at this nonent so that they can hold us at
ransom M | ob



Is to build an intelligence network to find out exactly
what they're up
to and to try to stop them | want you to help ne."

In the end, Robert had accepted the job w th Naval
Intelligence, and to

his surprise, he found that he enjoyed it and had an
aptitude for it.

Susan found an attractive apartnent in Rosslyn, Virginia,
not far from

where Robert worked, and busied herself furnishing it.
Robert was sent

to the Farm the CIA training ground for Secret Service
agents.

* * * Jocated in a heavily guarded conpound in the

Vi rginia countrysi de,

the Farm occupies twenty square mles, nost of it covered
in tall pine

forest, with the central buildings in a ten-acre clearing
two mles from

the front gate. Dirt roads branch off through the woods,
wi th | ocked

sw ngi ng barricades, and No Entry signs posted. At a
smal | airfield,

unmar ked aircraft arrive and depart several tines a day.
The Farm has a

deceptively bucolic setting, with leafy trees, deer
running in the

fields, and small buildings innocently scattered around

t he extensive

grounds. Inside the conpound, however, it is a different
wor | d.

Robert had expected to train with other Navy personnel,
but to his

surprise, the students were a m xture of Cl A inductees,
mari nes, and

Arny, Navy, and Air Force personnel. Each student was
assi gned a nunber

and housed in a dormtorylike roomin one of several
Spartan two-story

brick buildings. At the Bachelor Oficer Quarters, where
Robert stayed,



each nan had his own room and shared the bathroomw th
anot her. The
ness hall was across the road fromthe BOQ cl uster.

On the day Robert arrived, he was escorted to an
auditoriumwth thirty

ot her newconers. A tall, powerfully built black col onel
in Air Force

uni form addressed the group. He appeared to be in his
mddle fifties,

and he gave the inpression of quick, cold intelligence.
He spoke

clearly and crisply with no wasted words.

“I'"'m Col onel Frank Johnson. | want to wel cone you here.
During your

stay you will use only your first names. Fromthis nonent
on, your

lives will be a closed book. You've all been sworn to
secrecy. | would

advi se you to take that oath very, very seriously. You
are never to

di scuss your work wi th anyone-your w ves, your famly,
your friends.

You' ve been selected to conme here because you have speci al
gualifications. There's a |l ot of hard work ahead of you
to devel op

those qualifications, and not all of you are going to make
it. You're

going to be involved in things you have never even heard
of before. |

cannot stress enough the inportance of the work you wl |
be doi ng when

you finish here. It has becone fashionable in certain

i beral circles

to attack our intelligence services, whether it's the C A
the Arny, the

Navy or the Air Force, but | can assure you, gentlenen,

t hat without

dedi cat ed people |ike yourselves, this country would be in
one hell of a

| ot of trouble. It's going to be your job to hel p prevent
that. Those

of you who do pass will becone case officers. To put it



bluntly, a case
officer is a spy.

He wor ks under cover.

"While you're here, you're going to get the best training
in the worl d.
You'll be trained in surveillance and countersurveill ance.

You'll have courses in radi o communi cations, encoding, and
weaponry and
map readi ng.

"You'll attend a class in interpersonal relations. You'l
be taught how

to build a rapport, how to draw out an individual's
notivations, howto

make your target feel at ease.”

The cl ass was hanging on every word.

"You'll learn howto neet and recruit an agent. You'll be
trained in
how to make sure neeting places are secure.

"You'l | learn about 'dead drops,' how to covertly
comruni cate with your

contacts. If you're successful at what you do, you wll
carry out your

assi gnnents unnoticed and undetected.”

Robert could feel the excitenent that charged the air.

"Sonme of you will work under official cover. It could be
di pl omatic or
mlitary.

O hers wll work under unofficial cover as private

i ndi vi dual s- as

busi nessnen, archaeol ogi sts, or novelists-any profession
that will give

you access to the areas and types of people likely to have
t he

I nformation you're |looking for. And now |I'mgoing to turn



you over to
your instructors. Good |luck." Robert found the training
fasci nating.

The instructors were nen who had worked in the field and
wer e

experi enced professionals. Robert absorbed the technical

I nformation

easily. In addition to the courses Col onel Johnson had
menti oned, there

was a brushup course on | anguages and one on cryptic
codes. Col onel

Johnson was an enignma to Robert. The runor circul ating
about hi m was

that he had strong connections at the Wite House and was
i nvol ved in

hi gh-1 evel covert activities. He woul d di sappear fromthe
Farm for days

at a tinme and suddenly reappear.

An agent named Ron was conducting a cl ass.

"There are six phases to the clandesti ne operati onal
process. The first

I's spotting. When you know what information you need,
your first

challenge is to identify and target individuals who have
access to that

I nformati on. The second phase is assessnent. Once you
have spotted

your target, you have to decide if he really has the

I nformati on you

need, and if he m ght be susceptible to recruitnment. Wat
not i vat es

hin? I's he happy in his job? Does he have a grudge

agai nst his boss?

Is he over his head financially? If the prospect is
accessi bl e and

there's a notivation that can be exploited, you nove al ong
to phase

t hree.

"Phase three is developnent. You build up a relationship
wth a



prospect. You manage to run into himas often as possible
and build a

rapport. The next phase is recruitnment. Wien you think

he is ready,

you go to work on himpsychol ogically. You use whatever
psychol ogi cal

weapons you' ve got-revenge against his boss, noney, the
thrill of it.

If a case officer has done his job well, the prospect
usual | y says yes.

"So far so good. You have a spy working for you. The

next step is

handl i ng him You nust protect not only yourself, but him
t0oo. You

wi Il arrange surreptitious neetings and train himin the
use of

m crofil mand, where appropriate, clandestine radio. You
will teach him

how to detect surveillance, what to say if questioned, and
SO on.

"The last phase is dl-sconnecting. After sone period of
ti me, perhaps

your recruit will be -erred to a different job and no
| onger have access
to the information, or maybe we will no | onger need the

information to

whi ch he does have access. In any case, the relalionship
I s ended, but

it's inportant to end it in such a way that the recruit
doesn't feel he

has been used and is |ooking for vengeance. -.."

Col onel Johnson had been right. Not every one nade it
t hrough the

course. Famliar faces kept disappearing. Washed out.
No one knew

why. No one asked.

One day, as a group was preparing to go into R chnond for
a surveill ance
exercise, Robert's instructor said, "We're going to see



how good you

are, Robert. I'"'mgoing to send soneone to tail you. |
want you to | ose

him Do you think you can do that?"

"Yes, sir.
"Good | uck."

* * * Robert took the bus into Ri chnond and began
strolling the streets.

Wthin five mnutes, he identified his trackers. There
were two of

them One was on foot and one was in an autonobil e.
Robert tried

ducking into restaurants and shops and hurryi ng out back
doors, but he

was unable to shake them They were too well trained.
Finally, it was

alnost time to return to the Farm and Robert still had
not been able to

get away fromthem They were watching himtoo closely.
Robert wal ked

Into a departnent store, and the two nen took up positions
wher e t hey

coul d cover the entrances and exits. Robert took the
escal ator up to

the Men's G othing Departnent. Thirty m nutes |ater when
he cane down,

he was wearing a different suit, a coat and hat, and was
talking to a

wonan and carrying a baby in his arnms. He wal ked past his
pur suers

Wi t hout bei ng recogni zed.

He was the only one that day who had successfully el uded
surveil |l ance.

The jargon taught at the Farmwas a | anguage unto itself.

"You probably won't use all these terns,” the instruc'or
told the class,

"but you had better know them There are two different



ki nds of agents:

an 'agent of influence' and an 'agent provocateur." The
agent of

I nfluence tries to change opinion in the country where he
operates. An

agent provocateur is sent to stir up trouble and create
chaos.

"Bi ographic |leverage' is ClA code for blackmil. There
are al so

‘bl ack-bag jobs,' which can range from bribes to burglary.
Wat er gat e

was a bl ack-bag job."

He | ooked around to nake sure that the class was payi ng
attenti on.

They were spel | bound.

"Fromtinme to tine sone of you nmay need a 'cobbler'-that's
a man who
f orges passports.”

Robert wondered whet her he woul d ever use a cobbler.

"The phrase to denote maximally is a nasty one. It neans
to purge by

killing. So does the word termnate. |If you hear soneone
tal ki ng about

the Firm it's the nicknane we use to refer to the British
Secr et

Service. |If you're asked to 'fumgate' an office, you
won't be | ooking

for termtes, you'll be looking for listening devices."
The arcane

expressi ons fascinated Robert.

"'Ladies' is a euphem smfor females sent to conprom se
t he opposition.

A 'legend is a biography of a spy that is faked to
provide himwth a

cover. 'Going private' neans |eaving the service."

The instructor scanned the cl ass.



"Any of you know what a 'lion tanmer' is?"
He waited for an answer. Sil ence.

"When an agent is sacked, he sonetines gets upset and may
make threats

to reveal what he knows. A nuscleman, or lion taner, is
called in to

soften himup. I'msure none of you will ever have to
deal with one.”

That drew nervous | aughter.

"Then, there's the termneasles. If a target dies of
neasl es, it neans

he was nmurdered so efficiently that death appeared to be
acci dental or

due to natural causes. One nethod of inducing neasles is
to use

" Tabun." That's a colorless or brownish |iquid conpound
t hat causes

nerve paral ysis when absorbed through the skin. If
sonmeone offers you a

"music box,' they're offering you a wireless transmtter.

The transmtter operator is called a nusician. In the
future, sone of

you wil|l be operating 'naked."” Don't rush to take off your
clothes; it

sinmply neans that you're alone and w thout any assi stance.

"There's one nore thing I want to discuss today.

Coi nci dence. I n our

work, there is no such animal. It usually spells danger.

I f you keep

running into the sane person again ahd again, or you keep
spotting the

same autonobil e when you're on the nove, cover your ass.
You're

probably in trouble.

"I think that's enough for today, gentlenmen. W will take
up where we
| eft off' tonorrow "



Fromtime to tinme, Colonel Johnson called Robert into his
office "to

have a chat,"” as he put it. The conversations were
deceptivel y casual

but Robert was aware of an underlying probing being
carried on.

"l understand you're happily nmarried, Robert."
“"That's right."

They spent the next half hour talking about marri age,
fidelity, and
trust.

Another tinme: "Admral Whittaker thinks of you as a son,
Robert. Did you

know t hat ?"

"Yes." The pain of Edward' s death was sonethi ng that
woul d never go

away.

They tal ked about |loyalty and duty and deat h.

"You' ve faced death nore than once, Robert. Are you
afraid to die?"

"No." But to die for a good reason, Robert thought. Not
sensel essly.

The neetings were frustrating to Robert because they were
| i ke | ooking

into atrick mrror. Colonel Johnson could see him
clearly, but the

col onel remained invisible, an enigna cl oaked in secrecy.

The course | asted sixteen weeks, and during that tine,
none of the nen

was permtted to communi cate with the outside world.
Robert m ssed

Susan desperately. It was the | ongest they had ever been
apart. Wen



the four nonths were up, Col onel Johnson call ed Robert
into his office.

"This is goodbye. You've done an excel |l ent job,
Conmander. | think
you're going to find your future very interesting."

"Thank you, sir. | hope so-"
"Good | uck."

Col onel Johnson wat ched Robert | eave. He sat there for
five mnutes

wi t hout noving, then reached a decision. He wal ked over
to the door and

locl::ed it. Then he picked up the tel ephone and nade a
cal | .

Susan was waiting for him She opened the door of their
apart nent,

wearing a sheer negligee that conceal ed nothing. She flew
into his arns

and held himcl ose.

"H, sailor. Want to have a good tine?"

"“I'"'m having one," Robert said happily, 'yust holding you."

"God, | mssed you so nuch!" Susan drew back and said
fiercely, "If
anyt hi ng ever happened to you, | think | would die."

"Nothing is ever going to happen to ne."
"Prom se?"

"Prom se."

She studied hima nonent, concer ned.
"You | ook so tired."

"It was a pretty intensive course,” Robert admtted.



He was understating it. Wth all the texts and nmanuals to
study, iIn

addition to the practical, hands-on | essons, none of the
recruits had

been able to sleep nore than a few hours a night. There
was little

grunbling for a very sinple reason: They were well aware
t hat what they

were | earning could one day save their lives.

"I know exactly what you need," Susan deci ded. Robert
gri nned.

“I''l'l say." He reached for her.

"Wait. Gve ne five mnutes. Get undressed." He watched
her wal k away
and t hought, How dammed | ucky can a nman get? He began to
get undressed.

Susan returned a few mnutes |ater. She said softly,
"Um | |ike you
naked. "

He heard his instructor's voice, saying, "Sonme of you wll
be operating

naked. It neans you're alone and w thout any assistance."
What have |

gotten into? What have | gotten Susan into?

She led himinto the bathroom The tub was filled with
war m scent ed

wat er, and the room was dark except for four candles
flickering on the

Si nk.

"Wel cone hone, darling."
and st epped

into the bathtub. He foll owed her.

She slipped out of her negligee

"Susan-"

"Don't tal k. Lean back against ne." He felt her hands
gently caressing



hi s back and shoul ders, and he felt the soft curves of her
body agai nst

him and he forgot how tired he was. They nmade | ove in

t he war m wat er,

and when they had dried thensel ves, Susan said, "So much
for the

foreplay. Now, let's get serious."

They made | ove again, and later, as Robert fell asleep,
hol di ng Susan in

his arms, he thought, It wll always be like this.

For ever.

The foll ow ng Monday norni ng, Robert reported for his
first day of duty

at the 17th District Ofice of Naval Intelligence at the
Pent agon.

Adm ral Wi ttaker said warmy, "Wl cone hone, Robert.

Apparently you
i npressed the hell out of Col onel Johnson."

Robert sm | ed.

"He's quite inpressive hinself." Over coffee, the admral
asked, "Are
you ready to go to work?"

"Eager."

"Good. W have a situation in Rhodesia -..

Wrking in the Ofice of Naval Intelligence was even nore
exciting than

Robert had antici pated. Each assignnent was different,
and Robert was

given the ones classified extrenely sensitive. He brought
In a defector

who reveal ed Noriega's drug-snuggling operation in Panana,
exposed a

nol e working for Marcos in the American Consulate in
Mani | a, and hel ped

set up a secret |listening post in Mrocco. He was sent on
m ssions to



South Anerica and to the East Indies. The only thing that
di sturbed him

was the | ong separations from Susan. He hated to be away
fromher, and

he m ssed her terribly. He had the excitenent of his job
to occupy him

but Susan had nothing. Robert's case | oad kept

I ncreasi ng. He spent

| ess and less tine at hone, and that was when the problem
W th Susan

becane seri ous.

Whenever Robert canme hone, he and Susan woul d run hungrily
I nto each

other's arms and nake passionate |ove. But those tines
began to be

further and further apart. It seened to Susan that no
sooner did Robert

return fromone assignnent than he was sent away on

anot her.

To make matters worse, Robert could not discuss his work
with her.

Susan had no idea where he went or what he was doi ng. She
knew only

t hat whatever he was involved in was dangerous, and she
was terrified

that one day he would | eave and never return. She dared
not ask him

questions. She felt |like a stranger, conpletely shut out
of an

i nportant part of his life. O their life.

| can't go on like this, Susan deci ded.
When Robert returned froma four-week assignnent in

Central Anerica,
Susan said, "Robert, | think we had better have a talk."

"What's the problenf”

Robert asked. He knew what the problem was.



"I"'mfrightened. We're slipping away from each other, and
| don't want
to lose us. | couldn't stand it."

"Susan-"

"Wait. Let nme finish. Do you know how nuch tine we've
spent toget her

in the last four nonths? Less than two weeks. \Wenever
you comne hone,

| feel as though you're a visitor instead of my husband.™
He took Susan in his arns and held her tightly.

"You know how nuch | |ove you."

She | aid her head on his shoul der.

"Pl ease don't |et anything happen to us.”

"I won't," he prom sed.

“I"1l have a talk wwth Adm ral Wittaker."

"When?"

"I mredi ately. "

"The admral wll see you now, Commander.™

"Thank you."

Adm ral Whittaker was seated behind his desk signing
papers. He | ooked

up as bellany entered and sm | ed.

"Wl cone hone, Robert, and congradul ati ons. That was an

excellent job
in El Sal vador."

"Thank you, sir.

"Sit dowmn. Can | offer you sone coffee?"



"No, thank you, Admral."

"You wanted to talk to me? My secretary said it was
urgent. Wat can |
do for you?"

It was difficult to begin.
"Well, sir, this is personal
|'ve been married |l ess than two years, and-"

"You nade a wonderful choice, Robert. Susan's a fine
wonman. "

"Yes, | agree. The problemis that |I'm away nost of the
time, and she's

unhappy about it." He added quickly, "And she has every
right to be. It

isn't a normal situation.”

Adm ral Whittaker | eaned back in his chair and said
t houghtfully, "O

course what you're doing isn't a nornmal situation.
Sonetines sacrifices

have to be made."

"I know, " Robert said stubbornly, "but |I'mnot prepared to
sacrifice ny

marriage. It neans too nuch to ne."

The adm ral studied himreflectively.

"I see. What is it you' re asking?"

"I was hoping that you could find some assignnents for ne
where |' m not

away from honme so nuch. This is such a | arge operation,

t here nust be a

hundred things | could do closer to hone."

"Closer to hone."

"Yes."



The admral said slowy, "You've certainly earned that. |
don't see why
sonmething like that can't be arranged.”

Robert smled in relief.

"That's very good of you, Admral. | would certainly
appreciate it."

"Yes, | think we can definitely arrange that. Tell Susan
for me that

the problemis solved." Robert stood up, beam ng.

"I don't know how to thank you.

Adm ral Whittaker waved a hand of di sm ssal.

"You're too val uable a piece of manpower for ne to | et
anyt hi ng happen

to you. Now go hone to your bride."

When Robert told Susan the news, she was thrill ed.

She threw her arns around him

"Ch, darling, that's wonderful."

"I"'mgoing to ask himfor a couple of weeks off so we can

take a trip
somewhere. It will be a second honeynoon.™

"I'"ve forgotten what a honeynoon is like," Susan nurnured.
" Show ne. "

Robert showed her.

* * Admiral Wittaker sent for Robert the foll ow ng
nor ni ng.

"I just wanted you to know I'm nmaki ng sonme arrangenents
about the matter
we di scussed yesterday."



"Thank you, Admiral." Now was the tinme to nention taking
a | eave.

"Sir-" Admral Whittaker said, "Sonething has conme up,
Robert." The

adm ral began to pace. Wen he spoke, there was a note of
deep concern

in his voice.

“I"ve just been informed that the Cl A has been
infiltrated. It seens

that there has been a steady | eak of top secret

I nformation. Al they

know about the spy is that his code nane is the Fox. He's
i n Argentina

ri ght now. They need soneone outside the agency to handle
t he

operation. The director of the ClI A has asked for you.

They would like you to track the man down and bring him
back. | told

themthe decision is up to you. Do you want to undert ake
it?"

Robert hesit at ed.

“I"'mafraid I'll have to pass on it, sir.

"l respect your decision, Robert. You've been traveling
constantly and

have never turned down an assignnent. | know it hasn't
been easy on

your narriage."

“"I"'d like to take on this job, sir. It's just that"

"You don't have to say it, Robert. M opinion of your
wor k and

dedication will always remain the sanme. | just have one
favor to ask of
you. "

"What's that, Admral ?"



"The deputy director e of the CIA asked to neet wth you,
regar dl ess of
your decision. As a courtesy. You don't mnd do you?"

"Cf course not, sSir.

The next day Robert drove to Langley for his neeting with
t he deputy

di rector.

"Sit down, Commander, "
Robert entered the

| ar ge corner office.

the deputy director said after

“I"ve heard a | ot about you. Al good things, of course.”

"Thank you, sir.

The deputy director was a man in his early sixties, wth
fine white hair

and a small brush nustache that noved up and down as he
drew on his

pi pe. A Yale graduate, he had joined the OSS during Wrld
War Il and

then noved into the CIA when it was forned after the
conflict. He rose

steadily up the ranks to his present position in one of
the | argest and

nost powerful intelligence agencies in the world.

"l want you to know, Commander, that | respect your
deci sion."

Bel | any nodded toward the deputy director.

"There is one fact, however, that | feel | should bring to
your
attention.”

"What's that, sir?"

"The President is personally involved in the operation to
unmask t he



Fox.
"I didn't know that, sir."

"He regards it-as | do, too-as one of the nost inportant
assi gnnent s

this agency has had since its inception. | know of your
situation at

home, and |'m sure the President is synpathetic too. He's
areal famly

man. But your not taking on this assignment m ght

t hr ow- how shoul d |

say it-a cloud on the ONI and Admral Wittaker."
"The admral had nothing to do with my decision, sir,"
Robert said.

"l understand that, Conmmander, but will the President
under st and t hat ?"
The honeynoon wil|l have to be postponed, Robert thought.

* * * \WWhen Robert broke the news to Susan, he said gently,
"This is ny

| ast overseas assignnent. After this I'lIl be honme so nmuch
you' || get

sick of ne."

She smiled up at him
"There isn't that nmuch tinme in the world.
We're going to be together forever."

The chase after the Fox was the nost frustrating thing
Robert had ever

experienced. He picked up his trail in Argentina but

m ssed his quarry

by one day. The trail |led to Tokyo and China and then
Mal aysi a.

Whoever the Fox was, he left just enough of a trail to

| ead to where he

had been but never to where he was. The days turned into
weeks, and the



weeks turned into nonths, and al ways Robert was j ust
behi nd the Fox. He
cal l ed Susan al nost every day. In the beginning, it was

“I'"'l'l be hone

in a few days, darling.” And then, "I m ght be hone next
week. " And

then, finally, "I'"mnot sure when I'll be back." In the

end, Robert had

to give up. He had been on the Fox's trail for two and a
hal f nont hs

wi th no success.

When he returned to Susan, she seened changed. Alittle
cool er.

“I"'msorry, darling," Robert apol ogi zed.

"I had no idea it wuld take so long. It was just-"
"They'll never let you go, wll they, Robert?"
"What ? OF course, they will."

She shook her head.

"I don't think so. |I've taken a job at Wshi ngton
Menorial Hospital."

He was taken aback.
"You' ve what ?"

“"I"'mgoing to be a nurse again. | can't sit around
waiting for you to

come honme to ne, wondering where you are and what you're
doi ng,

wonderi ng whet her you're dead or alive."

"Susan, |-"

“It's all right, ny sweetheart. At least |I'l|l be doing
sonet hi ng usef ul

while you're gone. It will nmake the waiting easier." And

Robert had no



answer to that.

He reported his failure to Admral Wittaker. The admral
was
synpat heti c.

"It"s ny fault for agreeing to let you do it. From now
on, we'll et

the Cl A handle their own dammed problens. |I'msorry,
Robert." Robert

told himabout Susan taking a job as a nurse.

"That's probably a good idea,"” the Admral said
t hought ful |y.

“I't will take the pressure off your marriage. |If you took
on sone

overseas casel oads now and then, I"msure it won't matter
as much." Now

and then turned out to be al nost constantly. That was
when the marriage

real ly began to disintegrate.

Susan wor ked at Washi ngton Menorial Hospital as an
operating room nurse,

and whenever Robert was honme, she tried to take tine off
to be with him

but she was caught up nore and nore in her work.

"I"'mreally enjoying it, darling. | feel |I'm doing
sonet hi ng useful ."

She woul d talk to Robert about her patients, and he
remenber ed how

caring she had been with him how she had nurtured him
back to health,

back to life. He was pl eased that she was doi ng inportant
wor k that she

| oved, but the fact was, they were seeing |less and | ess of
each ot her.

The envotional distance between them was w dening. There
was an
awkwar dness now t hat had not existed before. They were



i ke two
strangers trying desperately hard to nake conversati on.

When Robert returned to Washington froma six-week
assi gnnent in Turkey,
he took Susan out to dinner at Sans Souci .

Susan said, "W have a new patient at the hospital.

He was in a bad plane crash, and the doctors didn't think
he was goi ng

to live, but 1"'mgoing to see to it that he does." Her
eyes were

gl ow ng.

She was |ike that with nme, Robert thought. And he
wondered if she had

| eaned over the new patient and said, "Get well. |I'm
wai ting for you."

He rejected the thought.

"He's so nice, Robert. Al the nurses are crazy about
him™"

Al the nurses? he wondered.

There was a small, naggi ng doubt at the back of his m nd,
but he managed

to get rid of it.

They ordered dinner.

The=f ol | owi ng Sat urday, Robert left for Portugal, and when
he returned

three weeks | ater, Susan greeted himexcitedly.

"Monte wal ked today for the first tinme!" Her kiss was
per functory.

" Mont e?"
"Monte Banks. That's his nane. He's going to be fine.

The doctors couldn't believe it, but we wouldn't give up."



.
"Tell me about him?"

"He's really darling. He's always giving us gifts. He's
very weal t hy.
He flies his owm plane, and he was in a bad crash, and-"

"What kind of gifts?"

"Oh, you know, just little thing-candies and flowers and
books and

records. He tried to give all of us expensive watches but
of course we

had to refuse.”

"OF course.”
"He has a yacht, polo ponies - That was the day Robert
began cal ling him

Moneybags.

Susan tal ked about himevery tinme she cane hone fromthe
hospi tal .

"He's really dear, Robert." Dear is dangerous.

"And he's so thoughtful. Do you know what he did today?
He had | unch

sent fromthe Jockey Club for all the nurses on the

floor.™"

The man is sickening. Ridiculously, Robert found hinself
getting angry.

"I's this wonderful patient of yours married?"
"No, darling. Wy?"

"l just wondered."

She | aughed.

"For heaven's sake, you're not jealous, are you?"



"OF sone old man who's just learning to wal k? OF course
not . "

Li ke hell I'mnot. But he wouldn't give Susan the
satisfaction of

sayi ng so. When Robert was at hone, Susan tried not to
tal k about her

patient, but if she did not bring up the subject, Robert
woul d.

"How i s ol d Moneybags doi ng?"

"H's nane is not Moneybags," she chi ded.

"It's Monte Banks."

"Whatever." It's too bad the sonofabitch couldn't have
died in the

pl ane crash.

The foll ow ng day was Susan's birthday.

“I''l'l tell you what," Robert said, enthusiastically,
"we'll cel ebrate.

We'll go out and have a wonderful dinner sonewhere and-"

"I have to work at the hospital until eight."”

"All right. 1'Il pick you up there."
"Fine. Monte is dying to neet you. |'ve told him al
about you."

"I look forward to neeting the old man," Robert assured

her.

When Robert arrived at the hospital, the receptioni st
sai d, "Good

eveni ng, Conmander. Susan is working in the orthopedic
ward on the

third floor. 5~~~5 expecting y~~~~7 She picked up the
t el ephone. Wen

Robert got off the elevator, Susan was waiting for him



weari ng her

white starched uniform and his heart skipped a beat. She
was, oh, so

damed beauti ful .

"Hel |l o, gorgeous."

Susan smled, strangely ill at ease.
"Hell o, Robert. 1'll be off duty in a few m nutes. Cone
on. 1"l

I ntroduce you to Monte."
| can't wait.

She led himinto a large private roomfilled w th books
and flowers and

baskets of fruit, and said, "Mounte, this is ny husband,
Robert." Robert

stood there staring at the man in the bed. He was three
or four years

ol der than Robert and resenbl ed Paul Newman. Robert
despi sed himon

si ght .

"' mcertainly pleased to neet you, Commander. Susan has
been telling

me all about you." |Is that what they tal k about when she
Is at his

bedside in the mddle of the night?

"She's very proud of you."

That's it, buddy, throw nme a few crunbs. Susan was
| ooki ng at Robert,

willing himto be polite.

He made an effort.

"I understand you'll be getting out of here soon.™

"Yes, thanks nostly to your wife. She's a mracle
wor ker . "



"Conme on, sailor. Do you think I"'mgoing to |l et sone
ot her nurse have

t hat great body?"

"Yes, that's her specialty.”
bitterness out

of his voice.

Robert coul d not keep the

The birthday dinner was a fiasco. Al Susan wanted to
tal k about was

her patient.

"Did he rem nd you of anyone, darling?"

"Boris Karloff."

"Why did you have to be so rude to hinP"

He said coldly, "I thought | was very civil. | don't
happen to |ike the

man. " Susan stared at him

"You don't even know him Wat don't you |ike about hinP"

| don't like the way he | ooks at you. | don't |ike the
way you | ook at

him | don't like the way our marriage is going to hell.
God, | don't

want to | ose you.
"Sorry. | guess I'mjust tired."

They finished their dinner in silence. The next norning,
as Robert was

getting ready to go to the office, Susan said, "Robert, |
have sonet hi ng

to say to you. -.."

And it was as if he had been struck in the pit of his
stomach. He coul d

not bear to have her put what was happeni ng i nto words.

"Susan-"



"You know | |love you. I'll always |ove you. You're the
dear est, npst
wonderful man |'ve ever known."

"Pl ease-"

"No, let ne finish. This is very hard for ne. In the
| ast year, we've

only spent mnutes together. W don't have a narri age
anynor e.

We've drifted apart.”

Every word was a knife stabbing into him

"You're right," he said desperately.

“I'"ll change. 1'Il quit the agency. Now. Today. W'l
go away

somewhere and-" She shook her head.

"No, Robert. We both know that woul dn't work.

You' re doi ng what you want to do. If you stopped doing it
because of

me, you would always resent it. This isn't anybody's
fault. It

j ust - happened. | want a divorce."

It was as though the world had caved in on him He felt
suddenl y sick
to his stomach.

"You don't nean that, Susan.

W'l find a way to-

"It's too late. |'ve been thinking about this for a | ong
tinme.

Al the while you were away and | sat hone al one and

wai ted for you to

cone back, | thought about it. W' ve been |living separate
lives. |



need nore than that. | need sonething you ~~~~~ give ne
—y ) He

stood there, fighting to control his enotions.

"Does this-does this have anything to do with Moneybags?"
Susan hesit at ed.

"Monte has asked ne to marry him" He could feel his
bowel s turning to

wat er .

"And you're going to?"

"Yes."

It was sone kind of crazy nightmare. This isn't
happeni ng, he thought.

It can't be. His eyes filled with tears.

Susan put her arns around him and held himcl ose.

“I wll never again feel about any man the way | felt
about you. |
| oved you with all ny heart and soul. I wll always |ove

you. You are
ny dearest friend."

She pul |l ed back and | ooked into his eyes.

"But that isn't enough. Do you understand?"

Al'l he understood was that she was tearing himapart.
“"We could try again. W'll start over and-"
"I"'msorry, Robert." Her voice was choked.

"I"'mso sorry, but it's finished."

Susan flew to Reno for a divorce, and Conmander Robert

Bel | amy went on a
t wo- week drunk.



A d habits die hard. Robert tel ephoned a friend at the
FBI. Al Traynor

had crossed Robert's path half a dozen tines in the past,
and Robert

trusted him

"Tray, | need a favor."

"A favor? You need a psychiatrist. How the hell could
you | et Susan

get away?"

The news was probably all over town.

“It's a long, sad story."

“"I"'mreally sorry, Robert. She was a great |ady. |-never
m nd.

What can | do for you?"

“I"d like you to run a conputer check on soneone.™
"You've got it. Gve ne a nane."

"Monte Banks. It's just a routine inquiry."

"Right. What do you want to know?"

"He's probably not even in your files, Tray, but if he

I s-did he ever

get a parking ticket, beat his dog, run a red light? The
usual . "

"Sure."

"And |'m curious about where he got his noney. |1'd like a
fix on his

background. "

"So, just routine, huh?"

"And Tray, let's keep this between us. It's personal.
Ckay?"



"No problem 1'Il call you in the norning."

"Thanks. | owe you a lunch.”

"D nner."

"You've got it."

Robert replaced the receiver and thought: Portrait of a
man cl ut chi ng at

straws. What am | hoping for, that he's Jack the Ri pper
and Susan w ||

cone flying back into ny arns?

Early the follow ng norning, Dustin Thornton sent for
Robert .

"What are you working on, Comrander ?"

He knows perfectiy well what |'mworking on, Robert
t hought .

"I"'mwinding up ny file on the diplomat from Si ngapore,
and-"

"It doesn't seemto be occupyi ng enough of your tine."
"l beg your pardon?”

"I'n case you' ve forgotten, Conmander, the O fice of Naval
Intelligence
is not mandated to investigate American citizens." Robert
was wat chi ng
him puzzl ed.

"What are you-?"

"I"ve been notified by the FBI that you have been trying
to obtain

information that is conpletely out of the jurisdiction of

this agency.”

Robert felt a sudden rush of anger. That sonofabitch



Traynor had
betrayed him So much for friendship.

"It was a personal matter," Robert said.

n I _ n

"The conputers of the FBI are not there for your
conveni ence, nor to

hel p you harass private citizens. Do | nake nyself
cl ear ?"

n Very. n

"That's all."

Robert raced back to his office. His fingers trenbled as
he di al ed

202- 324- 3000. A voice answered, "FBI."

“Al Traynor."

"Just a nonent, please.”

A mnute later, a man's voice cane on the |ine.
"Hello. May | help you?"

“"Yes. I'mcalling Al Traynor."

"I"'msorry, Agent Traynor is no longer with this office.”
Robert felt a shock go through him

n W]at ?Il

"Agent Traynor has been transferred.”
"Transferred?"

"Yes."

"To where?"



"Boise. But he won't be up there for a while. A long
while, |'m
afraid."

"What do you nean?"

"He was struck by a hit and run driver last night while
j oggi ng i n Rock

Creek Park. Can you believe it? Sone creep mnmust have
been drunk out of

his mnd. He ran his car right up on the jogging path.

Traynor's body was thrown nore than forty feet. He may
not make it."

Robert replaced the receiver. H's m nd was spi nning.

What the hell was

goi ng on? Monte Banks, the blue-eyed all-Anmerican boy was
bei ng

protected. From what? By whonf Jesus, Robert thought,
what is Susan

getting herself into?

He went to visit her that afternoon.

She was in her new apartnent, a beautiful duplex on M
Street. He

wonder ed whet her Moneybags had paid for it. It had been
weeks since he

had seen Susa.n, and the sight of her took his breath
awnay.

"Forgive ne for barging in like this, Susan. | know
prom sed not to."

"You said it was sonething serious."

"It is." Now that he was here, he didn't know how to
begi n.

Susan, | cane here to save you? She would |l augh in his
face.

"What ' s happened?”



"I't's about Mnte."

She frowned.

"What about hi n®"

This was the difficult part. How could he tell her what
he hi nsel f

didn't know? All he knew was that sonmething was terribly
wrong. Monte

Banks was in the FBI conmputer all right, with a tickler:
No i nformation

to be given out w thout proper authorization. And the

i nqui ry had been

ki cked right back on ONI. Wy?

"I don't think he' ~he's not what he seens to be."

"I don't understand."

"Susan-where does he get his noney?"

She | ooked surprised at the question.

"Monte has a very successful inport-export business."
The ol dest cover in the world.

He shoul d have known better than to have come charging in
with his

hat r baked theory. He felt like a fool. Susan was waiting
for an

answer, and he had none.

"Why are you aski ng?"

"l was-1 just wanted to nake sure he's right for you,"
Robert said

| amel y.

"Oh, Robert." Her voice was filled wi th disappointnent.

"I guess | shouldn't have cone." You got that right,



buddy.

"I"msorry."

Susan wal ked up to himand gave hima hug.
"1 understand, "she said softly.

But she didn't understand. She didn't understand that an
I nnocent

I nqui ry about Monte Banks had been stonewal | ed, referred
to the Ofice

of Naval Intelligence, and that the man who had tried to
get that

i nformati on had been transferred to the boondocks.

There were ot her ways of obtaining information, and Robert
went about

them circunspectly. He tel ephoned a friend who worked for
For bes

magazi ne.

"Robert! Long tinme no see. What can | do for you?"
Robert told him
"Monte Banks? Interesting you should nention him

We think he should be on our Forbes Four Hundred
weal thiest |ist, but we

can't get any hard information on him Do you have
anyt hing for us?"

A zero.

Robert went to the public library and | ooked up Monte
Banks in Wo's
Who. He was not i sted.

He turned to the mcrofiche and | ooked up back issues of
t he Washi ngt on

Post around the tinme that Monte Banks had had his plane
accident. There

was a brief itemabout the plane crash. It nentioned



Banks as an
entrepreneur. It all sounded innocent enough. Maybe |I'm
wrong, Robert
t hought. Maybe Monte Banks is a guy in a white hat. Qur
gover nnent
woul dn't have protected himif he were a spy, a crimnal,
I nto drugs.

The truth is that I"'mstill trying to hold on to
Susan. Being a
bachel or again was a | oneliness, an enptiness, a round of
busy days and
sl eepl ess nights. A tide of despair would sweep over him
Wi t hout
war ni ng, and he woul d weep. He wept for hinself and for
Susan and for
everything that they had | ost. Susan's presence was
everywhere. The
apartnment was alive with rem nders of her. Robert was
cursed with tota
recall, and each roomtornmented himwth nenories of
Susan's voice, her
| aughter, her warnmth. He renenbered the soft hills and
val | eys of her
body as she lay in bed naked, waiting for him and the
ache inside him
was unbear abl e.

H s friends were concer ned.
"You shouldn't be al one, Robert."
And their rallying cry becane "Have | got a girl for you!"

They were tall and beautiful, and small and sexy. They
wer e nodel s and

secretaries and adverti sing executives and divorcees and
| awyers.

But none of them was Susan. He had nothing in common with
any of them

and trying to nake small talk with strangers in whom he
had no interest

only made himfeel nore |onely. Robert had no desire to
go to bed with



any of them He wanted to be alone. He wanted to rew nd
the fil m back

to the beginning, to rewite the script. Wth hindsight
it was so easy

to see his m stakes, to see how the scene with Admral
Wi ttaker should

have played. The CI A has been infi ~d by a man called the
Fox.

The deputy director has asked for you to track him down.
No, Admral.
Sorry. Pmllaking ny wife on a second honeynoon.

He wanted to reedit his lile, to give it a happy ending.

Too late. Life did not give second chances. He was
alone. He did his

own shoppi ng, cooked his neals for hinself, and went to
t he nei ghbor hood

| aundr omat once a week when he was hone.

It was a lonely, mserable tinme in Robert's life. But the
wor st was yet

to cone. A beautiflil designer he had nmet in Washi ngton

t el ephoned him

several tinmes to invite himto dinner. Robert had been
rel uctant, but

he had finally accepted. She prepared a delicious
candl el i ght di nner

for the two of them

"You're a very good cook," Robert said.

"I"'mvery good at everything." And there was no m staking
her meani ng.
She noved cl oser to him

"Let me prove it to you." She put her hands on his thighs
and ran her

tongue around his lips. It's been a long tine, Robert

t hought. Maybe

too long. They went to bed, and to Robert's
consternation, it was a

disaster. For the first time in his life, Robert was



| npotent. He was
hum | i at ed.

"Don't worry, darling," she said.

"I't wll be all right." She was w ong.

Robert went hone feeling enbarrassed, crippled. He knew
that in sone

crazy, convoluted way, he had felt that making | ove to
anot her woman was

a betrayal of Susan. How stupid can | get?

He tried to make | ove again several weeks later with a
bri ght secretary

at ONI. She had been wildly passionate in bed, stroking
hi s body and

taking himinside her hot nouth. But it was no use. He
want ed only

Susan. After that, he stopped trying. He thought about
consulting a

doctor, but he was too ashaned. He knew the answer to his
probl em and

it had nothing to do wth nedical advice. He poured all
his energy into

wor k. Susan called himat |east once a week.

"Don't forget to pick up your shirts at the l[aundry," she
woul d say. O:

"I"'msending over a maid to clean up the apartnent. 1'I
bet it's a

mess." Each call nmade the |oneliness nore intol erable.
She had call ed

hi mt he ni ght before her weddi ng.

"Robert, | want you to know I'mgetting married tonorrow.

It was difficult for himto breathe. He began to
hyperventi | at e.

"Susan-"

"l love Monte," she said, "but |I |love you, too. I'll |ove
you until the



day | die. | don't want you ever to forget that."

What was there to say to that? "Robert, are you al
ri ght ?"

Sure. I'mgreat. Except that |'ma fucking eunuch.
Scratch the
adj ecti ve.

" Robert ?"

He coul d not bear to punish her with his problem
"I'"' mfine. Just do ne a favor, will you, baby?"
“Anything | can."

"Don't-don't |let himtake you on your honeynoon to any of
the places we

went to." He hung up and went out and got drunk again.
That had been a

year earlier. That was the past. He had been forced to
face the

reality that Susan now bel onged to soneone el se. He had
tolive in the

present. He had work to do. It was tine to have a chat
with Leslie

Mot her shed, the phot ographer who had the photographs and
names of the

W t nesses Robert had been assigned to track down on what
was going to be

his | ast assignnent.

eslie Mdthershed was in a state beyond euphoria. The
nonent he had

returned to London, clutching his precious film he had
hurried into the

smal|l pantry he had converted into a darkroom and checked
to make sure

he had everything on hand: fil nprocessing tank,

t hernoneter, spring-type

cl ot hespins, four |arge beakers, a tinmer, and devel oper,
st op-bath

sol utions, and fixer.



He turned out the light and switched on a snmall red
overhead | anp. Hi s

hands were trenbling as he opened the cartridges and
renoved the film

He took deep breaths to control hinself. Nothing nust go
wrong this

time, he thought. Nothing. This is for you, Mother.
Carefully, he

rolled the filminto reels. He placed the reels ,~ the
tank and filled

it with devel oper, the first of the |iquids he would use.
It would

require a constant tenperature of 68xF and periodic
agitation. After

el even mnutes, he enptied the contents and poured the
fixer over the

reel s.

He was getting nervous again, terrified of nmaking a

m st ake. He poured

off the fixer for the first wash and then let the filmsit
in a tankful

of water for ten mnutes. This was foll owed by two

m nut es of constant

agitation in a hypocl eansing agent and twel ve nore m nutes
In water.

Thirty seconds in photo-flo solution ensured there would
be no streaks

or flaws in the negatives. Finally, very, very carefully,
he renoved

the film hung it up with clothespins, and used a squeegee
to renove the

| ast drips fromthe film He waited inpatiently for the
negatives to

dry. It was tine to have a | ook. Holding his breath,

heart poundi ng,

Mot her shed picked up the first strip of negatives and held
it up to the

light. Pe~ct. Absolutely perfect!

Each one was a gem a picture that any photographer in the
wor |l d woul d



be proud to have taken. Every detail of the strange
spacecraft was

outlined, including the bodies of the two alien forns
| yi ng inside.

Two things he had not noticed before caught Mthershed' s
eye, and he

took a closer |ook. Wiere the spaceship had cracked open
he coul d see

t hree narrow couches inside the ship-and yet there were
only two aliens.

The other thing that was strange was that one of the
al i ens' hands had

been severed. It was nowhere to be seen in the

phot ograph. Maybe t he

creature had only one hand, Mbdthershed thought. My Cod,
t hese pictures

are masterpieces! Mdther was right. I'ma genius. He
| ooked around

the tiny roomand thought, The next tinme | devel op ny
film it wll be

in a big, beautiful darkroomin nmy nmansion in Eaton
Squar e.

He stood there fingering his treasures |ike a m ser
fingering his gold.

There wasn't a nmagazi ne or newspaper in the world that
wouldn't kill to

get these pictures. Al these years the bastards had
rejected his

phot ographs with their insulting little notes.

"Thank you for submtting the photos that we are herewith
returning.

They do not fit our present needs."” And: "Thank you for
your

subm ssion. They are too simlar to pictures we have

al ready printed."

O sinply: "W are returning the photographs you sent us."
For years he

had gone begging to the creeps for jobs, and now they were
going to

crawl to him and he was going to nmake them pay through



t he nose. He

could not wait. He had to start immedi ately. Since

bl oody British

Tel ecom had shut off his phone nerely because he happened
to be a few

weeks late making his last quarterly paynent, Mt hershed
had to go

outside to find a phone. On an inmpul se, he decided to go
to Langan's,

the celebrity hangout, and treat hinself to a

much- deserved | unch.

Langan's was well beyond his nmeans, but if there was ever
atimeto

celebrate, this was it. Wasn't he on the verge of
becom ng rich and

f amous?

A mitre d seated Mdthershed at a table in a corner of
t he restaurant,

and there, at a booth not ten feet away, he saw two
famliar faces. He

suddenly realized who they were, and a little thrill ran
t hrough him

M chael Caine and Roger More, in person! He w shed his
not her were

still alive so he could tell her about it. She had | oved
readi ng about

novie stars. The two nen were | aughing and havi ng a good
time, not a

care in the world, and Mt hershed coul d not help staring.

Their gl ances noved past him Snug bastards, Leslie
Mot her shed t hought

angrily. | suppose they expect nme to cone over and ask
for their
autographs. Well, in a few days they're going to be

asking for m ne.

They' Il be falling all over thenselves to introduce ne to
their friends.

"Leslie, I want you to neet Charles and Di, and this is
Fergi e and
Andrew. Leslie, you know, is the chap who took those



f anous phot os of
t he UFO. "

When Mot hershed finished his lunch, he wal ked past the two
stars and

went upstairs to the phone booth. Director Inquiries gave
hi m t he

nunber of the Sun.

"I"d like to speak to your Picture editor.” A male voice
came on the
l'ine.

"Chapnman. "

"What would it be worth to you to have phot ographs of a
UFO with the
bodies of two aliens in it?"

The voice at the other end of the phone said, "If the

pi ctures are good

enough, we m ght run them as an exanple of a clever hoax,
andMbt her shed

said waspishly, "It so happens that this is no hoax. |
have the nanes

of nine reputable wtnesses who will testify that it's
real, including a

priest." The man's tone changed.

"Oh? And where were these pictures taken?"

"Never mnd," Mdthershed said cagily. He was not going to
| et them

trick himinto giving away any information.

"Are you interested?"

The voice said cautiously, "If you can prove that the

pi ctures are

authentic, yes, we would be very interested."

Damm ri ght you woul d, Mot hershed thought gleefully.

"1'"ll get back to you." He hung up. The other two phone



calls were

just as satisfactory. Mdthershed had to admt to hinself
that getting

t he names and addresses of the w tnesses had been a stroke
of pure

genius. There was no way now t hat anyone coul d accuse him
of trying to

perpetrate a fraud. These pictures were going to appear
on the front

pages of every inportant newspaper and nmagazine in the
wor | d.

Wth ny credit: Photographs by Leslie Mt hershed.

As Mbt hershed |eft the restaurant, he could not resist
wal king up to the
booth where the two stars were seat ed.

"Excuse ne, |I'msorry to bother you, but would you give ne
your
aut ogr aphs?”

Roger Moore and M chael Caine smled up at him pleasantly.
They

scribbled their nanmes on pieces of paper and handed t hem
to the

phot ogr apher.

"Thank you."

When Leslie Mdthershed got outside, he savagely tore up
t he aut ogr aphs
and threw t hem away.

Screw them he thought. I'mnore inportant than they
are.

obert took a taxi to Witechapel. They drove through the
Cty, the

busi ness section of London, heading east until they
reached the

Wi t echapel Road, the area made infanpbus a century earlier
by Jack the

Ri pper. Along the Witechapel Road were dozens of outside



stalls
selling everything fromclothing to fresh vegetables to
car pets.

As the taxi neared Mot hershed's address, the nei ghborhood
becane nore

and nore dilapidated. Gaffiti was scraw ed all over the
peel i ng,

br ownst one bui |l di ngs. They passed the Waver's Arns Pub.
That woul d be

Mot her shed' s | ocal, Robert thought. Another sign read:

Wl ter

Bookmaker. ... Mbthershed probably places his bets on
horses there.

They finally reached 213A Grove Road. Robert dism ssed
the taxi and

studied the building in front of him It was an ugly
two-story building

that had been divided into small flats. Inside was the
man who had a

conplete list of the witnesses Robert had been sent to
find.

Leslie Mothershed was in the living room poring over his
wi ndfal | when

t he doorbell rang. He | ooked up, startled, filled with a
sudden

I nexplicable fear. The ring was repeated.

Mot her shed scooped up his precious photographs and hurried
Into the

converted darkroom He slipped the pictures into a pile

of old prints,

t hen wal ked back into the living roomand opened the front
door. He

stared at the stranger who stood there.

"Yes?"
"Leslie Mthershed?"

"That's right. What can | do for you?"



“"May | cone in?"
"I don't know. What is this about?"

Robert pulled out a Defence Mnistry identification card
and flashed it.

"I"'mhere on official business, M. Mthershed. W can
either talk here

or at the mnistry.'
t he sudden fear

on the photographer's face.

It was a bluff. But he could see

Leslie Mot hershed swal | owed.

"I don't know what you're tal king about, but-cone in."
Robert entered the drab room It was shabby-genteel,
dreary, not a

pl ace where anyone would |ive by choi ce.

"Woul d you kindly explain what you're doing here?"

Mot her shed put the proper note of innocent exasperation in
his voi ce.

“I"'mhere to question you about sone photographs you
t ook. "

He knew it! He had known it fromthe nonent he heard the
bel | .

The bastards are going to try to take ny fortune away from
me. Well, I'm
not going to let themdo it.

"What phot ographs are you tal ki ng about ?"

Robert said patiently, "The ones you took at the site of
t he UFO crash.”

Mot her shed stared at Robert a nonent, as though caught by
surprise, and
then forced a | augh.



"Oh, those! | wish | had themto give to you."
"You did take those pictures?”

"I tried."

"What do you nean ... you tried?"

"The bl oody things never cane out.'
nervous cough.

Mot her shed gave a

"My canera fogged. That's the second tine that's happened
to ne." He
was babbl i ng now.

"I even threw out the negatives. They were no good. It
was a conpl ete

waste of film And you |::now how expensive filmis these
days." He's

a bad liar, Robert thought. He's on the edge of panic.
Robert said

synpat hetically, "Too bad. Those phot ographs woul d have
been very

hel pful ." He said nothing about the |ist of passengers.
| f Mot hershed

| i ed about the photographs, he would lie about the I|ist.
Robert gl anced

around. The photographs and the |list had to be hidden
her e sonmewher e.

They shouldn't be difficult to find.

The flat consisted of a small living room a bedroom a
bat hroom and

what | ooked |ike a door to a utility closet. There was no
way he could

force the man to hand over the material. He had no real
authority. But

he wanted t hose photographs and the |ist of wtnesses
before the 515

came and took them away. He needed that |ist for hinself.

n YeS. n



Mot her shed si ghed.
"Those pictures woul d have been worth a fortune."

"Tell me about the spaceship,"” Robert said. Mothershed
gave an

I nvol untary shudder. The eerie scene was fixed in his
m nd forever.

“I'"l'l never forget it," he said.

"The ship seened to-to pulsate, like it was alive. There
was sonet hi ng

evil about it. And then there were these two dead aliens
i nsi de. "

"Can you tell ne anything about the passengers on the
bus?"

Sure | can, Mdthershed gloated to hinself. | have al

t heir names and

addr esses.

"No, I"'mafraid |l can't." Mth- 1 ershed went on, talking
to conceal

hi s nervousness.

"The reason | can't help you with the passengers is that |
wasn't on
t hat bus. They were all strangers.”

"l see. Well, thank you for your cooperation, M.
Mot her shed. |
appreciate it. Sorry about your pictures.”

"So aml," Mthershed said. He watched the door close
behi nd t he
stranger and thought happily, |'ve done it! |'ve

outsmarted the
sonsol ' bi t ches.

Qutside in the hall, Robert was exam ning the [ ock on the
door. A
Chubb. And an old nodel. It would take himseconds to



open it. He

woul d start surveillance in the mddle of the night and
wait for the

phot ographer to |leave the flat in the norning. Once |
have the list of

passengers in ny possession, the rest of the assignnent
w il be sinple.

Robert checked into a small hotel near Mthershed' s fl at
and tel ephoned

General Hilliard.

"I have the nanme of the English w tness, General."
"Just a nonent. All right. Go ahead, Conmander."

"Leslie Mdthershed. He lives in Witechapel, at 213A
G ove Road."

"Excellent. I'lIl arrange for the British authorities to
speak to him"

Robert did not nention the passenger list or the
phot ogr aphs.

Those were his aces in the hole.

* * * Reggie's Fish and Chip Shop was located in a little
cul -de-sac off

the Bronpton Road. It was a snmall establishnent with a
clientel e nmade

up mainly of clerks and secretaries who worked in the

nei ghbor hood. Its

wal s were covered with football posters, and the parts

t hat were

exposed had not seen fresh paint since the Suez conflict.

The phone behind the counter rang twi ce before it was
answered by a

| arge man dressed in a greasy wool sweater. The nan

| ooked like a

typi cal East Ender except for a gold-rimed nonocle fixed
tightly in the

socket of his leff eye. The reason for the nonocle was
apparent to



anyone who | ooked closely at the man: H's other eye was
made of gl ass

and of a color blue that was generally seen on travel
posters.

"Reggi e here.™

"This is the Bishop."

"Yes, sir," said Reggie, his voice dropping to a whisper.
"Qur client's name is Mdthershed. Christian tag, Leslie.
Resi des at

213A Grove Road. W need this order filled quickly.
Under st ood?"

"It's already done, sir.

eslie Mdthershed was |ost in a golden daydream He was
bei ng

i nterviewed by nenbers of the world press. They were
aski ng hi m about

t he huge castle he had just bought in Scotland, his
chateau in the South

of France, his enornous yacht.

"And is it true that the Queen has invited you to becone
the of fici al
royal photographer?"

"Yes. | said | would I et her know. And now, |adies and
gentlenen, if

you will all excuse ne, I'mlate for nmy show at the
B.C....", Hs

reverie was interrupted by the sound of the doorbell. He

| ooked at his

wat ch. El even o' clock. Has that man returned? He wal ked
over to the

door and cautiously opened it. In the doorway stood a man
shorter than

Mot hershed (that was the first thing he noticed about
hinm), with thick

gl asses and a thin, sallow face.



"Excuse ne," the man said diffidently.
"1 apol ogi ze for disturbing you at this hour. | live just
down t he

bl ock. The sign outside says you're a photographer.”
" S0?"

"Do you do passport photos?”

Lesli e Mot hershed do passport photos? The man who is
about to own the

worl d? That is |ike asking M chel angelo to paint the
bat hr oom

“"No," he said rudely. He started to cl ose the door.

"I really hate to bother you, but I'min a terrible jam

My pl ane | eaves for Tokyo at eight o' clock in the norning,
and a little

whil e ago when | took out ny passport, | saw that sonmehow
ny phot ogr aph
had been torn |oose. It's missing. |'ve | ooked

ever ywher e.

They won't let ne on the plane w thout a passport photo."
The little
man was near tears.

"I msorry," Mthershed sai d.
"I can't help you."

“I"d be willing to pay you a hundred pounds." A hundred
pounds?

Toaman wi t hacas the andachateau and a yacht? It's an
insult. The
pathetic little man was goi ng on.

"I could go even higher. Two hundred or three hundred.
You see, |
really nmust be on that plane or I'lIl lose ny job."



Three hundred pounds to take a passport picture? Not

i ncludi ng the

devel oping, it would take about 10 seconds. Mot hershed
began to

cal cul ate. That canme to 1,800 pounds a m nute. Eighteen
hundr ed pounds

a mnute was 10,800 pounds an hour. |If he worked an

ei ght - hour day,

that woul d be 94,400 pounds a day. In one week, that
woul d cone to

"WIIl you do it?"

Mot her shed' s ego j ockeyed with his greed, and greed won
out. | can use
a bit of pocket noney.

"Cone in," Mthershed said.
"Stand against that wall."

"Thank you. | really appreciate this." Mthershed w shed
he had a

Pol aroi d canera. That would have nade it so sinple. He
pi cked up his

Vivitar and said, "Hold still." Ten seconds later it was
done.

“I't will take a while to develop it," Mthershed sai d.
"I'f you conme back in-"

“I'f you don't mind, I'll wait."

"Suit yourself."

Mot her shed took the canera into the darkroom put it into
t he bl ack bag,

turned off the overhead light, switched on the red |ight,
and renoved

the film He would do this in a hurry. Passport pictures

al ways | ooked

terrible anyway. Fifteen mnutes |ater, as Mt hershed was
timng the



filmin the devel oper tanks, he began to snell snoke. He
paused. Was

it his imagination? No. The snell was getting stronger.
He turned to

open the door. It seened to be stuck.

Mot her shed pushed against it. It held fast.
"Hell o," he called out.

"What's happeni ng out there?"

There was no response.

"Hel | 0?"

He pressed his shoul der against the door, but there seened
to be
sonet hi ng heavy on the other side of it keeping it closed.

"M ster?"

There was no answer. The only sound he could hear was a
| oud crackling

noi se. The snell of snoke was becom ng overpowering. The
flat was on

fire. That's probably why he left. He nust have gone to
get hel p.

Lesli e Mot hershed slamred his shoul der agai nst the door,
but it would

not budge.

"Hel p!'" he screaned.
"CGet ne out of here!™

Snoke was starting to pour under the door, and Mot hershed
could feel the

heat of the flanmes beginning to lick at it. It was
getting difficult to

breathe. He was starting to choke. He tore at his

collar, gasping for

air. H's lungs were burning. He was beginning to | ose
consci ousness.



He sank down on his knees.

"Ch, CGod, please don't let ne die now. Not now that |I'm
going to be
rich and fanous....'

"Reggi e here.™

"Was the order filled?"

"Yes, sir. A bit overcooked but delivered on tine."
"Excellent."

When Robert arrived at Gove Road at two o' clock in the
norning to begin

his surveillance, he was confronted with an enornous
traffic jam The

street was filled wth official vehicles, a fire engine,
anbul ances, and

three police cars. Robert pushed his way through the
crowd of

bystanders and hurried over to the center of activity.
The whol e

bui | di ng had been engulfed by the fire. Fromthe outside
he coul d see

that the first-floor flat occupied by the photographer had
been

conpl etely gutted.

"How did it happen?”

Robert asked a fireman.

"We don't know yet. Stand back, please.™

"My cousin lives in that flat. Is he all right?"

“I"'mafraid not." H s tone becane synpat heti c.
"They're just taking himout of the building now "

Robert wat ched as two anbul ance attendants pushed a gurney
carrying a



body into the anbul ance.
"I was staying with him" Robert said.

"All ny clothes are in there. I'd |like to go in andThe
fireman shook
hi s head.

“I't wouldn't do you any good, sir. There's nothing |eft
of the flat but
ashes. ™

Not hing |l eft but ashes. Including the photographs and the
precious |ist
of passengers with their nanes and addresses.

So nmuch for fucking serendipity, Robert thought bitterly.

I n WAshi ngton Dustin Thornton was having lunch with his
father-in-law in

the lavish private dining roomin Wllard Stone's offices.
Dustin

Thornton was nervous. He was al ways nervous in the
presence of his

power ful fatherin-I|aw.

WIllard Stone was in a good nood.

"I had dinner with the President |ast evening. He told ne
that he's
very pleased with your work, Dustin."

"' mvery gratified."

"You're doing a fine job. You're helping to protect us
agai nst the
hor des. "

"The hor des?"

"Those who would try to bring this great country to its
knees. But it

IS not just the eneny outside the walls we have to beware
of. It is



t hose who pretend to be serving our country, who fail to
do their duty.
Those who do not carry out their orders.”

"The maveri cks."

"That's right, Dustin. The mavericks. They nust be
puni shed.

[f-" A man wal ked into the room
"Excuse ne, M. Stone.

The gentl enen have arrived. They're waiting for you."

"Yes." Stone turned to his son-in-Ilaw.

"Finish your lunch, Dustin. | have sonething inportant to
take care of.

One day | may be able to tell you about it."

he streets of Zurich were filled with weird-Iooking
creatures with odd

sbapes, m sshapen giants with | arge, grotesque bodi es and
tiny eyes, and

with skin the color of boiled fish. They were neat
eaters, and she

hated the fetid snmells they exuded fromtheir bodies.
Sone of the

femal es wore ani mal skins, the remains of the creatures
t hey had

mur dered. She was still stunned by the terrible accident
t hat had taken

away the |ife essence of her conpani ons. She had been on
earth for four

cycles of what these strange-I| ooking beings called |una,
and she had not

eaten in all that tine. She was faint fromthirst. The
only water she

had been able to drink was the fresh rainwater in the
farmer's trough,

and it had not rained since the night she arrived. The
rest of the

wat er on earth was undrinkabl e. She had gone into an



alien feeding

pl ace, but she had been unable to stand the stench. She
had tried to

eat their raw vegetables and fruit, but they were
tastel ess, not |ike

t he succul ent food at hone.

She was called the Gaceful One, and she was tall and
stately and

beautiful with | um nous green eyes. She had adopted the
appear ance of

an earthling after she left the site of the crash, and she
wal ked

t hrough the crowds unnoti ced.

She was seated at a table in a hard, unconfortable chair
t hat had been

built for the human body, and she read the m nds of the
creatures around

her .

Two of the beings were seated at a table near her. One
was speaki ng
al oud.

"It's the chance of a lifetinme, Franz! For fifty thousand
francs you

can get in at the start. You' ve got fifty thousand
francs, haven't

you?"

She read the | oud thoughts in his head.

Conme on, you swine. | need the conmm ssion.
"Sure, but I don't know" I'll have to borrow it fromny
wfe.

"Have | ever given you bad investnent advice?"
Make up your m nd.

"It's a lot of noney." She'll never give it to ne.



"What about the potential ? There's a chance to nmake
mllions." Say yes.

"All right. I"'min." Maybe | can sell sone of her
jewelry.

| have him "You'll never regret it, Franz." He can
al ways take a tax

| 0ss.

The Graceful One had no idea what the conversation neant.
At the far end of the restaurant, a man and wonan were
Sseated at a

table. They were talking in | ow voices. She stretched

her m nd to hear

t hem

"Jesus Christ!" the man said.

"How the hell could you get pregnant?"

You stupid bitch!

"How do you think | got pregnant?"

Your cock did it! Pregnant was how t hese bei ngs gest at ed,
procreating

clumsily with their genitals, like their animals in the
fields.

"What are you going to do about it, Tina?"

You' ve got to get an abortion.

"What do you expect nme to do? You said you were going to

tell your wfe
about ne." You |lying bastard.

"Look, honey, | am but this is a bad tine." | was crazy
to ever get
i nvol ved with you. | should have known you were trouble.

"It's a bad tine for me, too, Paul. | don't even think



you | ove ne."
Pl ease tell nme you do.

"OF course | love you. It's just that ny wife is going
t hrough a rough
period right now" | don't intend to | ose her.

"I'"'m going through a rough period right now too. Don't
you under st and?

"' m havi ng your baby." And you're dam well going to
marry me. Water

was com ng from her eyes.

"Cal m down, honey. | tell you, everything is going to be
fine. | want
t he baby as nuch as you do." I'Il have to talk her into

an abortion. At
a table next to them a male creature was seated al one.

They prom sed ne. They said the race was fixed, that |
couldn't | ose,

and like a fool, | turned all ny nonry over to them 1|'ve
got to find a

way to put it back before the auditors cone. | couldn't
stand it if

they put me injail. I'"Il kill nyself first. | swear to
God, "Il kill

nysel f At another table, a male and fenale were in the

m ddl e of a

di scussion. ..... it's nothing like that. It's just

that 1've got

this beautiful chalet in the nountains, and | thought it
woul d be good

for you to get away for a weekend and relax.” W'll|l spend
alot of tine

rel axing in ny bed, cherie.

"l don't know, Cl aude. |'ve never gone away wth a man
before." |
wonder if he believes that.

"Qui, but this is not a sex thing. | just thought of the
chal et because
you said you needed a rest. You can think of ne as your



brot her." And
we wll try sonme good, ol dfashioned incest.

The Graceful One was unaware that the various people were
speaking in

di fferent |anguages, for she was able to filter them al

t hr ough her

consci ousness and understand what they were sayi ng.

| nmust find a way to get in touch with the nothership, she
t hought. She

took out the small, hand-held silvercolored transmtter.
It was a

di vi ded neuronet system half of it consisting of |iving
organi c

material and the other half of a netallic conpound from
anot her gal axy.

The organic material was conposed of thousands of single
cells, so that

as they died off, others would nmultiply, keeping the
connections

constant. Unfortunately, the dilitheumcrystal that
activated the

transmtter had broken off and was |ost. She had tried to
comruni cat e

with her ship, but the transmtter was useless without it.

She tried to eat another |eaf of |ettuce, but she could no
| onger stand

t he stench. She rose and started toward the door. The
cashi er called

out after her, "Just a mnute, mss. You haven't paid for
your neal ."

"' msorry. | do not have your nedi um of exchange."
"You can tell that to the police.™

The Graceful One stared into the cashier's eyes and
wat ched her go |inp.

She turned and wal ked out of the feeding place.

| must find the crystal. They are waiting to hear from
me. She had to



concentrate to focus her senses. But everything seened
bl urred and

distorted. Wthout water, she knew, she was going to die
soon.

Day Five Bern, Switzerland

Robert had cone to a dead end. He had not realized how
much he had

counted on obtaining Mdthershed' s [ist of names. Up in
snmoke, Robert

t hought. Literally.

The trail was cold now. | should have gotten the |i st
when | was in

Mot hershed's fiat. That will teach. ne t~teach. O

course! A thought

that had been in the back of his m nd suddenly cane into
focus. Hans

Beckerman had said, "Affenarsch! Al the other passengers
were excited

about seeing the UFO and those dead creatures in it, but
this old man

kept conpl ai ni ng about how we had to hurry up to get to
Bern because he

had to prepare sone lecture for the university." It was a
| ong shot,

but it was all Robert had.

He rented a car at the Bern airport and headed for the
uni versity.

He turned of f Rathausgasse, the main street of Bern, and
drove to

Langgassestrasse, where the University of Bern was

| ocat ed. The

university is conposed of several buildings, the main one
a | arge

four-story stone building with two wings and | arge stone
gar goyl es

adorning the roof. At each end of the courtyard in front
of the

bui |l di ng are gl ass skylights over classroons, and at the
rear of the



university is a large park overl ooking the Aare R ver.

Robert wal ked up the front steps of the adm nistration
bui | di ng and

entered the reception hall. The only infornmation
Becker man had gi ven

hi mwas that the passenger was German and that he was
preparing his

| ecture for Monday.

A student directed himto the Ofice of the

Adm ni strati on. The wonan

seat ed behind the desk was a form dable figure. She had
on a severely

tailored suit, blackfranmed spectacles, and she wore her
hair in a bun.

She | ooked up as Robert entered her office.

"Bitte?"

Robert pulled out an identification card.

“Interpol. I'mconducting an investigation, and | would
appreci ate your

cooperation, M ss-"

"Frau. Frau Schrei ber. What kind of investigation?"

“I"'mlooking for a professor." She frowned.

"H s nanme?"

"I don't know. "

"You do not know his nane?"

"No. He's a visiting professor. He gave a |l ecture here a
f ew days ago.

Mont ag. "

“Many visiting professors cone here every day to give
| ect ures.

VWhat is his discipline?"



"1 beg your pardon?"

"What does he teach?"

Her tone was grow ng inpatient.

"What subject did he |lecture on?"

"I don't know. "

She | et her exasperation show.

"Tut mr leid. | can't help you.

And | amtoo busy for frivol ous questions like this-" She
started to

turn away.

"Oh, it's not frivolous," Robert assured her.

"Es ist sehr dringend.” He | eaned forward and said in a
| ow voice, "I'm

going to have to take you into ny confidence. The

prof essor we're

| ooking for is involved in a prostitution ring."

Frau Schrei ber's nouth nade a small "0" of surprise.
"Interpol has been on his trail for nonths. The current
I nformati on we

have on himis that he is Gernman and that he gave a

| ecture here on the

fifteenth of this nonth." He strai ghtened up.

"I'f you don't want to help, we can conduct an official

I nvestigation of

the university. O course, the publicity-"

"Nein, nein!" she said.

"The university must not be involved in anything |ike

this." She | ooked
woned.



"You say he |l ectured here on-what day?"
"The fifteenth. Monday."

Frau Schrei ber rose and wal ked over to a filing cabinet.
She pulled it

open and scanned sone papers. She extracted several
sheets from a

f ol der.

"Here we are. There were three guest professors who gave
| ectures here
on the fifteenth."

"The man | want is German."
"They are all German," Frau Schreiber said stiffly.
She shuffled the papers in her hand.

"One of the |ectures was on econom cs, one on chem stry,
and one on
psychol ogy. "

"May | see those?"

Rel uctantly, she handed the reports to Robert. He studied
t he sheets.

Each one had a nane witten down with a hone address and a
t el ephone

nunber .

"I can make a copy of these for you, if you w sh."

"No, thank you." He had already nenorized the nanmes and
nunbers.

"None of these is the man I'm | ooking for." Frau
Schrei ber gave a sigh

of relief.

"Well, thank God for that. Prostitution! We woul d never
be i nvolved in



such a thing."

“I"'msorry | troubled you for nothing." Robert |eft and
headed for a

t el ephone booth in town.

The first tel ephone call was to Berlin.

"Prof essor Streubel ?"

IlJa' n

"This is the Sunshine Tours Bus Conpany. You left a pair
of gl asses on

our bus |l ast Sunday when you were touring with us in

Sw tzerl and and-"

"I do not know what you are speaking about." He sounded
annoyed.

"You were in Switzerland on the fourteenth, were you not,
Pr of essor ?"

"No. On the fifteenth. To give a lecture at the
Uni versity of Bern."

"And you did not take our bus tour?"
"I have no tinme for such foolishness. I'ma busy nman."

And the professor hung up. The second call was to
Hanbur g.

"Prof essor Heinrich?"

"This is Professor Heinrich."

"This is the Sunshine Tours Bus Conpany. You were in
Switzerland on the

fourteenth of this nonth?"

"Why do you wish to know?"

"Because we found a briefcase of yours on one of our



buses, Professor,
and "You have the wong person. | have been on no tour
buses. "

"You did not take a tour of ours to the Jungfrau?"

"l just told you, no.

"' msorry to have bot hered you."

The third call was to Muini ch.

"Professor Oto Schm dt ?"

"Yes."

"Professor Schmidt, this is the Sunshi ne Tours Bus
Conpany. W have a

pair of your glasses that you left on our bus a few days
ago, and-"

"There nust be sone m st ake."

Robert's heart sahk. He had struck out. There was
nowhere | eft to go.

The voi ce went on.

"I have my gl asses here. | have not |ost them" Robert's
spirits
soar ed.

"Are you sure, Professor?

You were on the Jungfrau trip on the fourteenth, were you
not ?"

"Yes, yes, but | told you, |I have not |ost anything."

"Thank you very nmuch, Professor."” Robert replaced the
receiver.

Jackpot! Robert dial ed another nunber, and within two
m nut es he was

speaking with General Hilliard.



"I have two things to report," Robert said.

"The witness in London | told you about?"

n Yes?ll

"He died in a fire last night."

"Real | y? Too bad."

"Yes, sir. But | believe |I've |ocated another w tness.
"Il let you know as soon as | check himout."

“I'"'l'l wait to hear fromyou, Commander."

General Hilliard was reporting to Janus.

"Commander Bel | any has | ocated anot her ~~~~~~~~ ) ~ " Good.
The group is

getting restless.

Everyone is worried that this story will surface before
SD is

operational ."

“I'"l'l have nore information for you soon.™

"I don't want information, | want results.”

"Yes, Janus."

Plattenstrasse, in Miunich, is a quiet residential street
with drab

brownst one bui | di ngs huddl ed toget her as though for
protection. Nunber

5 was identical to its neighbors. Inside the vestibule
was a row of

mai | boxes. A small card bel ow one of themread,
"Professor Qto

Schm dt." Robert rang the bell.

The apartnent door was opened by a tall, thin nman with an



untidy nop of

white hair. He was wearing a tattered sweater and snoking
a pipe.

Robert wondered whether he had created the i mage of an

ar chet ypi cal

col |l ege professor, or whether the imge had created him

“Prof essor Schm dt?"

"Yes?"

"I wonder if |I mght talk to you a nonent. I'mwth-"
"We have already tal ked," Professor Schm dt said.

"You are the man who tel ephoned ne this norning. I am an
expert at
recogni zi ng voi ces.

Cone in."

"Thank you." Robert entered a living roomcrowled wth

books.

Against the walls, rising fromfloor to ceiling were
bookcases filled

wi t h hundreds of vol unmes. Books were stacked everywhere:
on tables, on

the floor, on chairs. The sparse furniture in the room
seened to be an

af t ert hought.

"You're not with any Swi ss tour bus conpany, are you?"
"well, I-"

"You are Anerican."”

"Yes."

"And this visit has nothing to do with ny | ost gl asses

t hat were not
| ost. "



“Well-no, sir."

"You are interested in the UFO |l saw. It was a very
upsetting

experience. | always believed they m ght exist, but |
never thought I

woul d see one."

"It nmust have been a terrible shock."

"It was."

"Can you tell nme anything about it?"

"I't was-it was al nost alive. There was a kind of
shimering |ight

around it. Blue. No, maybe nore of a gray. |-I'm not
sure.”

He renmenbered Mandel's description: "It kept changing
colors. It | ooked

..... - then green.™

"It had broken open, and | could see two bodies inside.
Smal |

bi g eyes. They were wearlng sonme kind of silver suit."

"I's there anything you can tell ne about your fell ow
passengers?"

"My fell ow passengers on the bus?"

n Yes. n

The professor shrugged.

"I know nothing' of them They were all strangers. | was
concentrating

on a lecture | was going to give the next norning, and |
paid very

little attention to the other passengers.”

Robert watched his face, waiting.



“I'f it will help you any," the professor saidl "I can tel
you what

countries sone of themcanme from | teach chem stry, but
t he study of

phonetics is ny hobby."

"Anyt hi ng you can renenber woul d be appreciated.”

"There was an Italian priest, a Hungarian, an Anerican
with a Texas
accent, an Englishman, a Russian girl-"

"Russi an?"

"Yes. But she was not from Moscow. From her accent, |
woul d say Ki ev,
or very near there."

Robert waited, but there was only silence.

"You didn't hear any of themnention their nanes or talk
about their
pr of essi ons?"

"' msorry. | told you, |I was thinking about ny |ecture:
It was

difficult to concentrate. The Texan and the priest sat

t oget her. The

Texan never stopped talking. It was very distracting. |
don't know how

much the priest even understood.”

"The priest-"

"He had a Roman accent."

"Can you tell nme anything nore about any of thenf"
The professor shrugged.

“I"'mafraid not." He took another puff on his pipe.

"' msorry | can't be of any help to you."



A sudden t hought cane to Robert.
"You said you're a chem st?"
"Yes."

"I wonder if you would m nd taking a | ook at sonething,
Pr of essor."

Robert reached in his pocket and pulled out the piece of
nmet al Becker man
had gi ven hi m

"Can you tell ne what this is?"

Prof essor Schm dt took the object in his hand, and as he
examned it,

hi s expressi on changed.

"Wher e-where did you get this?"

“I"'mafraid | can't say. Do you know what it is?"

"It appears to be part of a transmtting device."

"Are you sure?"

He turned it over in his hand.

"The crystal is dilithium It's very rare. See these

not ches here?

They suggest that this fits into a larger unit. The netal
itself is ...

My God, |'ve never seen anything like it!" H's voice was
charged with

exci tenent.

"Can you let nme have this for a few days? I would like to
do sone
spectrographic studies on it."

"I"'mafraid that's inpossible," Robert said.



n But - n

"Sorry." Robert took back the piece of netal. The
professor tried to

conceal his disappointnent.

"Perhaps you can bring it back. Way don't you give ne
your card? If |

think of anything nmore, 1'Il call you."

Robert funbled in his pockets for a nonent.

"l don't seemto have any of ny cards with ne."

Prof essor Schm dt said slowy, "Yes, | thought not."

"Commander Bellany is on the line." General Hilliard
pi cked up the
t el ephone.

"Yes, Commander ?"

"The |l atest witness's nane is Professor Schmdt. He |ives
at
Pl attenstrasse 5 in Miunich."

"Thank you, Conmander. |'Il notify the German authorities
I mredi ately. "

Robert was on the verge of saying "I'mafraid that's the
| ast wi t ness

"Il be able to find," but sonething held himback. He
hated to adm t

failure. And yet, the trail had becone col d.

A Texan and a priest. The priest was from Rone. Peri od.
Along with a

mllion other priests. And there was no way to identify
him | have a

choi ce, Robert thought. | can give up and go back to
Washi ngton, or |

can go to Rone and give it one lasts....

Bundesver f assungsschut zant, the headquarters of the Ofice



for the

Protection of the Constitution, is located in central
Berlin on

Neumar kt erstrasse. It is a large, gray, nondescri pt
bui | di ng,

I ndi stinguishable fromthe buildings around it. Inside on
t he second

floor, in the conference room the chief of the
departnent, | nspector

Oto Joachim was studying a nessage. He read it tw ce,
t hen reached

for the red tel ephone on his desk.

Day Si x Munich, GCernmany

The follow ng norning, as Oto Schm dt headed for his
chem stry | ab, he

was t hi nki ng about the conversation he had had with the
Anerican the

eveni ng before. Wiere could that piece of netal have cone
fron? It was

astoni shing, beyond anything in his experience. And the
Anerican

puzzled him He said he was interested in the passengers
on the bus.

Why? Because they've all been witnesses to the flying
saucer? Are they

going to be warned not to talk? If so, why didn't the
Anerican warn

hi n? There's sonet hing strange going on, the professor
deci ded. He

entered the | aboratory and took off his jacket and hung it
up. He put

on an apron to keep his clothes fromgetting soiled and
wal ked over to

the tabl e where he had been working for many weeks on a
chem cal

experiment. |f this works, he thought, it could nean a
Nobel prize. He

lifted the beaker of sterile water and started to pour it
into a

container filled with a yellow liquid. That's strange. |
don't

remenber it being such a bright yellow.



The roar of the explosion was trenendous. The | aboratory
erupted in a

gigantic blast, and pieces of glass and human fl esh
spattered the walls.
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Robert m ssed the news of the professor's death. He was
aboard an

Alitalia plane, on his way to Rone.

b ustin Thornton was getting restless. He had power now,
and it was

like a drug. He wanted nore. His father-in-law, Wllard
St one, kept

promsing to bring himinto sonme nysterious inner circle,
but so far he

had failed to fulfill that promse. It was by pure chance
t hat Thornt on

| earned that his father-in-Ilaw di sappeared every Friday.
Thorton had called to have lunch with him

"' msorry," Wllard Stone's personal secretary said, "but

M. Stone is
away for the day.

"Oh, too bad. Wat about |unch next Friday?"



"' msorry, M. Thornton. M. Stone wll be away next
Friday al so."

Strange. And it becanme even stranger, because when
Thornton called two

weeks | ater, he received the sane reply. \Were does the
ol d man

di sappear to every Friday? He was not a golfer or a man
to indulge in

any hobbi es.

The obvi ous answer was a wonman. Wllard Stone's w fe was
very soci al

and very rich. She was an inperious woman, al nost as
strong in her way

as her husband. She was not the sort of woman who woul d
tol erate her

husband having an affair. If he is having an affair,
Thor nt on t hought,

|'"ve got himby the balls. He knew he had to find out.
Wth all the

facilities at his command, Dustin Thornton could have
found out very

qui ckly what his father-inlaw was up to, but Thornton was
no fool. He

was well aware that if he nmade one m sstep, he would be in
bi g trouble.

Wllard Stone was not the kind of man to brook any
interference in his

life. Thornton decided to investigate the matter hinself.
At five A M

on the follow ng Friday, Dustin Thornton was sl unped

behi nd t he wheel of

an i nconspi cuous Ford Taurus, half a block fromWIIlard
St one' s i nposi ng

mansion. It was a cold, mserable dawn, and Thornton kept

aski ng

hi msel f what he was doi ng there. There was probably sone
perfectly

reasonabl e expl anation for Stone's odd behavior. |'m

wasting ny tine,
Thornton t hought. But sonething kept himthere.

At seven o'clock, the driveway gates opened, and a car



appear ed.

WIllard Stone was at the wheel. |Instead of his usual
| i nousi ne, he was

in a smll, black van used by the household staff A
feeling of

exul tation spread through Thornton. He knew he was onto
sonet hi ng.

People |ived according to their pattern, and Stone was
br eaki ng t he
pattern. It had to be anot her woman.

Driving carefully and staying well behind the van,
Thornton fol l owed his

father-in-law through the streets of Washington to the
road that led to

Arlington.

"Il have to handle this very delicately, Thornton
t hought. | don't

want to push himtoo hard. I'Il get all the information
can about his

mstress, and then I'lIl confront himwith it. 1'll tel
himmnmy only

interest is in protecting him He'll get the nessage.

The | ast thing
he wants is a public scandal.

Dustin Thornton was so wapped up in his own thoughts that
he al nost

m ssed the turn that Wllard Stone had taken. They were

i n an excl usive

residential district. The black van abruptly di sappeared
up a | ong,

tree-shaded driveway.

Dustin Thornton stopped the car, deciding on the best way
to proceed.

Should he face Wllard Stone with his infidelity now? O
shoul d he wait

until Stone left and then talk to the woman first? O
shoul d he quietly

gather all the informati on he needed and then have a talk



with his
father-in-1aw? He decided to reconnoiter.

Thornton parked his car on a side street and wal ked ar ound
to the alley

at the back of the two-story house. A wooden fence

bl ocked off the back

of the yard, but that was no problem Thornton opened the
gate and

st epped i nside. He was facing huge, beautiful, manicured
grounds with

t he house at the rear.

He noved quietly in the shadow of the trees that |ined the
| awn and

stood at the back door, deciding what his next nove should
be. He

needed proof of what was going on. Wthout it the old man
woul d | augh

at him Watever was happening inside at this nonent
coul d be the key

to his future. He had to find out. Very gently, Thornton
tried the

back door. It was unlocked. He slipped inside and found
hinmself in a

| ar ge, ol df ashi oned kitchen. There was no one around.
Thor nt on noved

toward the service door and pushed it open slightly. He
was facing a

| arge reception hall. At the far end was a cl osed door

t hat coul d have

led to a library. Thornton wal ked toward it, noving
guietly. He stood

there listening. There was no sign of life in the house.
The ol d man

I's probably upstairs in the bedroom

Thornton wal ked toward the cl osed door and opened it. He
stood in the

doorway, staring. There were a dozen nen seated in the
room around a

| arge tabl e.

"Come in, Dustin,” WIllard Stone said.



"We' ve been expecting you.

Rone proved to be difficult for Robert, an enotional
ordeal that drained

hi m He had honeynooned there with Susan, and the
menori es were

over poweri ng. Ronme was Roberto, who nmanaged t he Hassl er
Hotel for his

not her, and who was partially deaf but could lip-read in
five | anguages.

Ronme was the gardens of Villa d' Este in Tivoli, and the

Ri storante

Sibilla and Susan's delight at the one hundred fountains
created by the

son of Lucretia Borgia. Rone was Oello, at the foot of

t he Spani sh

Steps, and the Vatican, and the Col osseum and the Forum
and

M chel angel o' s Moses. Ronme was sharing a tartufo at Tre

Scal ini and the

sound of Susan's |aughter, and her voice saying, "Please
prom se ne

we'll always be this happy, Robert.™

What the hell am | doing here? Robert wondered. | don't
have any idea

who the priest is, or whether he's even in Rone. It's
time to retire,

to go hone and forget all this.

But something inside him sone stubborn streak inherited
froma

| ong- dead ancestor, would not et him I'll give it one
day, Robert

deci ded. Just one nore day. The Leonardo da Vi nci

Airport was crowded,

and it seenmed to Robert that every other person was a
priest. He was

| ooking for one priest in a city of-what? Fifty thousand
priests? A

hundred t housand?



In the taxi on the way to the Hassler Hotel, he noticed
crowds of robed

priests on the streets. This is inpossible, Robert

t hought. | mnust be

out of ny m nd.

He was greeted in the | obby of the Hassler Hotel by the
assi st ant
manager .

"Commander Bel | any! What a pleasure to see you again."

"Thank you, Pietro. Do you have a roomfor ne for one
ni ght ?"

"For you-of course. Al ways!"
Robert was escorted to a room he had occupi ed before.
"I'f there's anything you need, Commander, please..."

| need a bloody miracle, Robert thought. He sat down on
the bed and | ay
back, trying to clear his m nd.

Why would a priest fromRone travel to Switzerland? There
wer e severa

possibilities. He m ght have gone on vacation, or there
m ght have been

a convocation of priests. He was the only priest on the
tour bus. What

did that signify? Nothing. Except, perhaps, that he was
not traveling

wWith a group. So it could have been a trip to visit his
friends or

famly. O nmaybe he was with a group, and they had ot her
pl ans t hat

day.

Robert's thoughts were going around in a futile circle.
Back to the

begi nning. How did the priest get to Switzerland? The
chances are

pretty good that he doesn't own a car. Soneone coul d have



given hima

lift, but nore probably he traveled by plane or train or
took a bus. If

he were on vacation, he wouldn't have a lot of time. So
| et' s assune he

took a plane. That |ine of reasoning | ed nowhere.
Airlines did not

| ist the occupations of their passengers. The priest
woul d be yet

anot her name on the passenger manifest. But if he were
part of a

group. . .

The Vatican, the official residence of the pope, rises
maj estically on

Vatican Hill, on the west bank of the Tiber, in the
nort hwest end of

Rone. The done of St. Peter's Basilica, designed by

M chel angel o,

towers over the huge piazza, filled day and night with
avid sightseers

of all faiths.

The piazza is surrounded by two semcircul ar col onnades
conpleted in

1667 by Bernini, wth 284 colums of travertine marble
placed in 4 rows

and surnmounted by a bal ustrade on which stand 140 st atues.

Robert had visited there a dozen tines, but each tine the
sight took his
breat h away.

The interior of the Vatican, of course, was even nore
spect acul ar.

The Sistine Chapel and the nuseum and the Sal a Rotonda
wer e
I ndescri bably beautiful.

But on this day, Robert had not cone here to sightsee. He
found the

Ofice of Public Relations for the Vatican in the w ng of
t he buzil ding



devoted to secular aliais. The young man behi nd the desk
was polite.

“May | hel p you?"
Robert flashed an identification card.
“"I'mw th Tinme nmagazi ne.

"' mdoing an article on sone priests who attended a
convocation in

Switzerland in the past week or two. |'m | ooking for
backgr ound

I nformation." The man studied himfor a nonment, then
f r owned.

"We had sone priests attend a convocation in Venice | ast
nont h.

None of our priests was in Switzerland recently. I'm
sorry, I'"'mafraid
| can't help you."

"It's really very inportant,” Robert said earnestly.

"How woul d | go about getting that informtion?"

"The group you are | ooking for-what branch of the church
do they
represent ?"

"1 beg your pardon?"

"There are nmany Roman Catholic orders. There are

Franci scans, Marists,

Benedi ctines, Trappists, Jesuits, Dom nicans, and several
ot hers. |

suggest you go to the order they belong to and inquire

t here. ™

Where the hell is "there"? Robert wonder ed.

"Do you have any ot her suggestions?"



"I"mafraid not."

Nei t her have |, Robert thought | found the haystack. |
can't find the
needl e.

He | eft the Vatican and wandered through the streets of
Rone, heedl| ess

of the people around him concentrating on his problem
At the Piazza

del Popol o, he sat down at an outdoor cafe and ordered a
Ci nzano.

It sat in front of him untouched.

For all he knew, the priest could still be in Switzerl and.
What order

does he belong to? I don't know. And |I have only the
professor's word

t hat he was Roman.

He took a sip of his drink.

There was a | ate-afternoon plane to Washi ngton. |I'm goi ng
to be onit,

Robert decided. | give up. The thought galled him Qut,
not with a

bang, but with a whinper. It was tinme to | eave.

"Il conto, per favore."
"Si, signore."

Robert's eyes swept idly around the piazza. Across from
the cafe, a bus

was | oadi ng passengers. In the line were two priests.
Robert wat ched

as the passengers paid their fares and noved toward the
back of the bus.

When the priests reached the conductor, they smled at him
and t ook

their seats w thout paying.

"Your check, signore," the waiter said. Robert didn't



even hear him

Hs mnd was racing. Here, in the heart of the Catholic
church, priests

had certain privileges. It was possible, just possible...
The offices of Swissair are located at 10 Via Po, five

m nutes fromthe

Vi a Venet o.

Robert was greeted by a man behind the counter.

"May | see the manager, please?"

"I amthe manager. Can | hel p you?"

Robert flashed an identification card.

"M chael Hudson.

I nterpol."

"What can | do for you, M. Hudson?"

"Sonme international carriers are conplaining about illegal
price

di scounting in Europe-in Rone, particularly. According to
I nt ernati onal

convention-"

"Excuse nme, M. Hudson, but Sw ssair does not give
di scounts.

Everyone pays the posted fares."
"Everyone?"

"Wth the exception of enployees of the airline, of
cour se.

"Don't you have a discount for priests?"

"No. On this airline, they pay full fare.” On this
airline.



"Thank you for your tine.
stop-and his
| ast hope-was Alitalia.

And Robert was gone. Hi s next

“I'll egal discounts?”

The manager was staring at Robert, puzzl ed.

"We give discounts only to our enpl oyees.

"Don't you give discounts to priests?”

The manager's face brightened.

"Ah, that, yes. But that is not illegal. W have
arrangenents with the

Cat holic church.™

Robert's heart soared.

"So, if a priest wanted to fly from Rone, say, to
Switzerland, he would

use this airline?"

"Well, it would be cheaper for him Yes."

Robert said, "In order to bring our conputers up-to date,
it woul d be

hel pful if you could tell nme how nmany priests have fl own
to Switzerl and

In the past two weeks. You would have a record of that,
woul dn't you?"

"Yes, of course. For tax purposes.”

"I would really appreciate that information."

"You w sh to know how many priests have flown to
Switzerland in the past

two weeks?"

"Yes. Zurich or Geneva."

"Just a nmonent. | wll talk to our conputers."”



Five mnutes later, the nmanager returned with a conputer
printout.

"There was only one priest who flew Alitalia to
Switzerland in the past
two weeks." He consulted the printout.

"He |l eft Rone on the seventh and flew to Zurich. H's
return flight was
booked for two days ago."

Robert took a deep breath.

"Hi s nane?"

"Fat her Romero Patrini."

"Hi s address?"

He | ooked down at the paper again.

"He lives in Ovieto. If you need any further-" He | ooked
up.

Robert was gone.
Day Seven Orvieto, ltaly

Robert stopped the car on a hairpin bend on route 5-71
and there across

the valley, high on a rise of volcanic rock, was a

br eat ht aki ng vi ew of

the city. It was an ancient Etruscan center with a

wor | d- f anous

cat hedral, half a dozen churches, and a priest who had
w t nessed the

crash of a UFQ

The town was untouched by tine, with cobbl estone streets
and | ovely old

bui | di ngs, and an open-air market where farnmers cane to
sell their fresh

veget abl es and chi ckens.



Robert found a parking place in the Piazza del Duono.

He crossed to the cathedral and went inside. The enornous
i nterior was

deserted, except for an elderly priest who was j ust

| eaving the altar.

"Excuse nme, Father," Robert said.

“I"'mlooking for a priest fromthis town who was in
Switzerl and | ast

week. Perhaps you-" The priest drew back, his face
hosti |l e.

"I cannot discuss this."

Robert | ooked at himin surprise.

"I don't understand. | just want to find-"

"He is not of this church. He is fromthe Church of San
G ovenale." And

the priest hurried past Robert.

Wiy is he so unfriendly?

The Church of San G ovenale was in the Quartiere Vecchio,
a col orful

area with nedi eval towers and churches. A young pri est
was tending the

garden next to it. He | ooked up as Robert approached.
"Buon giorno, signore."

"Good norning. |I'm|looking for one of the priests who was
I n

Switzerland | ast week. He "Yes, yes. Poor Father

Patrini. It was a

terrible, terrible thing that happened to him"

"I don't understand. What terrible thing?"

"Seeing the devil's chariot. It was nore than he coul d



stand. The poor
man had a nervous breakdown."

“I"'msorry to hear that," Robert said.
"Where is he now? | would like to talk to him"

"He's in the hospital near the Piazza di San Patri zi o, but
| doubt if

the doctors will allow anyone to see him" Robert stood

t here,

troubled. A man suffering a nervous breakdown was not
goi ng to be much

hel p.

"I see. Thank you very much."

The hospital was an unpretentious one-story buil di ng near
the outskirts

of the city. He parked the car and wal ked into the snall

| obby. There

was a nurse behind the reception desk.

"Good norning," Robert said.

"I would like to see Father Patrini."

"M scusi, ma-that is inpossible. He cannot speak wth
anyone. "

Robert was determ ned not to be stopped now. He had to
follow up the
| ead Professor Schm dt had gi ven him

"You don't understand,” Robert said snoothly.

"Father Patrini asked to see ne. |'ve cone to Ovieto at
his request."

"He asked to see you?"
"Yes. He wote to ne in Anerica. |'ve cone all this way

just to see
him™"



The nurse hesitated.
"I do not know what to say. He is very ill
Mol to. "

"' msure it would cheer himup to see ne."

"The doctor is not here-" She nade a deci sion.

"Very well. You may go into his room sjgnore, but you
may only stay a

few m nutes.”

"That's all 1'll need," Robert said.
"This way, per piacere."

They wal ked down a short corridor wwth small, neat roons
on either side.
The nurse | ed Robert to one of the doors.

"Only a few m nutes, signore.”
"Grazie."

Robert entered the little room The man in the bed | ooked
li ke a pale

shadow | ying on the white sheets. Robert approached him
and said

softly, "Father The priest turned to | ook up at him and
Robert had

never seen such agony in a man's eyes.

"Fat her, ny nane is-" He grabbed Robert's arm

"Help nme," the priest nunbl ed.

"You nust help ne. My faith is gone. Al ny life | have
preached of

God and the Holy Spirit, and now | know that there is no
God. There is

only the devil, and he has conme for us-"



“"Father, if you-"

"I saw it with ny own eyes. There were two of themin the
devil's

chariot, but, oh, there will be nmore!l G hers wll comne!
Wait and see.

We are all dooned to hell.™

"Father-listen to ne. What you saw was not the devil. It
was a space
vehicle that-'
himw th sudden
clarity.

The priest et go of Robert and | ooked at

"Who are you? What do you want ?"

Robert said, "I'ma friend. | cane here to ask you about
the bus trip

you took in Switzerland."

"The bus. | wish | had never gone near it."
was becom ng

agi tated again.

The pri est

Robert hated to press him but he had no choice.

"You sat next to a nan on that bus. A Texan. You had a
| ong

conversation with him renenber?"

"A conversation. The Texan. Yes, | renenber."”

"Did he nention where he lived in Texas?"

"Yes, | renmenber him He was from Anerica."

"Yes. From Texas. Did he tell you where his honme was?"

"Yes, yes. He told ne."

"Where, Father? Wiere is his home?"



"Texas. He tal ked of Texas."
Robert nodded encouragi ngly.
“"That's right."

"I saw themw th ny owmn eyes. | wish God had blinded ne.
|

"Fat her-the man from Texas. Did he say where he was fronf
Did he

menti on a nane?"

"Texas, yes. The Ponderosa."

Robert tried again.

"That's on television. This was a real nan.

He sat next to you onThe priest was becom ng delirious
agai n.

"They're com ng! Arnmageddon is here. The Bible lies! It
Is the devil

who will invade the earth.”

He was shouting |oudly now.

"Look out! Look out! | can see them"

The nurse cane hurrying in. She | ooked at Robert
reprovingly.

"You will have to | eave, signore."

"I need just one nore mnute-"

"No, signore. Adesso!"

Robert took one last |look at the priest. He was raving
I ncoherently.

Robert turned to go. There was nothing further he could

do. He had
ganbl ed on the priest giving hima lead to the Texan, and



he had | ost.

Robert returned to his car and headed back toward Rore.
It was finally

over. The only clues he had left-if they could be called
cl ues-were the

menti on of a Russian woman, a Texan, and a Hungari an.

But there was no way to pursue themany farther. Check
and check mate.

It was frustrating to have cone this far and then to be
stopped. If only

the priest had remai ned coherent |ong enough to give him
the information

he needed! He had been so close. Wiat was it the priest
had sai d? The

Ponderosa. The ol d priest has been watching too nuch
television and, in

his delirium he obviously associated Texas with the
once- popul ar TV

show, "Bonanza." The Ponderosa, where the nythical
Cartwight famly

| i ved. The Ponderosa. Robert slowed the car and pulled
over to the

side of the road, his mnd racing. He made a U-turn and
sped back

toward Orvieto.

Hal f an hour |ater, Robert was talking to the bartender in
a smal |

trattoria in the Piazza della Repubblica.

"You have a beautiful town here," Robert said.

"It's very peaceful.”

"Ch, si, signore, we are quite content here. Have you
visited Italy

bef ore?"

"I spent part of ny honeynoon in Rone."

"You nmake all ny dreans conme true, Robert. |'ve wanted to



see Rone ever
since |l was a little girl."

"Ah, Rone. Too big. Too noisy."

"l agree.”

"We live sinple lives here, but we are happy." Robert
said casually, "I

noti ced tel evision antennas on nany of the roofs here."

"Oh, yes, indeed. W are quite up-to-date in that
respect.”

"One can see that. How many tel evision channel s does the
town receive?"

"Only one."
"l suppose you get a good many American shows?"

"No, no. This is a governnent channel. Here we receive
only shows nade
in ltaly."

Bi ngo! "Thank you."

Robert placed a call to Admral Wittaker. A secretary
answered the
phone.

"Adm ral Wiittaker's office." Robert could visualize the
office. It

woul d be the kind of anonynous cubbyhol e they kept for
nonper sons the

governnent no | onger had any use for.

"Could | speak to the admral, please? Conmander Robert
Bel | any
calling."

"Just a nonent, Conmander."

Robert wondered whet her anybody bothered to keep in touch



with the

admral now that the once-powerful figure was part of the
not hbal |

fl eet. Probably not.

"Robert, it's very good to hear fromyou." The old man's

voi ce sounded
tired.

"Where are you?"
"I can't say, sir."

There was a pause.

"I understand. |Is there sonmething I can do for you?"
"Yes, sir. This is rather awkward because |'ve been
ordered not to

communi cate with anyone. But | need sone outside help.
wonder if you

coul d check on sonething for nme?"

"I can certainly try. Wat would you |ike to know?"

"l need to know whether there's a ranch anywhere in Texas
call ed The

Ponder osa. "

"As in Bonanza?"

"Yes, sir."

“I can find out. Howw Il | reach you?"

"I think it would be better if | called you, Admral."
"Right. Gve ne an hour or two. |I'lIl keep this just
bet ween

oursel ves. "

"Thank you."

It seenmed to Robert that the tiredness had gone out of the



old man's

voi ce. He had, at |ast, been asked to do sonething, even
if it was as

trivial as locating a ranch.

Two hours | ater, Robert tel ephoned Adm ral Whittaker
again.

"“I"ve been waiting for your call,"” the adm ral said.

There was a

satisfied note in his voice.

"l have the information you wanted."

" And?"

Robert held his breath.

"There is a Ponderosa ranch in Texas. It's |located just
out si de of

Waco. It's owned by a Dan Wayne."

Robert heaved a deep sigh of relief.

"Thank you very nmuch, Admiral," Robert said.
"I owe you a dinner when | get back."

“I'"l'l be looking forward to that, Robert.™

Robert's next call was to General Hilliard.

"I | ocated another witness in Italy. Father Patrini."

"“A priest?"
"Yes. In Ovieto. He's in the hospital, very ill. I'm
afrai d the

Italian authorities won't be able to conmunicate with
him*"

“I'"l'l pass that on. Thank you, Commander.™

Two mnutes later, General HIlliard was on the line to



Janus.

"I"ve heard from Conmander Bell any again. The | atest
witness is a
priest. A Father Patrini in Ovieto."

"Take care of it."
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The headquarters of SIFARis on Via della Pineta, on the
sout her nnost
outskirts of Ronme, in an area surrounded by farmhouses.

The only thing that would cause a passerby to give a
second gl ance at

the innocent, industrial-Ilooking stone buil dings occupying
two square

bl ocks woul d be the high wall surrounding the conpl ex,
t opped by bar bed

wire, with security posts at each corner. H dden in a
mlitary

conmpound, it is one of the nbost secretive security
agencies in the

wor |l d, and one of the | east known. There are signs
out si de the conpound

reading: Vietate Passare Otre i Limti.

Inside a Spartan office on the first floor of the main
bui | di ng, Col onel

Francesco Cesar was studying the flash nessage he had j ust
recei ved. The



colonel was a man in his early fifties with a nuscul ar
body, topped by a

pitted, bulldog face. He read the nessage for the third
tinme.

So, Operation Doonsday is finally happening. una bella
fregatura

It is good that we have prepared for this, Cesar thought.
He | ooked
down at the cable again. A priest.

It was after m dni ght when the nun wal ked past the desk of
t he
ni ght-duty nurses at the little hospital in Ovieto.

"l guess she's going to see Signora Fillipi," said Nurse

Tonasi no.

"Either her or old man R gano. They're both on their |ast
| egs. "

The nun glided silently round the corner and wal ked
directly into the

priest's room He was sl eeping peacefully, his hands
gat hered al nost as

if in prayer, on his chest. A wedge of noonlight sliced
t hrough the

bl i nds, casting a gol den band across the priest's face.

The nun renoved a small box from beneath her habit.
Carefully, she took

out a beautiful cut-glass rosary and placed it in the old
priest's

hands. As she adjusted the beads, she drew one of them
qui ckly across

his thunb. A thin |ine of blood appeared. The nun took a
tiny bottle

fromthe box and, with an eye dropper, delicately squeezed
t hree drops

into the open cut.

It took only a few mnutes for the deadly, fast-acting
poi son to work.



The nun sighed as she nade the sign of the cross over the
dead man. She

|l eft as silently as she had cone in.
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Frank Johnson was recruited because he had been a G een
Beret in Vietnam

and was known anong his conrades as the Killing Mchi ne.
He | oved to
kill. He was notivated and highly intelligent.

"He's perfect for us," Janus said.
"Approach himcarefully. | don't want to lose him"

The first neeting took place in an arnmy barracks. A
captain was talking
to Frank Johnson.

"Don't you worry about our governnment?"
t he captain asked.

"It's being run by a bunch of bleeding hearts who are
giving the store
away.

This country needs nucl ear power, but the damed
politicians are

stopping us from buil ding new plants. W depend on the
dam Arabs for



oil, but will the governnent |et us do our own offshore
drilling? Oh,

no. They're nore worried about the fish than they are
about us. Does

that make sense to you?"

"l see your point," Frank Johnson sai d.

"I knew you woul d, because you're intelligent." He was
wat chi ng

Johnson's face as he spoke.

"I'f Congress won't do anything to save our country, then
It's up to sone
of us to do sonething."

Frank Johnson | ooked puzzl ed.
"Some of us?"
"Yeah." Enough for now, the captain thought.

"We'll talk about it later." The next conversati on was
nore specific.

"There's a group of patriots, Frank, who are interested in
protecting

our world. They're pretty hi gh-powered gentl enen.

They' ve fornmed a

committee. The conmttee may have to bend a fewlaws to
get its work

done, but in the end, it will be worth it. Are you

I nt erest ed?"

Frank Johnson gri nned.

"' mvery interested."

That was the begi nning. The next neeting took place in
O tawa, Canada,

and Frank Johnson net sonme of the nmenbers of the

comm tt ee.

They represented powerful interests froma dozen



countri es.

"We're well organized," a nmenber explained to Frank
Johnson.

"We have a strict chain of conmand. There's a Propaganda
Di vi si on,

Recruiting, Tactics, Liaison ... and a Death Squad." He
went on.

"Al nost every intelligence organization in the world is
part of this."

"You nmean the heads of-?"

"No, not the heads. The deputies. The hands-on people
who know what's
goi ng on, who know what danger our countries are in."

The neetings took place all over the world-Swtzerl and,
Mbr occo,
Chi na- and Johnson attended all of them

* * * |t was six nonths before Col onel Johnson net Janus.
Janus had

sent for him

"I"ve been given excellent reports about you, Colonel."
Frank Johnson

gri nned.

"1 enjoy ny work."

"So |'ve heard. You're in an advantageous position to
hel p us."

Frank Johnson sat up straighter.
“I"l'l do anything | can."
"Good. At the Farm vyou're in charge of supervising the

traini ng of
secret agents in the various services."



"That's right."

"And you get to know them and their capabilities."
“Intimately."

"What | would like you to do," Janus said, "is to recruit
t hose whom you

feel would be nost hel pful to our organization. We're

i nterested only

in the best."

"That's easy," Col onel Johnson sai d.

“"No problem" He hesitated a nonent.

"I wonder-"

"Yes?"

"I can do that with ny left hand. 1'd really like to do
somet hi ng nor e,

sonet hi ng bigger." He | eaned forward.

"1've heard about Operation Doonsday. Doonsday is right

up ny alley.
I'"d like to be a part of that, sir.

Janus sat there, studying hima nonent. Then he nodded.
"Very well, you're in."

Johnson sm | ed.

"Thank you. You won't be sorry." Col onel Frank Johnson

| eft the

neeting a very happy nman. Now he woul d have a chance to
show t hem what

he coul d do.

Day Ei ght Waco, Texas

Dan Wayne was not having a good day. As a matter of fact,
he was havi ng



a dreadful day. He had just returned fromthe Waco county
court house,

where he was facing bankruptcy proceedings. His wife, who
had been

having an affair with her young doctor, was divorcing him
I ntent on

getting half of everything he had (which could be half of
not hi ng, he

had assured her |awer). And one of his prize bulls had
to be

destroyed. Dan Wayne felt that fate was kicking himin
the balls.

He had done nothing to deserve all this. He had been a
good husband and

a good rancher. He sat in his study contenplating the
gl oony future.

Dan Wayne was a proud man. He was well aware of all the

| okes about

Texans bei ng | oudnout hed, largerthan-life braggarts, but
he honestly

felt he had sonething to brag about. He had been born in
Waco, in the

rich agricultural region of the Brazos River valley. Wico
was nodern,

but it still retained a flavor of the past, when the five
C s had been

Its support: cattle, cotton, corn, collegians, and

cul ture.

Wayne | oved Waco with all his heart and soul, and when he
had nmet the

Italian priest on the Swi ss tour bus, he had spent al nost
five hours

goi ng on about his honmetown. The priest had told himhe
wanted to

practice his English, but actually, as he thought back on
it, Dan had

done al nost all the talking.

"Waco has everything," he had confided to the priest.

"Qur climate's great. We don't allowit to get too hot or



too cold. W

have twenty-three schools in the school district and
Bayl or University.

W have four newspapers, ten radio stations, and five
t el evi sion

stations.

W have a Texas Ranger Hall of Fane that will knock you
out. | mean,

we're talking history. If you like fishing, Father, the
Brazos River is

an experience you'll never forget. Then, we have a safar
ranch and a
big art center. | tell you, Waco is one of the unique

cities of the
worl d. You nust cone and pay us a visit." And the little

ol d priest
had sm | ed and nodded, and Wayne wondered how nuch Engli sh
he really

under st ood.

Dan Wayne's father had | eft hima thousand acres of

ranchl and, and the

son had built up his cattle herd fromtw thousand to ten
t housand.

There was also a prize stallion that was going to be worth
a fortune.

And now the bastards were trying to take it all away from
him It

wasn't his fault that the cattle nmarket had gone to hell
or that he had

gotten behind with his nortgage paynents. The banks were
closing in for

the kill, and his only chance to save hinself was to find
sonmeone who

woul d buy the ranch, pay off his creditors, and | eave him
with alittle

profit.

Wayne had heard about a rich Swiss who was | ooking for a
ranch i n Texas,
and he had flown over to Zurich to neet him In the end,



It had turned

out to be a wild-goose chase. The dude's idea of a ranch
was an acre or

two with a nice little vegetabl e garden. She-eet!

That was how Dan Wayne had happened to be on the tour bus
when t hat

extraordinary thing occurred. He had read about flying
saucers, but he

had never believed in them Now, by God, he certainly
did. As soon as

he returned honme, he had called the editor of the |ocal
newspaper .

"Johnny, | just saw an honest-to-God flying saucer with
some dead,

funny- 1 ooki ng people init."

"Yeah? Did you get any pictures, Dan?"

“No. | took sone, but they didn't conme out."

“"Never mnd. W'll send a photographer out there. Is it

on your

ranch?"

"Well, no. As a matter of fact, it was in Switzerland."
There was a

si | ence.

"Oh. Well, if you happen to cone across one on your ranch,

Dan, give ne
anot her call."

"Wait! |'m being sent a picture by sone fell ow who saw
the thing."

But Johnny had al ready hung up. And that was that.

Wayne al nost wi shed that there would be an invasi on of
al i ens.

Maybe they would kill off his dammed creditors. He heard
the sound of a



car comng up the drive and rose and wal ked over to the
w ndow. Looked

| i ke an easterner. Probably another creditor. These days
t hey were

com ng out of the woodwork. Dan Wayne opened the front
door.

" Howdy. "

"Dani el Wayne?"

"My friends call ne Dan. Wat can | do for you?"

Dan Wayne was not at all what Robert had expect ed.

He had envi sioned a stereotype of a burly Texan. Dan
Wayne was sl i ght

and ~ristocratic-looking, wth an al nost shy manner. The
only thing

that gave away his heritage was his accent.

“I wonder if | mght have a few m nutes of your tinme?"
"That's about all 1've got left,” Wayne sai d.

"By the way, you're not a creditor, are you?"

"A creditor? No."

"Good. Cone on in."

The two nmen wal ked into the living room It was |arge and
confortably

furni shed with western-style furniture.

"This is a nice place you have here," Robert said.

"Yeah. | was born in this house.

Can | offer you anything? A cold drink, mybe?"

"No, thanks. I'"'mfine."

"Have a seat."



Robert sat down on a soft, |eather couch.
"What did you want to see ne about ?"
"I believe you took a bus tour in Switzerland | ast week?"

"That's right. Is ny ex-wife having ne foll owed? You
don't work for
her, do you?"

"No, sir."
"Oh." He suddenly under st ood.

"You're interested in that UFO thing. Dammdest thing I
ever saw. |t

kept changi ng colors. And those dead aliens!" He
shudder ed.

"I keep dream ng about it.

"M . Wayne, can you tell nme anything about the other
passengers who were
on that bus?"

"Sorry, | can't help you out there. | was traveling
al one. "

"I know, but you spoke to sone of the other passengers,
didn't you?"

"To tell you the truth, | had a lot on ny mind. | wasn't
payi ng much
attention to anyone else.”

"Do you renenber anything about any of then®"

Dan Wayne was silent for a nonent.

"Well, there was an Italian priest. | talked to himquite
a bit. He

seened like a nice fellow. | want to tell you sonething,
that flying



saucer thing really shook hi mup. He kept tal king about
the devil."

"Did you speak to anyone el se?"

Dan Wayne shrugged.

"Not really. ... Wait a minute. | talked a little bit
to sonme fell ow

who owns a bank in Canada." He ran his tongue across his
lips.

"To tell you the truth, I"'mhaving a little financial
probl em here with
the ranch. It [ ooks as though | might lose it. | hate

goddamm bankers.

They're all bl oodsuckers. Anyway, | thought this fell ow
m ght be

different. Wien | found out he was a banker, | talked to
hi m about

trying to work out some kind of |oan arrangenment here.
But he was j ust

like all the rest of them He couldn't have been | ess

I nterested.”

"You said he was from Canada?"

"Yeah, Fort Smith, up in the Northwest Territories.
I"'mafraid that's about all | can tell you." Robert tried
to conceal

his excitenent.

"Thank you, M. Wayne, you've been very hel pful." Robert
rose.

"That's it? Wuld you like to stay for supper?”

"No, thanks. | have to be on ny way. Good luck with the
ranch. "

"Thanks. "

Fort Smth, Canada Northwest Territories Robert waited



until General
Hlliard cane on the | ne.

"Yes, Commander ?"

"I found another w tness. Dan Wayne. He owns The
Ponder osa, a ranch
out si de of Waco, Texas."

“Very good. |I'll have our office in Dallas speak to him"
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In Langley, Virginia, the deputy director of the Central
Intelligence
Agency studi ed the transm ssion thoughtfully. Nunber six.

Thi ngs were going well. Commander Bellany was doing an
extraordi nary

j ob. The decision to select himhad been a w se one.
Janus had been

right. The man was always right. And he had the power to
have his

W shes carried out. So nmuch power. ... The director

| ooked at the

nmessage again. Make it |look |Iike an accident, he thought.
That

shouldn't be difficult. He pressed a buzzer.

The two nen arrived at the ranch in a dark blue van. They
parked in the
courtyard and got out of the car, carefully | ooking



around. Dan Wayne's

first thought was that they had cone to take possession of
the ranch. He

opened the door for them

"Dan Wayne?"
"Yes. What can |-?"
That was as far as he got.

The second man had stepped behind himand hit himhard
across the skull
with a bl ackj ack.

The | arger of the two nen slung the unconscious rancher
over his

shoul der and carried himoutside to the barn. There were
ei ght horses

in the barn. The nen ignored them and wal ked to the | ast
stall in back.

Inside was a beautiful black stallion. The | arge man
said, "This is the
one." He put Wayne's body down.

The second man picked up a cattle prod fromthe ground,
stepped up to

the stall door, and hit the stallion with the electric
prod. The

stallion whinnied and reared up. The man hit him hard
agai n across the

nose. The stallion was bucking wildly now, confined in
the smal |l space,

smashi ng against the walls of the stall, his teeth bared
and the whites

of his eyes flashing.

“"Now, " the smaller nman said. H's conpanion lifted the
body of Dan Wayne

and tossed it over the half door into the stall. They

wat ched t he

bl oody scene for several nonents, then, satisfied, turned
and left.
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Day Nine Fort Smith, Canada

Fort Smith, in the Northwest Territories, is a prosperous

town of two

t housand people, nost of themfarners and cattle ranchers,
wth a

sprinkling of nerchants. The climate is denmanding, with

| ong and

rigorous wnters, and the town is living proof of Darwin's
t heory of the

survival of the fittest.

W liam Mann was one of the fit ones, a survivor. He had
been born in

M chigan, but in his early thirties, he had passed through
Fort Smth on

a fishing trip and had decided that the community needed
anot her good

bank. He had seized the opportunity. There was only one

ot her bank

there, and it took WIlliam Mann | ess than two years to put
hi s

conpetitor out of business. Mann ran his bank the way a
bank shoul d be

run. H's god was mat hematics, and he sawto it that the
nunber s al ways

came out to his benefit. Hs favorite story was the joke
about the man

who went to a banker pleading for a | oan so that his young



son coul d

have an i mredi ate operation to save his |ife. Wen the
applicant said

he had no security, the banker told himto get out of his
of fice.

"1l go," the man said, "but I want to tell you that in
all ny years,
|'ve never net anyone as col dhearted as you are."

"Wait a mnute," the banker replied.

"1l make you a sporting proposition. One of ny eyes is.
a gl ass eye.

If you can tell me which one it is, I'll give you the

| oan.™ Instantly,

the man said, "Your |left one." The banker was amazed.

"No one knows that. How could you tell?"

The man said, "That's easy. For a nonent, | thought I
detected a gl eam

of synpathy in your left eye, so | knew it nust be your
gl ass eye."

That, to WIliam Mann, was a good busi nessnman's story.
One did not

conduct busi ness based on synpathy. You had to | ook at
the bottom i ne.

Wil e ot her banks in Canada and the United States were
toppling |ike

tenpins, WIliam Mann's bank was stronger than ever. H's
phi | osophy was

sinple: No |loans to start up businesses. No investnents
in junk bonds.

No | oans to nei ghbors whose children m ght desperately
need an
oper ati on.

Mann had a respect that bordered on awe for the Sw ss
banki ng system
The gnones of Zurich were bankers' bankers. So, one day,



W1 1iam Mann

decided to go to Switzerland to speak to sone of the
bankers there to

learn if there was anything he was m ssing, any way he
coul d squeeze

nore cents out of the Canadian dollar. He had been

recei ved graciously,

but in the end he had | earned nothing new. H s own
banki ng net hods were

adm rabl e, and the Sw ss bankers had not hesitated to tell
himso. On

the day he was to | eave for hone, Mann decided to treat
hinmself to a

tour of the Alps. He had found the tour boring. The
scenery was

i nteresting, but no prettier than the scenery around Fort
Smth. One of

t he passengers, a Texan, had dared try to persuade himto
make a | oan on

a ranch that was going into bankruptcy. He had | aughed in
the man's

face. The only thing about the tour that was of any

I nterest was the

crash of the so-called flying saucer. Mann had not
believed in the

reality of that for an instant. He was sure it had been
staged by the

Swi ss governnment to inpress tourists. He had been to Walt
Di sney Worl d,

and he had seen simlar things that | ooked real but were
faked. It's

Switzerland's gl ass eye, he thought sardonically.

Wl liam Mann was happy to return hone.

Every m nute of the banker's day was neticul ously
schedul ed, and when

his secretary cane in and said that a stranger w shed to
see him Mnn's

first instinct was to dism ss him

"What is it he wants?"

"He says he wants to do an interview wth you. He's



witing an article
about bankers."

That was a different matter entirely. Publicity of the
ri ght kind was

good for business. WIIliam Mann strai ghtened his jacket,
snoot hed down

his hair, and said, "Send himin." Hs visitor was an
Aner i can.

He was wel | -dressed, which indicated that he worked for
one of the

better nmagazi nes or newspapers.

"M . Mann?"

"Yes."

"Robert Bellany."

"My secretary tells me you want to do an article about ne.
"Well, not entirely about you," Robert said.

"But you'll certainly be promnent init. My newspaper-"

"Whi ch newspaper is that?"

"The Wall Street Journal." Ah, yes. This is going to be
excel |l ent.

"The Journal feels that nost bankers are too isolated from
what's goi ng

on in the rest of the world. They seldomtravel, they
don't go to other

countries. You, on the other hand, M. Mann, have the
reputati on of

being very well traveled."

"l suppose | am ™ Mann sai d nodestly.
"As a matter of fact, | came back froma trip to

Switzerland just |ast
week. "



"Really? Did you enjoy it?"

"Yes. | met with several other bankers there. W

di scussed world

econom cs. "

Robert had pull ed out a notebook and was maki ng notes.
"Did you have any tinme for pleasure?”

“"Not really. Oh, | took alittle tour on one of those
buses. | had

never seen the Al ps before.”

Robert nade anot her note.

"Atour. Nowthat's exactly the kind of thing we're

| ooki ng for,"

Robert said encouragingly.

"I imagine you net a lot of interesting people on the
bus. "

"I nteresting?"

He t hought about the Texan who had tried to borrow noney.
“"Not really."

" Oh?"

Mann | ooked at him The reporter obviously expected him
to say nore.

"You'l | certainly be promnent init."
"There was this Russian girl."

Robert made a note.

"Real ly? Tell ne about her."

"Well, we got to tal king, and | explained to her how



backward Russia was
and what terrible trouble they were heading for unless
t hey changed."

"She nust have been very inpressed,” Robert said.

"Oh, she was. Seened like a bright girl. For a Russian,
that is.

They're all pretty insulated, you know "
"Did she nention her nane?"

"No-wait. It was O ga sonething."

"Did she happen to say where she was fron?"

"Yes. She works as a librarian at the main branch in
Kiev. It was her

first trip abroad, | guess because of glasnost. If you
want ny

opinion.. .'~ He stopped to make sure Robert was witing
it down.

"CGorbachev sent Russia to hell in a handbasket. East

Ger many was handed

to Bonn on a plate. On the political front, Gorbachev
noved too fast,

and on the economc front he noved too slowy."
"That's fascinating,"
hal f hour with

t he banker, listening to his opinionated conments on
everything fromthe

Common Market to arns control. He was able to get no
further

I nformati on about ot her passengers.

Robert murnured. He spent anot her

When Robert returned to his hotel, he tel ephoned CGeneral
Hilliard' s
of fice.

"Just a nonent, Commander Bellany." He heard a series of
clicks, and



then General Hilliard was on the |ine.
"Yes, Commander ?"

“I'"ve traced anot her passenger, GCeneral."
"The nanme?"

"WIliam Mane. He owns a bank in Fort Smth, Canada."

"Thank you. |'ll have the Canadian authorities speak to
hi mri ght

away. "

"By the way, he gave ne another lead. |I'll be flying to
Russia this

evening. I'll need a visa fromlIntourist."

"Where are you calling fronf"
"Fort Smith."

"Stop at the Visigoth Hotel in Stockholm There will be
an envel ope for

you at the desk."

"Thank you."
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At eleven o' clock that evening, WIIliam Mann's door bel
rang. He was



not expecting anyone, and he disliked unannounced call ers.
H s

housekeeper had retired, and his wife was asleep in her
room upstairs.

Annoyed, Mann opened the front door. Two nen dressed in
bl ack suits

stood in the doorway.

"WIIliam Mann?"

"Yes."

One of the nen pulled out an identification card.
"We're fromthe Bank of Canada. May we cone in?"

Mann frowned.

"What's this about ?"

"We would prefer to discuss this inside, if you don't
m nd. "

"Very well." He led the nen into the |[iving room

"You were recently in Switzerland, were you not?"

The question threw himoff guard.

"What ? Yes, but what on earth-?"

"Whil e you were gone we had your books audited, M. Mann.
Are you aware

that there is a shortage in your bank of one mllion
dol I ars?"

WIlliam Mann | ooked at the two nen, aghast.

"What are you tal king about? | check those books every
week nysel f.

There has never been one penny m ssing!"

"One mllion dollars, M. Mann. W think you're



responsi bl e for
enbezzling it."

H s face was turning red. He found hinself sputtering.

"How how dare you! Get out of here before | call the
police."

"That won't do you any good. What we want you to do is
repent."

He was staring at them now, confused.

"Repent ? Repent what ?

You're crazy!"

“"No, sir."

One of the nen pulled out a gun.

"Sit down, M. Mnn."

Oh, ny God! |I'm being robbed.

"Look," Mann said, "take whatever you want. There's no
need for

vi ol ence and-"

"Sit down, please.”

The second man wal ked over to the liquor cabinet. It was
| ocked.

He smashed the gl ass and opened the cabinet. He picked up
a large water

glass, filled it with scotch, and carried it over to where
Mann was

seat ed.

"Drink this. It will relax you."

"l1-1 never drink after dinner. My doctorThe other man put
the gun to



WIlliam Mann's tenpl e.

"Drink it, or the glass is going to be full of your
brains. "

Mann under st ood now that he was in the hands of two
mani acs. He t ook
the glass in his shaking hand and took a sip.

"Drink it down."
He took a | arger swal |l ow
"What -what is it you want ?"

He rai sed his voice, hoping that his wife mght hear and
cone

downstairs, but it was a vain hope. He knew what a sound
sl eeper she

was. The nmen were obviously here to rob the house. Wy
don't they just

get on with it?

"Take anything," he said.

"I won't stop you."

"Finish up what's in the glass.™

"This isn't necessary. |-" The man punched hi m hard above
his ear. Mann

gasped wi th pain.

"Finish it."

He swal | oned the rest of the whiskey in one gulp and felt
It burning as

It went down. He was beginning to feel giddy.

"My safe is upstairs in the bedroom"” he said. H s words

wer e begi nni ng

to slur.

“I''l'l open it for you." Maybe that would wake his wfe



and she woul d
call the police.

"There's no hurry,"” the man with the gun sai d.
"You have plenty of tinme for another drink."

The second nan went back to the cabinet and filled the
glass to the brim
agai n.

"Here."

"No, really,"” WIIliam Mann protested.
"I don't want it."

The gl ass was shoved into his hand.
"Drink 1t down."

“I really don't-'
his ear. Mann
al nrost fainted fromthe pain.

A fist slamred into the sanme spot above

"Drink it."

Vell, if that's what they want, why not? The quicker this
nightmare is
over with, the better. He took a big swall ow and gagged.

“I'f I drink any nore, |'m gonna be sick." The man said
quietly, "If you
get sick, I'Il kill you."™ Mann | ooked up at himand then

at his
partner. There seened to be two of everybody.

"What do all of you want?"
he munbl ed.
"We told you, M. Mann.

W want you to repent.”



W1 1iam Mann nodded drunkenly.

"Ckay, | repent." The man sm | ed.

"You see, that's all we ask. Now. .."
He put a piece of paper in Mann's hand.

"All you have to do is wite 'I"msorry. Forgive ne.
W1 Iliam Mann

| ooked up blearily.

"That's all?"

"That's all. And then we'll | eave."

He felt a sudden sense of elation. So this is what it's
al |l about.

They're religious fanatics. As soon as they left, he
woul d call the

police and have themarrested. I'll see to it that the
bastards are

hanged.

"Wite, M. Mann."

It was difficult for himto focus.

"What did you say you want ne to wite?"

"Just wite 'I'msorry. Forgive ne.'"

"Right." He had difficulty holding the pen. He
concentrated very hard

and began to wite.

“I"msorry. Forgive ne."

The man took the paper from Mann's hand, holding it by the
edges.

"That's very good, M. Mann. See how easy that was?"



The room was begi nning to spin around.

"Yeah. Thank you. |'ve repented. Now would you | eave?"
"I see that you're | eft-handed.™

"What ?"

"You're | eft-handed."

"Yes."

"There's been a | ot of crime around here lately, M. Mann.
VW' re goi ng

to give you this gun to keep."

He felt a gun being placed in his left hand.

"Do you know how to use a gun?"

"No. "

"It's very sinple. You use it like this...." The man

lifted the gun to

Wl liam Mann's tenple and squeezed the banker's finger on
the trigger.

There was a nuffled roar. The bl oodstai ned note dropped
to the floor.

"That's all there is to it," one of the nen said.

"Good night, M. Mnn."
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Day Ten Fort Smth, Canada

The follow ng norning, bank exam ners reported a mllion
dol lars m ssing

from Mann's bank. The police listed Mann's death as a
sui ci de.

The m ssing noney was never found.
Day El even Brussels, 0300 Hours

General Shipley, the commandant at NATO headquarters, was
awakened by
hi s adj ut ant.

"I msorry to wake you up, General, but we seemto have a
situation on
our hands. "

General Shipley sat up, rubbing the sleep fromhis eyes.
He had had a

| ate night entertaining a group of visiting senators from
the United

St at es.

"What's the problem Billy?"

"I just received a call fromthe radar tower, sir. Either
all our

equi pnrent has gone crazy or we're having sone strange
visitors."

General Shipley pushed hinself out of bed.

"Tell themI'll be there in five mnutes."”

* * * The darkened radar roomwas filled with enlisted nen
and officers

gat hered around the |ighted radar screens in the center of
the room



They turned and sprang to attention as the general
ent er ed.
"At ease."” He wal ked over to the officer in charge,
Captain Ml ler.

"What's going on here, Lew s?"
Captain Mull er scratched his head.

"It beats nme. Do you know any plane that can travel
twenty-two thousand
mles per hour, stop on a dine, and go into reverse?"

General Shipley was staring at him
"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"According to our radar screens, that's what's been going
on for the

| ast half hour. At first we thought it m ght be sone kind
of electronic

device that's being tested, but we checked with the

Russi ans, the

British, and the French, and they're picking up the sane
thing on their

radar screens.”

"So, it couldn't be something in the equipnent," Ceneral
Shipley said

heavi l y.

"No, sir. Not unless you want to assune that all the
radar in the world
has suddenly gone crazy."

"How many of these have appeared on the screen?"

"Over a dozen. They nove so fast that it's hard to even
keep track of

them W pick themup, and they di sappear again. W' ve
el i m nat ed

at nospheric conditions, neteors, fireballs, weather



bal | oons, and any

kind of flying machine known to man. | was going to
scranbl e sone

pl anes, but these objects-whatever they are-are flying so
damed hi gh

that we'd never be able to get near them"

General Shipley wal ked over to one of the radar screens.
"I's anything comng in on your screens now?"
"No, sir. They're gone." He hesitated a nonent.

"But Ceneral, | have a terrible feeling they'll be com ng
back. "

O tawa, 0500 Hours

When Janus finished readi ng General Shipley's report

al oud, the Italian

stood up and said excitedly, "They are getting ready to
I nvade us!"

"They have already invaded us." The Frenchman.

"We are too | ate.

It is a catastrophe.” The Russi an.

"There is no way-" Janus interrupted.

"Gentlenen, it is a catastrophe we can prevent."

"How? You know their demands."” The Engli shman.

"Their demands are out of the question."™ The Brazilian.
"I't's no business of theirs what we do with our trees.
The so-called

greenhouse effect is scientific garbage, totally

unproven. "

"And what about us?"



The Gor man.

"If they forced us to clean up the air over our cities, we
woul d have to

shut down our factories. We would have no industries
left.”

"And we woul d have to stop manufacturing cars," the
Japanese sai d.

"And t hen where would the civilized world be?"

"We are all in the sane position." The Russian. 'u have
to stop al

pollution, as they insist, it would , the world's
econom es. We nust

buy nore tinme until Wars is ready to take themon."

Janus said crisply, "W are agreed on that. Qur diate
problemis to
keep our people calmand to avoid spread of panic."”

"How i s Commander Bel |l any progressing?"
The Canadi an.

"He's nmki ng excellent progress. He should be finished in
t he next day
or two."

Ki ev, the Soviet Union ike nost of her countrywonen, d ga
Romanchanko

had becone di senchanted with perestroika. In the

begi nning, all the

prom sed changes that were going to happen in Mt her
Russi a sounded so

exci ting.

The wi nds of freedom were bl ow ng through the streets, and
the air was

filled with hope. There were prom ses of fresh neat and
vegetables in

the shops, pretty dresses and real |eather shoes, and a
hundr ed ot her



wonder ful things. But now, six years after it had all
begun, bitter

disillusion had set in. Goods were scarcer than ever. It
was

| npossi ble to survive without the black market. There was
a shortage of

virtually everything, and prices had soared. The nmin
streets were

still filled with rytvina-huge potholes. There were
protest marches in

the streets, and crine was on the increase. Restrictions
wer e nore

severe than ever. Perestroi ka and gl asnost had begun to
seem as enpty

as the prom ses of the politicians who pronoted them

O ga had worked at the library in Lenkonsonol Square, in
the center of

Ki ev, for seven years. She was thirty-two years old and
had never been

outside the Soviet Union. Oga was reasonably attractive,
a bit

overwei ght, but in Russia that was not considered a

di sadvant age. She

had been engaged tw ce to nen who had noved away and
deserted her:

Dmitri, who had left for Leningrad; and |Ivan, who had
noved to Moscow.

O ga had tried to nove to Moscow to be with Ivan, but
W t hout a
propi ska, a Moscow residence permt, it was not possible.

As her thirty-third birthday approached, O ga was
determ ned that she

was going to see sonething of the world before the Iron
Curtain closed

around her once again. She went to the head I|ibrarian,
who happened to

be her aunt.

"I would like to take ny vacation, now," O ga said.

"When do you want to | eave?"



"Next week."
"Enj oy yourself."

It was as sinple as that. In the days before perestroika,
taking a

vacati on woul d have neant going to the Bl ack Sea or

Samar kand or

Thilisi, or any one of a dozen other places inside the
Sovi et Uni on.

But now, if she were quick about it, the whole world was
open to her.

O ga took an atlas fromthe library shelf and pored over
it. There was

such a big world out there! There was Africa and Asi a,
and North and

South Anmerica. ... She was afraid to venture that far.
O ga turned to

the map of Europe. Switzerland, she thought. That's
where 1"l go.

She woul d never have admitted it to anyone in the world,
but the main

reason Switzerl and appealed to her was that she had once
tasted Sw ss

chocol ate, and she had never forgotten it. She | oved
sweets. The candy

I n Russi a-when one could get it-was sugarless and tasted
terrible.

Her taste for chocolate was to cost A ga her life.

The journey on Aeroflot to Zurich was an exciting

begi nni ng. She had

never flown before. She | anded at the international
airport in Zurich

filled with anticipation. There was sonething in the air
t hat was

different. Maybe it is the smell of real freedom O ga

t hought .



Her finances were strictly limted, and she had made
reservations at a
smal |, inexpensive hotel, the Leonhare, at Limmatquai 136.

O ga checked in at the reception desk.

"This is ny first tinme in Switzerland," she confided to
the clerk, in
hal ti ng English

"Coul d you suggest sone things for ne to do?"
"Certainly. There is nmuch to do here,” he told her.

"Perhaps you should start with a tour of the city. | wll
arrange it."

"Thank you."

O ga found Zurich extraordi nary. She was awed by the

si ghts and sounds

of the city. The people on the street were dressed in
such fine clothes

and drove such expensive autonobiles. It seened to O ga
t hat everyone

In Zurich nmust be a mllionaire. And the stores! She

wi ndow shopped

al ong Bahnhof strasse, the mai n shoppi ng street of Zurich,
and she

marvel ed at the incredible cornucopia of goods in the
w ndows: There

were dresses and coats and shoes and lingerie and jewelry
and di shes and

furniture and autonobil es and books and tel evision sets
and radi os and

toys and pianos. There seened to be no end to the goods
for sale. And

then A ga stunbled across Sprungli's, famous for their
confections and

chocol ates. And what chocol ates! Four |arge storefront
wi ndows were

filled with a dazzling array of them

There were huge boxes of m xed chocol ates, chocol ate



bunni es, chocol ate

| oaves, chocol atecovered nuts. There were
chocol at e-covered bananas and

chocol ate beans filled with liqueurs. It was a feast just
to | ook at

the display in the windows. O ga wanted to buy

everyt hing, but when she

| earned the prices, she settled for a small box of
assorted chocol at es

and a | arge candy bar.

Over the next week, O ga visited the Zurichhorn Gardens
and the R etberg

Museum and the Grossnunster, the church erected in the

el eventh century,

and a dozen other wonderful tourist attractions. Finally,
her tinme was

runni ng out.

The hotel clerk at the Leonhare said to her, "The Sunshi ne
Tours Bus

Conmpany has a fine tour of the Alps. | think you m ght
enj oy t hat

before you | eave.™

"Thank you," O ga said.

"I ' wll try it." Wien O ga left the hotel, her first stop
was to visit

Sprungli's again, and the next stop was at the office of
t he Sunshi ne

Tours Bus Conpany, where she arranged to go on a tour. It
had proved to

be nost exciting. The scenery was breathtaking, and in
the m ddl e of

the tour, they had seen the explosion of what she thought
was a flying

saucer, but the Canadi an banker she was seated next to
explained that it

was nmerely a spectacle arranged by the Sw ss gover nnent
for tourists,

that there were no such things as flying saucers. d ga
was not

conpl etely convinced. When she returned hone to Kiev, she



di scussed it
w th her aunt.

"Of course there are flying saucers,” her aunt said.

"They fly over Russia all the tinme. You should sell your
story to a
newspaper .

O ga had considered doing it, but she was afraid that she
woul d be

| aughed at. The Conmuni st party did not like its nenbers
to get

publicity, especially the kind that m ght subject themto
ridicule. A

in all, Aga decided that, Dmtri and |Ivan aside, her
vacati on had been

the highlight of her life. It was going to be difficult
to settle down

to work again.

The ride along the newy built highway fromthe airport
into the center

of Kiev took the Intourist bus one hour. It was Robert's
first time in

Ki ev, and he was inpressed by the ubi quitous construction
al ong the road

and the | arge apartnent buil dings that seened to be
springing up

everywhere. The bus pulled up in front of the Dnieper
Hot el and

di sgorged its two dozen passengers. Robert |ooked at his
wat ch. Ei ght

P.M The library would be closed. Hi s business woul d
have to wait

until norning. He checked into the huge hotel, where a
reservation had

been made for him had a drink at the bar, and went into
t he austere

whi t ewashed di ning roomfor a dinner of caviar, cucunbers,
and tonat oes,

followed by a potato casserole flavored with tiny bits of
meat and

covered with heavy dough, all acconpani ed by vodka and



m neral water.

H s visa had been waiting for himat the hotel in

St ockhol m as GCener al

Hilliard had prom sed. That was a quick bit of

I nt er nati onal

cooperation, Robert thought. But no cooperation for ne.

"Naked" is the operational word.

After dinner Robert nmade a few inquiries at the desk and
meander ed over

to Lenkonmsonol Square. Kiev was a surprise to him One
of the ol dest

cities in Russia, it was an attractive, European-I|ooking
city, situated

on the Dnieper River, with green parks and tree-lined
streets.

Churches were everywhere, and they were spectacul ar
exanpl es of

religious architecture: There were the churches of St.
Viadimr and St.

Andrew, and St. Sophia, the last conpleted in 1037, pure
white with its

soaring blue bell tower, and the Pechersk Mnastery, the
tall est

structure in the city. Susan would have |oved all this,
Robert thought.

She had never been to Russia. He wondered if she had
returned from

Brazil yet. On an inpul se, when he returned to his hotel
room he

t el ephoned her, and to his surprise the call was put

t hr ough al nost

I mredi at el y.

"Hel | 0?"
That throaty, sexy voice.

"H . How was Brazil ?"



"Robert! | tried to tel ephone you several tinmes. There
was no answer."

“I'"'mnot hone.
"Oh." She had been trained too well to ask where he was.
“"Are you feeling well?"

For a eunuch, I'min wonderful shape.

"Sure. Great. How s Money- Mont e?"

"He's fine. Robert, we're leaving for Gbraltar
tonmorrow. " On

Moneybags's fucking yacht, of course. What was the nane
of it? Ah,

yes. The Hal cyon.

"The yacht ?"

"Yes. You can call ne on it. Do you renenber the cal
| etters?”

He remenbered. W5 337. What did the W5 stand for?
Wonder ful Susan?
Wiy separate?... Wfe stealer?

" Robert ?"

"Yes, | renmenber. Whiskey Sugar 337."

"WIIl you call? Just to let me know you're all right."
"Sure. | mss you, baby."

A long, painful silence. He waited. Wat did he expect
her to say?

Conme rescue me fromthis charm ng man who | ooks |i ke Paul
Newran and

forces ne to go on his two-hundred-and-fifty -foot yacht
and live in our

squalid little palaces in Monte Carl o and Mrocco and



Pari s and London

and God al one knew where el se. Like an idiot, he found
hi nsel f hal f

hopi ng she would say it.

"I mss you, too, Robert. Take care of yourself." And
t he connecti on
was broken. He was in Russia, alone.

Day Twel ve Kiev, the Soviet Union

Early the following norning, ten mnutes after the library
opened,

Robert wal ked into the huge, gl oony building and
approached t he

reception desk.

"Good norning," Robert said.
The woman behi nd the desk | ooked up.
"Good norning. Can | help you?"

"Yes. I'mlooking for a woman whom | bel i eve works here,
d ga-"

" ga? Yes, yes." She pointed to another room

"She will be in there."
"Thank you."

It had been as easy as that. Robert wal ked into the other
room past

groups of students solemly studying at |ong tables.
Preparing for what

ki nd of future? Robert wondered. He reached a smaller
readi ng room and

wal ked i nside. A woman was busily stacking books.

"Excuse nme," Robert said. She turned.

"Yes?"



"d ga?"
"I am d ga. What do you wish with ne?"
Robert sm | ed di sarm ngly.

"I"'mwiting a newspaper article on perestroika and how it
affects the

average Russian. Has it nmade nuch difference in your
life?"

The woman shrugged.

"Before Gorbachev we were afraid to open our nouths. Now
we can open

our nouths, but we have nothing to put in them" Robert
tried anot her

tactic.

"Surely there are sone changes for the better. For
I nstance, you are
able to travel now. "

"You nust be joking. Wth a husband and six children, who
can afford to

travel ?"

Robert pl owed on.

"Still, you went to Switzerl and, and-"

"Swi tzerland? | have never been to Switzerland in ny
life."

Robert said slowy, "You' ve never been to Switzerl and?"

"I just told you." She nodded toward a dark-haired woman

who was
coll ecting books fromthe table.

"She's the lucky one who got to go to Switzerland."

Robert took a quick | ook.



"VWhat's her nanme?"
"O ga. The sanme as nmne." He sighed.
"Thank you."

A mnute |ater, Robert was in a conversation with the
second d ga.

"Excuse ne," Robert said.

"I"'mwiting a newspaper article on perestroika and the
effect that it's

had on Russian lives." She | ooked at himwarily.

"Yes?"

"What's your nane?"

" ga. dga Romanchanko."

"Tell me, A ga, has perestroi ka nmade any difference to
you?"

Six years earlier, O ga Romanchanko woul d have been afraid
to speak to a

foreigner, but now it was all owed.

“"Not really," she said carefully.

"BEverything is nuch the sane."

The stranger was persistent.

“"Not hing at all has changed in your |ife?"

She shook her head.

“"No." And then added patriotically, "OF course, we can
travel outside

the country now. "

He seemed i nterested.



"And have you travel ed outside the country?"

"Ch, yes," she said proudly.

"I have just returned fromSw tzerland. Is very beautiful
country. "

"l agree," he said.

"Did you get a chance to neet anyone on the trip?"

"I met many people. | took bus, and we went through high
nount ai ns. The

Al ps." Suddenly, O ga realized she shouldn't have said
t hat because the

stranger m ght ask her about the spaceship, and she did
not want to talk

about that. It could only get her into trouble.
"Real | y?"

asked Robert.

"Tell me about the people on the bus.” Relieved, O ga
responded, "Very

friendly. They were dressed so-" She gestured.

“Very rich. | even net man fromyour capital city,
Washi ngton, D.C "

“You di d?"

"Yes. Very nice. He gave ne card."
Robert's heart skipped a beat.

"Do you still have it?"

"No. | threw it away." She | ooked around.
"I's better not keep things |ike that." Damm!

And then she added, "I remenber his nane. Parker, |iKke
your Anerican



pen. Kevin Parker. Very inportant in politics. He tells
senators how
vote."

Robert was taken aback.

"I's that what he told you?"

"Yes. He takes themon trips and gives gifts, and then

t hey vote for

things his clients need. That is the way denocracy works
in Arerica."

A | obbyist. Robert let AOga talk for the next fifteen

m nut es, but he

got no further useful information about the other
passengers. Robert

t el ephoned General Hilliard fromhis hotel room

"l found the Russian witness. Her nane is O ga
Ronmanchanko. She wor ks

in the main library in Kiev."

"I'"l'l have a Russian official speak to her."
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That afternoon Robert was on an Aerofl ot Tupol ev Tul54 jet
to Paris.

When he arrived three hours and twenty-five mnutes |ater,

he
transferred to an Air France flight to Washi ngton, D.C



At two AAM 0O ga Romanchanko heard the squeal of brakes
as a car pulled

up in front of the apartnment buil ding where she lived, on
Vertryk

Street. The walls of the apartnment were so thin that she
coul d hear

voi ces outside on the street. She got out of bed and

| ooked out the

wi ndow. Two nen in civilian clothes were getting out of a
bl ack Chai ka,

t he nodel used by governnment officials. They were
approachi ng the

entrance to her apartnment building. The sight of them
sent a shiver

t hrough her. Over the years, sone of her nei ghbors had

di sappear ed,

never to be seen again. Sone of them had been sent to the
@Qulags in

Si beria. O ga wondered whomthe secret police were after
this time, and

even as she was thinking it, there was a knock on her
door, startling

her. What do they want with ne? she wondered. It nust

be sone

m st ake.

When she opened the door, the two nmen were standing there.
"Conr ade A ga Romanchanko?"

"Yes."

"d avnoye Razvedyvat el noye Upravl eniye." The dreaded GRU.
They pushed their way past her into the room

"What -what is it you want ?"

"We will ask the questions. | am Sergeant Yuri G onkov.
This is

Sergeant Vladimr Zensky." She felt a sudden sense of
terror.



"What ' s-what's wong? What have | done?"
Zenmsky pounced on it.

"COh, so you know you have done sonet hing wong!"

"No, of course not," Oga said, flustered.

"I do not know why you are here."
"Sit down," G onkov shouted. O ga sat.

"You have just returned froma trip to Swtzerland, nyet?"
"Y-yes," she stuttered, "but i~it was. ... | got
perm ssion from"

"Espionage is not |legal, O ga Romanchanko."
" Espi onage?"

She was horrified.

"I don't know what you are tal ki ng about."
was staring

at her body, and O ga suddenly realized she was wearing
only a thin

ni ght gown.

The | arger man

"Let's go. You are comng with us."

"But there is sone terrible mstake. I'"'ma |ibrarian.
Ask anybody here whoHe pulled her to her feet.

" Cone. "

"Where are you taking ne?"

"To headquarters. They want to question you." They

al l owed her to put

on a coat over her nightgown.

She was shoved down the stairs and into the Chai ka. O ga



t hought of all

t he people who had ridden in cars like this before and had
never

returned, and she was nunb with fear.

The | arger man, G onkov, was driving. O ga was seated in
the back with

Zensky. He sonehow seened | ess frightening to her, but

she was

petrified by who they were and what was going to happen to
her .

"Pl ease believe ne," O ga said earnestly.

"I woul d never betray ny-"

"Shut up,"” Gonkov barked.

VI adi mr Zensky said, "Look, there's no reason to be rough
with her. As

a matter of fact, | believe her."

O ga felt her heart | eap wth hope.

"Ti mes have changed," Conrade Zensky went on.

"Conr ade Gorbachev doesn't |ike us to go around bot hering
I nnocent

peopl e. Those days are past."

"Who said she's innocent?"

Gronkov grow ed.

"Maybe she is, maybe she isn't. They'll find out soon
enough at

headquarters."”

O ga sat there listening to the two nmen di scussi ng her as
I f she were

not there.

Zensky said, "Come now, Yuri, you know that at
headquarters she w ||



confess, whether she's guilty or not. | don't like this."

"That's too bad. There's nothing we can do about it.
"Yes, there is."
n W]at ?Il

The man next to A ga was silent for a nonent.
"Listen,"” he said, "why don't we just |let her go? W
could tell them

she was not at hone.

We'll put themoff for a day or two, and they will forget
al |l about her
because they have so many people to question.™

Oga tried to say sonething, but her throat was too dry.
She
desperately wanted the man beside her to win the argunent.

G onkov grunbl ed.

"Why shoul d we risk our necks for her? What do we get out
of 1t? What
is she going to do for us?"

Zensky turned and | ooked at O ga questioningly. O ga
found her voi ce.

"l have no noney," she said.

"Who needs your noney? W have plenty of noney." G onkov
sai d, "She

has sonet hi ng el se.
said, "Wait a

m nute, Yuri |vanovich, you can't expect her to do that."

Before A ga could reply, Zensky

"That's up to her. She can either be nice to us or go
down to

headquarters and get beaten up for a week or twd. Mybe
they' || keep

her in a nice shizo."



O ga had heard about shizos. Unheated four-by-eight-foot
cells with
wooden- pl ank bed and no bl ankets.

"Be nice to us." Wiat did that nean?
"I't'"s up to her."

Zensky turned to d ga.

"What do you want to do?"

"I-1 don't understand."

"What ny partner is saying is that if you're nice to us,
we coul d just

drop this whole thing. In alittle while, they'll
probably forget about

you. "

"What - what woul d | have to do?"
G onkov grinned at her in the rearview mrror

"Just give us a few mnutes of your tine." He renenbered
sonet hi ng he

had once read.

"Just lie there and think of the czar."
suddenly

under st ood what they were getting at.

He giggled. A ga

She shook her head.

"No, | could not do that."

"Right." Gonkov started speedi ng up.

"They'll have a good tinme with you at headquarters."”
"Wait!" She was in a panic, not know ng what to do.

She had heard horror stories of what had happened to



peopl e who had been

arrested and becone zeks. She had thought that that was
all finished,

but now she could see that it was not. Perestroika was
still just a

fantasy. They woul d not allow her to have an attorney or
talk to

anyone. In the past, friends of hers had been raped and
nmur dered by the

GRU. She was trapped. |If she went to jail, they could
keep her for

weeks, beating her and raping her, naybe worse. Wth

t hese two nen, at

| east it would be over in a few m nutes and then they
woul d | et her go.

O ga nmade her deci sion.
"All right," she said m serably.

"Do you wish to go back to ny apartnent?”

G onkov said, "I know a better place." He turned the car
around. Zensky

whi spered, "I'msorry about this, but he's in charge. |
can't stop

him "

A ga sai d not hi ng.

They drove past the bright red Shevchenko Opera House and
headed for a

| arge park bordered by trees. It was conpletely deserted

at this hour.

G onkov drove the car under the trees and turned off the

| i ghts and

engi ne.

"Let's get out," he said.
The three of them got out of the car.

G onkov | ooked at Q ga.



"You're lucky. We're letting you off easy. | hope you
appreciate it."

A ga nodded, too frightened to speak. G onkov led themto
a smal |
cl eared area.

"Get undressed.”

"It's cold,"” O ga said.

"Couldn't we-?"
Gronkov sl apped her hard across the face.
"Do as you're told before I change ny mnd."

O ga hesitated an instant, and as his armdrew back to hit
her agai n,
she started unbuttoning her coat.

"Take it off" She let it drop to the ground.
"Now t he ni ghtgown."

Slowy, Oga lifted the nightgown over her head and pulled
it off,

shivering in the cold night air, standing naked in the
noonl i ght .

"N ce body," Gonkov said. He squeezed her nipples.

"Pl ease-"

"You nmake one sound, and we take you to headquarters." He
pushed her to
t he ground.

| won't think about this. I'll pretend "'min Switzerland
on the bus
tour, looking at all the beautiful scenery.

G onkov had dropped his pants and was spreading A ga's
| egs apart.



| can see the Al ps covered with snow. There is a sleigh
going by with a
young boy and girl init.

She felt himplace his hands under her hips, and he shoved
hi s mal eness
into her, hurting her.

There are beautiful cars along the highway. Mre cars
than | have ever

seen innmy life. In Swtzerland everybody has a car. He
was pl ungi ng

I nto her harder now, pinching her, making wld, aninal
noi ses.

| will have a little hone in the nountains. Wat do the
Swi ss call
then? Chalets. And I w il have chocol ates every day.

Boxes of them

G onkov was w t hdrawi ng now, breathing heavily.

He stood up and turned to Zensky.

"Your turn." | will get married and have children, and we
will all go

skiing in the Alps in winter.

Zensky had zi pped open his pants and was clinbing on top
of her.

It will be such a wonderful life. | wll never return to
Russi a.

Never. Never. Never.

He was inside her now, hurting her nore than the other man
had,

squeezi ng her buttocks and pushing her body into the cold
ground unti |

t he pain was al nost unbearabl e.

W will live on a farmwhere it's quiet and peaceful al



the tinme, and

we will have a garden with beautiful flowers. Zensky
finished with her

and | ooked up at his conpani on.

"I bet she enjoyed it." He grinned.

He reached down for A ga's neck and broke it.

The follow ng day there was an itemin the | ocal paper
about a librarian

who had been raped and strangled in the park. There was a
stern warni ng

fromthe authorities that it was dangerous for young wonen
to go to the

park al one at night.
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Wllard Stone and Monte Banks were natural enenmies. They
wer e bot h

rut hl ess predators, and the jungle they prow ed was the
stone canyons of

Wall Street, with its high-powered takeovers, |everaged
buyouts, and

stock deal s.

The first tine the two nen clashed was during the
attenpted takeover of

a huge utility conpany. WIllard Stone made the first bid
and

anticipated no problem He was so powerful and his



reputation so

fearsone that very few people dared challenge him It was
a great

surprise then when he | earned that a young upstart naned
Mont e Banks was

contesting his bid. Stone was forced to raise his own

bid, and the ante

kept going up. Wllard Stone finally acquired control of

t he conmpany,

but at a nuch higher price than he had antici pated payi ng.

Six nmonths later, in a takeover bid for a |arge

el ectronics firm Stone

was confronted again by Monte Banks. The bi ddi ng kept
escal ating, and

this tinme Banks won. When Wl ard Stone | earned that
Mont e Banks

i ntended to conpete with himfor control of a conputer
conpany, he

decided it was tine to neet wwth his conpetitor. The two
men net on

neutral ground in Paradise |Island, in the Bahanas.

Wl lard Stone had

made a thorough investigation into the background of his
conpetitor,

| earni ng that Monte Banks cane froma wealthy oil famly
and had

brilliantly managed to parlay his inheritance into an

I nt ernati onal

congl oner at e.

The two nmen sat down to lunch. WIllard Stone, old and
W se; Monte

Banks, young and eager. WIllard Stone opened the
conversati on.

"You're becomng a pain in the ass.”

Mont e Banks gri nned.

"Coming fromyou, that's a big conplinent."

"What is it you want?"



St one asked.

"The sanme as you. | want to own the world." Wllard
St one said

t houghtfully, "Well, it's a big enough world."

" Meani ng?"

"There's room enough for both of us.'
t hey becane

partners. Each ran his own business separately, but when
it cane to new

projects-tinber and oil and real estate-they went into
deal s toget her,

I nstead of conpeting with each other. Several tinmes the
Antitrust

Di vision of the Justice Departnent tried to stop their
deal s, but

Wllard Stone's connections always prevail ed. Mnte Banks
owned

chem cal conpani es responsi ble for massive pollution of

| akes and

rivers, but when he was indicted, the indictnent was
nysteriously

dr opped.

That was the day

The two nmen had a perfect synbiotic relationship.

Oper ati on Doonsday

was a natural for them and they were heavily involved in
it.

They were on the verge of closing a deal to purchase ten
mllion acres

of lush, tree-rich land in the Amazon rain forest. It was
going to be

one of the nost profitable deals they had ever gone into.

They could not afford to let anything stand in their way.
Day Thirteen Washi ngton, D.C.
The Senate of the United States was in plenary session.

The j uni or
senator from U ah had the fl oor



..... and what is happening to our ecology is a national
di sgrace.

It is time that this great body realized that it is its
sworn duty to

preserve the precious heritage that our forefathers
entrusted to us. it

is not only our sworn duty but our privilege to protect
the | and, the

air, and the seas fromthose vested interests that are
selfishly

destroying it. And are we doing this? Are we in al
consci ence doi ng

our best? O are we allow ng the voice of mammon to

I nfl uence us...?"

Kevin Parker, seated in the visitors' gallery, glanced at
his watch for

the third tine in five mnutes. He wondered how nuch

| onger the speech

was going to last. He was sitting through this only
because he was

havi ng lunch wth the senator and he needed a favor from
him Kevin

Par ker enj oyed wal ki ng through the corridors of power,
hobnobbi ng with

congressnen and senators, dispensing |largess in return for
political

favors.

He had grown up poor in Eugene, Oregon. Hi s father was an
al cohol i ¢ who

had owned a snmall | unberyard. An inept businessman, he
had turned what

shoul d have been a thriving business into a disaster.

The young boy had to work fromthe age of fourteen, and
because hi s

not her had run away with another man years earlier, he had
no home life

at all. He could easily have becone a drifter and ended

up like his

father, but his saving grace was that he was



extraordi narily handsone

and personable. He had wavy blond hair and fine
aristocratic features

that he nust have inherited from sone | ong-forgotten
ancestor. A few

af fl uent townspeople took pity on the boy, giving himjobs
and

encour agenent, going out of their way to assist him The
weal t hi est man

in town, Jeb Goodspell, was particularly eager to help
Kevi n and gave

hima part-time job with one of his conpanies. A

bachel or, Goodspel |

often invited young Parker to join himfor dinner at his
hore.

"You can be sonebody in this life," Goodspell told him
"but you can't
make it without friends."

"I know that, sir. And | certainly appreciate your
friendship.

Wrking for you is a real lifesaver."

"l could do a lot nore for you," Goodspell said. They
were seated on

the couch in the living room after dinner. He put his
arm around t he

young boy.

"Alot nore." He squeezed the boy's shoul der.

"You have a good body, do you know t hat ?"

"Thank you, sir."

"Do you ever get |onely?"
He was lonely all the tine.

"Yes, sir.

"Well, you don't have to be lonely anynore." He stroked



the boy's arm

"I get lonely, too, you know. You need soneone to hold
you cl ose and
confort you."

"Yes, sir.
"Have you ever had any girls?"

"Well, | went with Sue Ellen for a while."
"Did you sleep with her?"

The boy bl ushed.

"No, sir."

"How ol d are you, Kevin?"

"Si xteen, sSir.

"It's a great age. It's an age when you shoul d be
beginning to start a
career." He studied the boy a nonent.

“I'"l'l bet you'd be darn good in politics.™

"Politics? | don't know anything about that, sir.
"That's why you're going to school, to |earn things.

And |'mgoing to help you."

"Thank you.

"There are plenty of ways of thanking people," Goodspell
said. He
rubbed his hand al ong the boy's thigh.

"Many ways." He | ooked into Parker's eyes.

"You know what | nean?"



"Yes, Jeb."
That was t he begi nni ng.

When Kevin Parker was graduated from Churchill High
School , Goodspel |

sent himto the University of Oregon. The boy studied
political

sci ence, and Goodspell sawto it that his protege net
everybody. They

were all inpressed with the attractive young man. Wth
hi s connecti ons,

Par ker found that he was able to do favors for inportant
people and to

bri ng peopl e together. Becom ng a | obbyist in Wshi ngton
was a natural

step, and Parker was good at the job.

Goodspell had died two years earlier, but Parker had by
then acquired a

talent and a taste for what his nentor had taught him He
i ked to pick

up young boys and take themto out-of-the-way hotels where
he woul d not

be recogni zed.

The senator fromUah was finally finishing. ..... and |
say to you

now that we must pass this bill if we want to save what is
| eft of our

ecology. At this tinme, | would like to ask for a

roll-call vote."

Thank God, the endl ess session was al nbst over. Kevin
Par ker thought

about the evening that |ay ahead of him and he began to
get an

erection. The night before, he had net a young man at
Danny's P Street

Station, a well-known gay bar. Unfortunately, the young
man had been

Wi th a conpanion. But they had eyed each other during the
eveni ng, and

before he left, Parker had witten a note and slipped it



i nto the young

man's hand. It said sinply, "Tonorrow night." The young
man had sm | ed

and nodded.

Kevin Parker was hurriedly getting dressed to go out.

He wanted to be at the bar when the boy arrived. The
young man was much

too attractive, and Parker did not want hi m picked up by
sonmeone el se.

The front doorbell rang. Damm. Parker opened the door.

A stranger stood there.

"Kevi n Parker ?"

n YeS— n

"My nane is Bellany. 1'd like to talk to you for a

m nute. "

Parker said inpatiently, "You'll have to nake an

appoi ntment with ny

secretary. | don't discuss business after office hours.™

"This isn't exactly business, M. Parker. It concerns
your trip to
Switzerland a couple of weeks ago."

"My trip to Switzerl and? What about it?"

"My agency is interested in sone of the people you m ght
have net over

there." Robert flashed his false CIA identification.
Kevi n Parker studied the nman nore carefully. What could
the Cl A want

with hinf? They were so goddanmed nosy. Have | covered ny
ass?

There was no point in antagonizing the man. He snil ed.

"Cone in.



I"'mlate for an appoi ntnent, but you said this won't take
nore than a
m nut e?"

"No, sir. | believe you took a bus tour out of Zurich?"

So that's what this is all about. That flying saucer
busi ness. It had
been t he goddamdest thing he had ever seen.

"You want to know about the UFQO, don't you? Well, | want
to tell you
It was a weird experience."

"It nmust have been, but frankly, we at the agency don't
believe in

flying saucers. I'mhere to find out what you can tell ne
about your

fell ow passengers on the bus." Parker was taken aback.

"Oh. Well, I"'mafraid | can't help you there. They were
all strangers.”

"l understand that, M. Parker," Robert said patiently,
"but you nust

remenber sonet hing about them ™

Par ker shrugged.

"Well, a fewthings. ... | renmenber exchanging a few
words wth an

Engl i shman who took our pictures.”

Lesl i e Mot her shed.

"Who el se?"

"Ch, yes. | talked a little to a Russian girl. She
seened very

pl easant. | think she said she was a librarian

somewhere. "

A ga Romanchanko.



"That's excellent. Can you think of anyone else, M.
Par ker ?"

“"No, | guess that's about-oh, there were two other nen.
One was an

American, a Texan."

Dan Wayne.

"And the other one?"

"He was a Hungarian. He owned a carnival or circus or
sonet hing |ike

that in Hungary." He renenbered.

"It was a carnival."

"Are you sure about that, M. Parker?"

"Ch, yes. He was telling nme sone stories about the
carni val business.

He was certainly excited seeing that UFO. | think if he
coul d have, he

woul d have put it in his carnival as a sideshow | nust
admt, it was a
pretty awesone sight. | would have reported it, but

can't afford to
get mxed up with all the weirdos who claimthey saw
flying saucers.”

"Did he happen to nention his name?"
"Yes, but it was one of these unpronounceabl e foreign

nanes. |'mafraid
| don't renenber it.

"Do you renenber anything el se about hi n®"

"Only that he was in a hurry to get back to his carnival.

He gl anced
at his watch.

"I's there anything else | can do for you? I'mrunning a



little late. "

"No, thank you, M. Parker. You've been very hel pful."
"My pleasure.” He flashed Robert a beautiful smle.

"You nust drop by ny office and see nme sonetine. We'll
have a nice

chat . "

“I'"ll do that."

So it's nearly over, Robert thought. They can take ny job
and shove it.

It's tinme to pick up the pieces of nmy |ife and start over.
Robert placed a call to CGeneral Hilliard.

"1'"ve just about wrapped it up, Ceneral. | found Kevin
Parker. He's a

| obbyi st in Washington, D.C. I"mon ny way to check out

t he | ast

passenger.”

"' mvery pleased,"” Ceneral*Hi |liard said.

"You' ve done an excellent job, Comrander. Get bak to ne

as quickly as
you can."

"Yes, sir."
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When Kevin Parker arrived at Danny's P Street Station, he
found it even

nore crowded than it had been the evening before. The

ol der nmen were

dressed in conservative suits, while nost of the younger
nmen were in

Levi's, blazers, and boots. There were a few who | ooked
out of pl ace,

i n black-1eather outfits, and Parker thought that that

el ement was

di sgusting. Rough trade was dangerous, and he had never
gone in for

that sort of bizarre behavior. D scretion, that had

al ways been his

notto. Discretion. The handsone young boy was not there
yet, but

Par ker had not expected himto be. He would make his
entrance | ater,

beauti ful and fresh, when the others in the bar woul d be
tired and

sweaty. Kevin Parker wal ked up to the bar, ordered a
drink, and | ooked

around. Television sets on the walls were playing the MV
station.

Danny's was an S-and-M stand and nodel -bar. The younger
men woul d

assune poses that nmade them appear as attractive as
possi bl e, while the

ol der nen-the buyer-would | ook them over and nake their
sel ections. The

S-and-M bars were the classiest. There were never any
fights in them

for nost of the custoners had capped teeth, and they could
not afford to

chance having them knocked out. Kevin Parker noticed that
many of the

patrons had al ready selected their partners. He |istened
to the

fam liar conversations going on around him It fascinated
himthat the

conversations were always the sane, whether they took



pl ace in | eather

bars, dance bars, video bars, or underground clubs that
changed their

| ocati ons every week. There was an i ndi genous argot.

"That queen is nobody. She thinks she's Mss Thing...."
"He went off on nme for no reason. He gets so terribly

upset. Tal k
about sensitive "Are you a top or a bottonP"

"Atop. | have to give the orders, girl," snapping his
fingers.

"Good. | like taking them..."

"He read ne for filth. ... Just stood there criticizing
me ...

nmy wei ght, ny conplexion, ny attitude. | said, 'Mary,
it's over between

us." But it hurt. That's why |'mhere tonight... trying
to forget him

Could I have anot her drinks At one A M, the young boy
wal ked i n. He

| ooked around, saw Parker, and wal ked over to him The
boy was even

nore beautiful than Parker had renenbered.

"Good evening."

"Good evening. Sorry I'mlate.”

"That's all right. | didn't mnd waiting."
took out a

cigarette and waited while the older man it it for him

The young man

"1"ve been thinking about you," Parker said.
"Have you?"

The boy's eyel ashes were incredible.



"Yes. Can | buy you a drink?"

“I'f it will make you happy."

Par ker sm | ed.

"Are you interested in nmaki ng ne happy?"

The boy | ooked himin the eyes and said softly, "I think
so."

"I saw the nman you were here with [ast night. He's wong
for you."

"And you're right for me?"

"I could be. Wy don't we find out? Wuld you like to go
for alittle

wal k?"

"Sounds good. "

Parker felt a tingle of excitenent.

"1 know a cozy place where we can be al one."

"Fine. I'lIl skip the drink."

As they started toward the front door, it suddenly opened
and two | arge

young nen entered the bar. They stepped in front of the
boy, bl ocking

hi s way.

"There you are, you sonofabitch. Wiere's the noney you
owe ne?"

The young man | ooked up at him bew | dered.

"I don't know what you're tal king about. |'ve never seen
you be-"

"Don't give ne that shit." The man grabbed himby the
shoul der and



started marching himout to the street. Parker stood
there, furious.

He was tenpted to interfere, but he could not afford to
get involved in

anything that mght turn into a scandal. He stayed where
he was,

wat chi ng the boy di sappear into the night.

The second man smled at Kevin Parker synpathetically.
"You shoul d choose your conpany nore carefully. He's bad
news. " Parker

took a closer |ook at the speaker. He was bl ond and
attractive, with

al nrost perfect features. Parker had a feeling that the
eveni ng m ght

not be a total |oss, after all.

"You could be right," he said.

"We never know what fate has in store for us, do we?"
He was | ooking into Parker's eyes.

"No, we don't. My nane's Tom What's your nanme?"
"Paul . "

"Why don't you let nme buy you a drink, Paul ?"

"Thank you."

"Do you have any special plans for tonight?"

"That's up to you."

"How woul d you like to spend the night wth nme?"

"That sounds |ike fun."

"How nmuch noney are we tal ki ng about ?"

"1 like you. For you, two hundred."



"That seens reasonable.”

"It is. You won't be sorry."

Thirty mnutes |ater, Paul was |eading Kevin Parker into
an old

apartnent building on Jefferson Street. They wal ked
upstairs to the

third floor and entered a snall room Parker | ooked
around.

"I't'"s not nmuch, is it? A hotel would have been nicer."

Paul grinned.

“It's nore private here. Besides, all we need is the
bed. "

"You're right. Why don't you get undressed? | want to

see what |I'm
buyi ng. "

"Sure." Paul started stripping. He had a great body.

Par ker wat ched

him and he felt the old famliar urge beginning to build.
“Now, you get undressed," Paul whispered.

"Hurry, | want you."

"I want you too, Mary." Parker began to take off his
cl ot hes.

"What do you I|ike?"
Paul asked.
"Li ps or hips?"

"Let's make it a cocktail. Excuse the pun. W've got al
ni ght."

"Sure. I'"'mgoing into the bathroom" Paul sai d.



“I''l'l be right back."

Parker |ay on the bed naked, anticipating the exquisite
pl easures that

wer e about to happen. He heard his conpani on cone out of

t he bat hroom
and approach the bed. He held out his arns.

"Cone to nme, Paul," he said.
"“I'"'mcom ng."

And Parker felt a burst of agony as a knife slashed into
hi s chest.

H s eyes flew open. He | ooked up, gasping.
"My God, wha~?"
Paul was getting dressed.

"Don't worry about the noney," he said.

"I't's on the house."
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Robert Bellany m ssed the |ate news bulletin because he

was on a pl ane
to Hungary to find a nan who owned a carni val



Day Fourteen Budapest

The flight fromParis to Budapest on Malev Airlines took
two hours and

five mnutes. Robert knew very little about Hungary
except that during

Wrld War |1, it had been a partner in the Axis, and had
| at er becone a

Russi an satellite. Robert took the airport bus to the
center of

Budapest, inpressed by what he saw. The buil di ngs were
old and the

architecture classic. Parlianment House on the Rudol ph
Quay was a huge,

NeoGot hi ¢ structure that dom nated the city, and high
above the city on

Castle Hill was the Royal Pal ace. The streets were
crowded with

aut onobi | es and shoppers.

The bus stopped in front of the Hotel Duna
I nterconti nent al .

Robert wal ked into the | obby and approached the conci erge.
"Excuse ne," Robert said, "do you speak English?"

"l gan. Yes. What may | do for you?"

"A friend of mne was in Budapest a few days ago, and he
told ne he saw

a wonderful carnival. | thought as long as | was in town,
| mght take

a look at it. Can you tell ne where | mght find it?"
The conci erge frowned.

"Car ni val ?"

He pulled out a sheet of paper and scanned it.

"Let's see. |In Budapest at the present tinme, we have an

opera, several
t heater productions, ballet, night and day tours of the



city, excursions
in the country.. ." He | ooked up.

“I"'msorry. There are no carnivals."
"Are you sure?"

The conci erge handed the |list to Robert.

"See for yourself." It was witten in Hungarian.

Robert handed it back.
"Right. Is there anyone else | maght talk to about this?"

The concierge said, "The Mnistry of Culture m ght be able
to help you."

Thirty mnutes | ater, Robert was speaking to a clerk in
the office of

the Culture Mnistry.

"There is no carnival in Budapest. Are you sure your
friend saw it in
Hungar y?"

"Yes."

"But he did not say where?"

n m. n

"I amsorry. | cannot help you." The clerk was

| npati ent.

“If there is nothing else-' "No." Robert rose to his
feet.

"Thank you." He hesitat ed.
"I do have one nore question. If | wanted to bring a
circus or a

carnival into Hungary, would I have to get a permt?"

"Certainly."



"Where would | go for that?"
"To the Budapest Adm nistration of Licenses."

The |icenses building was | ocated in Buda npl ete nedi eval
city wall.

Robert waited for thirty m nutes before he was ushered
into the office

of a formal, ponpous official.

"Can | hel p you?"
Robert sm | ed.

"I hope so. | hate to take up your tine with sonething as
trivial as

this, but I"'mhere with nmy young son, and he heard about a
carniva

pl ayi ng sonewhere in Hungary, and | prom sed to take him
to see it. You

know how ki ds are when they get an idea in their heads."

The official stared at Robert, puzzled.
"What is it you wanted to see ne about ?"

"Well, to tell you the truth, no one seens to know where

t he carniva

I's, and Hungary is such a big and beautiful country-well,

| was told

that if anyone knew what was going on in Hungary, it would
be you."

The official nodded.

"Yes. Nothing like that is permtted to open w thout
bei ng i ssued a

license.” He pressed the buzzer, and a secretary cane in.
There was a

rapi d exchange in Hungarian. The secretary left and cane
back two

mnutes later with sone papers. She handed themto the
official. He



| ooked at them and said to Robert, "In the past three
nont hs, we have

i ssued two permits for carnivals. One closed a nonth
ago. "

"And t he ot her?"

"The other is currently playing in Sopron. Alittle town
near the
German frontier."

"Do you have the owner's nane?"
The official consulted the paper again.
"Bushf ekete. Lasl o Bushfekete."

* Lasl o Bushfekete was having one of the best days of his
life. Few

peopl e are | ucky enough to spend their lives doing exactly
what t hey

want to do, and Lasl o Bushfekete was one of those
fortunate few At six

foot four and three hundred pounds, Bushfekete was a big
man. He

sported a dianond wistwatch, dianond rings, and a |arge
gol d bracel et.

H s father had owned a small carnival, and when he died,
t he son had

taken it over. It was the only life he had ever known.
Lasl o

Bushf eket e had grandi ose dreans. He intended to expand
his little

carnival into the biggest and best in Europe. He wanted
to be known as

the P. T. Barnum of carnivals. At the nonent, however,
he could only

afford the usual sideshow attractions: the Fat Lady and
t he Tatt ooed

Man, the Sianese Twi ns and the Thousand- Year-QA d Minmy,
"dug up fromthe

bowel s of tonmbs in ancient Egypt." Theri there was the
Sword Swal | ower

and the Flame Eater, and the cute little Snake Charner,



Mari ka. But in

the end, all they really added up to was just another
traveling

car ni val

Now, overnight, all that was going to change. Laslo
Bushf ekete' s dream
was about to cone true.

He had gone to Switzerland to audition an escape artist he
had heard

about. The piece de resistance of the act was a routine
where the

performer was blindfol ded, handcuffed, |ocked in a small
trunk, then

| ocked in a larger trunk, and finally lowered into a tank
of water. It

had sounded fantastic over the tel ephone, but when
Bushfekete flew to

Switzerland to see it, he found that there was one

I nsur nount abl e

problem It took the escape artist thirty mnutes to
escape. No

audi ence in the world was going to stay around staring at
atrunk in a

tank of water for thirty mnutes. It had | ooked as though
the trip had

been a conplete waste of time. Laslo Bushfekete had
decided to take a

tour to kill the day until it was tinme to catch his pl ane.
As it turned

out, that ride changed his life.

Li ke his fell ow passengers, Bushfekete had seen the

expl osi on and raced

across the field to try to help any survivors in what they
all thought

was a plane crash. But the sight that had confronted him
was

i ncredi bl e. There was no question but that it was a
flying saucer, and

init were two strange-looking little bodies. The other
passengers

stood there gaping at it. Lasl o Bushfekete had wal ked



around to see
what the back of the UFO | ooked |i ke, and then he had
st opped, staring.

About ten feet in back of the weck, lying on the ground
out of sight of

the other tourists, was a tiny severed hand with six
fingers and two

opposi ng thunbs. Wt hout even thinking, Bushfekete had
taken out his

handker chi ef, scooped up the hand, and slipped it into his
carryall.

H s heart was beating wildly. He had in his possession
the hand of a

genui ne extraterrestrial! Fromnow on you can forget al
your fat

| adi es, tattooed nen, sword swallowers and flane eaters,
he thought.

"Step right up, |adies and gentlenen, for the thrill of a
lifetine.

What you're about to see is a sat that no nortal has ever
seen before.

You are | ooking at one of the nobst incredible objects in
t he uni verse.

It's not an animal. It's not a vegetable. It's not a
mneral. What is

It? It's part of the remains of an extraterrestrial... a
creature from

outer space. ... This is not science fiction, |adies and
gent | enen,

this is the real thing.... For five hundred forints, you
can have your

phot ograph taken with the..." And that rem nded him He

hoped that the

phot ogr apher who had been at the crash site would renmenber
to send the

phot ogr aph he had prom sed. He would have it blown up and
put next to

the exhibit. That would be a neat touch. Showranshi p.



That's what life
Is all about. Showmanshi p.

He could not wait to return to Hungary and start to
fulfill his
grandi ose dream

When he arrived hone and unw apped t he handkerchief, he
noti ced that the

hand had shrivel ed. But when Bushfekete rinsed off the
dirt, amazingly,

It regained its original firmess.

Bushf ekete had hi dden the hand safely away and had ordered
an i npressive

gl ass case with a special humdifier built for it. Wen
he was t hrough

exhibiting it in his carnival, he planned to travel with
it all over

Europe. Al over the world. He would set up exhibits in
museuns. He

woul d have private show ngs for scientists; perhaps, even
for heads of

state. And he woul d charge themall. There was no end to
t he fabul ous

fortune that |ay ahead. He had told no one about his good
| uck, not

even his sweetheart, Marika, the sexy little dancer who
wor ked with

cobras and puff adders, two of the nost dangerous
ophi di ans. O course,

their poison sacs had been renoved, but the audience did
not know t hat

because Bushfekete al so kept a cobra with its poison sac
intact. He

di spl ayed the snake free of charge to the public, which
wat ched it Kkill

rats. It wasn't surprising that people got a thrill out
of watching the

beautiful Marika | et her pet snakes slither across her
sensuous,

hal f - naked body. Two or three nights a week, Marika cane
into Laslo

Bushf ekete's tent and crawl ed across his body, her tongue



flicking in

and out |ike her pets. They had nade | ove the night
before, and

Bushf ekete was still exhausted from Marika's incredible
gymastics. His

rem ni scences were interrupted by a visitor.

"M . Bushfekete?"
"You're talking to him Wat can | do for you?"

"I understand you were in Switzerland | ast week."
Bushf eket e was
Instantly wary. Did soneone see ne pick up the hand?

"What - what about
it?"

"You went on a bus tour |ast Sunday?"
Bushf ekete said cautiously, "Yes."

Robert Bellany relaxed. It was finally over. This was

t he | ast

W tness. He had taken on an inpossible assignnent, and he
had done a

good job. A damed good job, if |I say so nyself "Il ehave
no i dea where

they are. Or who they are.” And he had found themall.
He felt as if

a trenendous burden had been lifted from his shoul ders.
He was free

now. Free to return hone and to begin a new life.

"What about ny trip, mster?"

"It's not inportant,” Robert Bellamy assured him
And it wasn't, not any |onger.

"I was interested in your fell ow passengers, M.
Bushf eket e, but now I

think I have all the information | need, so-"

"OCh, hell, | can tell you all about them" Laslo



Bushf eket e sai d.

"There was an Italian priest fromOvieto, Italy; a
CGerman-1 think he

was a chem stry professor from Minich; sone Russian girl
who worked in

the library in Kiev; a rancher from Waco, Texas; a
Canadl an banker from

the Territories; and sone | obbyist nanmed Parker from
Washi ngton, D.C. "

My God, Robert thought. If | had gotten ~ himfirst, |
coul d have saved
alot of time. The man is amazing. He recalled themall.

"You have quite a nenory," Robert said.
"Yeah." Bushfekete sm | ed.
"Oh, and there was that other woman."

"The Russi an wonan.

"No, no, the other woman. The tall, thin one who was
dressed in white."

Robert thought for a nonent. None of the others had
menti oned a second
worran.

"1 think you nust be m staken."
"No, I'mnot." Bushfekete was insistent.

"There were two wonen there. Robert made a nental count.

It sinmply
did not add up.
"There coul dn't have been."

Bushf ekete was i nsulted.

"When that photographer fellow took the pictures of all of
us in front



of that UFO, she was standing right next to ne. She was a
real beauty."
He paused.

"The funny part is | don't recall seeing her on the bus.
She was

probably in the back sonewhere.

| remenber she seened kind of pale. | was a little
worried about her."

Robert frowned.

"When all of you returned to the bus, was she with you?"
"Come to think of it, I don't renenber seeing her after
that. But | was

so excited by that UFO thing, | wasn't paying nuch
attention.”

There was sonething here that did not fit. Could there
have been el even

W tnesses instead of ten? |I'lIl have to check that out,
Robert thought.

"Thank you, M. Bushfekete," he said.

"My pl easure.™

"Good | uck."

Bushf eket e gri nned.

"Thanks." He didn't need | uck.

Not anynore. Not with the hand of a real genuine alien in
hi s

possessi on.

That night Robert Bellany made his final report to General
Hilliard.

"I have his nane. It's Lasl o Bushfekete. He runs a
carni val outside of



Sopron, Hungary."
"That's the | ast of the w t nesses?"

Robert hesitated an instant.
"Yes, sir." He had started to nention the eighth
passenger, but he

decided to wait until he had verified it. It seened too
| mpr obabl e.

"Thank you, Commander. Well done."
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They arrived in the mddle of the night, when the carnival
was shut

down. They left fifteen mnutes later, as silently as

t hey had cone.

Lasl o Bushfekete dreaned he was standing at the entrance
to the | arge

white tent, watching the huge crowd |ined up at the box
office to buy

their five-hundred-forint tickets.

"Conme right this way, fol ks. See the genui ne body part of
an alien from

outer space. Not a drawi ng, not a photograph, but an
actual part of an

actual ET. Only five hundred forints for the thrill of a
lifetinme, a



sight you will never forget."

And then he was in bed with Mari ka, and they were both
naked, and he

could feel her nipples pressing against his chest and her
t ongue

slithering across his body and she was crawling all over
him and he got

an erection, and he reached for her and his hands cl osed
over sonet hi ng

cold and sliny, and he woke up and opened his eyes and
screaned, and

t hat was when the cobra struck.

They found his body in the norning. The cage for the
poi sonous snake

was enpty.
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General Hilliard made a call on the red phone.
"Janus, |'ve received the final report from Commander
Bel | amy. He's

found the | ast of the witnesses. They've all been taken
care of ."

"Excellent. I'lIl informthe others. | want you to
proceed at once with

the rest of our plan.”

"I mredi ately. "
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Day Fifteen

Robert Bellany was in a dilenmma. Could there be an

el eventh wit ness?

And if there was, why didn't any of the others nention her
bef ore? The

clerk who sold the bus tickets had told himthere were
only seven

passengers. Robert was convinced that the Hungari an
carni val owner had

made a m stake. It would have been easy to ignore it, to
assune that it

was untrue, but Robert's training would not permt it.

He had been too well disciplined. Bushfekete's story had
to be checked

out. How? Robert thought about it. Hans Beckerman. The
bus driver

will know.

He placed a call to Sunshine Tours. The office was
cl osed. There was
no listing in Kappel for a Hans Beckernman.

"' mgoing to have to go back to Switzerland and settle
this, Robert

thought. | can't |eave any | oose ends. It was |ate at
ni ght when



Robert arrived in Zurich.

The air was cold and crisp, and there was a full noon.
Robert rented a

car and took the nowfamliar drive to the little village
of Kappel. He

drove past the church and pulled up in front of Hans
Becker man's hone,

convinced that he was on a wi | d-goose chase. The house
was dark. Robert

knocked on the door and waited. He knocked agai n,
shivering in the cold

ni ght air.

Ms. Beckerman finally answered the door. She was
wearing a faded
fl annel robe.

"Bitte?"

"Ms. Beckerman, | wonder if you renenber ne? |I'mthe
reporter who's

witing an article on Hans. I'msorry to bother you so

late, but it's
I nportant that | speak to your husband.™

H s words were greeted with silence.

"M's. Beckerman?"

"Hans is dead." Robert felt a small shock go through him
"What ?"

"My husband is dead."

"I-1"msorry. How?"

"H's car went over the side of the nountain." Her voice
was filled wth

bi tt er ness.

"The Dumrkopf Polizei said it was because he was full of
drugs."



"Drugs?"

"U cers. The doctors cannot even give nme drugs to relieve
the pain. |
amallergic to all of them"

"The police said it was an acci dent ?"
IlJa' n
"Did they perform an autopsy?"

"They did, and they found drugs. It nmakes no sense." He
had no answer.

“I"'mterribly sorry, Ms. Beckerman. |-" The door

cl osed, and Robert

stood there alone in the cold night. One wtness was

gone. N~two.

Leslie Mothershed had died in a fire. Robert stood
thinking for a | ong

time. Two witnesses dead. He could hear the voice of his

I nstructor at

the Farm "There's one nore thing I want to discuss today.
Coi nci dence.

In our work, there is no such animal. It usually spells
danger. If you

keep running into the same person again and again, or you
keep spotting

t he sanme aut onobil e when you're on the nove, cover your
ass. You're

probably in trouble."
“"Probably in trouble."
of conflicting

enoti ons. What had happened had to be coi nci dence, and
yet ... |"ve

got to check out the nystery passenger.

Robert was caught up in a series

Hs first call was to Fort Smith, Canada. A distraught
wonman' s voi ce
answered the tel ephone.



"Yes?"
"WIIliam Mann, please."

The voice said tearfully, "I"'msorry. My husband iris no
| onger with
us."

"I don't understand."
"He commtted suicide."”

Sui ci de? That hardheaded banker? What the hell is going
on?

Robert wondered. Wat he was thinking was inconceivabl e,
and yet

He began maki ng one phone call after another.
"Prof essor Schm dt, please.”

"Ach! The professor died in an explosion in his
| abor atory. "

"I"'d i ke to speak to Dan Wayne."

"Poor devil. His prize stallion li:icked himto death
| ast .

* * "lLasl o Bushfekete, please.”

"The carnival's closed. Laslo is dead....'

"Fritz Mandel, please.”

"Fritz was killed in a freak accident...." The al arns
wer e goi ng ful

bl ast now.
"d ga Romanchanko. "

"The poor girl. And she was so young....'



“I"'mcalling to check on Father Patrini."
"The poor soul passed away in his sleep.”
"I have to speak to Kevin Parker."

"Kevin was nurdered...."

Dead. Every one of the witnesses dead. And he was the
one who had

found and identified them Wy had he not known what was
goi ng on?

Because the bastards had waited until he was out of each
country before

executing their victins. The only one he had reported to
was Cener al

Hilliard.

"We nust not involve anyone else in this mssion....
want you to
report your progress to ne every day."

They had used himto finger the witnesses. Wat is behind
all this?

Oto Schm dt had been killed in Gormany, Hans Becker man
and Fritz Mandel

in Switzerland, O ga Ronmanchanko in Russia, Dan Wayne and
Kevi n Par ker

in Anerica, WIIliam Mann in Canada, Leslie Mthershed
Anerica, WIIliam

Mann i n Canada, Leslie Mthershed in England, Father
Patrini in Italy,

and Lasl o Bushfekete in Hungary. That neant that the
security agencies

in nore than half a dozen countries were engaged in the
bi ggest cover-up

In history. Soneone at a very high | evel had decided that
all the

W t nesses to the UFO crash nmust die. But who? And why?
It's an

i nternational conspiracy, and I'min the mddle of it.

Priority: Get under cover. It was hard for Robert to
bel i eve that they



intended to kill himtoo. He was one of them But until
he knew for

certain, he could not take any chances. The first thing
he had to do

was to get a phony passport. That neant Ricco in Rone.

Robert caught the next plane out and found hinself
fighting to stay

awake. He had not realized how exhausted he was. The
pressure of the

| ast fifteen days, in addition to all the jet lag, had
| eft himdrai ned.

He | anded at Leonardo da Vinci Airport, and when he wal ked
into the

termnal, the first person he saw was Susan. He stopped,

I n shock. Her

back was to him and for a nonent, he thought he m ght be
m st aken. And

then he heard her voi ce.

"Thank you. | have a car picking ne up." Robert noved to
her si de.

"SusanShe turned, startl ed.
"Robert! What-what a coi nci dence!
But what a lovely surprise.”

"I thought you were in Gbraltar," Robert said. She
sm | ed uneasily.

"Yes. We're on our way there. Monte had sone business
here to take

care of first. We're | eaving tonight. What are you doi ng
I n Rone?"

Running for ny life.

“I"'mfinishing up on a job." It's ny | ast.

|"ve quit, darling. We can be together from now on, and
nothing wll



ever separate us again. Leave Minte and cone back to ne.
But he coul d

not bring hinself to say the words. He had done enough to
her. She was

happy in her new life. Leave it al one, Robert thought.
She was

wat chi ng hi m

"You |l ook tired." He sm | ed.

“I'"ve been running around a little."
each other's

eyes, and the magic was still there. The burning desire,
and the

menori es, and the | aughter, and the yearni ng.

They | ooked into

Susan took his hand in hers and said softly, "Robert.

OCh, Robert. | wish we-"

"Susan-" And at that nonment, a burly man in a chauffeur's
uni f orm wal ked

up to Susan.

"The car is ready, Ms. Banks." And the spell was
br oken.

"Thank you." She turned to Robert.

"I"'msorry. | have to go now.

Pl ease take care of yourself."

"Sure." He watched her |eave. There were so many things
he wanted to

say to her. Life has a | ousy sense of timng. It had
been wonder f ul

seei ng Susan again, but what was it that was troubling
hi n? O cour se!

Coi nci dence. Anot her coi nci dence.

He took a taxi to the Hassler Hotel.



"Wel cone back, Commander."
"Thank you."
“I'"'l'l have a bellman take up your bags."

"Wait." Robert |ooked at his watch. Ten P.M He was
tenpted to go

upstairs and get sone sleep, but he had to arrange his
passport first.

"I won't be going to nmy roomright away," Robert said.
"I would appreciate it if you would have ny bags sent up."
"of course, Conmander."

As Robert turned to | eave, the elevator door opened, and a
group of

Shriners cane pouring out, |aughing and chattering. They
had obvi ously

had a few drinks. One of them a stout, red-faced man,
waved to Robert.

"H there, buddy ... having a good tine?"
"Wonder ful ," Robert said.

"Just wonderful." Robert wal ked through the | obby to the
taxi stand

outside. As he started to get into the taxi, he noticed
an

i nconspi cuous gray Opel parked across the street.

It was too inconspicuous. It stood out anmong the | arge,
| uxuri ous
autonobiles around it.

"Via Monte Grappa,"” Robert told the taxi driver. During
the drive,

Robert | ooked out the rear window. No gray QOpel. |'m
getting junpy,

Robert thought. When they arrived at Via Monte G appa,
Robert got out



at the corner. As he started to pay the driver, he saw,
out of the

corner of his eye, the gray Opel half a bl ock down the
street, yet he

could have sworn it had not followed him He pad his fare
and started

wal ki ng, noving away fromthe car, strolling slowy,
stopping to ook in

shop wi ndows. In the reflection of a store wi ndow, he saw
t he Opel,

noving slow y behind him Wen Robert reached the next
corner, he

noticed that it was a one-way street. He turned into it,
goi ng agai nst

the heavy traffic. The Opel hesitated at the corner, then
sped away to

beat Robert to the other end. Robert reversed direction
and wal ked back

to the Via Monte Gappa. The Opel was nowhere in sight.

Robert hailed a taxi.
"Via Monticelli."

The buil ding was ol d and unprepossessing, a relic of
better days.

Robert had visited it many tinmes before on various

m ssions. He wal ked

down three basenent steps and knocked on the door. An eye
appear ed at

t he peephole, and a nonent |ater the door was flung open.

"Roberto!" a man exclained. He threw his arns around
Robert .

"How are you, m am co?"

The speaker was a fat nman in his sixties with white,
unshaven st ubbl e,

thi ck eyebrows, yellowed teeth, and several chins. He
cl osed t he door

behi nd hi mand | ocked it.



"I"'mfine, R cco."
Ri cco had no second nane.

"For a man like ne," he liked to boast, "one nane is
enough. Like
Gar bo. "

"What can | do for you today, ny friend?"
“I'"'mworking on a case,"
Can you fix

nme up with a passport?”

Robert said, "and I'min a hurry.

Ri cco sm | ed.
"I's the pope Catholic?"

He waddl ed over to a cabinet in the corner and unl ocked
it.

"What country would you |like to be fronP"

He pulled out a handful of passports with different

col ored covers and

sorted through them

"We have a Greek passport, Turkish, Yugoslavian, English-"
"American," Robert said.

Ri cco pulled out a passport with a bl ue cover.

"Here we are. Does the nanme Arthur Butterfield appeal to
you?"

"Perfect," Robert said.

“I'f you'll stand over by the wall, | wll take your
picture.”

Robert noved over to the wall. Ricco opened a drawer and

t ook out a
Pol aroid canera. A mnute |ater, Robert was |ooking at a



pi cture of
hi msel f.

"I wasn't smling," Robert said. Ricco | ooked at him

puzzl ed.

"What ?"

"I wasn't smling. Take anot her one." Ricco shrugged.

"Sure.

What ever you say." Robert smled while the second
passport picture was

taken. He |l ooked at it and said, "That's better." He
casual ly sli pped

the first picture into his pocket.

"Now cones the high-tech part," R cco announced. Robert
wat ched as

Ri cco wal ked over to a workbench where there was a

| am nati ng machi ne.

He placed the picture on the inside of the passport.
Robert noved to a

tabl e covered with pens, ink, and other paraphernalia and
slipped a

razor blade and a small bottle of glue into his jacket

pocket .

Ri cco was studyi ng his handi wor k.

“"Not bad," he said.

He handed t he passport to Robert.

"That will be five thousand dollars."

"And well worth it," Robert assured him as he peeled off
10

five-hundred-dollar bills.

"I't's always a pleasure doing business with you peopl e.

You know how |
feel about you." Robert knew exactly how he felt. Ricco



was an expert

cobbl er who worked for half a dozen different
gover nnent s-and was | oya

to none. He put the passport in his coat pocket.

"Good | uck, M.
Butterfield." Ricco sml ed.
"Thanks. "

The nonment the door cl osed behind Robert, Ricco reached
for the
t el ephone. Informati on was al ways worth noney to soneone.

Qutside, twenty yards down the street, Robert took the new
passport out
of his pocket and buried it in a trash can.

Chal f. The techni que he had used as a pilot to lay fal se
trails for
eneny mssiles. Let themlook for Arthur Butterfield.

The gray Opel was parked half a block away. Waiting.
| npossi bl e.

Robert was sure that the car was the only tail they had.
He was certain

the Opel had not followed him and yet it kept finding
him They had to

have sonme way of keeping track of his |ocation. There was
only one

answer: They were using sonme kind of hom ng device. And
he had to be

carrying it. Attached to his clothes? No. They had had

no opportunity.

Captai n Dougherty had stayed wth himwhile he packed, but
he woul d not

have known what cl othes Robert woul d take. Robert made a
ment al

i nventory of what he was carryi ngcash, keys, a wallet,
handker chi ef,

credit card. The credit card! "I doubt if I'lIl need

that, GCeneral."



"Take it. And keep it with you at all tines."

The sneaky sonofabitch. No wonder they had been able to
find himso
easily. The gray Opel was no |onger in sight.

Robert took out the card and examned it. It was slightly
t hi cker than

an ordinary credit card. By squeezing it, he could feel
an inner |ayer.

They woul d have a renote control to activate the card.
Good, Robert

t hought .

Let's keep the bastards busy.

There were several trucks parked along the street | oading
and unl oadi ng

goods. Robert exam ned the |icense plates. Wen he cane
to a red truck

with French plates, he | ooked around to nake sure he was
not observed

and tossed the card in the back of the truck.

He flagged down a taxi.

"Hassl er, per favore." In the | obby, Robert approached
t he conci erge.

"See if there's a flight out of here tonight to Paris,
pl ease. "

"Certainly, Conmander. Do you prefer any particul ar
airline?"

"It doesn't matter. The first flight out."
“I will be happy to arrange it."

"Thank you." Robert wal ked over to the hotel clerk.

"My key, please. Room 314. And I'I|l be checking out in a
few m nutes.”



"Very good, Conmmander Bellany." The clerk reached in a
pi geonhol e and
pul | ed out a key and an envel ope.

"There's a letter here for you."

Robert stiffened. The envel ope was seal ed and addressed
sinmply:

"Commander Robert Bellany." He fingered it, feeling for
pl asti que or

any netal inside. He opened it carefully. Inside was a
printed card

advertising an Italian restaurant. It was innocent
enough. Except, of

course, for his name on the envel ope.

"Do you happen to renenber who gave you this?"

"I" msorry," the clerk said apol ogetically, "but we have
been so busy
this evening...."

It was not inportant. The man woul d have been face | ess.
He woul d have

pi cked up the card sonewhere, slipped it into the

envel ope, and stood by

t he desk, watching to see the room nunber of the slot that
t he envel ope

was placed in. He would be waiting upstairs now in
Robert's room It

was tinme to see the face of the eneny.

Robert becane aware of raised voices and turned to watch
t he Shriners he

had seen earlier, entering the |obby, |aughing and

si ngi ng.

They had obviously had a few nore drinks. The portly nman
said, "H

there, pal. You mssed a great party.”

Robert's m nd was racing.



"You |i ke patties?"

"Hoo hoo!"

"There's a real |ive one going on u~," Robert said.
"Booze, girls-anything you want. Just follow ne,
fell ows."

"That's the American spirit, pal."
on the back.

The man cl apped Robert

"You hear that, boys? our friend here is throwing a
party!"

They crowded into the el evator together and rode up to the
third floor.

The Shriner said, "These Italians sure know how to live it
up. | guess

t hey invented orgies, huh?"
“I"'mgoing to show you a real orgy,"
They foll owed him

down the hall to his room Robert put the key in the |ock
and turned to

t he group.

Robert prom sed.

“"Are you all ready to have sone fun?"
There was a chorus of yeses..

Robert turned the key, pushed the door open, and stepped
to one side.

The room was dark. He snapped on the light. Atall, thin
stranger was

standing in the mddle of the roomw th a Mauser equi pped
wth a

silencer, half drawn. The man | ooked at the group with a
startl ed

expression and qui ckly shoved the gun back in his jacket.

"Hey! Were's the booze?"



one of the Shriners denmanded.

Robert pointed to the stranger.

"He has it. Go get it." The group surged toward the nman.
"Where's the |iquor, buddy?"..

"Where are the girls?"..

"Let's get this party on the road...."

The thin man was trying to get through to Robert, but the
crowd was

bl ocki ng his way. He watched hel pl essly as Robert bolted
out the door.

He took the stairs two at a tine.

Downstairs in the | obby, Robert was noving toward the exit
when t he

concierge called out, "Ch, Commander Bellany, | nade your
reservation

for you. You are on Air France flight 312 to Paris. It

| eaves at one

AM"

"Thanks," Robert said hurriedly.

He was out the door, into the small square overl ooki ng the
Spani sh

Stens. A taxi was discharging a passenger. Robert

stepped into it.

"Via Monte Gappa."” He had his answer now. They intended
to kill him

They',- not going to find it easy. He was the hunted now
I nstead of the

hunter, but he had one big advantage. They had trained
himwell. He

knew all their techniques, their strengths, and their
weaknesses, and he

I ntended to use that know edge to stop them First, he
had to find a



way to throw themoff his trail. The nen after himwoul d
have been

given a story of sone kind. They woul d have been told he
was want ed for

smuggl i ng drugs, or for nurder, or espionage. They would
have been

war ned: He's dangerous. Take no chances. Shoot to kill.
Robert said to the taxi driver, "Roma Termni."
hunti ng for

him but they would not have had enough tine to
di ssem nate his

phot ograph. So far, he was facel ess.

They were

The taxi pulled up at Via Govanni Golitti 36, and the
driver
announced, "Stazione Termni, signore."

"Let's just wait here a minute." Robert sat in the taxi,
studyi ng the

front of the railway station. There seenmed to be only the
usual

activity. Everything appeared to be normal. Taxis and

| i rousi nes were

arriving and de~i ng, discharging and picking up
passengers. Porters

wer e | oadi ng and unl oadi ng | uggage. A policeman was
busily ordering

cars to nove out of the restricted parking one. But
sonet hi ng was

di sturbi ng Robert. He suddenly realized what was w ong
with the

picture. Parked fly in front of the station, in a

no- par ki ng zone, were

t hree unmarked sedans, with no one inside. The policenman
I gnored them

"I'"ve changed ny m nd," Robert said to the driver.

"Via Veneto 110/A." It was the |ast place anyone woul d

| ook for him

The Anerican Enbassy and Consul ate are | ocated in a pink
stucco buil ding

facing the Via Veneto, with a black wought-iron fence in



front of it.

The enbassy was cl osed at this hour, but the passport

di vi sion of the

consul ate was open on a twenty.four-hour basis to handle
energencies. In

the foyer on the first floor, a marine sat behind a desk.

The marine | ooked up as Robert approached.

“"May | help you, sir?"

"Yes," Robert said.
"I want to inquire about getting a new passport. | |ost
m ne. "

“Are you an Anmerican citizen?"

"Yes."

The marine indicated an office at the far end.

"They'l|l take care of you in there, sir. Last door."
"Thank you."

There were half a dozen people in the room applying for
passports,

reporting | ost ones, and getting renewal s and vi sas.

"Do |l need a visa to visit Al bania? | have rel atives
t here...."

"I need this passport renewed by tonight. |I have a pl ane
to catch...."

"l don't know what happened to it. | nust have left it in
Mlan...."

"They grabbed ny passport right out of my purse...."
Robert stood there

| i stening. Stealing passports was a thriving cottage

I ndustry in Italy.

Soneone here woul d be getting a new passport. At the head



of the line
was a well dressed, m ddl e-aged man bei ng handed an
Anmeri can passport.

"Here is your new passport, M. Cowan. |I'msorry you had
such a bad

experience. |'mafraid there are a | ot of pickpockets in
Rone. "

“I"l'l sure see to it that they don't get hold of this
one, " Cowan sai d.

"You do that, sir.

Robert wat ched Cowan put the passport in his jacket pocket
and turn to

| eave. Robert stepped ahead of him As a woman brushed

by, Robert

| unged into Cowan, as if he had been pushed, al nost
knocki ng hi m down.
"I"'mterribly sorry,"
and

strai ghtened the man's jacket for him

Robert apol ogi zed. He | eaned over

"No problem" Cowan said

Robert turned and wal ked into the public nen's room down
the hall, the

stranger's passport in his pocket. He | ooked around to
make sure he was

al one, then went into one of the booths. He took out the
razor bl ade

and bottle of glue he had stolen from Ri cco. Very
carefully, he slit

the top of the plastic and renoved Cowan's photograph.
Next, he

i nserted the picture of hinself that R cco had taken. He
gl ued the top

of the plastic slot closed and exam ned hi s handi wor K.
Perfect. He was

now Henry Cowan. Five mnutes |ater, he was out in the
Vi a Venet o,

getting into a taxi.



"Leonardo da Vinci." It was twelve.thirty when Robert
arrived at the

airport. He stood outside, |ooking for anything unusual.
On the

surface, everything appeared to be normal. No police
cars, no

suspi ci ous. | ooki ng nen. Robert entered the term nal and
st opped j ust

i nside the door. There were various airline counters
scattered around

the large termnal. There seened to be no one loitering
or hiding

behi nd posts. He stayed where he was, wary. He could not
explain it,

even to hinmself, but sonmehow everything seened too normal

Across the roomwas an Air France counter.

"You are on Air France flight 312 to Paris. . . . It

| eaves at one

Robert wal ked past the counter and approached a woman in
uni f orm behi nd

the Alitalia counter.

"Good evening."

"Good evening. Can | hel p you, signore?"

"Yes," Robert said.

"Woul d you pl ease page Commander Robert Bellanmy to cone to
t he courtesy

t el ephone?”

"Certainly," she said. She picked up a m crophone. A few
feet away, a

fat m ddl e-aged woman was checki ng a nunber of suitcases,
heat edl y

arguing with an airline attendant about overwei ght fees.

“I'n Anerica, they never charged ne for overweight."

"I" msorry, madam But if you wish all these bags to go



on, you must
pay for excess baggage."

Robert noved closer. He heard the attendant's voi ce over
t he
| oudspeaker.

"WIIl Commander Robert Bellany please cone to the white
courtesy

t el ephone. Commander Robert Bellany, please conme to the
whi te courtesy

t el ephone."” The announcenent echoed throughout the
airport.

A man holding a carry-on bag was wal ki ng past Robert.
"Excuse ne," Robert said. The man turned.”

"Yes?"

"I hear nmy wife paging ne, but"-he indicated the woman's
bags-"l can't

| eave ny | uggage.

handed it to the
man.

He pulled out a ten-dollar bill and

"Wul d you pl ease go over to that white tel ephone and tel
her 1'11 pick

her up at our hotel in an hour? |I'd really appreciate
it." The man

| ooked at the ten-dollar bill in his hand.

"Sure."

Robert wat ched hi mwal k over to the courtesy tel ephone and
pick it up.

He held the receiver to his ear and said, "Hello? ..
Hel | 0?

The next nonment, four large nen in black suits appeared
from nowhere and

closed in, pinning the hapless man to the wall.

"Hey! What is this?"



"Let's do this quietly,"” one of the nmen said.
"What do you think you' re doing? Got your hands off ne!"
"Don't make a fuss, Commander. There's no point”

"Commander ? You' ve got the wwong man! My nane is Melvyn
Davi s.

['"'m from Omha! "
"Let's not play ganmes.”

"Wait a minute! |1've been set up. The man you want is
over there!" He
poi nted to where Robert had been standi ng.

There was no one there.

Qutside the termnal, an airport bus was getting ready to
depart.

Robert boarded it, mngling with the other passengers. He
sat at the
back of the bus, concentrating on his next nove.

He was desperate to talk to Admral Wittaker to try to
get answers

about what was going on, to |learn who was responsi ble for
killing

I nnocent peopl e because they had w tnessed sonet hing they
wer e not

supposed to have seen. Was it General Hilliard? Dustin
Thornton? O

Thornton's father-in-law, Wllard Stone, the man of
nmystery. Could he

be involved in this in sone way? Was it Edward Sander son,
the director

of NSA? Could they be working together? Did it go as

hi gh as the

Presi dent? Robert needed answers.

The bus trip into Rone took an hour. When the bus stopped



in front of
t he Eden Hotel, Robert disenbarked.

|'"ve got to get out of the country, Robert thought. There
was only one

man i n Rone he could trust. Col onel Francesco Cesar, head
of SIFAR, the

Italian Secret Service. He was going to be Robert's
escape fromltaly.

Col onel Cesar was working | ate. Messages had been

fl ashing back and

forth anong foreign security agencies, and they all

I nvol ved Commander

Robert Bell any. Col onel Cesar had worked with Robert in

t he past, and

he was very fond of him Cesar sighed as he | ooked at the
| at est

message in front of him Term nate. And as he was

reading it, his

secretary cane into the office.

"Commander Bellany is on line one for you."

"The Lido bar in Trastevere."

"Wait right there. I'll see you in exactly one hour."
"Thanks, am co." Robert replaced the receiver. It was
going to be a

| ong hour.

Thirty mnutes |later, two unmarked cars coasted to a stop
ten yards from

the Lido bar. There were four nen in each car, and they
were all

carrying autonmati c weapons.

Col onel Cesar got out of the first car.

"Let's do this quickly.

We don't want anyone else to get hurt. Andate al dietro,
subito."



Hal f the nmen silently went around to cover the back of the
bui | di ng.

Robert Bell any wat ched fromthe rooftop of the building
across the

street as Cesar and his nen raised their weapons and
charged into the

bar .

Al'l right, you bastards, Robert thought grimy, we'll play
It your way.

Day Sixteen Rone, Italy

Robert placed a call to Colonel Cesar from a phone booth
in the Piazza

del Duono.

"What ever happened to friendship?"

Robert asked.

"Don't be naive, ny friend. |I'munder orders, just as you
are. | can

assure you, there is no use in your running.

You're at the head of every intelligence agency's nost
wanted |ist.

Hal f the governments of the world are | ooking for you."
"Do you believe 'ma traitor?"

Cesar si ghed.

"It doesn't matter what | believe, Robert. This is
not hi ng personal . |

have ny orders."

"To take ne out."

"You can nmake it easier by turning yourself in.

"Thanks, paesano. If | need nore advice, |I'll call Dear



Abby." He
sl ammed down the receiver.

Robert was aware that the |longer he was at |arge, the
greater the danger

he was in. There would be security agents closing in on
himfromhal f a

dozen countri es.

There has to be a tree, Robert thought. The |ine cane
froma | egend

about a hunter who was rel ating an experience he had on
safari .

"This huge lion was racing toward ne, and all my gun
bearers had fl ed.

| had no gun, and there was nowhere to hide. Not a bush
or atree in

sight. And the beast was charging straight at nme, com ng
cl oser and

cl oser.”

"How di d you escape?”

a listener asked.

"1 ran over to the nearest tree and clinbed it."

"But you said there were no trees."

"You don't understand. There has to be a tree!” And |
have to find it,

Robert thought.

He | ooked around the piazza. It was al nbst deserted at
this hour.

He decided it was tine to have a talk wwth the man who had
started him
on this nightmare, General Hilliard. But he would have to
be careful.

Modern el ectroni c phone traci ng was al nost i nstantaneous.



Rober t

observed that the two tel ephone booths next to the one he
was in were

both enpty. Perfect. Ignoring the private nunber General
Hilliard had

given him he dialed the switchboard of NSA. Wen an
oper at or answer ed,

Robert said, "General Hlliard s office, please."

A nonent |ater, he heard a secretary's voice.

"Goneral Hlliard' s office." Robert said, "Please hold
for an overseas

call." He dropped the receiver and hurried into the next
boot h. He

qui ckly redialed the nunber. A different secretary
answer ed, "General
Hlliard s office.”

"Pl ease hold for an overseas call," Robert said. He |et

t he receiver

hang, wal ked into the third booth, and dial ed. Wen

anot her secretary

answered, Robert said, "This is Commander Bellany. | want
to speak to

General Hlliard."

There was a gasp of surprise.

"Just a nmonent, Commander.'
I ntercom

The secretary buzzed the

"General, Commander Bellany is on line three."
CGeneral Hilliard turned to Harrison Keller.
"Bellany is on line three. Start a trace, fast."

Harri son Keller hurried over to a tel ephone on a side
tabl e and dial ed

the Network Operations Center, manned and nonitored
twenty-four hours a

day. The senior officer on duty answered.



"NOC. Adans. "
"How long will it take to do an energency trace on an
I ncom ng cal | ?"

Kel | er whi sper ed.

"Bet ween one and two m nutes."

"Start it. General Hlliard' s office, line three. 1"l
hang on." He

| ooked over at the general and nodded. General Hilliard
pi cked up the

t el ephone.

"Commander-i s that you?"

In the operations center, Adans punched a nunber into a
conput er.

"Here we go," he said.

"I thought it was tinme you and | had a talk, General."
"I"' mglad you call ed, Conmander. Wy don't you cone in
and we can

di scuss the situation? I'll arrange a plane for you, and
you can be

here in-"

"No thanks. Too many acci dents happen in airplanes,
General . "

In the comuni cations room ESS, the electronic swtching
syst em had

been activated. The conputer screen began |ighting up.
AX121-B ...

Ax122-C ... AX123C...

"What' s happeni ng?"

Kel | er whi spered into the phone.

"The Network Operations Center in New Jersey is searching



t he
Washi ngton, D.C., trunks, sir. Hold on."

The screen went bl ank. Then the words Overseas Trunk Line
One fl ashed
onto the screen.

"The call is comng fromsonewhere in Europe. W're
tracing the

country...."

General Hilliard was saying, "Conmander Bellany, | think
there's been a

m sunder st andi ng. | have a suggesti on.

Robert repl aced the receiver.

General Hilliard | ooked over at Keller.

"Did you get it?"

Harri son Keller talked into the phone to Adans.
"What happened?"

"W lost him"

Robert noved into the second booth and picked up the
t el ephone.

General Hilliard s secretary said, "Commander Bellany is
calling on |ine

two. "

The two nmen | ooked at each other. CGonersl Hilliard

pressed the button
for |ine two.

" Commander ?"

"Let nme make a suggestion,” Robert said. Ceneral Hilliard
put his hand

over the nout hpi ece.



"Get the trace working again."

Harri son Kell er picked up the tel ephone and said to Adans,
"He's on
again. Line two. Mve fast."

"Ri ght."

"My suggestion, General, is that you call off all your
men. And | nean

now. "

"I think you m sunderstand the situation, Commander. W
can work this

problemout J~ "I'll tell you how we can work it out.
There's a
term nation order out on ne. | want you to cancel it."

In the Network Operations Center, the conputer screen was
flashing a new

nmessage: AXJ55-C Subtrunk A21 verified. Crcuit 301 to
Rone.

Atlantic Trunk 1.

"We've got it," Adans said into the phone.

"We've traced the trunk to Rone."

"Get ne the nunber and location,” Keller told him

In Rone Robert was gl ancing at his watch.

"You gave nme an assignnent. | carried it out."
"You did very well, Commander. Here is what |The line
went dead.

The general turned to Keller.

"He hung up, again."” Keller spoke into the phone, "D d
you get it?"

"Too quick, sir."



Robert noved into the next booth and picked up the
t el ephone.

General Hilliard' s secretary's voice cane over the
I nt ercom

"Commander Bellany is on |line one, General."

The general snapped, "Find the bastard!" He picked up the
t el ephone.

" Commander ?"

"I want you to listen, Ceneral, and listen closely.
You' ve nmurdered a

| ot of innocent people. If you don't call off your nen,
l"mgoing to

the nedia and tell them what's going on."

"I wouldn't advise you to do that, unless you want to
start a worl dw de

panic. The aliens are real, and we're defensel ess agai nst
them They're

getting ready to make their nove. You have no idea what
woul d happen if

word of this | eaked out."

“Nei t her have you," Bellany retorted.

"I"'mnot giving you a choice. Call off the contract on
me. If there's
one nore attenpt nade on ny life, |I'magoing public."

"All right," General Hlliard said.

"You win. I'Il call it off. Way don't we do this? W
can-"

"Your trace should be working pretty good, now, " Robert
sai d.

"Have a good day." The connection was broken.



"Did you get it?"

Kel | er barked into the phone. Adans said, "Cl ose, sir.
He was calling

froman area in central Ronme. He kept sw tching nunbers
on us."

The general | ooked over at Keller.
n \Ml I ?Il

"I"'msorry, General. Al we know is that he's somewhere
I n Rome.

Do you believe his threat? Are we going to call off the
contract on
hi "

"No. We're going to elimnate him"

Robert went over his options again. They were pitifully
few. They

woul d be watching the airports, railroad stations, bus
termnals, and

rental -car agencies. He could not check into a hotel
because SI FAR

woul d be circulating red notices. Yet he had to get out
of Rone. He

needed a cover. A conpanion. They woul d not be | ooking
for a man and a

woman together. It was a beginning. A taxi was standing
at the corner.

Robert nuseed his hair, pulled down his tie, and staggered
drunkenly

toward the taxi.

"Hey, there," he call ed.

"You!" The driver |ooked at himdistastefully. Robert
pul l ed out a

twenty-dollar bill and slapped it into the man's hand.

"Hey, buddy, I'mlooliin' a'get laid. You know what that'



means? D you
speak any goddamm Engli sh?"

The driver | ooked at the bill.
"You w sh a wonan?"

"You got it, pal. I wish a woman."

"Andi anp, " the driver said.
Robert lurched into the cab, and it took off. Robert
| ooked back.

He was not being foll owed. The adrenal i ne was punpi ng.

“I'lalf the governnents in the world are | ooking for you."
And there
woul d be no appeal. Their orders were to assassinate him

Twenty mnutes |ater they had reached Tor di Qunto, Rone's
red-1ight

district, populated by whores and pi nps. They drove down
Passeggi at a

Archeol ogi ca, and the driver pulled to a stop at a corner.

"You will find a woman here," he said.

"Thanks, buddy." Robert paid the amount on the neter and
st unbl ed out

of the taxi. It pulled away with a squeal of tires.

Robert | ooked around, studying his surroundi ngs. No
police. A few cars

and a handful of pedestrians. There were nore than a
dozen whores

cruising the street. In the spirit of "Let's round up the
usual

suspects,” the police had conducted their binonthly sweep
to satisfy the

voi ces of norality and noved the city's prostitutes from
the Via Veneto,

wWthits high visibility, to this area, where they woul d
not offend the



dowagers taking tea at Doney's. For that reason, nost of
the | adi es

were attractive and well -dressed. There was one in
particul ar who

caught Robert's eye. She appeared to be in her early
twenties. She had

| ong, dark hair and was dressed in a tasteful black skirt
and white

bl ouse, over which she wore a canel-hair coat. Robert
guessed that she

was a part-tine actress or nodel. She was watching
Robert. Robert

staggered up to her.

"Hi, baby," he nunbl ed.
"D you speak English?"
"Yes."

"Good. Le's you an' nme have a party." She smled
uncertainly.

Drvnks coul d be trouble.

"Maybe you should go sober up first." She had a soft
Italian accent.

"Hey, |'m sober enough.™

"I't wll cost you a hundred dollars.™
"That's okay, honey."

She made her deci sion.

"Va bene. Cone. There is a hotel just around the
corner."

"Great. What's your nane, baby?"
"Pier."

"Mne's Henry." A police car appeared in the distance,



headed their
way.

"Let's get outta here."

The ot her wonen cast envious gl ances as Pier and her
Anmeri can customer
wal ked away.

The hotel was no Hassler, but the pinply faced boy at the
desk

downstairs did not ask for a passport. In fact, he barely
gl anced up as

he handed Pier a key.

"Fifty thousand lira."

Pier | ooked at Robert. He took the noney from his pocket
and gave it to
t he boy.

The roomthey entered contained a |arge bed in the corner,
a snal

table, two wooden chairs, and a mrror over the sink.
There was a

clothes rack in back of the door.

"You nust pay ne in advance."

" Sur e. Robert counted out one hundred doll ars.

"Grazie."

Pi er began to get undressed. Robert wal ked over to the
wi ndow. He

pushed aside a corner of the curtain and peered out.
Everyt hi ng

appeared to be normal. He hoped that by now the police
were foll ow ng

the red truck back to France. Robert dropped the curtain
and turned

around. Pier was naked. She had a surprisingly |ovely
body.



Firm young breasts, rounded hips, a small waist, and
| ong, shapely
| egs.

She was wat chi ng Robert.

"Aren't you going to get undressed, Henry?"

This was the tricky part. .... . tell you the truth,”
Robert said, "I
think I had a little too nuch to drink. I can't give you

any action.”
She was regarding himwith wary eyes.

"Then why did you-?"

“If | stay here and sleep it off, we can nmake |l ove in the
nmor ni ng. "

She shrugged.
"I have to work. It would cost nme noney to-"

"Don't worry. 1'll take care of that." He pulled out
sever al
hundred-dol lar bills and handed themto her.

"WIIl that cover it?"

Pier | ooked at the noney, making up her mnd. It was
tenpting. It was

col d outside, and business was slow. On the other hand,
t here was

somet hi ng strange about this man. First of all, he did
not really seem

to be drunk. He was nicely dressed, and for this nuch
noney, he could

have checked theminto a fine hotel. Well, Pier thought,
what the hell?

Questo cazzo se ne frega? "All right. There's only this
bed for the
two of us."



"That's fine."

Pi er watched as Robert wal ked over to the w ndow agai n and
noved the

edge of the curtain aside.

"You are | ooking for sonething?"

"I's there a back door out of the hotel ?"

VWhat am | getting nyself into? Pier wondered. Her best
friend had been

mur dered hangi ng out with nobsters. Pier considered
herself wise in the

ways of nmen, but this one puzzled her.

He did not seemlike a crimnal, but still..

"Yes, there is," she said.

There was a sudden scream and Robert whirl ed around.
"Dio! Dio! Sono venuta tre volte!" It was a wonan's
voi ce, com ng

fromthe next roomthrough the paper-thin walls.
"What' s that ?"

Robert's heart was poundi ng. Pier grinned.

"She's having fun. She said she just canme for the third
time."

Robert heard the creaking of bed springs.

"Are you going to bed?"

Pi er stood there naked, unenbarrassed, watching him
"Sure." Robert sat down on the bed.

"Aren't you going to get undressed?"



"Suit yourself." Pier noved over to the bed and | ay down
besi de Robert.

"I hope you don't snore," Pier said.

"You can tell ne in the norning."

Robert had no intention of sleeping. He wanted to check
t he street

during the night to make sure they did not cone to the
hotel . They

woul d get around to these small, third-class hotels
eventual ly, but it

woul d take themtine. They had too many ot her places to
cover first.

He lay there, feeling bone-tired, and closed his eyes for
a nonent to

rest. He slept. He was back hone, in his own bed, and he
felt Susan's

war m body next to his. She's back, he thought, happily.
She's cone

back to ne. Baby, |'ve m ssed you so nuch.

Day Seventeen Rone, Italy

Robert was awakened by the sun hitting his face. He sat
up abruptly,

| ooki ng around for an instant in alarm disoriented. Wen
he saw Pi er,

menory fl ooded back. He relaxed. Pier was at the mrror,
brushi ng her

hai r.

"Buon giorno," she said.
"You do not snore." Robert |ooked at his watch N ne
o' cl ock. He had

wast ed precious hours.

"Do you want to nmeke | ove now? You have al ready paid for
it."



"That's all right," Robert said.

Pi er, naked and provocative, wal ked over to the bed.
"Are you sure?"

| couldn't if I wanted to, |ady.

"I"msure."

"Va bene."

She began to dress. She asked casually, "Wuo is Susan?"
The question caught himoff guard.

"Susan? What made you ask?"

"You talk in your sleep.”

He remenbered his dream Susan had conme back to him
Maybe it was a

si gn.

"She's a friend." She's ny wife. She's going to get
tired of Moneybags

and return to ne sone day. If I'mstill alive, that is.
Robert wal ked over to the window. He lifted the curtain
and | ooked out.

The street was crowded now with pedestrians and nerchants
openi ng up

their shops. There were no signs of danger.

It was tinme to put his plan into notion. He turned to the
girl.

"Pier, how would you like to go on a little trip wth ne?"
She | ooked at himw th suspicion.
"A trip-where?"

"l have to go to Venice on business, and | hate traveling



al one.

Do you |ike Venice?"

"Yes...."

"Good. I'll pay you for your tine, and we'll have a
littl e holiday

together." He was staring out the w ndow again.

"I know a lovely hotel there. The C priani.
he and Susan

had stayed at the Royal Danieli, but he had been back
since, and it had

beconme sadly run down, and the beds were inpossible. The
only thing

that remained of the hotel's fornmer el egance was Luci ano,
at the

recepti on desk.

Years ago

“I't will cost you a thousand dollars a day." She was
ready to settle
for five hundred.

"It's a deal." Robert said. He counted out two thousand

dol | ars.
"We'||l start with this."

Pier hesitated. She had a prenonition that sonething was
W ong.

But the start of the novie she had been prom sed a bit
part in had been
del ayed, and she needed the noney.

"Very well," she said.

"Let's go."

Downstairs, Pier watched himscan the street carefully
bef ore stepping

out to hail a taxi. He's a target for sonebody, Pier

t hought .



|"mgetting out of here.

"Look," Pier said, "I"'mnot sure | should go to Venice
W th you.

I_Il

"We're going to have a great tinme," Robert told her.
Directly across

the street he saw a jewelry store. He took Pier's hand.
"Come on I'mgoing to get you sonething pretty."”

"But-" He led her across the street to the jewelry store.
The cl erk

behi nd the counter said, "Buon giorno, signore. Can

hel p you?"

"Yes," Robert said.

"We're | ooking for sonmething |ovely for the lady." He
turned to Pier.

"Do you |i ke eneral ds?"
"l-yes."

Robert said to the clerk, "Do you have an enerald
bracel et ?"

"Si, signore. | have a beautiful enerald bracelet." He
wal ked over to

a case and took out a bracelet.

"This is our finest. It is fifteen thousand dollars."
Robert | ooked at Pier.

"Do you like it?"

She was speechl ess. She nodded.

"We'll take it," Robert said. He handed the clerk his ONI



credit card.

"One nonent, please.”
room Wen he
returned, he said, "Shall | wap it for you, or-?"

The clerk di sappeared into the back

"No. My friend wll wear it." Robert put the bracelet on
Pier's wist.

She was staring at it, stunned.

Robert said, "That wll ook pretty in Venice, won't it?"
Pier smled up at him

n Ver y. n

When they were out on the street, Pier said, "I-1 don't
know how to

t hank you."

"I just want you to have a good time," Robert told her.
"Do you have a car?"

"No. | used to have an old one, but it was stolen."

"Do you still have your driver's license?"

She was wat ching him puzzl ed.

"Yes, but without a car, what good is a driver's |icense?"
"You'll see. Let's get out of here." He hailed a taxi.
"Via Po, please."

She sat in the taxi, studying him Wiy was he so eager
for her conpany?

He had not even touched her. Could he be-?

"Qui!" Robert called to the driver. They were a hundred

yards away
from Maggi ore's Car Rental Agency.



"We're getting out here," Robert told Peer. He paid the
driver and

waited until the taxi was out of sight. He handed Pier a
| ar ge bundl e

of bank notes.

"I want you to rent a car for us. Ask for a Fiat or an
Al fa Roneo. Tell

themwe' Il want it for four or five days. This noney wl|
cover the

deposit. Rent it in your nane. I'll wait for you in the
bar across the

street.”

Less than eight bl ocks away, two detectives were
guestioni ng the hapl ess
driver of a red truck with French Iicense pl ates.

"Vous ne faites chier. | have no idea how t he fuck that
card got in the
back of ny truck,

the driver screaned.
"Sonme crazy Italian probably put it in there.”

The two detectives | ooked at each other. One of them
said, "I'lIl phone
it in."

Francesco Cesar sat at his desk, thinking about the |atest
devel opnent.
Earlier the assignnent had seenmed so sinple.

"You won't have any trouble finding him Wen the tine
comes, we wll

activate the homng device, and it will lead you right to
him" Sonmeone

had obvi ously underesti mated Conmander Bel |l any.

Col onel Frank Johnson was seated in Goneral Hlliard's
of fice, his huge
frame filling the chair.

"We have half the agents in Europe |ooking for him"
General Hlliard



sai d.

"So far, they've had no |uck."

"It's going to take nore than luck," Col onel Johnson said.
"Bel | any's good."

"We know he's in Rone. The sonofabitch just charged a
bracel et for

fifteen thousand dollars. W have himbottled up.
There's no way he

can get out of Italy. W know the name he's using on his
passport--Arthur Butterfield." Col onel Johnson shook his
head.

“I'f I know Bell any, you haven't a clue about what nane
he's using. The

only thing you can count on is that Bellanmy won't do what
you count on

himto do.

W're after a man who's as good as the best in the
busi ness. Maybe

better. If there's any place to run, Bellany will run
there. If
there's any place to hide, he'll hide there. | think our

best bet is to

bring himout in the open, to snoke himout. R ght now,
he' s

controlling all the noves. W have to take the initiative
away from

him "

"You nmean, go public? Gve it to the press?"
"Exactly."
General Hilliard pursed his |ips.

"That's going to be touchy. W can't afford to expose
oursel ves. "

"W won't have to. We'll put out a release that he's



want ed on a

drug-snuggl i ng charge. That way we can get |nterpol and
all the police

departnents in Europe involved w thout tipping our hand."

General Hilliard thought about it for a nonent.

"I like it."

"Good. I"'mleaving for Rone," Col onel Johnson sai d.
"I"mgoing to take charge of the hunt nyself." Wen

Col onel Frank

Johnson returned to his office, he was in a thoughtful
nood. He was

pl ayi ng a dangerous gane. There was no question about it.
He had to

fi nd Conmander Bel |l any.

Robert |istened to the phone ring again and again. It was
six A M

i n Washington. |'m always waking the old man up, Robert
t hought .

The adm ral answered on the sixth ring.

"Hel | o"

"Admral, |-"

"Robert! Wha~?"

"Don't say anything. Your phone is probably bugged.
|"mgoing to make this fast. | just wanted to tell you
not to believe

anything they're saying about ne. 1'd like you to try to
find out

what's going on. | may need your help later."

"OF course. Anything |I can do, Robert."

"I know. "



“I''l'l call you later."

Robert replaced the receiver. No tine for a trace. He
saw a bl ue Fi at
pull up outside the bar. Pier was at the wheel.

"Move over," Robert said.

"I"lIl drive." Pier made roomfor himas he slid in behind

t he wheel .
"Are we on our way to Venice?"
Pi er asked.

"Uh-huh. We have a couple of stops to make first." It
was tinme to

spread sone nore chaff around. He turned onto Viale
Rossi ni . Ahead was

the Rossini Travel Service. Robert pulled over to the
curb.

“I'"'l'l be back in a mnute."

Pier watched himwalk into the travel agency. | could
just drive away,

she thought, and keep the noney, and he woul d never find
me. But the

damm car is rented in nmy nane. Cacchi o!

I nside the agency, Robert wal ked up to the woman behi nd
t he counter.

"Good day. May | help you?"

"Yes. |'m Commander Robert Bellany. 1'"mgoing to do a
bit of

traveling," Robert told her.

"I"'d li ke to nmake sone reservations."”

She sm | ed.



"That's what we are here for, signore. \Were are you
pl anning to go?"

“I"'d like a first-class airline ticket to Beijing,
oneway. "

She made a note.
"And when would you like to | eave?"
"This Friday."

"Very good." She pressed sone keys on a conputer.

"There's an Air China flight |eaving at seven forty P.M
Friday night."

"That will do nicely."
She pressed sone nore keys.

"There we are. Your reservation is confirned. WII that
be cash or-?"

"Oh, I"'mnot through yet. | want to reserve a train
ticket to

Budapest . "

"And when woul d that be, Conmmander ?"

"Next Monday."

"And in what name?"

"The sane."

She | ooked at hi m strangely.

"You are flying to Beijing on Friday and"

“I"' mnot finished,"” Robert said pleasantly.

"I want a one-way airline ticket to Mam, Florida, on
Sunday. "



Now she was openly staring at him

"5 ignore, if this is sonme kind of a Robert pulled out his
ONl credit
card and handed it to her.

"Just charge the tickets to this card."

She studied it a nonent.

"Excuse nme." She went into the back office and cane out a
f ew m nut es

| at er.

"That will be perfectly all right. We will be happy to
make t he

arrangenents. Do you wi sh all the reservations under one
name?"

"Yes. Commander Robert Bellany."

“"Very good."

Robert watched as she pressed nore buttons on the
conputer. A mnute

| ater, three tickets appeared. She tore them off the

printer.

"Please put the tickets in separate envel opes,"” Robert
sai d.

"OfF course. Wuld you like ne to send them ~?"
"I"l'l take themw th ne."
"Si, signore."

Robert signed the credit card slip, and she handed him his
recei pt.

"There you are. Have a nice tri~trip~r-" Robert grinned.

"Thanks.” A mnute |ater he was behi nd the wheel of the



car.
"Are we goi ng now?"
Pi er asked.

"We have just a few nore stops to neke," Robert said.
Pi er watched him
carefully scan the street again be fore pulling out.

"I want you to do sonmething for ne," Robert told her. Now
it's com ng,
Pi er thought.

He's going to ask ne to do sonething terrible.
"What is it?"
she asked.

They had stopped in front of the Hotel Victoria. Robert
handed Pi er one
of the envel opes.

"I want you to go to the desk and reserve a suite in the
name of

Commander Robert Bellany. Tell themyou're his secretary
and that he'll

be arriving in an hour, but that you want to go up to the
suite and

approve it. Wen you get inside, |eave this envel ope on a
table in the

room"

She | ooked at hi m puzzl ed.

"That's all?"

"That's all." The man nade no sense at all

"Bene.~' She w shed she knew what the crazy Anerican was
up to. And who

I s Commander Robert Bellany? Pier got out of the car and
wal ked into



the | obby of the hotel. She was a bit nervous. In the
course of

practici ng her profession, she had been thrown out of a
few first-cl ass

hotels. But the clerk behind the desk greeted her
politely.

“"May | hel p you, signora?"

"I amthe secretary to Commander Robert Bellany. | w sh
to reserve a
suite for him He will be here in an hour."

The clerk consulted the roomchart.

"We do happen to have one very nice suite available."
"May | see it, please?"

Pi er asked.

"Certainly. I'll have soneone showit to you." An
assi stant manager

escorted Pier upstairs.

They wal ked into the living roomof the suite and Pier
| ooked around.

"WIIl this be satisfactory, signora?"
Pier had not the faintest idea.
"Yes, this wll be fine."

She renoved the envel ope fromher purse and laid it on a
cof fee table.

"I wi=l leave this here for the commander," she said.
"Bene."
Curiosity got the better of Pier. She opened the

envel ope. | nside was
a one-way plane ticket to Beijing in the nane of Robert



Bel | any.

Pier put the ticket back in the envelope, left it on the
tabl e, and went

downstairs. The blue Fiat was parked in front of the
hot el .

"Any probl enf?"

Robert asked.

n m. n

"We have just two nore stops to make, and then we're on
our way," Robert

said cheerfully.

The next stop was the Hotel Val adier. Robert handed Pier
ayot her

envel ope.

"I want you to reserve a suite here in the nane of
Conmander Robert

Bel l amy. Tell them he'll be checking in within an hour.
Then "1 | eave

t he envel ope upstairs.”

n Ri ght . n

This tinme Pier wal ked into the hotel with nore confidence.
Just act

i ke a | ady, she thought. You' ve got to have dignity.
That's the

fucki ng secret.

There was a suite available in the hotel.

“I would like to look at it," Pier said.

"Of course, signora."

An assi stant manager escorted Pier upstairs.

"This is one of our nicest suites." It was beauti ful.



Pier said

haughtily, "I suppose it m ght do. The conmander is very
particul ar,

you know. "

She took the second envel ope out of her purse, opened it,
and gl anced

Inside. It contained a train ticket to Budapest in the
name of

Commander Robert Bellany. Pier stared at it, confused.
What ki nd of

ganme is this? She left the ticket by the bed stand.

When Pier returned to the car, Robert asked, "How did it
go?"

"Fi ne."

"Last stop."

This time it was the Hotel Leonardo da Vinci. Robert
handed Pi er the

third envel ope.

“I would |ike you to-"

"I know. "

Inside the hotel, a clerk said, "Yes, indeed, signora, we
have a | ovely

suite. When did you say the commander will be arriving?"
"I'n an hour. | would like to exam ne the suite to see if
it iIs

satisfactory.™
"OF course, signora."

The suite was nore | avish than the other two Pier had
| ooked at.

The assi stant manager showed her the huge bedroomw th a
| ar ge canopi ed
bed in the center. What a waste, Pier thought. In one



night, | could
make a fortune here. She took out the third envel ope and
| ooked i nsi de.

It contained an airplane ticket to Mam, Florida. Pier
| eft the

envel ope on the bed. The assistant nanager escorted Pier
back to the

living room

"We have color TV," he said. He wal ked over to the

tel evision set and

turned it on. A picture of Robert |eaped onto the screen.
The

anchornman' s voi ce was saying: ..... and I nterpol believes
that he is

presently in Rone. He is wanted for questioning in an

I nt er nati onal

drug snuggling operation. This is Bernard Shaw for CNN
News." Pier was

staring at the screen, transfixed.

The assi stant manager turned off the tel evision set.

"lI's everything satisfactory?"

"Yes," Pier said slowy. A drug snuggl er!

"We'll be looking forward to seeing the conmander." Wen
Pi er joined

Robert in the car downstairs, she |ooked at himwth
different eyes.

“"Now we're ready." Robert sm | ed.

At the Hotel Victoria, a man in a dark suit was studying
t he guest

regi ster. He | ooked up at the clerk.

"What time did Commander Bel |l any check in?"
"He has not been here yet. His secretary reserved the

suite. She said
he would be here within the hour."



The man turned to his conpanion.

"Have the hotel staked out. Get reinforcenents. |'l|
wait upstairs.”
He turned to the clerk.

"Open the suite for ne."

Three mnutes later, the clerk was opening the door to the
Sui te.

The man in the dark suit noved in cautiously, gun in hand.
The suite

was enpty. He saw the envel ope on the table and picked it
up. The front

of it read: "Commander Robert Bellany." He opened the
envel ope and

gl anced inside. A nonent |ater he was dialing the
headquarters of

S| FAR.

Francesco Cesar was in the mddle of a neeting with

Col onel Frank

Johnson. Col onel Johnson had | anded at Leonardo da Vi nci
Airport two

hours earlier, but he showed no signs of fatigue.

"As far as we know," Cesar was saying, "Bellany is stil
I n Rone. W' ve

had nore than thirty reports on his whereabouts."

"Any of them check out?"

n m' n

The phone rang.

“It's Luigi, Colonel," the voice on the tel ephone said.
"We've got him I'min his hotel suite at the Hotel
Victoria. | have

his airline ticket to Beijing. He is planning to | eave
Friday."



Cesar's voice filled with excitenent.

"Good! Stay there. We will be right over." He hung up
and turned to
Col onel Johnson.

“I"'mafraid your journey was for nothing, Colonel. W've
got him He's

registered at the Hotel Victoria. They found an airline
ticket in his

name for Beijing on Friday."

Col onel Johnson said mldly, "Bellany registered at the
hotel in his own
name?"

n YeS. n
"And the plane ticket is in his nane?"
"Yes." Col onel Cesar rose.

"Let's get on over there." Col onel Johnson shook his
head.

"Don't waste your tine."

"What ?"

"Bel | any woul d never-"
snatched it up.

A voice said, "Colonel? This is Mario. W' ve | ocated
Bel | any. He's at

the Hotel Valadier. He's taking a train Mnday to
Budapest. Wat do you

want us to do?"

The tel ephone rang agai n. Cesar

“I"l'l get back to you," Col onel Cesar said. He turned to
| ook at
Col onel Johnson.

"They found a train ticket to Budapest in Bellany's nane.
| don't



under stand what-" The tel ephone rang agai n.
"Yes?"
Hi s voice was pitched higher.

"It's Bruno. We've |located Bellany. He's registered at
t he Hot el
Leonardo da Vinci. He's planning to | eave Sunday for

Mam . What shal
[ - 2"

"Conme back here," Cesar snapped. He slanmed down the
phone.

"What the hell is his gane?”

Col onel Johnson said grimy, "He's seeing to it that
you' re wasting a
| ot of manpower, isn't he?"

"What do we do now?"
"We trap the bastard.™

They were driving on the Via Cassia, near O giata, headed
north toward

Veni ce. The police would be covering all the nmajor exits
fromltaly,

but they would be expecting himto go west, to head for
France or

Switzerl and. From Veni ce, Robert thought, | can take the
hydrofoil to

Trieste and nake ny way up to A use. After that...

Pier's voice interrupted his thoughts.
“I'"'m hungry."

"What ?"

"We haven't had any breakfast or |unch.™

"I" msorry," Robert said. He had been too preoccupied to



t hi nk about
eati ng.

"We'll stop at the next restaurant."”

Pi er watched himas he drove. She was nore puzzl ed than
ever. She

lived in a world of pinps and thieves-and drug snuggl ers.
Thi s man was

no crimnal.

They stopped at the next town in front of a snmall
trattoria.

Robert pulled into the parking lot, and he and Pier got
out of the car.

The restaurant was crowded with patrons, and noisy wth
conversations

and the clatter of dishes. Robert found a tabl e agai nst
the wall and

took a seat facing the door. A waiter approached and
handed t hem nenus.

Robert was thinking: Susan 8hauld be on the boat by now.
This may be ny
| ast chance ~ talk to her.

"Look over the nenu." Robert rose.

“I''l'l be right back." Pier watched himwal k over to the
public
t el ephone near their table. He put a coin in the slot.

“I would like to talk to the marine operator in G braltar
Thank you."

Who is he calling in Gbraltar? Pier wondered. |s that
hi s getaway?

"Qperator, | want to place a collect call to the Anerican
yacht,

Hal cyon, off G braltar. Wi skey Sugar 337. Thank you."

A few m nutes passed while the operators tal ked to each



other and his
call was accept ed.

Robert heard Susan's voice on the tel ephone.
"Susan-"

"Robert! Are you all right?"

"I"'mfine. | just wanted to tell you-"

"I know what you want to tell me. It's all over the radio
and

television. Why is Interpol hunting you?"

“It's a long story."

"Take your tinme. | want to know "

He hesit at ed.

"It's political, Susan. | have evidence that sone

governnments are
trying to suppress. That's why Interpol is after ne.

Pier was listening intently to Robert's end of the
conversati on.

"What can | do to hel p?"

Susan asked.

“Not hi ng, honey. | just called to hear your voice once
nore in case-in

case | don't get out of this.”

"Don't say that." There was panic in her voice.

“Can you tell nme what country you're in?"

“I'taly."

There was a brief silence.



"All right. We're not far from you

W're just off the coast of G braltar. W can pick you up
at any pl ace

you say."

Ill\b’ I_ll

"Listen to ne. It's probably your only chance of escape."”
"I can't let you do that, Susan. You'd be in jeopardy."
Monte had wal ked into the salon in tinme to hear part of

t he

conversati on.

"Let ne talk to him"

"Just a nonent, Robert, Mnte wants to speak to you.

"Susan, | haven't-" Monte's voice cane over the |ine.
"Robert, | understand you're in serious trouble.”

The understatenent of the year.

"You mght say that."

"We'd i ke to help you out. They won't be | ooking for you

on a yacht.
Wiy don't you let us pick you up?"

"Thanks, Monte, | appreciate it. The answer is no."

"I think y~~~r~ nmaking a m stake. ~~~~~~ be safe ~~~~~ ) ~
Wiy is he so

eager to hel p? "Thanks, anyway. |'l| take ny chances.
I'd like to

speak to Susan again."

"OF course." Monte Banks handed the phone to Susan.

"Talk himinto it," he urged.



Susan spoke into the phone.

"Pl ease |l et us help you."

"You have hel ped ne, Susan.” He had to stop for a nonent.

"You're the best part of ny life. | just want you to know
that 1'11
al ways | ove you.'

He gave a little | augh.

"“Al t hough al ways may not be such a big deal anynore.
"WIIl you call ne again?"

“I'f I can."”

"Prom se ne."

"All right. | promse."”

He slowy replaced the receiver. Why did | do that to
her? Way did |

do that to nyself? You' re a sentinental idiot, Bellany.
He wal ked back

to the table.

"Let's eat," Robert said. They ordered.

"I heard your conversation. The police are |ooking for
you, aren't
t hey?"

Robert stiffened. Carel ess. She was going to be trouble.
"It's just alittle msunderstanding. |-"

"Don't treat ne like a fool. | want to help you." He was

wat chi ng her
warily.

"Why shoul d you hel p nme?"

Pi er | eaned forward.



"Because you've been generous to ne. And | hate the
police. You don't

know what it's like to be out on the streets, hounded by
them treated

like dirt. They arrest ne for prostitution, but they take
me to their

back roons and pass me around.

They are animals. | would do anything to get even with
t hem Anyt hi ng.

| can help you."
"Pier, there's nothing you-"

“I'n Venice the police will catch you easily. If you stay
at a hotel,

they will find you. If you try to get on a ship, they
will trap you.

But I know a place where you wll be safe fromthem M
not her and

brother live in Naples. W can stay at their house. The
police wll

never | ook for you there."

Robert was silent for a nonent, thinking about it. What
Pi er said made

a good deal of sense. A private house would be nmuch safer
t han any

ot her place, and Naples was a big port. It would be easy
to get a ship

out of there. He hesitated before he answered. He did

not want to put

Pier in danger.

"Pier, if the police find me, they have orders to kill ne.
You woul d be

consi dered an acconplice. You could be letting yourself

in for

trouble.”

"It's very sinple." Pier sml ed.

"W won't let themfind you."



Robert returned her smle. He made up his m nd.
"All right. Eat your lunch. W're going to Naples."

Col onel Frank Johnson said, "Your nen have no idea where
he 1s headed?"

Francesco Cesar sighed.

“"Not at the nmonent. But it is only a matter of tine
bef ore-"

"We don't have tine. Have you checked the whereabouts of
his ex-w fe?"

"Hs ex-wife? No. | don't see what-"

"Then you haven't done your honework," Col onel Johnson
snapped.

"She's married to a man named Monte Banks. | woul d
suggest that you
| ocate them And fast."

She wandered down the broad boul evard, barely consci ous of
where she was

goi ng. How nmany days had it been since the terrible
crash? She had

| ost count. She was so tired that it was difficult for
her to

concentrate. She desperately needed water; not the
pol | ut ed wat er that

the earthlings drank, but fresh, clear rainwater. She
needed the pure

fluid to revive her |life essence, to gain the strength to
find the

crystal. She was dyi ng.

She staggered and bunped into a nman.
"Hey! Watch where-" The Anerican sal esman took a cl oser

| ook at her and
sm | ed.



"H , there.

| magi ne bunping into you like this!" What a doll
"Yes, | can inmagine that."

"Where are you from honey?"

"The seventh sun of the Pleiades."

He | aughed.

"I like a gal with a sense of hunor. Where you headed?"
She shook her head.

"I do not know. | ama stranger here."

Jesus, | think I"mon to sonething.

"Have you had di nner?"

"No. | cannot eat your food."

|'"ve got a real weirdo here. But a beauty.
"Where are you staying?"

"I am not staying anywhere."

"You don't have a hotel ?"

"“A hotel ?"

She renmenbered. Boxes for traveling strangers.
" No.

| nmust find a place to sleep. | amvery tired."
H s sml|e broadened.

"Well, Papa can take care of that. Wiy don't we go up to



ny hotel roonf
|"ve got a nice, big confortable bed there.

Wul d you like that?"

"Ch, yes, very nuch."

He coul d not believe his good | uck.

"Wonderful!™ 1'Il bet she's great in the hay. She | ooked
at him

puzzl ed.

"Your bed is nmade of hay?"

He was staring at her.

"What ? No, no. You like your little jokes, don't you?"
She coul d barely keep her eyes open.

"Could we go to bed now?"

He rubbed his hands together.

"You bet! My hotel is just around the corner." He picked
up his key at

the desk, and they took the elevator to his floor. \Wen
they got to his

room the man asked, "Wuld you like a little drink?"
Let's | oosen you up.

She wanted one desperately, but not the liquids the
earthlings had to

of fer.

"No, " she said.

"Where is the bed?"

My God, she's a hot little thing.

“I'n here, honey." He led her into the bedroom



"You're sure you wouldn't |ike a drink?"

"l am sure."

He |icked his |ips.

"Then why don't youer-get undressed?"

She nodded. It was an earthling custom She renpved the
dress she was

wearing. She was wearing nothi ng underneat h.

Her body was exquisite.

The man stared at her and said happily, "This is ny | ucky

ni ght, honey.
Yours, too." I'mgoing to fuck you |i ke you' ve never been
fucked

before. He tore off his clothes as fast as he could and
j unped i nto bed
besi de her.

"Now " he said.

"I"'mgoing to show you sone real action." He glanced up.
"Damm! | left the light on." He started to get up.
"Never mnd," she said sleepily.

"I Wil turnit off." And as he watched, her armreached
out, out,

across the wide room and her fingers becane | eafy green
tendrils as

t hey brushed against the |light swtch.

He was alone in the dark with her. He screaned.

They were traveling at high speed on the Autostrada del
Sol e, the

freeway to Naples. They had been driving in silence for
the | ast half

hour, each preoccupied with his own thoughts.



Pi er broke the silence.

"How |l ong woul d you like to stay at nmy nother's house?"
she asked.

"Three or four days, if that's all right."

"That will be fine."

Robert had no intention of staying there for nore than one
ni ght, two at

the nost. But he kept his plans to hinself. As soon as

he found a ship
that was safe, he would be on his way out of Italy.

“I"'mlooking forward to seeing ny famly," Pier said.
"You have just one brother?"

"Yes. Carlo. He is younger than ne."

"Tell me about your famly, Pier."

She shrugged.

"There is not nuch to tell. My father worked on the docks

all his life.

A crane fell on himand killed himwhen | was fifteen. My
not her was

i1, and I had to support her and Carlo. | had a friend
at Gnecitta

studi os, and he got ne bit parts. They paid very little,
and | had to

sleep with the assistant director. | decided | could nmake
nore noney on

the streets. Now !l do a little of both."

There was no self-pity in her voice.
"Pier, are you sure your nother won't object to your

bringi ng a stranger
home?"



"I amsure. We are very close. Mother wll be happy to
see ne.

Do you | ove her very nmuch?"
Robert gl anced over at her in surprise.
"Your nother?"

"The woman you were talking to on the tel ephone in the
rest aur ant - Susan. "

"What makes you think | |ove her?"

"The tone of your voice. W is she?"

"Afriend."
"She is very lucky. I wsh | had soneone who cared for ne
like that. Is

Robert Bell any your real nanme?"
"Yes."

"And are you a conmander ?"

That was nore difficult to answer.

“I'"'mnot sure, Pier," he said.

"I used to be."

"Can you tell nme why Interpol is after you?"

He said carefully, "It's better if | don't tell you
anyt hi ng. You coul d

be in enough trouble just being with ne. The | ess you
know, the

better."

"Al'l right, Robert."

He t hought about the strange circunstances that had



brought the two of
t hem t oget her.

"Let me ask you sonmething. If you knew that there were
al i ens com ng

down to earth in spaceships, would you panic?"

Pier studied hima nonent.

"Are you serious?"

"Very."

She shook her head.

“No. | think it would be exciting.

Do you believe such things exist?"

"There's a possibility," he said cautiously. Pier's face
lit up

"Real ly? Do they have real -1 nean-are they built |ike
men?"

Robert | aughed.

"I don't know "

"Does this have anything to do with why the police are
after you?"

"No," Robert said quickly.
"Not hi ng. "

“I'f I tell you sonething, will you prom se not to be angry
W th nme?"

"I prom se."

When she spoke, her voice was so | ow he could hardly hear
her .

"I think I amfalling in |love with you."



“Pier-"

"I know. | am being foolish. But | have never said that
to anyone
before. I wanted you to know. "

"I mflattered, Pier."

"You' re not making fun of ne?"

"No. I"'mnot." He | ooked at the gas gauge.

"We'd better find a filling station soon." They cane to a
service

station ftteen mnutes |ater.

"We'll fill the tank here," Robert said.

"Fine." Pier smled.

"I can call ny nother and |l et her know that | am bringing
hone a

handsonme stranger."

Robert drove up to the gas punp and said to the attendant,
"“I'l pie no,

per favore."

"Si, signore."

Pi er | eaned over and gave Robert a kiss on the cheek.

"I wll be right back."

Robert wat ched her walk into the office and get change for
t he

tel ephone. She's really very pretty, Robert thought. And
intelligent.

| nmust be careful not to hurt her.

I nside the office, Pier was dialing. She turned to smle
and wave at



Robert. Wen the operator cane on, Pier said, "Got ne
| nt er pol .
Subito!"

Fromthe nonent Pier had seen the news broadcast about
Robert Bel | any,

she had known she was going to be rich. If Interpol, the
I nt er nati onal

crimnal police force, was | ooking for Robert, there had
to be a huge

reward out for him And she was the only one who knew
where he was! The

reward woul d be all hers. Persuading himto go to Naples,
where she

coul d keep an eye on him had been a stroke of geni us.

A man's voice on the tel ephone said, "Interpol. My I
hel p you?"

Pier's heart was poundi ng. She gl anced out the w ndow to
make sure

Robert was still at the gas punp.

"Yes. You are |l ooking for a man nanmed Commander Robert
Bel | any, yes?"

There was a nonment of silence.

"Who is calling, please?"

“"Never mnd. Are you after himor not?"

“I'"'l'l have to transfer you to soneone else. WII|l you hold
t he |ine,

pl ease?"

He turned to his assistant, "Put a trace on this. Pronto!"

Thirty seconds later, Pier was speaking with a seni or
of ficial.

"Yes, signora. Can | help you?"

No, you fool. I'mtrying to help you.



"l have Commander Robert Bellany. Do you want him or
don't you?"

"But, yes, signora, we want himvery nuch. And you say
you have hi nP"

"That's right. He's with nme now. How nmuch is he worth to
you?"

"Are you speaking of a reward?"

"OF course |I'm speaking of a reward." She gl anced out the
w ndow agai n.

What kind of idiots are these? The official signaled to
hi s assi st ant

to nove faster

"We have not yet set a price on him signora, so-
"Well, set one now. I'min a hurry."”

"How nmuch of a reward are you expecti ng?"

"l don't know." Pier thought for a nonent.

"Woul d fifty thousand dollars be all right?"

"Fifty thousand dollars is a |ot of noney. If you tell ne
where you

are, we could cone to you and negoti ate a deal thatHe nust
think I''m

pazza.

“No. You either agree to pay ne what | want now or-" Pier
| ooked up and

saw Robert approaching the office.
"Hurry! Yes or no?"

“Very well, signora. Yes. W agree to pay you...."
Robert cane

t hrough the door, noving toward her. Pier said into the
t el ephone, "W



should be there in tinme for dinner, Mama. You will |ike
him He is

very nice. Good. W will see you later. Ci ao."

Pier replaced the receiver and turned to Robert.

"Mother is dying to neet you."

* At Interpol headquarters, the senior official said, "D d
you trace the

cal | ?"

"Yes. It cane froma filling station on the Autostrada
del Sole. It

| ooks like they're on their way to Naples." Col onel
Francesco Cesar and

Col onel Frank Johnson were studying a map on the wall of
Cesar's office

"Naples is a big city," Col onel Cesar was sayi ng.
"There are a thousand places for himto hide there."
"What about the woman?"

"We have no idea who she is."

"Why don't we find out?"

Johnson asked. Cesar |ooked at him puzzled.

n I_b\,\pll

"If Bellany needed a woman conpanion in a hurry, as a
cover, what would

he do?"

"He woul d probably pick up a whore."

"Right. Where do we start?"

"Tor di Qunto."

They drove down the Passeggi ata Archeol ogi ca and wat ched



t he

streetwal kers peddling their wares. In the car with

Col onel Cesar and

Col onel Johnson was Captain Bellini, the police supervisor
of the

district.

"This is not going to be easy,"” Bellini said.

"They're all in conpetition with one another, but when it
conmes to the

police, they're |like blood sisters. They won't tal k."
"We'll see," Col onel Johnson said.

Bellini ordered the driver to pull over to the curb, and
the three nen

got out of the car. The prostitutes were eyeing them
warily. Bellini

wal ked up to one of the wonen.

"Good afternoon, Mari a.

How s busi ness?"

“I't will be better when you | eave."
"We're not planning to stay. | just want to ask you a
guesti on.

We're | ooking for an Anerican who picked up one of the
girls last night.

W think they are traveling together. W want to know who
she is. Can
you hel p us?"

He showed her a photograph of Robert. Several other
prostitutes had
gathered around to listen to the conversati on.

"I can't help you," Maria said, "but | know someone who
can." Bellini
nodded approvi ngly.



" Good. Who?"

Maria pointed to a storefront across the street. A sign
in the w ndow
read: Fortune-tell er-Pal m Reader.

"Madam Lucia m ght help you."
The girls | aughed appreciatively.

Captain Bellini |ooked at them and said, "So you like

| okes, do you?

Vell, we're going to play a little joke I think you're
going to | ove.

These two gentlenmen are very eager to have the name of the
girl who went

off with the Anerican. If you don't know who she is,
suggest you talk

to your friends, find sonmeone who does know, and when you
have t he

answer, give ne a call."

"Why shoul d we?"

one of them asked defiantly.

"You'l | find out."

One hour later, the prostitutes of Rone found thensel ves
under si ege.

Patrol wagons swept the city, picking up all the wonen
wor ki ng t he

streets and their pinps. There were screans of protest.
"You can't do this.... | pay police protection.”

"This has been ny beat for five years.

"“I"ve been giving it to you and your friends for free.

Where's your
gratitude?. ..

"What do | pay you protection for?..." By the follow ng



day, the
streets were virtually enpty of prostitutes, and the jails
were full.

Cesar and Col onel Johnson were sitting in Captain
Bellini's office.

"I't's going to be difficult to keep themin jail," Captain
Bel I'i ni
war ned.

"I mght also add that this is very bad for tourism™"

"Don't worry," Col onel Johnson said, "sonmeone wll talk.
Just keep the
pressure on."

Their break canme late in the afternoon. Captain Bellini's
secretary
said, ~~~~~~~~ 5 a M. Lorenzo to see you."

"Send himin."

M. Lorenzo was dressed in a very expensive suit and wore
di anond ri ngs

on three fingers. M. Lorenzo was a pi np.

"What can | do for you?"

Bel |l ini asked. Lorenzo sm | ed.

"It's what | can do for you, gentlenen. Sone of ny

associ ates i nform ne

that you are | ooking for a particular working girl who
left towmn with an

Anmerican, and since we are always eager to cooperate with
t he

authorities, | thought I would give you her nane."

Col onel Johnson said, "W is she?"

Lorenzo ignored the question.

“"Naturally, |'"msure you would want to express your



appreci ati on by

rel easing ny associates and their f:friends." Col onel
Cesar said, "W

are not interested in any of your whores. Al we want is
t he nanme of

the girl."

"That is very gratifying news, sir. It's always a
pl easure to deal with
reasonabl e nmen. | know that-"

"Her nanme, Lorenzo."

"Yes, of course. Her nane is Pier. Pier Valli. The
Aneri can spent the

night with her at the L'Incrocio Hotel, and the next
nor ni ng they took

off. She is not one of ny girls. If I my say so-"
Bell i ni was al ready

on the tel ephone.

"Bring up the records on a Pier Valli. Subito!"

"I hope you gentlenen are going to show your gratitude
by-" Bel | ini

| ooked up, and then said into the phone, "And cancel
Qperation Puttana."

Lorenzo beaned.

"Grazie."

Pier Valli's records were on Bellini's desk five m nutes
| at er.

"She started streetwal king when she was fifteen. She has
been arrested

a dozen times since then. She-"

"Wher e does she cone fronf"

Col onel Johnson i nterrupt ed.

"Naples." The two nmen | ooked at each ot her.



"She has a nother and brother living there."

"Can you find out where?"

"I can check it out."

"Do that. Now. "

They were approaching the suburbs of Naples. Ad
apartnment houses |ined

the narrow streets, with |aundry hangi ng out of al nost
every w ndow,

maki ng the buildings |ook |ike concrete nountains flying
colorful fl ags.

Pi er asked, "Have you ever been to Napl es?"

"Once." Robert's voice was tight. Susan was sitting
besi de him

giggling. | heard Naples is a wicked city. Can we do a
| ot of w cked

t hi ngs here, darling?

W're going to invent sonme new things, Robert prom sed.
Pier was watching him

“"Are you all right?"

Robert brought his mnd back to the present.
“I"'mfine."

They were driving along bay harbor, formed by the Castel
dell' Ovo, the

ol d abandoned castl e near the water.

When they arrived at Via Tol edo, Pier said, excitedly,
"Turn here."

They were approachi ng Spaccanapoli, the old section of
Napl es.



Pier said, "It's just up ahead. Turn left onto Via
Benedetto Croce.”

Robert nmade the turn. The traffic here was heavier, and
t he noi se of

hor ns deafening. He had forgotten how noi sy Naples could
be. He sl owed

the car down to avoid hitting the pedestrians and dogs
that ran in front

of the car as if they were bl essed with sone kind of
imortality.

"Turn right here," Pier directed, "into Piazza del

Pl ebi scito." The

traffic was even worse here, and the nei ghborhood nore run
down.

"Stop!" Pier cried out.

Robert pulled over to the curb. They had stopped in front
of a row of

seedy shops.

Robert gl anced around.

"This is where your nother |ives?"

"No," Pier said.

"OF course not." She | eaned over and pressed the horn. A
nonment | ater,

a young woman canme out of one of the shops. Pier got out
of the car and

raced to greet her. They hugged each ot her.

"You | ook wonderful!" the woman excl ai nmed.

"You nmust be doing very well."

"I am" Pier held out her wist.

"Look at ny new bracelet!"”

"Are those real eneral ds?"



"OF course they are real."

The woman yel |l ed at soneone inside the store.

"Anna! Cone on out.

Look who is here!™

Robert was watching the scene, unbelievingly.

"Pier-"

"In a mnute, darling," she said.

"I have to say hello to ny friends."

Wthin mnutes half a dozen wonen were clustered around
Pier, admring

her bracelet, while Robert sat there helplessly, gritting
his teeth.

"He is crazy about ne," Pier announced. She turned to

Robert .
"Aren't you, caro?"

Robert wanted to strangle her, but there was nothing he
coul d do.

"Yes," he said.

“Can we go now, Pier?"
"In a mnute."

"Now! " Robert said.

"COh, very well." Pier turned to the wonen.
"W mnust | eave now.

W have an inportant appointnent. C ao!"



"Cl aol"

Pier got into the car beside Robert, and the wonen stood
t here wat chi ng
them drive away.

Pier said happily, "They are all old friends."
"Wonderful. Wiere's your nother's house?"
"Ch, she ~~~5~~~live in the ~~~y~)) "What?"

"She lives outside of town in a little farmhouse, half an
hour from
here."

The farnmhouse was on the southern outskirts of Naples, an
ol d stone
buil ding set off fi:fromthe road.

"There it is!" Pier exclained. '"isn't it beautiful?"

"Yes." Robert |iked the fact that the house was away from
the center of

town. There woul d be no reason for anyone to cone | ooking
for him here.

Pier was right. It's a perfect safe house.

They wal ked up to the flont door, and before they reached
it, the door

fl ew open and Pier's nother stood there smling at them
She was an

ol der version of her daughter, thin and gray-haired, with
a |lined,

careworn face.

"Pier, caral M sei namncata!"
"I"ve mssed you too, Mana. This is the friend |
t el ephoned you about

that | was bringing hone."

Mama did not mss a beat.



"Ah? Si, you are welconme M.-?"

"Jones," Robert said.

“Conme in, cone in."

They entered the living room It was a | arge room
confortable and

homey, crammed with furniture.

A boy in his early twenties entered the room He was
short and dark,

with a thin, sullen face and broodi ng brown eyes. He wore
j eans and a

jacket with the nane Diavoli Rossi sewn on it. His face
lit up when he

saw his sister.

"Pier!"

"Hello, Carlo." They hugged.

"What are you doi ng here?"

"We cane to visit for a few days." She turned to Robert.
"This is ny brother, Carlo. Carlo, this is M. Jones."
"Hello, Carlo.™

Carl o was si zing Robert up.

"Hello." Mama said, "I will fix a nice bedroomfor you
two | ovebirds in

t he back."

Robert said, "If you don't mnd-that is, if you have an

extra bedroom
|'d prefer a roomto nyself."

There was an awkward pause. The three of them were
staring at Robert.

Mana turned to Pier.



"Orosessual e?"
Pier shrugged. | don't know.

But she was sure he was not a honbsexual. Manma | ooked at
Robert .

"As you w sh." She hugged Pi er agai n.
"I"'mso happy to see you. Cone into the kitchen. I wll
make some

coffee for us."

In the kitchen, Mama excl ai med, "Benissinpo! How did you
neet hin? He

| ooks very rich. And that bracelet you are wearing. It
must have cost

a fortune. My goodness!

Tonight | will cook a big dinner. I will invite all the
nei ghbors so

t hey can neet your-"

"No, Mama. You nust not do that."

"But cara, why should we not spread the news of your good
| uck?

Al'l our friends wll be so pleased.”
"Mama, M. Jones just wants to rest for a few days.

No party. No nei ghbors."” Mama si ghed.

"Al'l right. Whatever you wish." I'll arrange for himto
be picked up
away fromthe house, so Mama wi || not be di sturbed.

Carl o had noticed the bracel et, too.

"That bracelet. Those are real eneralds, huh? Did you
buy that for ny
sister?"



There was an attitude about the boy that Robert did not
li ke.

"Ask her." Pier and Mama cane out of the kitchen. Mama
| ooked at
Robert .

"You are sure you do not want to sleep with Pier?"
Robert was enbarrassed.

"Thank you. No." Pier said, "I'll show you your
bedroom " She | ed him

toward the back of the house to a | arge, confortable
bedroomw th a

doubl e bed in the mddle of the room

"Robert, are you afraid of what Mama might think if we
sl ept together?
She knows what | do."

"I't's not that," Robert said.
"It's-" There was no way he coul d expl ain.
"I"'msorry, |-" Pier's voice was col d.

“"Never mnd." She felt unreasonably of fended. Tw ce now
he had refused

to sleep with her. It serves himright that I amturning
hi m over to

the police, she thought. And yet she felt a snall,
naggi ng sense of

guilt. He was really very nice. But fifty thousand
dollars was fifty

t housand dol | ars.

* * * At dinner Mama was tal kative, but Pier and Robert
and Carlo were

silent and preoccupi ed. Robert was busily working out his
pl an of

escape. Tonorrow, he thought, I'll go down to the docks
and find a ship



out of here. Pier was thinking about the phone call she
was planning to

make. 1'l1 call fromtown, so the police cannot trace it
her e.

Carl o was studying the stranger his sister had brought to
t he house. He
shoul d be an easy nuake.

When di nner was over, the two wonen went into the kitchen.
Robert was
al one with Carl o.

"You're the first man ny sister has ever brought here,”
Carl o said.

"She nust like you a lot."
"I like her a lot."
"Do you? Are you going to take care of her?"

"I think your sister can take care of herself." Carlo
sm rked.

"Yeah. | know." The stranger seated across from hi mwas
wel | dressed

and obviously rich. Wiy was he staying here when he coul d
have stayed

at sone fancy hotel? The only reason Carlo could think of
was that the

man was in hiding. And that brought up an interesting

poi nt. Wen a

rich man was in hiding, sonehow, sone way, there was noney
to be nmade

fromthe situation.

"Where are you fronf"
Carl o asked.

"Fromno place in particular,"” Robert said pleasantly.

"I travel a lot."



Carl o nodded.
"I see." I'll find out fromPier who he is.

Sonebody will probably be willing to pay a | ot of noney
for him and
Pier and | can split it.

"Are you in business?"
Carl o asked.
"Retired."

It would not be hard to force this man to talk, Carlo
deci ded.

Lucca, the | eader of the D avoli Rossi, could crack him
open in no tine.

"How long will you be staying with us?"
"It's hard to say."
get on

Robert's nerves.

The boy's curiosity was beginning to

Pi er and her nother cane out of the kitchen.
"Wul d you |Iike sone nore coffee?"
Mama asked.

“No, thank you. That was a delicious dinner." Mama
sm | ed.

"That was nothing. Tonorrow | will prepare a feast for
you. "

"Good." He woul d be gone by then. He stood up.

"I'f you don't mind, |"'mrather tired. I1'd like to turn
in."



"Of course, Mama sai d.

"Good night."
"Good night."
They wat ched Robert as he wal ked toward the bedroom
Carl o grinned.

"He doesn't think you' re good enough to sleep with him
eh?"

The remark stung Pier, as it was neant to. She woul d not
have m nded it

i f Robert were a honpsexual, but she had heard himtalk to
Susan, and

she knew better. |I'll show the stronzo.

Robert lay in bed thinking about his next nove. Laying a
fal se trai

with the hom ng device that had been hidden in the credit
card woul d

give hima little tinme, but he was not dependi ng too nuch
on it.

They probably woul d have caught up with the red truck by
now. The nen

who were aiter himwere ruthless and smart. Were heads of
wor | d

governnents involved in the massive cover-up? Robert
wondered. Or was

it an organi zation within an organi zation, a cabal in the
intelligence

community acting illegally on its own? The nore Robert

t hought about

it, the nore feasible it seened that the heads of state
m ght be unaware

of what was going on. And a thought struck him It had

al ways seened

odd to himthat Adm ral Wi ttaker had suddenly been
retired from ONl and

relegated to sone Siberia. But if soneone had forced him
out because



t hey knew he woul d never be part of the conspiracy, then
It began to

make sense. | have to contact the admral, Robert

t hought. He was the

only one he could trust to get to the truth of what was
happeni ng.

Tonorrow, he thought. Tonorrow. He closed his eyes and
sl ept .

The creaking of the bedroom door awakened him He sat up
i n bed,

Instantly alert. Soneone was noving toward the bed.

Robert tensed, ready to spring. He snelled her perfune
then and felt
her slide in bed beside him

"Pi er-What are you-?"
"Ssh." Her body pressed agai nst his. She was naked.

"I got lonely," she whi spered. She snuggl ed closer to
hi m

"' msorry, Pier, I-1 can't do anything for you." Pier
said, "No?

Then let ne do sonething for you."
Her voice was soft.

"It's no use. You can't.’'
frustration

Robert felt a deep

He wanted to spare both of themthe enbarrassnent of what
was not goi ng
t o happen.

"Don't you like nme, Robert? Do you not think |I have a
beauti ful body?"

"Yes." And she did. He could feel the warnth of her body
pressi ng



cl oser.

She was stroking himgently, rippling her fingers up and
down hi s chest,

noving lightly toward his groin. He had to stop her
before the

hum liating fiasco was repeated.

"Pier, | can't nmake love. | haven't been able to be with
a wonan
since-for a long tine."

"You don't have to do anything, Robert," she said.
"I just want to play. Do you |ike being played wth?"

He felt nothing. Goddamm Susan! She had taken nore than
hersel f away
fromhim she had taken a part of his manhood. Pier was
sliding down
hi s body now.

"Turn over," she said.

"It'"s no use, Pier. I-" She rolled himover, and he |ay
there cursing

Susan, cursing his inpotence. He could feel Pier's tongue
novi ng al ong

hi s back, nmaking tiny, delicate circles, noving | ower and
| ower. Her

fingers were gently flicking over his skin.

"Pier-"

"Ssh. "

He felt her tongue spiraling down deeper and deeper, and
he began to

feel aroused. He started to nove.

"Ssh. Lie still."

Her tongue was soft and warm and he could feel her
breasts trailing



along his skin. H's pul se began to qui cken. Yes, he
t hought .

Yes! Ch, yes! His tumescence grew until he becane rock
hard, and when

he could stand it no | onger, he grabbed Pier and turned
her over.

She felt himand gasped, "My God, you're enornous. | want
you i nsi de
me. "

And a nonent | ater Robert plunged into her, and then again
and agai n,

and it was as if he had been reborn. Pier was skillful

and wi |l d, and

Robert reveled in the dark cave of her velvety sofl:ness.
They made

| ove three tinmes that night. Finally, they slept.

Day Ei ghteen Naples, Italy

In the norning, as the pale |light was com ng through the
wi ndow, Robert

awakened. He held Pier close in his arns and whi spered,
"Thank you."

Pier smled m schievously.

"How do you feel ?"

"Wonderful ," Robert said. And he did.

Pi er snuggl ed agai nst him

"You are an aninmal!" Robert grinned.

"You're good for ny ego," he said. Pier sat up and said
seriously, "You

are not a drug smuggler, are you?"

It was a naive question.



"But Interpol is after you." That hit closer to hone.
"Yes. "

Her face lit up.

"I know You're a spy!" She was as excited as a child.
Robert had to | augh.

"Am | ?"

And he thought, Qut of the nouths of babes...

"Admt it," Pier insisted.

"You're a spy, aren't you?"

"Yes," Robert said gravely.

"I"'ma spy."

"I knewit!" Pier's eyes were gl ow ng.

"Can you tell nme sone secrets?”

"What ki nd of secrets?"

"You know, spy secrets-codes and things like that. | |ove
to read spy

novels. | read themall the tine."

n m yOU?"

"Oh, yes! But they're just nmade-up stories. You know all
t he real

things, don't you? Like the signals that spies use. Are
you all owed to

tell ne one?"

Robert said seriously, "Well, | really shouldn't, but I
suppose one
woul d be all right." What can | tell her that she'l



bel i eve? "There's
the ol d w ndow shade trick."

She was w de- eyed.

"The ol d wi ndow shade trick?"

"Yes." Robert pointed to a window in the bedroom

“If everything is under control, you | eave the shades up.
But if

there's trouble, you pull one shade down. That's the

signal to warn
your fellow agent away."

Pier said excitedly, "That's wonderful! 1've never read
that in a
book. "

"You won't," Robert said.

"It's very secret."”

“I won't tell anyone," Pier prom sed.

"What el se?"

What el se?

Robert thought for a nonent.

"Well, there's the tel ephone trick."

Pier snuggled closer to him

"Tell me about that."

"Er-let's say a fell ow spy tel ephones you to find out if
everything is

all right. He'll ask for Pier. If everything is fine,
you say, 'This

Is Pier." But if there is any problem you say, 'You have

t he wrong
nunber."' "That's wonderful!" Pier exclai ned.



My instructors at the Farm would have a heart attack if
t hey heard ne

tal ki ng this nonsense.

"Can you tell nme anything el se?"

Pi er asked. Robert | aughed.

"I think those are enough secrets for one norning."

"All right." She rubbed her body al ong his body.

"Would you like to take a shower ?"

Pi er asked.

"Love to."

They soaped each other under the warmwater, and as Pier
spread Robert's

| egs and began to wash him he becane tunmescent again.
They made | ove in the shower.

Wil e Robert was getting dressed, Pier put on a robe and
said, "I'll see

about breakfast.'
room

Carlo was waiting for her in the dining

"Tell nme about your friend," he said.
"What about hi "

“"Where did you neet hinP"

"In Rone. "

"He nust be very rich to have bought you that enerald
bracel et. "

She shrugged.

"He |likes ne."



A dozen security agents and the Naples police force were
scouring the
city for Robert.

Carl o was busily making his own plans for Robert. Pier
was getting
ready to tel ephone | nterpol again.

The danger in the air was al nost pal pable, and Robert felt
as if he

could reach out and touch it. The waterfront was a
beehi ve of activity,

Wi th cargo ships busily | oading and unl oadi ng. But

anot her el enent had

been added: There were police cars cruising up and down
the quai, and

uni formed pol i cenen and obvi ous-| ooki ng detectives
guesti oni ng

dockwor kers and sailors. The concentrated manhunt took
Robert by

conplete surprise. It was alnost as if they had known he
was i n Napl es,

for it would have been inpossible for themto be
conducting this intense

a search for himin every magjor city in Italy. He did not
even bot her

to get out of the car. He turned around and headed away
fromthe docks.

What he had thought would be an easy plan-to board a cargo
shi p bound

for France-had now becone too dangerous. Sonehow t hey had
managed to

track himhere. He went over his options again.

Travel i ng any di stance

by car was too risky. There woul d be roadbl ocks around

the city by now.

The docks were guarded. That nmeant the railroad station
and airport

woul d be covered as well. He was in a vise, and it was
closing in on

hi m



Robert thought about Susan's offer.

"We're just off the coast of Gbraltar. W can turn
around and pick you

up, anyplace you say. It's probably your only chance of
escape." He

was reluctant to involve Susan in his danger, and yet he
could think of

no other alternative. It was the only way out of the trap
he was in.

They woul d not be | ooking for himonaprivate yacht. |fl
can findaway to

get to the Hal cyon, he thought, they could drop ne off
near the coast of

Marseill es, and | can get ashore by nyself That way, they
won't be in

danger. He parked the car in front of a small trattoria
on a side

street and went inside to make the call. In five m nutes,
he was

connected with the Hal cyon.

"Ms. Banks, please."
"Who shall | say is calling?"

Monte has a fucking butler to answer his phone on the
yacht.

"Just tell her an old friend."

A mnute |ater he heard Susan's voice.
"Robert-is that you?"

"The bad penny.™

"They-they haven't arrested you, have they?"

"No. Susan." It was difficult for himto ask the
guesti on.

"I's your offer still open?"



"OF course it is. Wen-?"

"Can you reach Napl es by tonight?"

Susan hesit at ed.

"I don't know. Hold on a nonent." Robert heard talking
in the

background. Susan came on the |line again.

"Monte says we have an engi ne problem but we can reach
Naples in two

days."

Damm. Every day here increased the chances of his getting
caught .

"All right. That will be fine."
"How wi I | we find you?"

“I'"l'l contact you."

"Robert, please take care of yourself."
"I"'mtrying. | really am"

"You won't | et anything happen to you?"

"No, I won't let anything happen to ne.
Susan

repl aced the receiver, she turned to her husband and
sm | ed.

O to you. \Wen

"He's com ng aboard."

One hour later, in Rone, Francesco Cesar handed a cable to
Col onel Frank

Johnson. It was fromthe Hal cyon. It read: BELLAW

COM NG ABOARD

HALCYON. W LL KEEP YOU I NFORMED. It was unsi gned.

"I'"ve made arrangenents to nonitor all commrunication to



and fromthe
Hal cyon," Cesar said.

"As soon as Bellany steps aboard, we've got him"

The nore Carlo Valli thought about it, the nore certain he
was that he

was about to make a big score. Pier's fairy tale about
the Anerican

running away fromhis wife was a joke. M. Jones was on
the run, al

right, but he was running fromthe police. There was
probably a reward

out for the man. Maybe a big reward. This had to be
handl ed very

delicately. Carlo decided to discuss it with Mario Lucca,
t he | eader of

the D avoli Rossl.

Early in the norning, Carlo got on his Vespa notor scooter
and headed

for Via Sorcella, behind the Piazza Garibaldi. He stopped
in front of a

run-down apartnent building, and pressed the bell on a

br oken mai | box

mar ked "Lucca."

A mnute |ater a voice yelled out, "Who the fuck is it?"
"Carlo. | have to talk to you, Mario."

"It better be good at this hour of the norning. Cone on
up.

The door buzzer sounded, and Carlo went upstairs. Mario
Lucca was

standi ng at an open door, naked. At the end of the room
Carl o coul d see

agirl in his bed.

"Che cosa?

What the hell are you doing up so early?"



"I couldn't sleep, Mario. I'mtoo excited. | think I'm
ont o sonet hi ng

big."

"Yeah? Cone in."

Carlo entered the small, nessy apartnent.

"Last night ny sister brought hone a nark."

"So what? Pier's a whore. She-"

"Yeah, but this one is rich. And he's in hiding."

"Who is he hiding fronf"

"I don't know. But I'mgoing to find out. | think there
m ght be a

reward out for him"

"Why don't you ask your sister?"

Carl o frowned.

"Pier wants to keep it all for herself.

You shoul d see the bracel et he bought her-eneral ds."

"A bracelet? Yeah? How nuch is it worth?"

“I''l'l et you know. I'"mgoing to sell it this norning."
Lucca st ood

t here, thoughtful.

“I'"'l'l tell you what, Carlo. Wiy don't we have a talk with
your sister's

friend? Let's pick himup and take himover to the club
this norning."

The club was an enpty warehouse in Quartiere Saneta that
had a room t hat

was soundproof. Carlo sm | ed.

"Bene. | can get himdown there easy enough.™



"We' Il be waiting for him" Lucca said.

"We'll have a little talk with him | hope he has a nice
voi ce, because

he's going to sing for us." Wien Carlo returned to the
house, M. Jones

was gone. Carl o pani cked.

"Where did your friend go?"
he asked Pier.

"He said he had to go into town for a little while. He'l
be back.
Why ?"

He forced a sml e.
"Just curious."

Carlo waited until his nother and Pier were in the kitchen
preparing

| unch, then hurried into Pier's room He found the
bracel et hi dden

under sone lingerie in a dresser drawer. He swiftly
pocketed it and was

on his way out when his nother canme out of the kitchen.

"Carlo, aren't you staying for |unch?"

"No. | have an appointnment, Mama. |'Il|l be back later."

He got on his

Vespa and headed toward the Quartiere Spagnol o. Maybe the
bracelet is

phony, he thought. It could be paste. | hope |I don't

make a fool of

nmyself with Lucca. He parked the notorbike in front of a
small jewelry

store that had a sign in front that read: Oologia. The
owner, Ganbi no,

was an elderly, w zened man, with an ill-fitting black w g
and a

mout hful of false teeth. He | ooked up as Carl o entered.



"Good norning, Carlo. You're out early.”

"Yeah. "

"What have you got for ne today?"

Carl o took out the bracelet and laid it on the counter.
"This."

Ganbi no picked it up. As he studied it, his eyes w dened.
"Where did you get this?"

"Arich aunt died and left it tone. Is it worth
anyt hi ng?"

"I't could be," Ganbino said cautiously.
"Don't fuck around with ne."

Ganbi no | ooked hurt.

"Have | ever cheated you?"

"All the tinme."

"You boys are always kidding around. I'll tell you what |
will do,
Carlo. I'"'mnot sure | can handle this by nyself. It's

very val uable."

Carl o's heart skipped a beat.

"Real | y?"

“I''l'l have to see if | can lay it off sonmewhere. 1'l|
gi ve you a cal

toni ght . "

"Ckay," Carlo said. He snatched up the bracelet.

“I''l'l keep this until | hear fromyou."



Carlo left the shop wal king on air. So, he had been
right! The sucker

was rich, and he was al so crazy. Wiy el se woul d soneone
gi ve an

expensive bracelet to a whore? In the store, Ganbi no

wat ched Carl o

| eave. He thought, What the hell have those idiots gotten
t hensel ves

i nt o? From under the counter, he picked up a circular

t hat had been

sent to all pawn shops. It had a description of the
bracel et he had

just seen, but at the bottom instead of the usual police
nunber to

call, there was a special notice: "Notify SIFAR

I mredi ately. " Ganbi no

woul d have ignored an ordinary police circular, as he had
hundr eds of

times in the past, but he knew enough about SIFAR to know
t hat one never

crossed them He hated to | ose the profit on the
bracel et, but he did

not intend to put his neck in a noose. Reluctantly, he

pi cked up the

t el ephone and di al ed the nunber on the circular.

It was the season of fear, of swirling, deadly shadows.
Years earlier

Robert had been sent on a mssion to Borneo and had gone
into the deep

jungle after a traitor. It had been in Cctober, during
nmusi m t akoot ,

the traditional head-hunting season, when the jungle
natives lived in

terror of Batii Saiang, the spirit that sought out humans
for their

bl ood. It was a season of nurders, and now for Robert,
Napl es had

suddenly becone the jungles of Borneo. Death was in the
air. Do not go

gentie into the fucking night, Robert thought. They'll
have to catch ne

first. How had they traced him here? Pier. They nust
have tracked him



down through Pier. | have to get back to the house and
war n her, Robert
t hought. But first | have to findaway out of here.

He drove toward the outskirts of the city, to where the
aut ostrada

began, hoping that by some mracle it mght be clear.

Fi ve hundred

yards before he reached the entrance, he saw the police
r oadbl ock. He

turned around and headed back toward the center of the
city.

Robert drove slowy, concentrating, putting hinself into
t he m nds of

his pursuers. They woul d have all avenues of escape out
of Italy

bl ocked. Every ship | eaving the country woul d be
searched. A plan

suddenly cane to him They woul d have no reason to search
shi ps not

| eaving Italy. It's a chance, Robert thought. He headed
for the harbor

again. The little bell over the door of the jewelry shop
rang, and

Ganbi no | ooked up. Two nmen in dark suits wal ked in. They
wer e not

cust oners.

"Can | hel p you?"

"M . Ganbi no?"

He exposed his fal se teeth.

"Yes."

“You cal |l ed about an enerald bracelet." SIFAR He had
been expecting

them But this tine he was on the side of the angels.

"That's right. As a patriotic citizen, | felt it was ny
duty-"



"Cut the bullshit. Wo brought it in?"

"A young boy naned Carlo."

"Did he | eave the bracel et?"

"No, he took it with him"

"What's Carlo's | ast nanme?"

Ganmbino |ifted a shoul der.

"l don't know his last nane. He's one of the boys in the
Di avol i Rossi .

That's one of our local gangs. It's run by a kid naned
Lucca. "

"Do you know where we can find this Lucca?"

Ganbi no hesitated. If Lucca found out that he had tal ked,
he woul d have

his tongue cut out.

If he did not tell these nen what they wanted to know, he
woul d have his

brai ns bashed in.

"He lives on Via Sorcella, behind the Piazza Garibaldi."
"Thank you, M. Ganbi no. You've been very hel pful."
"1'"'m al ways happy to cooperate withThe nen were gone.
Lucca was in bed with his girlfriend when the two nen
shoved open the

door to his apartnent. Lucca |eapt out of bed.

"What the hell is this? Wo are you?"

One of the nen pulled out his identification. SIFAR

Lucca swal | owed.

"Hey, | haven't done anything wong. |I'ma |aw abiding



citizen who-"

"We know that, Lucca. W're not interested in you. W're
interested in
a boy nanmed Carlo."

Carlo. So that's what this is about. That fucking
bracel et! Wat the

hell had Carlo gotten hinmself into? SIFAR did not send
men ar ound

| ooking for stolen jewelry.

"Well -do you know hi mor don't you?"
"I mght."

“If you aren't sure, we'll refresh your nenory down at
headquarters.”

"Wait! | do renenber, now," Lucca said.

"You nust nmean Carlo Valli. What about hinf"

"We'd |ike to have a talk with him Were does he |ive?"
Every nmenber of the Diavoli Rossi had to swear a bl ood
oath of |oyalty,

an oath that they would die before they would betray a
fell ow nenber.

That was what nade the Diavoli Rossi such a great club.
They stuck

together. One for all and all for one.

"Do you want to take that trip downtown?"

"What for?"

Lucca shrugged. He gave them Carl o' s address.

Thirty mnutes later, Pier op_ned tye door to find two
strangers

standi ng there.

"Signorina Valli?"



Tr oubl e.

"Yes."

"May we cone in?"

She wanted to say no, but she did not dare.

"Who are you?"

One of the nen pulled out a wallet and flashed an

I dentification card.

SI FAR. These were not the people she had nade her deal
wi t h.

Pier felt a sense of panic that they were going to try to
cheat her out

of her reward.

"What do you want with nme?"

"We'd i ke to ask you a few questions.”

"Go ahead. | have nothing to hide." Thank God, Pier

t hought, Robert is
out. | can still negotiate.

"You drove down from Rone yesterday, didn't you." It was

a statenent.
"Yes. |Is that against the [ aw? Was | speedi ng?"

The man smled. It did nothing to change the expression
on his face.

"You had a conpanion with you?"
Pier answered carefully.
n YeS. n

"Who was he, signorina?"



She shrugged.

"Sonme man | picked up on the road. He wanted a ride to
Napl es. "

The second man asked, "Is he here wth you now?"

"I don't know where he is. | dropped himoff when we got
into town, and
he di sappeared.™

"Was your passenger's nane Robert Bel | amy?"
She knitted her brow in concentration.

"Bellany? | don't know. | don't think he told nme his
name. "

"Ch, we think he did. He picked you up on the Tor di
Qunt o, you spent

the night with himat the L'Incrocio Hotel, and the next
nor ni ng he

bought you an enerald bracelet. He sent you to sone
hotels with airline

and train tickets, and you rented a car and cane down to
Napl es, right?"

They know everything. Pier nodded, her eyes filled with
fear.

"I's your friend com ng back, or has he |left Naples?"

She hesitated, deciding which was the best answer. |If she
told them

that Robert had left town, they would not believe her
anyway. They

woul d wait here at the house, and when he turned up, they
coul d accuse

her of Iying for himand hold her as an acconplice. She
deci ded t hat

the truth would serve her better

"He's com ng back," Pier said.



"Soon?"
""" mnot sure."

"Well, we'll just make ourselves confortable. You don't
mnd if we | ook
around, do you?"

They opened their jackets, exposing their guns.
"N-no."

They fanned out, noving through the house. Mama wal ked in
fromthe
kit chen.

"Who are these nen?"

"They are friends of M. Jones," Pier said.

"They have conme to see him"

Mama beaned.

"Such a nice man. Whuld you |ike sone | unch?"
"Sure, Mama," one of the nen said.

"What are we havi ng?"

Pier's mnd was in a turnoil. | have to call Interpol
agai n, she

t hought. They said they would pay flfiy thousand doll ars.
Meanwhi | e,

she had to keep Robert away fromthe house until she could
make

arrangenents to turn himin. But how? She suddenly
remenbered their

conversation that norning.

“If there's trouble you pull one shade down ... to warn
sonmeone away."

The two nmen were seated at the dining roomtable eating a
bow of



capel l'ini.

"It"'s too bright in here," Pier said. She rose and wal ked
into the

living roomand pulled down the wi ndow shade. Then she
went back to the

table. | hope Robert renenbers about the warning.

Robert was driving toward the house, review ng his plan of
escape.

It's not perfect, he thought, but at least it should get
them of f the

trail long enough to buy ne sone tine. He was approachi ng
t he house.

As he neared it, he sl owed down and | ooked around.
Everyt hi ng appear ed

to be normal. He would warn Pier to get out and then take
off. As

Robert started to park in front of the house, sonething
struck him as

odd. One of the front shades was down. The others were
up. It was

probably a coincidence, but still... An alarm bel
sounded. Coul d Pier

have taken his little game seriously? Was it neant to be
a war ni ng of

sonme ki nd? Robert stepped on the accel erator and kept
driving. He

could not afford to take any chances, no matter how
renote. He drove to

a bar a mle away and went inside to use the tel ephone.

They were seated at the dining-roomtable when the
t el ephone rang.

The nmen tensed. One of themstarted to rise.
"Woul d Bel | any be calling here?"
Pi er gave hima scornful | ook.

"OF course not. Wiy shoul d he?"



She rose and wal ked over to the tel ephone. She picked up
t he receiver.

"Hel | 0?"

"Pier? | saw the wi ndow shade and-" All she had to do was
say t hat

everything was all right, and he would conme back to the
house. The nen

woul d arrest him and she could demand her reward. But
woul d t hey

merely arrest hin? She could hear Robert's voice, saying,
"If the

police find me, they have orders to kill ne." The nmen at
the table were

wat chi ng her. There was so much she could do with fifty

t housand

dol lars. There were beautiful clothes to buy, cruises to
take, a pretty

little apartnment in Rome.... And Robert woul d be dead.
Besi des, she

hat ed the goddammed police. Pier said into the tel ephone,
"You have the

wrong numnber."

Robert heard the click of the receiver and stood there,
st unned.

She had believed the tall tales he had told her, and it
had probably

saved his life. Bless her. Robert turned the car around
and headed

away fromthe house toward the docks, but instead of going
to the main

part of the port that serviced the freighters and ocean
liners | eaving

Italy, he drove to the other side, past Santa Lucia, to a
smal | pier

where the sign over a kiosk read: "Capri and Ischia."
Robert parked the

car where it could easily be spotted, and wal ked up to the
ticket

seller.



"When does the next hydrofoil |eave for |schia?"

“In thirty mnutes.”

"And for Capri?"

"Five mnutes."

"Gve ne a one-way ticket to Capri."

"Si, signore."

"What's this 'si signore' crap?"

Robert said in a | oud voi ce.

"Why don't you people speak English |ike everybody el se?"
The man's eyes w dened i n shock.

"You goddamm gui neas are all alike. Stupid!l O, as you
peopl e woul d

say, stupido." Robert shoved sone noney at the nman,

grabbed the ticket,
and wal ked toward the hydrofoil.

Three mnutes later he was on his way to the island of
Capri. The boat

started out slowy, making its way cautiously through the
channel .

When it reached the outer limts, it surged forward,
rising out of the

water |ike a graceful porpoise. The ferry was full of
tourists froma

variety of countries, happily chattering away in different
tongues. No

one was paying any attention to Robert. He made his way
to the smal

bar where they served drinks. He said to the bartender,
"Gve nme a

vodka and tonic."



"Yes, sir.
He wat ched the bartender m x the drink.

"There you are, signore." Robert picked up the glass and
took a
swal | ow. He sl ammed the gl ass back down on the bar.

"You call this a drink for Christ's sakes?"
he sai d.

"It tastes like horse piss. Wat's the matter with you
goddammn
Italians?"

Peopl e around hi mwere turning to stare. The bartender
said, stiffly,
"I"msorry, signore, we use the best-"

"Don't give ne that shit!"

An Englishman nearby said stiffly, "There are wonen here.
Wy don't you
wat ch your | anguage?"

"I don't have to watch ny | anguage,” Robert yell ed.

"Do you know who | an? |'m Conmander Robert Bellany. And
t hey cal

this a boat? It's a piece of junk!"™ He nade his way to

t he bow and sat

down. He could feel the eyes of the other passengers on
him Hi s heart

was hammering, but the charade was not over yet.

When the hydrofoil docked at Capri, Robert wal ked over to
the ticket

booth at the entrance to the funicolare. An elderly man
was in the

booth selling tickets.

"One ticket," Robert yell ed.



"And hurry up! | don't have all day. You're too old to
be selling

ti ckets, anyway. You should stay hone. Your wife is
probably screw ng

all your neighbors.”

The old man started to rise in anger. Passersby were
gi vi ng Robert

furious glances. Robert grabbed the ticket and stepped
into the crowded

funicolare. They'll renmenber nme, he thought grimy. He
was | eaving a

trail that no one could niss.

When the funicolare cane to a stop, Robert shoved his way
t hrough the

crowmd. He wal ked up the winding Via Vittorio Emanuele, to
t he Qui si sana

Hot el .

"I need a room" Robert told the clerk behind the desk.
"I"'msorry," the clerk apol ogi zed, "but we are fully
booked. There is-"

Robert handed hi m sixty thousand lire.

"Any roomw || do."
“"Well, in that case, | think we can accommopdate you,
si gnor e.

Wul d you register, please?"
Robert signed his nane: Comrander Robert Bell any.

"How long will you be staying with us, Commander ?"

"One week."
"That will be fine. May | have your passport?”
"I't's in ny luggage. It'll be here in a few mnutes."

"I wll have a bell boy show you to your room"



"Not now. | have to go out for a fewmnutes. |'Il be
ri ght back."

Robert stepped out of the |obby, into the street.
Menories hit himlike

a blast of cold air. He had wal ked here with Susan,
exploring the

little side streets, and strolled down Via lIgnazio Cerio
and Via Li

Canpo. It had been a nmagic tine. They visited the Gotta
Azzurra, and

had norning coffee at the Piazza Unberto. They took the
funi col are up

to Anacapri, and rode donkeys to Villa Jovis, Tiberius's
villa, and swam

in the enerald green waters at the Marina Piccola. They
shopped al ong

Via Vittorio Emanuel e and took the chair lift to the top
of Monte

Sol aro, their feet skimmng over the vine | eaves and | eafy
trees. Of

to the right, they could see the houses sprinkled down the
hill side

toward the sea, flowering yell ow broom covering the
ground, an

el even-mnute ride through a colorful fairyland of green
trees, white

houses and, in the distance, the blue sea. At the top,

t hey had coffee

at the Barbarossa R storante, and then went into the
little church in

Anacapri to thank God for all their blessings, and for
each ot her.

Robert had thought then that the magic was Capri. He had
been wrong.

The nmagi ¢ was Susan, and the magician had | eft the stage.
Robert went

back to the funicolare station at the Piazza Unberto, and
took the tram

down, quietly mngling wwth the other passengers. \Wen
the funicol are



arrived at the bottom he wal ked out, carefully avoiding
the ticket

seller. He went over to the kiosk at the boat |anding.

In a heavy

Spani sh accent, Robert asked, "-A que hora sale el barco a
| schi a?"

"Sale en treinta mnutos."
"Gacias." Robert bought a ticket.

He wal ked into a bar at the waterfront and took a seat in
t he back,

where he nursed a scotch. By now they woul d have

undoubt edly found the

car, and the hunt for himwould narrow. He spread out the
map of Europe

in his mnd. The logical thing for himto do would be to
head f or

Engl and and find a way to get back to the States. It
woul d make no

sense for himto return to France. So, France it 1Is,
Robert thought. A

busy seaport to leave Italy from G vitavecchia. | have
to get to

Ci vitavecchia. The Hal cyon.

He got change fromthe owner of the bar and used the

t el ephone. It took

the marine operator ten mnutes to put his call through.
Susan was on

the line al nost inmediately.

"We've been waiting to hear fromyou.” W. He found that
I nt eresting.

"The engine is fixed. W can be in Naples early in the
nor ni ng. Where
shall we pick you up?"

It was too risky for the Halcyon to cone here. Robert
said, "Do you
remenber the palindrone? W went there on our honeynoon."



"The what ?"

"I made a joke about it because | was so exhausted."
There was a

silence on the other end of the line. Then Susan said
softly, "I

remenber. "

"Can the Hal cyon neet ne there tonorrow?"

"Hold on a nonent." He wait ed.

Susan returned to the tel ephone.

"Yes, we can be there."

"Good." Robert hesitated. He thought of all the innocent
peopl e who

had al ready di ed.

“I"'masking a lot of you. If they ever found out you
hel ped nme, you

could be in terrible danger."

"Don't worry. We'll neet you there. Be careful."”
"Thanks. "

The connection was broken.

Susan turned to Monte Banks.

"He's comng."

At SI FAR headquarters in Rone, they were listening to the
conversation

I n the comuni cati ons room There were four nmen in the
room The radio

operator said, "W've recorded it if you would like to
hear it again,

sir."

Col onel Cesar | ooked at Frank Johnson questioningly.



"Yes. I'"'minterested in hearing the part about where
they're going to

neet. It sounded |like he said Palindrone. |Is that
somewhere in Italy?”

Col onel Cesar shook his head.

"I never heard of it. We'll check it out.”" He turned to
hi s ai de.

"Look it up on the nmap. And keep nonitoring al
transm ssions to and
fromthe Hal cyon."

"Yes, sir.

At the farmhouse in Naples, the phone rang. Pier started
to get up to
answer it.

"Hold it," one of the nen said. He wal ked over to the
phone and pi cked
it up.

"Hel | 0?"

He listened for a nonent, then threw the phone down and
turned to his
conpani on.

"Bell any took the hydrofoil to Capri.
Let's go!"

Pier watched the two nmen hurry out the door and thought:
God never neant
me to have so nmuch noney, anyway. | hope he gets away.

When the ferryboat to Ischia arrived, Robert mngled with
t he crowd

boarding it. He kept to hinself, avoiding eye contact.
Thirty m nutes

| ater, when the boat docked at |schia, Robert disenbarked
and wal ked



over to the ticket booth on the pier. A sign announced
that the ferry
to Sorrento was due in ten mnutes.

"Around-trip ticket to Sorrento," Robert said. Ten

m nutes | ater he

was on his way to Sorrento, back to the mainland. Wth a
little Iuck,

the search will have shifted to Capri, Robert thought.
Wth alittle

| uck.

The food market at Sorrento was crowded. Farners had cone
in fromthe

countryside bringing fresh fruit and vegetabl es and sides
of beef that

lined the neat stalls. The street was thronged with
vendors and

shoppers.

Robert approached a husky man in a stained apron |oading a
truck.

"Pardon, nonsieur,"
French accent,
“I"'m 1l ooking for transportation to G vitavecchia. Wuld
you happen to

be goi ng that way?"

Robert said, speaking with a perfect

"No. Salerno." He pointed to a man | oadi ng anot her truck
near by.

"G useppe mght be able to help you."
"Merci."
Robert noved over to the next truck.

"Monsi eur, would you be going to G vitavecchia by any
chance?"

The man said noncommttally, "I mght be."

"l would be glad to pay you for the ride."



"How nuch?"
Robert handed the man a hundred thousand lire.

"You could buy yourself a plane ticket to Rone for that
much noney,
couldn't you?"

Robert instantly realized his m stake. He | ooked around
nervously.

"The truth is, | have sone creditors watching the airport.
|'"d prefer
to go by truck."

The man nodded.

"Ah. | understand. All right, get in. We're ready to
| eave. "

Robert yawned.

"I amtres fatigue. How do you say? Tired? Wuld you
mnd if | slept
I n the back?"

"It's going to be a bunpy ride, but suit yourself."
"Merci."

The back of the truck was filled with enpty crates and
boxes.

G useppe wat ched Robert clinb in, and he closed up the
tail gate

I nsi de, Robert conceal ed hinself behind sone crates. He
suddenly

real i zed how exhausted he really was. The chase was

begi nning to wear

hi m down. How | ong had it been since he had slept? He

t hought of Pier

and how she had cone to himin the night and had nmade him



feel whole
again, a man again. He hoped she was all right. Robert
sl ept .

In the cab of the truck, G useppe was thinking about his
passenger. The

word was out about an Anerican the authorities were

| ooking for. H's

passenger had a French accent, but he | ooked like an
Anerican, and he

dressed |ike an Anerican. It would be worth checking out.
There m ght

be a nice reward.

One hour later, at a truck stop al ong the highway,
G useppe pulled up in
front of a gas punp.

"Fill it up," he said. He wal ked around to the back of
the truck and
peered inside. H s passenger was asl eep.

G useppe went inside the restaurant and made a tel ephone
call to the
| ocal police.

The call had been routed to Col onel Cesar.
"Yes," he said to G useppe, "that sounds very nuch |ike
our man. Listen

carefully. He is dangerous, so | want you to do exactly
as | tell you.

Do you under st and?"

"Yes, sir.
"Where are you now?"

"At the AGP truck stop on the way to Civitavecchia."
“"And he's in the back of your truck now?"

"Yes." The conversation was maki ng hi m nervous. Maybe |
shoul d have



m nded my own busi ness.

"Don't do anything to make hi m suspicious. Get back in
your truck and

keep driving. Gve ne your |license nunber and a
description of your

truck." G useppe gave it to him

"Fine. W will take care of everything. Now get noving."
Col onel Cesar turned to Col onel Johnson and nodded.

"We have him I'Il have a roadbl ock set up. W can be

t here by

helicopter in thirty mnutes."

"Let's go."

When G useppe replaced the receiver, he w ped his sweaty
pal ns on his

shirt and headed for the truck. | hope there won't be a
shoot - out .

Maria would kill nme. On the other hand, if the reward is
| ar ge

enough... He clinbed into the cab of the truck and headed
for

Cvitavecchia. Thirty-five mnutes |later, G useppe heard
t he sound of a

hel i copter overhead. He | ooked up. It had the markings
of the state

police. Ahead of himon the highway, he saw two police
cars lined up

next to each other, form ng a roadbl ock. Behind the cars
wer e policenen

W th automatic weapons. The helicopter |anded at the side
of the road,

and Cesar and Col onel Frank Johnson stepped out.

As he neared the roadbl ock, G useppe slowed the truck
down. He shut off

the ignition and junped out, running toward the officers.

"He's in back!" he shout ed.



The truck rolled to a stop. Cesar shouted, "Close in."
The policenen
converged on the truck, weapons ready.

"Don't shoot," Col onel Johnson yell ed.
"Il take him™"
He noved toward the back of the truck.

"Conme on out, Robert,"” Colonel Johnson called, "it's
over."

There was no response.

"Robert, you have five seconds.” Silence.

They wai t ed.
Cesar turned to his nen and nodded.
“No!" Col onel Johnson yell ed.

But it was too |ate. The police began firing into the
back of the

truck. The noise of the automatic fire was deafening.
Splinters of

crates began flying into the air. After ten seconds, the
firing ceased.

Col onel Frank Johnson junped into the back of the truck
and noved the
crates and boxes out of his way. He turned to Cesar.

"He's not here."
Day N neteen Cvitavecchia, Italy

Civitavecchia is the ancient seaport for Rome, guarded by
a massive fort

conpl eted by M chelangelo in 1537. The port is one of the
busi est in

Eur ope, servicing all seagoing traffic to and from Rone



and Sar di ni a.

It was early in the norning, but the port was already
alive with noisy

activity. Robert nmade his way past the railroad yards and
stepped into

a small trattoria filled with pungent cooking odors and
or dered

br eakf ast .

The Hal cyon woul d be waiting for himat the appointed
pl ace, El ba.

He was grateful that Susan had renenbered it. On their
honeynoon, they

had stayed in their roomthere nmaking | ove for three days
and ni ghts.

Susan had said, "Wuld you like to go for a swm
darling?"

Robert had shaken hi s head.

“"No. | can't nove. 'Able was I, ere | saw Elba.'" And
Susan had

| aughed, and they had nade | ove again. And bl ess her, she
has

remenbered the palindrone. Now all he had to do was to
find a boat to

take himto El ba. He wal ked down the streets |eading to
the harbor. It

was bustling with maritinme activity, crowded with
freighters, notor

boats and private yachts. There was a |landing for a
ferryboat. Robert's

eyes lit up when he saw it. That would be the safest way
to get over to

El ba. He would be able to |l ose hinself in the crowds.

As Robert started toward the ferry |anding, he noticed a
dar k, unmarked

sedan parked half a bl ock away, and he stopped. It had
official |icense

pl ates. There were two nen seated inside the car watching



t he docks.
Robert turned and wal ked in the other direction.

Scattered anong the dockworkers and tourists, he spotted
pl ai n-cl ot hes

detectives trying to | ook unobtrusive. They stood out

| i ke beacons.

Robert's heart began to pound. How coul d they possibly
have tracked him

here? And then he realized what had happened. My CGod, |
told the truck

driver where | was going! Stupid! | nust be very tired.

He had fallen asleep in the truck, and the absence of
nmoverrent had

awakened him He had gotten up to | ook out and had seen
G useppe go

Into the gas station and nake a phone call. Robert had
slipped out of

the truck and clinbed into the back of another truck
headed north toward

Ci vi tavecchi a.

He had trapped hinself. They were | ooking for himhere.
A few hundred

yards away were dozens of boats that could have afforded
hi m an escape.

Not any | onger.

Robert turned away fromthe harbor and wal ked toward t own.
He passed a

buil ding with a huge colorful poster on the wall. It

read: Cone to the

Fai rgrounds. Fun for All! Food! Ganes! Rides! See the

Bi g Race! He

st opped and stared. He had found his escape.

the fairgrounds, five mles outside the town, where a
nunber of | arge,

colorful balloons spread across the field, |ooked |ike
round rai nbows.

They were noored to trucks while ground crews were busily
filling their



envel opes with cold air. Half a dozen chase cars stood
by, ready to
track the balloons, two nen in each car, the driver and
the spotter.

Robert wal ked up to a man who seened to be in charge.

"I't looks like you're getting ready for the big race,”
Robert sai d.

"That's right. Ever been in a balloon?"
n I\b. n

They were skimm ng over Lake Conop and he dropped the
bal | oon down unti |
It touched the water.

"We're going to crash,"” Susan screaned. He sm | ed.
"No, we're not."
t he waves. He
threw out a sandbag, and the ball oon began to lift again.
Susan | aughed

and hugged himand said...

The bottom of the ball oon was danci ng on

The man was speaki ng.

"You should try it sonetine.

It's a great sport."

"Yeah. Wiere is the race headi ng?"

"Yugosl avia. W have a nice easterly wind. W'll be
taking off in a

few mnutes. It's better to fly early in the norning when
the wind is

cool . "

"Real | y?"

Robert said politely. He had a quick flash of a summer
day in



Yugosl avi a.

"We have four people to snuggle out of here, Commander.
W nust wait

until the air is cooler. A balloon that can |ift four
people in the

winter air can only lift two people in the sumer air."

Robert noticed that the crews were alnost finished filling
t he bal | oons

with air and had started to light the | arge propane
burners, pointing

the flanme into the envel ope opening, to warmthe air

I nsi de.

The bal | oons, which were lying on their sides, began to
rise until the
baskets stood upright.

"Mnd if | |ook around?"
Robert asked.
"Go ahead. Just stay out of everyone's way."

"Right." Robert wal ked over to a yell ow and red bal |l oon
that was filled

Wi th propane gas. The only thing holding it to the ground
was a rope

attached to one of the trucks.

The crewran who had been working on it had wandered off to
talk to
soneone. There was no one el se near.

Robert clinbed into the basket of the balloon, and the
huge envel ope

seened to fill the sky above him He checked the rigging
and equi pnent,

the altinmeter, charts, a pyroneter to nonitor the
tenperature of the

envel ope, a rate-of-clinb indicator, and a tool Kkit.
Everything was in

order. Robert reached into the tool kit and pulled out a



kni f e.

He sliced into the nooring rope, and a nonent |ater, the
bal | oon started
to ascend.

"Hey!" Robert vyell ed.
"What's going on here? Get ne down!"

The man he had spoken to was gaping up at the runaway
bal | oon.

"Figlio d una mgnotta! Don't panic," he shout ed.

"There's an altinmeter on board. Use your ballast and stay
at one
t housand feet.

W'l |l neet you in Yugoslavla. Can you hear ne?"
"I hear you."

The bal | oon was rising higher and higher, carrying him
east, away from

El ba, which was to the west. But Robert was not
concerned. The w nd

changed direction at varying altitudes. None of the other
bal | oons had

taken of f yet. Robert spotted one of the chase cars start
up, noving to

track him He dropped ball ast and watched the altineter
clinmb. Six

hundred feet... seven hundred feet...

ni ne hundred feet ... eleven hundred feet...
At fifteen hundred feet, the wind began to weaken.

The ball oon was al nost stationary now. Robert dropped
nore ballast. He

used the stair-step technique, stopping at different
altitudes to check

the wind direction.



At two thousand feet, Robert could feel the wind begin to
shift.

It swayed in the turbulent air for a nonent, then slowy
began to
reverse direction and nove west.

In the distance, far bel ow, Robert could see the other
bal | oons ri sing

and noving east toward Yugoslavia. There was no sound at
all except for

the soft whispering of the w nd.

"It's so quiet, Robert.

It's like flying on a cloud. | wish we could stay up here
forever."

She had held himcl ose.
"Have you ever made |love in a balloon?"

she nur nur ed.

"Let's try it."

And later, "I'Il bet we're the only people in the world
who have nade

| ove in a balloon, darling.

Tyrrheni an Sea now,
headi ng nort hwest toward the coast of Tuscany.

Robert was over the

Bel ow, a string of islands stretched in a circle off the
coast, with
El ba the | argest.

Napol eon had been exiled here, and he had probably chosen
it because on

a clear day, Robert thought, he could see his bel oved

I sl and of Corsica,

where he had been born. In exile Napol eon's one thought
was how to

escape and get to France. Mne, too. Only Napol eon



didn't have Susan

and the Halcyon to rescue him In the distance, Mnte
Capanne suddenly

| ooned up, rising nore than three thousand feet into the
sky.

Robert pulled the safety |ine that opened the valve at the
top of the

ball oon to allow the hot air to escape, and the ball oon
began to

descend. Bel ow him Robert could see the |ush pink and
green of El ba,

the pink that canme fromthe granite outcrops and Tuscan
houses, and the

green of the heavy forests. Below, pristine white beaches
wer e

scattered around the edges of the island.

He | anded the ball oon at the base of the nountain, away
fromthe city,

to attract as little attention to hinmself as possible.
There was a road

not far fromwhere he had | anded, and he wal ked over to it
and waited

until a car cane by.

"Could you give ne a lift into town?"

Robert call ed.

"Certainly.

Junp" The driver appeared to be sonmewhere in his eighties,
with an ol d,

wri nkl ed face.

"l could have swore | saw a balloon in the sky a little
whi | e ago.

Did you see it, mster?"
"No," Robert said.

"Visiting?"



"Just passing through. I'mon ny way to Rone." The
driver nodded.

"I was there once." The rest of the ride was nade in

sil ence. \Wen they

reached Portoferraio, the capital and only city of El ba,
Robert stepped

down fromthe car

"Have a nice day," the driver said in English. My God,
Robert thought,

Cal i forni ans have been here. Robert wal ked al ong Via
Gari bal di, the

main street, crowded with tourists, nostly famlies, and
it was as

t hough tinme had stood still. Nothing had changed; except
that |'ve | ost

Susan, and half the governnents in the world are trying to
assassi nate

me. O herw se, Robert thought wyly, everything is
exactly the sane.

He bought binoculars in a gift shop, wal ked to the

wat erfront, and sat

at a table outside the Stella Mriner Restaurant, where he
had a cl ear

vi ew of the harbor. There were no suspicious cars, nho
police boats, and

no policenen in sight. They still thought they had him
bottl ed up on

the mainland. It would be safe for himto board the

Hal cyon. All he

had to do now was wait for it to arrive. He sat there
si ppi ng

procani co, the delicate native white w ne, watching for
t he Hal cyon. He

went over his plan again. The yacht would drop him off
near the coast

of Marseilles, and he would make his way to Paris where he
had a friend,

Li Po, who would help him It was Ironlc. He heard
Francesco Cesar's

voi ce saying: "l've heard you' ve made a deal wth the



Chi nese. "

He knew that Li Po would help himbecause Li had once
saved Robert's

life, and according to ancient Chinese tradition, he had
becone

responsi ble for Robert. It was a nmatter of wn
yu-"honor."

Li Po was with the Guojia Anquanbu, the Chinese Mnistry
of State

Security, which dealt with espionage. Years earlier
Robert had been

caught while trying to snuggle a dissident out of China.
He had been

sent to Q ncheng, the top security prison in Beijing. Li
Po was a

doubl e agent who had worked with Robert before. He
managed to arrange

for Robert to escape.

At the Chinese border, Robert had said, "You should get
out of this

while you're still alive, Li. Your luck won't |ast
forever." Li Po had
sm | ed.

"I have ren-the ability to endure, to survive."

One year later, Li Po had been transferred to the Chinese
Enbassy in
Pari s.

Robert decided that it was tinme to make his first nove.
He left the

restaurant and wandered down to the waterfront. It was
crowded with

| arge and smal |l boats | eaving from Portoferraio.

Robert approached a man polishing the hull of a sleek
nmot or boat .

It was a Donzi, powered by a V-8 351 horsepower inboard
engi ne.



"Ni ce boat," Robert said.
The man nodded.
"Merci."

"I wonder if | could rent it to take a little cruise
around t he har bor?"

The man st opped what he was doi ng and studi ed Robert.
"That m ght be possible. Are you famliar with boats?"
"Yes. | have a Donzi back hone."

The man nodded approvi ngly.

"Where are you fronP"

"Oregon, " Robert said.

“I't will cost you four hundred francs an hour." Robert
sm | ed.

"That's fine."
"And a deposit, of course.”
"OF course.”

"She's ready to go. Wwuld you like to take her out now?"

“"No, | have sone errands to run. | thought tonorrow
nor ni ng. "
"What tinme?"

“I'"l'l let you know," Robert said.
He handed the man sone noney.

"Here's a partial deposit. I'll see you tonorrow. "



He had decided it would be dangerous to let the Hal cyon
come into port.

There were fornalities. The capitaniera di porto-the
“har bormaster”-i ssued each yacht an autorizzazi one and
recorded its

stay. Robert intended for the Halcyon to be as little

I nvol ved with him

as possible. He would neet it at sea. In the office of
t he French

Marine Mnistry, Colonel Cesar and Col onel Johnson were
talking to the

mari ne operator.

"Are you sure there has been no further conmunication with
t he Hal cyon?"

"No, sir, not since the |ast conversation | reported to
you. "

"Keep listening." Colonel Cesar turned to Col onel Johnson
and sm | ed.

"Don't worry. We'll know the nonment Commander Bel | any
boards the
Hal cyon. "

"But | want to get him before he's aboard.” The mari ne
oper at or said,

"Col onel Cesar, there is no Palindronme |isted on the map
of Italy.

But | think we've pinned it down."

"Were is it?"

"It's not a place, sir. It's a word."

"What ?"

"Yes, sir. Apalindronme is a word or sentence that is
spell ed the sane

forward or backward. For exanple, 'Madam|'m Adam" W' ve

run some
t hrough our conputers." He handed hima long |ist of



wor ds.

Col onel Cesar and Col onel Johnson scanned the |i st.

" Kook ...

deed ... bib ... bob ... boob ... dad ... dud ..
eve ... gag ...

nmm... non ... noon ... Oto ... pop ... sees ..
t ot

toot..." Cesar | ooked up.

“It's not rmuch help, is it?"

“I't mght be, sir. They were obviously using sone kind of
code.

And one of the nost fanous palindrones was supposedly said
by Napol eon:

"Able was |, ere | saw Elba."" Col onel Cesar and Col onel
Johnson | ooked

at each ot her.

"El ba!
Jesus Christ! That's where he is!"
Day Twenty The Island of El ba

It first appeared as a faint speck on the horizon, rapidly
| oom ng

| arger in the early norning |ight. Through the

bi nocul ars, Robert

watched it materialize into the Hal cyon. There was no

m st aki ng t he

ship. There were not many at sea like it.

Robert hurried down to the beach where he had arranged to
rent the

not or boat .

"Good norning."



The owner of the boat | ooked up.
" Bonj our, nonsieur.

Are you ready to take it out?"
Robert nodded.

"Yes. "

"How long will you want it for?"
“"No nore than an hour or two."

Robert gave the man the rest of the deposit and stepped
down into the
boat .

"Take good care of it," the man said.

"Don't worry," Robert assured him "I will." The owner
untied the

pai nter, and nonents |ater the boat was headed out to sea,
raci ng toward

the Halcyon. It took Robert ten mnutes to reach the
yacht. As he

approached it, he saw Susan and Monte Banks standi ng on
t he deck. Susan

waved to him and he could see the anxiety in her face.
Rober t

maneuvered the small boat next to the yacht and tossed a
line to a

deckhand.
"Do you want to bring it aboard, sir?"
the man call ed.

“"No, let it go." The owner would find it soon enough.
Robert wal ked up

the | adder to the spotless teak deck. Susan had once
descri bed the

Hal cyon to Robert, and he had been inpressed, but seen in



person it was

even nore inpressive. The Hal cyon was two hundred and
ei ghty feet |ong,

with a |uxurious owner's cabin, eight double suites for
guests, and

cabins for a crew of sixteen. It had a drawing room a
dining room a

study, a salon, and a sw mm ng pool.

The ship was propelled by two twel ve-hundred-andfifty
hor sepower

si xt een-cyl i nder turbocharged Caterpillar D399 diesel
engi nes, and

carried six small tenders for going ashore. The interior
desi gn had

been done in Italy by Luigi Sturchio. It was a floating
pal ace.

"I mglad you made it," Susan said.

And Robert had the inpression that she was ill at ease,
t hat sonet hi ng

was wong. O was it just his nerves?

She | ooked absol utely beautiful, yet sonehow, he was
di sappoi nt ed.

What the hell had | expected? That she would | ook pal e
and m serabl e?

He turned to Monte.
"I want you to know how nuch | appreciate this."
Mont e shrugged.

"@ad to help you out."” The man was a saint.
"What's your plan?"

“I"d like you to turn and head due west to Marseill es.

You can drop ne off the coast and..." A man in a crisp
white uni form



approached. He was in his fifties, heavy-set, with a
neatly tri nmed

bear d.

"This is Captain Sinpson. This is..." Mnte Banks | ooked
at Robert for

hel p.

"Smth. Tom Smith."

Monte said, "We'll be heading for Marseilles, Captain."”
"We're not going into Elba?"

"No. "

Captain Sinpson said, "Very well." He sounded surpri sed.
Robert scanned the horizon. Al clear.

"I'"d suggest we go below," Mnte Banks sai d. \Wen the
three of them

were seated in the salon, Mnte asked, "Don't you think

you owe us an
expl anati on?"

"Yes, | do," Robert said, "but I'mnot going to give you
one. The | ess

you know about this whole affair, the better. | can only
tell you that

"minnocent. I'"'minvolved in a political situation.

| know too nuch, and |'m being hunted. |If they find ne,
they' Il kil
me."

Susan and Monte exchanged a | ook.
"They have no reason to connect ne with the Hal cyon,"
Robert went on.

"Believe ne, Monte, if there were any other way for ne to
escape, |
woul d have taken it." Robert thought of all the people



who had been
kill ed because he had tracked t hem down.

He coul d not bear to have anything happen to Susan. He
tried to keep
his voice |ight.

"I would appreciate it for your own sake if you didn't
mention that |
was ever aboard this ship."

"of course not," Mnte said.
The yacht had slowy swung around and was headi ng west.

“If you'll excuse ne, | have to have a word with the
captain.”

Di nner was an awkward affair. There were strange
undercurrents that

Robert did not understand, a tension that was al npst
tangi ble. Was it

because of his presence? O was it sonething el se?
Sonet hi ng bet ween

the two of thenf? The sooner | get away from here, the
better, Robert

t hought .

They were in the salon having an after-dinner drink when
Captai n Si npson
came into the room

"When will we reach Marseill es?"
Robert asked.

"I'f the weat her holds, we should be there tonorrow
afternoon, M.
Smth."

There was sonet hi ng about Captain Sinpson's manner that
irritated

Robert. The captain was gruff, alnost to the point of
bei ng rude. But



he must be good, Robert thought, or Monte would not have
hired him

Susan deserves this yacht. She deserves the best of
everyt hi ng.

At el even o' clock, Monte |ooked at his watch and said to
Susan, "I think
we had better turn in, darling."

Susan gl anced at Robert.

"Yes." The three of themrose.

Monte said, "You'll find a change of clothes in your
cabin. W' re about

t he sanme size."

"Thank you."

"Good night, Robert."

"Good night, Susan.”

Robert stood there, watching the woman he | oved going off
to bed with

his rival. Rival? Wio the hell am | kidding? He's the

Wi nner.

I"mthe | oser.

Sl eep was an el usi ve shadow danci ng just out of reach.

Lying in his
bed, Robert was thinking that on the other side of the
wall, only a few

feet away, was the woman he | oved nore than anyone in the
wor |l d. He

t hought of Susan |lying in her bed, naked-she never wore a
ni ght gown- and

he felt hinself beginning to get an erection. Was Monte
maki ng | ove to

her at this nonment or was she alone-... And was she

t hi nki ng of hi m and

remenbering all the great tinmes they had had together?



Probably not.

Vell, he would be out of her life soon. He would probably
never see her
again. It was dawn before he closed his eyes.

In the communi cations room at Sl FAR, radar was tracking

t he Hal cyon.

Col onel Cesar turned to Col onel Johnson and said, "Too bad
we coul dn't

I ntercept himat Elba, but we've got himnow W have a
crui ser

standing by. We're just awaiting word fromthe Hal cyon to
board her."

Day Twenty-one

Early in the norning, Robert was on deck | ooking out over
t he cal m sea.
Capt ai n Si npson approached him

"Good norning. It |l ooks |ike the weather is going to
hold, M. Snmith."

n YeS. n

"We'll be in Marseilles by three o' clock. WIIl we be
staying there
| ong?"

"l don't know," Robert said pleasantly.

"We'll see."

"Yes, sir.

Robert watched Sinpson stride off. What is it about the
man? Robert

wal ked back to the stern of the yacht and scanned the

hori zon. He coul d

see nothing, and yet- In the past, his instincts had saved
his life nore

than once. He had long ago learned to rely on them
Sonet hi ng was



wr ong.

* * * Qut of sight beyond the horizon, the Italian navy
crui ser
Stronboli was stal king the Hal cyon.

When Susan appeared for breakfast, she | ooked pal e and
dr awn.

"Did you sleep well, darling?"
Mont e asked.
"Fine," Susan said.

So they didn't share the sanme cabin! Robert felt an

unr easonabl e sense

of pleasure fromthat know edge. He and Susan had al ways
slept in the

sanme bed, her naked, nubile body spooning into his.
Jesus, |'ve got to

stop thinking |like this.

Ahead of the Hal cyon, on the starboard bow was a fishing
boat fromthe
Marseilles fleet bringing in a fresh catch.

"Woul d you li ke sonme fish for |unch?"

Susan asked. Both nen nodded.

"Fine."

They were al nost abreast of the fishing boat. As Captain
Si npson wal ked

by, Robert asked, "What is our ETA to Marseilles?"

"We'll be there in two hours, M. Smth. Marseilles is an

i nteresting
port. Have you ever been there?"

"It is an interesting port," Robert said.

In the communi cations roomat SIFAR the two col onels were



readi ng the
nmessage that had just conme in fromthe Halcyon. It read
sinmply: "Now. "

"What's the H4l cyon's position?"
bar ked Col onel Cesar.
"They're two hours out of Marseilles, heading for port."

"Order the Stronboli to overtake and board her
I medi ately. "

Thirty mnutes later, the Italian navy cruiser Stronboli
was closing in

on the Hal cyon. Susan and Monte were at the fantail of

t he yacht

wat chi ng the warship racing toward them

A voice cane over the cruiser's |oudspeaker.
" Ahoy, Hal cyon.
Heave to. W're com ng aboard."

Susan and Monte exchanged a | ook. Captain Sinpson cane
hurryi ng toward
t hem

"M . Banks-"

"I heard it. Do as they say. Stop the engines."

"Yes, sir.

A mnute later, the pul se of the engines stopped, and the
yacht | ay

still in the water. Susan and her husband wat ched as
armed sailors from

the Navy cruiser were |owered into a dinghy.

Ten minutes |ater, a dozen sailors were swarm ng up the
| adder of the
Hal cyon. The naval officer in charge, a |ieutenant



commander, said,

"I"'msorry to trouble you, M. Banks. The Italian
gover nment has reason

to believe that you are harboring a fugitive. W have
orders to search

your ship."

Susan stood there watching as the sailors started
spreadi ng out, noving
al ong the deck and going below to search the cabins.

"Don't say anything."
"But-"
"Not a word."

They stood on the deck in silence, watching the search go
on.

Thirty mnutes later, they were assenbl ed again on the
mai n deck.

"There's no sign of him Conmmander," a sailor reported.

"You're certain of that?"

"Absolutely, sir. There are no passengers aboard, and we
have

i dentified each nmenber of the crew'
there a

nmonment, frustrated. Hi's superiors had made a serious
m st ake.

The commander st ood

He turned to Monte and Susan and Captain Sinpson.

"I owe you an apol ogy," he said.
“I"'mterribly sorry to have inconveni enced you.

W'll leave now." He turned to go.

" Commander - "



"Yes?"

"The man you're | ooking for got away on a fishing boat
hal f an hour ago.
You shoul d have no trouble picking himup."

Five mnutes later, the Stronboli was speedi ng toward
Marseil |l es. The

| i eut enant conmander had every reason to be pleased with
hi nsel f. The

governnents of the world had been pursui ng Conmander
Robert Bel |l any, and

he was the one who had found him There could be a nice
pronotion in

this, he thought. Fromthe bridge, the navigation officer
cal l ed out,

"Commander, could you cone up here, please?"

Had they spotted the fishing boat already? The |i eutenant
commander
hurried up to the bridge.

"Look, sir!"

The commander took one | ook, and his heart sank. In the
di st ance ahead,

covering the horizon, was the entire Marseilles fishing
fleet, a hundred

I dentical boats returning to port. There was no way in
the world to

I dentify the one Commander Bell any was on.

He stole a car in Marseill es.

It was a Fiat 1800 Spider convertible, parked on a dimy
lit side

street. It was |ocked, and there was no key in the
ignition. No

probl em Looki ng around to nmake sure he was not observed,
Robert made a

rip in the canvas top and shoved his hand inside to unl ock
t he door. He

slid inside the car and reached under the dashboard and
pul | ed out all



the wires of the ignition swwtch. He held the thick red
wire in one

hand whil e, one by one, he touched the other wires to it
until he found

one that |it up the dashboard. He then hooked those two
W res together

and touched the remai ning ones to the two wires hooked
toget her until

t he engi ne began to turn over. He pulled out the choke,
and the engine

roared into life. A nonent |ater, Robert was on his way
to Paris.

Hs first priority was to get hold of Li Po. Wen he
reached the Paris
subur bs, he stopped at a phone boot h.

He tel ephoned Li's apartnent and heard the famliar voice
on the

answering machine: "Zao, nes a....... Je regrette que je
ne soi s pas
chez noi, mais ii n'y a pas du danger que je reponde pas a

votre coup de
t el ephone. Prenez garde que vous attendiez |e signal de
| ' oppareil.”

"Good norning. | regret that | amnot at honme, but there
I S no danger

of my not returning your call. Be careful to wait for the
tone. "

Robert counted out the words in their private code. The
key words were:
Regret ... danger ... careful.

The phone was tapped, of course. Li had been expecting
his call, and

this was his way of warning Robert. He had to get to him
as quickly as

possi bl e. He woul d use anot her code they had enpl oyed in
t he past.

Robert wal ked al ong the Rue du Faubourg St. Honore.



He had wal ked this street with Susan. She had stopped in
front of a

shop wi ndow and posed |i ke a mannequin. 'Wuld you like
to see ne in

t hat dress, Robert?"

"No, I'd prefer to see you out of it." And they had
visited the Louvre,

and Susan had stood transfixed in front of the Mina Li sa,
her eyes

brimm ng with tears.

Robert headed for the offices of Le Matin. Just down the
bl ock fromthe
entryway, he stopped a teenager on the street.

"Woul d you like to nake fifty francs?”

The boy | ooked at hi m suspiciously.

"Doi ng what ?"

Robert scri bbled sonmething on a piece of paper and handed
it to the boy

wth a fifty-franc note.

"Just take this into Le Matin to the want-ads desk."

"Bon, d'accord."

Robert watched the boy go into the building. The ad woul d
get inin

time to make next norning's edition. It read: "Tilly.

Dad very ill.

Needs you. Please neet with him soon. Mdther."

There was nothing to do now but wait. He dared not check
into a hotel

because they would all have been alerted. Paris was a
ticking tine

bonb.

Robert boarded a crowded tour bus and sat in back, keeping



a low, silent

profile. The tour group visited the Luxenbourg Gardens,
t he Louvr e,

Napol eon's tonb in Les Invalides, and a dozen ot her
nonument s.

And al ways Robert nanaged to |l ose hinself in the mddle of
t he crowd.

Day Twenty-two Paris, France

He bought a ticket for the m dnight show at the Mulin
Rouge as part of

anot her tour group. The show started at two A M Wen it
was over, he

filled in the rest of the night noving around Montnartre,
going from

smal|l bar to small bar.

The norning papers would not be out on the streets until
five A M

A few m nutes before five, Robert was standing near a
newspaper stand

waiting. Ared truck drove up, and a boy threw a bundl e
of papers onto

t he pavenent. Robert picked up the first one. He turned
to the want

ads. His ad was there. Now there was nothing to do but
wait. At noon

Robert wandered into a small tobacconi st shop, where
dozens of personal

nessages were tacked to a board. There were hel p want ed
ads,

advertisenents for apartnents to |let, students seeking
r oonmat es,

bi cycles for sale. In the mddle of the board, Robert
found the nessage

he was | ooking for.

"Tilly eager to see you. Call her at 50412645."

Li Po answered on the first ring.



"Robert ?"
"Zao, Li."

"My God, man, what is happeni ng?"

"l was hoping you could tell ne.

"My friend, you're getting nore attention than the

presi dent of France.

The cabl es are burning up about you. Wat have you done?
No, don't

tell me. Whatever it is, you' re in serious trouble.
They' ve tapped the

phone at the Chinese Enbassy, mnmy phone at hone is tapped,
and they're

wat ching nmy flat. They've been asking ne a | ot of

guesti ons about you."

"Li, do you have any idea what this is all-?"

"Not over the phone. Do you renenber where Sung's
apartnment is?"

Li's girlfriend.
"Yes."
“I'"l'l nmeet you there in half an hour."

"Thanks." Robert was keenly aware of what jeopardy Li Po
was putting

hi msel f in. He renmenbered what had happened to Al
Traynor, his friend

at the FBI. |I'ma fucking Jonah. Everyone | cone near,

di es.

The apartnment was on Rue Benouville in a quiet
arrondi ssement of Paris.

When Robert reached the building, the sky was heavy with
rai n cl ouds,

and he could hear the distant runmble of thunder. He

wal ked into the



| obby and rang the doorbell of the apartnent. Li Po
opened the door at
once.

"Cone inside," he said.

"Quickly." He closed the door behind Robert and | ocked
it. Li Po had

not changed since the last tinme Robert had seen him He
was tall and

thin and agel ess. The two nen cl asped hands.

"Li, do you know what the hell is going on?"
"Sit down, Robert." Robert sat.

Li studied himfor a nonent.

"Have you ever heard of Operation Doonsday?"
Robert frowned.

“"No. Does it have anything to do with UFGCs?"

"It has everything to do with UFGs. The world is facing
di saster,
Robert." Li Po began to pace.

"Aliens are coming to earth to destroy us. Three years
ago, they | anded

here and nmet with governnent officials to denmand that al
the industri al

powers cl ose down their nuclear plants and stop burning
fossil fuel."

Robert was |istening, puzzled.

"They demanded a stop to the manufacturing of petroleum
chem cal s,

rubber, plastics. That woul d nean the cl osing down of

t housands of

factories all over the world. Autonobile and steel plants
woul d be

forced to shut down. The world econony would be a



shanbl es. "
"Why woul d t hey-?"

"They claimwe're polluting the universe, destroying the
earth and the

seas. ... They want us to stop naki ng weapons, to stop
wagi ng war."

“A group of powerful nmen fromtwelve countries got

t oget her-top

i ndustrialists fromthe United States, Japan, Russi a,
China. ... A man

with the code nane of Janus organi zed intelligence
agenci es around the

world to collaborate in Operation Doonsday to stop the
aliens." He

turned to Robert.

"You' ve heard of SDI?"

"Star Wars. The satellite systemto shoot down Sovi et
I nt erconti nent al
ballistic mssiles."

Li shook his head.

“"No. That was a cover. SDI was not created to fight the
Russians. It is

bei ng designed for the specific purpose of knocking down
UFGCs. It's the

only chance there is of stopping them"

Robert sat there in stunned silence, trying to absorb what
Li Po was

saying, while the runble of thunder grew | ouder.

"You nean, the governnents are behind-?"

"Let's say there are cabals wthin each governnent.

Oper ati on Doonsday

Is being run privately. Do you understand now?"

"My God! The governnents aren't aware that.. ." He



| ooked up at Li.
"Li-how did you learn all this?"
“It's very sinple, Robert,” Li said quietly.

""" mthe Chinese connection." There was a Beretta in his
hand.

Robert stared at the gun.
IlLi_!ll

Li squeezed the trigger, and the sound of the shot m ngl ed
wi th a sudden

deaf eni ng crack of thunder and a flash of |ightning
out si de the w ndow.

The first few drops of clean rai nwater awakened her. She
was lying on a

park bench, too exhausted to nove. For the last two days,
she had felt

her life energy flowing out of her. I amgoing to die
here on this

pl anet. She drifted into what she thought woul d be her

| ast sl eep. And

then the rain came. The bl essed rain. She could hardly
believe it.

She lifted her head to the sky and felt the cool drops
runni ng down her

face. It began to rain harder and harder. Fresh, pure

i qui d. She

stood up then and rai sed her hands high, letting the water
pour over

her, giving her new strength, bringing her back to life.
She let the

rainwater fill her body, absorbing it into her very
essence until she

began to feel her tiredness vanish. She felt herself
grow ng stronger

and stronger until finally, she thought, | amready. |
can think

clearly. I know who can help nme find ny way back. She



t ook out the
small transmtter, closed her eyes, and began to
concentrate.

It was the lightning streak that saved Robert's life. At

t he i nstant

that Li Po started to squeeze the trigger, the sudden
flash of |ight

out side the wi ndow distracted himfor a nonent. Robert
noved, and the

bullet hit himin his right shoul der instead of his chest.

As Li raised the gun to fire again, Robert gave a side

t hrust ki ck,

knocki ng the gun out of Li's hand. Li spun forward and
punched Robert

hard in his wounded shoul der. The pain was excruciati ng.
Robert's

] acket was covered with blood. He | ashed out with a
forward el bow

smash. Li grunted with pain. He riposted with a deadly
shuto chop to

t he neck, and Robert evaded it. The two nen circled each
ot her, both of

t hem breat hing hard, |ooking for an opening. They fought
silently in a

deadly ritual older than tine, and each knew that only one
of them woul d

come out of this alive. Robert was weakeni ng. The pain

I n his shoul der

was i ncreasing, and he could see his blood dripping to the
floor.

Time was on Li Po's side. |I've got to end this quickly,
Robert thought.

He noved in with a front snap kick. Instead of evading
It, Li took the

full force of it, and was cl ose enough to Robert to drive
his el bow into

Robert's shoul der. Robert staggered. Li noved in with a
spin and back

ki ck, and Robert faltered. Li was on top of himin an

I nst ant,

pumrel i ng hi m poundi ng his shoul der agai n and agai n,



backi ng hi m acr oss

the room Robert was too weak to stop the rain of

puni shing blows. His

eyes began to dim He fell against Li, grabbing him and
the two nen

went down, smashing a glass table, shattering it. Robert
| ay on the

fl oor, powerless to nove. It's over, he thought. They've
won. He | ay

there, half-conscious, waiting for Li to finish himoff.
Not hi ng

happened. Slowly, painfully, Robert |lifted his head. Li

| ay next to

himon the floor, his eyes opened wi de, staring at the
ceiling. A large

shard of glass protruded fromhis chest |ike a transparent
dagger.

Robert struggled to sit up. He was weak fromthe | oss of
bl ood.

H s shoul der was an ocean of pain. | have to get to a
doctor, he

t hought. There was a nane-soneone that the agency used in
Pari s- soneone

at the American Hospital. Hlsinger. That was it. Leon

Hi | si nger.

Dr. Hilsinger was ready to | eave his office for the day
when the

t el ephone call cane in. H's nurse had al ready gone hone,
so he picked

up the phone. The voice at the other end of the phone was
sl urred.

"Dr. Hilsinger?"
"Yes."

"This is Robert Bellany... Need your help. |I've been
badly hurt.

WIll you help ne?"



"OF course. \Were are you?"

“"Never mnd that. 1'll neet you at the Anerican Hospital
in half an
hour . "

"I'"ll be there. Go right to the enmergency room"
"Doctor-don't nention this call to anyone."

"You have ny word." The |line went dead. Dr. Hil singer
di al ed a nunber.

"I just heard from Conmander Bellany. |'m neeting him at
t he Anerican
Hospital in half an hour...

"Thank you, Doctor."

Dr. Hilsinger replaced the receiver. He heard the
reception door open

and | ooked up. Robert Bellany was standing there with a
gun in his

hand.

"On second thought," Robert said, "it mght be better if
you treated ne

here. "

The doctor tried to conceal his surprise.

"You-you should be in a hospital."

"Too close to the norgue. Patch ne up and naeke it fast."
It was

difficult to talk

He started to protest, then thought better of it.

"Yes. Whatever you say. |'d better give you an
anesthetic. It wll-"

"Don't even think about it," Robert said.



"No tricks."
He was holding the gun in his left hand.

“If I don't get out of here alive, neither do you. Any
guesti ons?"

He felt faint.

Dr. Hilsinger swall owed.

n m. n

"Then get to work...."

Dr. Hilsinger | ed Robert into the next room an exam ning
roomfilled

wi th medi cal equipnent. Slowy and carefully, Robert
slipped out of his

j acket. Holding the gun in his hand, he sat down on the

t abl e.

Dr. Hilsinger had a scal pel in his hand. Robert's fingers
ti ghtened on

the trigger.

"Relax," Dr. Hilsinger said nervously.

“I"'mjust going to cut your shirt."

The wound was raw and red and seepi ng bl ood.

"The bullet is still in there,"” Dr. Hilsinger said.

"You won't be able to stand the pain unless | give you-"
"No!" He was not going to let hinself be drugged.

"Just take it out."

"What ever you say."

Robert wat ched the doctor wal k over to a sterilizing unit
and put in a



pair of forceps. Robert sat on the edge of the table,
fighting off the

di zziness that threatened to engulf him He closed his
eyes for a

nmonment, and Dr. Hilsinger was standing in front of him
the forceps in

hi s hand.
"Here we go."
and Robert
screaned aloud with the pain. Bright lights flashed in
front of his

eyes. He started to | ose consci ousness.

He pushed the forceps into the raw wound,

“It's out,"” Dr. Hilsinger said.

Robert sat there for a nonent trenbling, taking deep
breat hs, fighting

to regain control of hinself.

Dr. Hilsinger was watching himcl osely.

“"Are you all right?"

It took Robert a nonent to find his voice.

"Yes. ... Patch it up."

The doctor poured peroxide into the wound, and Robert
started to pass

out again. He gritted his teeth. Hang on. W' re al nost
t here.

And finally, blessedly, the worst was over. The doctor
was strapping a

heavy bandage across Robert's shoul der.

"Gve ne ny |jacket," Robert said.

Dr. Hilsinger stared at him

"You can't go out now.

You can't even wal k. "



"Bring ne ny jacket." H's voice was so weak he coul d
hardly tal k.

He watched the doctor wal k across the roomto get his
j acket, and there
seened to be two of him

"You've lost a lot of blood,"” Dr. Hilsinger cautioned.

“I't would be dangerous for you to |eave." And nore
dangerous for ne to

stay, Robert thought. Carefully, he slipped his jacket on
and tried to

st and.

H s | egs began to buckle. He grabbed the side of the
t abl e.

"You'll never make it," Dr. Hilsinger warned. Robert
| ooked up at the
blurry figure in front of him

"I'll make it." But he knew that the nonment he left, Dr.

Hi | si nger woul d be on the phone again. Robert's eyes fell
on t he spool

of heavy surgical tape Dr. Hilsinger had used.

"Sit in the chair.” H's words were slurred.

"Why? What are you-?"

Robert raised the gun.

"Sit down."

Dr. Hilsinger sat. Robert picked up the roll of tape. It
was awkward

because he only had the use of one hand. He pulled the
end of the w de

tape | oose and began to unroll it. He noved over to Dr.

Hi | si nger.



"Just sit quietly and you won't get hurt." He fastened
the end of the

tape to the armof the chair, and then started winding it
around the

doctor's hands.

"This really isn't necessary," Dr. Hil|lsinger said.
I|I V\Dn't—"

"Shut up." Robert continued to bind the doctor to the
chair. The

effort had started the rivers of pain flow ng again. He
| ooked at the

doctor and said quietly, "I'"mnot going to faint."

He fai nted.

* * * He was floating in space, drifting weightlessly
t hrough white

cl ouds, at peace. Wake up. He did not want to wake up.
He wanted this

wonderful feeling to go on forever. Wake up. Sonet hi ng
hard was

pressing against his side. Sonething in his jacket
pocket. Wth his

eyes still closed, he reached in and held it in his hand.
It was the

crystal. He drifted back to sl eep.

Robert. It was a wonman's voice, soft and soothing. He
was in a lovely

green neadow, and the air was filled with nusic, and there
wer e bright

lights in the sky overhead. A woman was novi ng toward
hi m She was

tall and beautiful with a gentle, oval face and a soft,
al nost

transl ucent conpl exi on. She was dressed in a snow white
gown. Her

voi ce was gentl e and hushed.

"No one's going to hurt you anynore, Robert. Cone to ne.



["'mwaiting
here for you." Slowly, Robert opened his eyes.

He lay there for a |l ong nonent, then sat up, filled with a
sudden sense

of excitenent. He knew now who the el eventh w tness was,
and he knew

where he was to neet her.

Day Twenty-three Paris, France

Robert tel ephoned Admral Wittaker fromthe doctor's
of fice.

"Admiral ? Robert."
"Robert! What's going on? They told ne-"
"Never mnd that now. | need your help, Admral. Have

you ever heard
t he nane Janus?"

Adm ral Whittaker said slowy, "Janus? No. | never heard
of him"

Robert said, "I've found out he's headi ng sone kind of
secret

organi zation that's killing i nnocent people, and now he's
trying to kill

me. We have to stop him"
"How can | hel p?"

"I need to get to the President. Can you arrange a
neeti ng?"

There was a nonent of sil ence.
"I"'mcertain | can."
"There's nore. CGeneral Hlliard is involved."”

"What ? How?"



"And there are others. Most of the intelligence agencies
I n Europe are

init, too. I can't explain anynore now. | want you to
call Hilliard.

Tell himl've found an el eventh w tness."

"I don't understand. An el eventh witness to what?"

"I"'msorry, Admiral, but I can't tell you. Hilliard wll
know. | want
himto neet ne in Switzerland."

"Sw tzerl and?"

"Tell himl'mthe only one who knows where the el eventh
W tness is.

| f he makes one wong nove, the deal is off. Tell himto
go to the

Dol der Grand in Zurich. There will be a note waiting for
him at the

desk. Tell himIl also want Janus in Switzerland-in
person."

"Robert, are you certain you know what you're doi ng?"

"No, sir, I'"'mnot. But this is the only chance |'ve got.
| want you to

tell himny conditions are not negotiable. Nunber one, |
want safe

passage to Switzerland. Nunber two, | want General
HIlliard and Janus
to neet me there. Nunber three, after that, | want a

neeting with the
Presi dent of the United States."

"I wll do everything | can, Robert. Howw Il | get in
touch with you?"

“I'"l'l call you back. How rmuch tinme will you need?"
"G ve ne one hour."

"Ri ght . "



"And Robert-" He could hear the pain in the old man's
Voi ce.

"Yes, sir?"
"Be careful."

"Don't worry, sir. |I'ma survivor. Renenber?"

* * * One hour |ater, Robert was speaking to Adm ral
Wi t t aker agai n.

"You have a deal. Ceneral Hilliard seened shaken by the
news of anot her

W tness. He's given ne his word you will not be harned.
Your

conditions will be net. He's flying to Zurich and wll be
t here

t onorrow norni ng. "
"And Janus?"

"Janus will be on the plane with him" Robert felt a
surge of relief.

"Thank you, Admiral.
And the President?"
"l spoke to himnyself. His aides will arrange a neeting

for you
whenever you're ready." Thank God!

"General Hilliard has a plane to fly you to-"

"No way." He was not going to let themget himinto a
pl ane.

“I'min Paris. | want a car and I'Il drive it nyself. |

want it left
in front of the Hotel Littre in Montparnasse within half
an hour."



"I"ll see to it."

"Admiral ?"

"Yes, Robert?"

It was difficult to keep his voice steady.
"Thank you."

He wal ked down Rue Littre, noving slowy because of the
pai n. He

approached the hotel cautiously. Parked directly in front
of the

bui | di ng was a bl ack Mercedes sedan. There was no one

I nsi de. Across

the street was a blue and white police car with a
uni f ormed pol i ceman

behi nd the wheel. On the sidewal k, two nen in civilian
cl ot hes stood

wat chi ng Robert approach. French Secret Service.

Robert found that he was having troubl e breathing.

Hi s heart was pounding. WAs he stepping into a trap? The
only

i nsurance he had was the eleventh witness. Did Hlliard
bel i eve hi nf

Was it enough? He wal ked toward the sedan, waiting for
the men to nmake
a nove. They stood there, silently watching him

Robert noved toward the driver's side of the Mercedes and
| ooked i nsi de.

The keys were in the ignition. He could feel the eyes of
t he nen

fastened on himas he opened the door and slid into the
driver's seat.

He sat there a nonent, staring at the ignition. If

CGeneral Hlliard had

doubl ecrossed Admral Wittaker, this was the nonent when
everyt hi ng

woul d end in a violent explosion.



Here goes. Robert took a deep breath, reached down with
his | eft hand,

and turned the key. The notor purred into |life. The
secret servicenen

stood there watching himdrive away. As Robert approached
t he

I ntersection, a police car pulled in front of his car, and
for a nonent,

Robert thought he was going to be stopped. Instead, the
police turned

on their red flashing light, and the traffic seened to
melt away.

They're giving ne a fucking escort!

Over head Robert heard the sound of a helicopter. He
gl anced up.

The side of the helicopter was marked with the insignia of
t he French

national police. CGeneral Hilliard was doi ng everything
possi ble to see

that he arrived in Swtzerland safely. And after | show
himthe | ast

W t ness, Robert thought grimy, he thinks he's going to
kill me. But the

general is in for a surprise. Robert reached the Sw ss
border at four

o' clock in the afternoon. At the border, the French
police car turned

back, and a Swi ss police car becane his escort. For the
first tinme

since the affair had started, Robert began to rel ax.
Thank God Admira

Wi ttaker had friends in high places. Wth the President
expecting a

meeting with Robert, General Hlliard would not dare to
harmhim H's

mnd turned to the woman in white, and at that instant, he
heard her

voi ce. The sound of it reverberated through the car.

"Hurry, Robert. We are all waiting for you." All? Is



there nore than
one?

"1l find out soon enough, Robert thought.

In Zurich Robert stopped at the Dol der G and Hotel and
wote a note at

t he desk for the general.

"CGeneral Hlliard will ask for ne," Robert told the clerk.
"Please give this to him"

"Yes, sir."

Qut si de, Robert wal ked over to the police car that had

been escorting
him He | eaned down to talk to the driver.

"From here on in, | want to be on ny own./ The driver
hesi t at ed.
“"Very well, Conmander." Robert got back in his car and

started driving

toward Uetendorf and the scene of the UFO crash. As he
drove, he

t hought of all the tragedi es that had occurred because of
it and all the

lives that had been taken. Hans Beckernan and Fat her
Patrini; Leslie

Mot her shed and WIliam Mann; Dani el Wayne and Oto
Schm dt; Laslo

Bushf ekete and Fritz Mandel; O ga Romanchanko and Kevin
Par ker. Dead.

Al l of them dead.

| want to see the face of Janus, Robert thought, and | ook
into his eyes.

The villages seened to race by, and the pristine beauty of
the Al ps

belied all the bloodshed and terror that had started here.
The car

approached Thun, and Robert's adrenaline began to flow.
Ahead was the



field where he and Beckerman had found the weat her
bal | oon, where the

ni ght mare had begun. Robert pulled the car over to the
si de of the road

and switched off the engine. He said a silent prayer.
Then he got out

of the car and crossed the highway and went into the
field.

A thousand nenories flashed through Robert's m nd.
The phone call at four in the norning.

"You are ordered to report to CGeneral Hilliard at National
Security

Agency Headquarters at Fort Meade at oh six hundred this
norning. Is

t hi s nessage under st ood, Conmander ?"

How little he had understood it then. He recalled General
Hilliard' s

words: "You nust find those witnesses. Al of them" And

t he search

had | ed from Zurich to Bern, London, Minich, Rone, and
Ovieto; from

Waco to Fort Smth; fromKiev to Washi ngton, and Budapest.

Vell, the bloody trail had finally cone to an end, here
where it had al
begun.

She was waiting for him as Robert had known she woul d be,
and she

| ooked exactly as she had appeared in his dream They
noved toward each

ot her, and she seened to be floating toward him a radi ant
smle on her

face.

"Thank you for com ng, Robert."
Had he actually heard her speak, or was he hearing her

t hought s? How di d
one talk to an alien being? "I had to cone," he said



sinply. There was
a totally unreal quality to the scene.

"' m standi ng here speaking with sonmeone from anot her
worl d! | should be

terrified, but in nmy whole life, I've never felt nore at
peace.

"I have to warn you," Robert said.

"Some nen are com ng here who want to harmyou. It would
be better if
you | eft before they arrive."

"I cannot | eave."

And Robert understood. He reached in his pocket with his
| eft hand and

pul l ed out the small piece of netal containing the
crystal.

Her face lit up.

"Thank you, Robert." He handed it to her and watched her
fit it into
the piece she held in her hand.

"What happens now?"
Robert asked.

"Now | can communicate with ny friends. They will be
comng for ne."

Was there sonething om nous in that sentence? Robert
recal | ed Ceneral

Hlliard s words: "They intend to take over this planet
and make sl aves

of us." What if General Hlliard was right? What if the
aliens did

intend to take over the earth? Who was going to stop

t hen? Robert

| ooked at his watch. It was alnost tine for Ceneral
Hlliard and Janus



to arrive, and even as Robert thought it, he heard the
sound of a giant
Huey hel i copter approaching fromthe north.

"Your friends are here."

Friends. They were his nortal enem es, and he was
determ ned to expose
them as nmurderers, to destroy them

The grass and flowers in the field began to flutter wildly
as the
hel i copter cane to a | andi ng.

He was about to cone face to face with Janus. The thought
of it filled

himw th a nurderous rage. The door of the helicopter
opened.

Susan st epped out.

n the not hership, floating high above earth, there was
great joy.

Al the lights on the panels were flashing green.
"We have found her!"
"We nust hurry."

The huge ship started to hurl itself toward the planet far
bel ow.

For a single instant, time was frozen, and then it
shattered into a

t housand pi eces. Robert watched, stunned, as Susan

st epped out of the

helicopter. She stood there for a second, and then

started toward

Robert, but Monte Banks, who was right behind her, grabbed
her and hel d

her back.

"Run, Robert! Run! They're going to kill you!" Robert



took a step

toward her, and at that nonment General Hilliard and
Col onel Frank

Johnson stepped out of the helicopter.

General Hilliard said, "I'mhere, Conmander. |'ve kept ny
part of the

bargain." He wal ked over to Robert and the woman in
whi t e.

"I assune this is the eleventh witness. The m ssing
alien. I"msure

we'll find her very interesting. So it's finally
finished."

"Not yet. You said you would bring Janus."

"Oh, yes. Janus insisted on comng to see you."

Robert turned toward the helicopter. Admral Whittaker
was standing in

t he doorway.

"You asked to see ne, Robert?"

Robert stared at him wunbelievingly, and there was a red
filmbefore his

eyes. It was as though his world had col | apsed.

"No! Why-? Way in God's nanme?"

The adm ral was noving toward him

"You don't understand, do you?

You never did. You're worried about a few neani ngl ess
lives. We're

worri ed about saving our world. This earth belongs to us
to do with as

we pl ease.™

He turned to stare at the woman in white.

"I'f you creatures want war, you're going to get war. And



we'll beat
you!" He turned back to Robert.

"You betrayed ne. You were ny son. | |let you take
Edwar d' s pl ace.

gave you a chance to serve your country. And how did you
repay ne? You

cane whining to ne to Il et you stay hone so you could be
with your wfe."

H s voice was filled with contenpt.

"No son of mne would ever do that. | shoul d have seen
t hen how
di storted your val ues were."

Robert stood there paralyzed, too shocked to speak.

"I broke up your marriage because | still had faith in
you, but-"

"You broke up ny-?"

"Renmenber when the Cl A sent you after the Fox? | arranged
that. |

hoped it would bring you to your senses. You failed
because there was

no Fox. | thought | had strai ghtened you out, that you
were one of us.

And then you told nme you were going to quit the agency.
That's when |

knew you were no patriot, that you had to be elim nated,
destroyed. But

first you had to help us with our mssion."

"Your mssion? To kill all those innocent people? You're
| nsane! "

"They had to be killed to stop them from spreadi ng pani c.
VW' re ready

now for the aliens. All we needed was a little nore tine,
and you' ve

given it to us."



The woman in white had stood there |istening, saying
not hi ng, but now

her thoughts floated into the m nds of those standing in
the field.

"We have cone here to prevent you from destroyi ng your
pl anet. W are
all part of one universe. Look up."

Their heads turned toward the sky. There was an enor nous
white cl oud

overhead, and as they stared up at it, it changed before
their eyes.

They were | ooking at a vision of a polar ice cap, and as
t hey wat ched,

it began to nelt, and the water cane pouring through the
rivers and

oceans of the world, flooding London and Los Angel es, New
Yor k and

Tokyo, and coastal cities around the world in a dizzying
nont age. The

vi sion changed to an enornous vista of desolate farnl ands,
W th crops

burnt to cinders under a broiling, nerciless sun, and the
cor pses of

dead animals strewn across the | andscape. The scene
before their eyes

changed again, and they saw riots in China, and famnes in
I ndia, and a

devastating nuclear war, and finally, people living in
caves. The

vision sl owy di sappear ed.

There was a nonent of awed sil ence.

"That is your future if you go on as you are.>~ Admral
Wi tt aker was
the first to recover

"Mass hypnosis,"” he snapped.

"I"m sure you can show us other interesting tricks." He
noved toward

the alien.



"I'"'mtaking you back to Washington with ne. W have a | ot
of

i nformation to get fromyou.'
Robert .

The adm ral | ooked at

"You're finished." He turned to Frank Johnson.

"Take care of him"

Col onel Johnson renoved his pistol fromhis hol ster.
Susan broke away

fromMnte and ran to Robert's side.

"No!" she screaned.

"Kil _ him" Admral Wittaker said. Col onel Johnson was
poi nting a gun

at the admral.

"Admiral, you're under arrest."”

Adm ral Whittaker was staring at him

"What - What are you saying? | told you to kill him
You' re one of us."

"You're wong. | never have been. | infiltrated your
organi zation a
long time ago. | was | ooking for Commander Bellany not to

kill him but
to save him" He turned to Robert.

“I"'msorry | couldn't get to you sooner."

Adm ral Whittaker's face had turned ashen.

"Then you'll be destroyed too. Nobody can stand in our
way. Qur

organi zati on-"

"You no | onger have an organization. At this nonent, all

t he menbers
are being rounded up. It's finished, Admral."



Over head, the sky seened to be vibrating wwth [ight and
sound. The huge

not hership was floati ng down directly above them bright
green |ights

flashing fromits interior. They stared in awe as they
wat ched it |and.

A smal | er spaceshi p appeared, and then another, and then
two nore, and

anot her two, until the sky seened to be filled with them
and t here was

a great roar in the air that becane a glorious nusic that
echoed

t hroughout the nountains. The door of the nother ship
opened and an

al i en appear ed.

The woman in white turned to Robert.

"I am | eaving now. " She noved toward Adm ral Whittaker,
Gener al

Hilliard, and Mnte Banks.

"You shall conme with ne."

Adm ral Whittaker drew back.

"No! I won't go!"

"Yes. W will not hurt you." She held out her hand, and
for an instant

not hi ng happened. Then, as the others watched, the three
nmen began

slowy noving in a daze toward the spaceshi p.

Adm ral Whittaker screaned, "No!"

He was still scream ng when the three nen di sappeared

i nside the

spaceshi p.

The woman in white turned to the others.

"They wll not be harnmed. They have nmuch to | earn. When



t hey have
| earned, they will be brought back here.”

Susan was hol ding Robert tightly.

"Tell people they nust stop killing the planet, Robert.
Make them

under st and. "

“I"'monly one nman."

"There are thousands of you. Every day your nunbers grow.
One day

there wwll be mllions, and you nust all speak with one

strong voi ce.

WIIl you do it?"

"I try. 11D try. "
"We are leaving now. But we will be watching you. And we
will be

back." The woman in white turned and entered the

nmot her shi p. The

lights inside began to glow brighter and brighter until
t hey seened to

light up the entire sky. Suddenly, w thout warning, the
not her ship

took off, followed by the smaller ships, until finally

t hey all vani shed

from sight.

"Tell the people they nust stop killing this planet."
Ri ght, Robert
t hought. | know now what I'mgoing to do with the rest of

ny life.
He | ooked at Susan and sm | ed.

The Begi nning AUTHOR S NOTE In researching this novel,
have read

numer ous books and nmagazi ne and newspaper articles citing
astronauts who

had reportedly had extraterrestrial experiences: Col onel



Frank Bornman on

Gem ni 7 supposedly took pictures of a UFO that foll owed
hi s capsul e.

Nei | Arnmstrong on Apollo 11 saw two unidentified
spacecraft when he

| anded on the noon. Buzz Al drin photographed unidentified
spacecraft on

t he noon.

Col onel L. Gordon Cooper encountered a |arge UFO on a
Project Mercury

flight over Perth, Australia, and recorded voi ces speaking
| anguages

| ater found to belong to no known earth | anguage.

| talked to these nen, as well as to other astronauts, and
each assured

me that the stories were apocryphal rather than

apocal yptic, that they

had had no experiences of any kind with UFGs. A few days
after ny

t el ephone conversation with Col onel Gordon Cooper, he

call ed nme back. |

returned his call, but he had suddenly becone unavail abl e.
One year

| ater, | managed to acquire a letter witten by him dated
November 9,

1978, and di scussi ng UFGCs.

| tel ephoned Col onel cooper again to ask himif the letter
was

authentic. This tinme, he was nore forthcom ng. He

informed nme that it

was and that on his journeys into space, he had personally
W t nessed

several flights of UFGCs. He al so nentioned that other
astronauts had had

simlar experiences that they were warned not to di scuss.

| have read a dozen books that prove concl usively that
flying saucers

exist. | have read a dozen books that prove conclusively
that flying

saucers do not exist. | have run videotapes purporting to



be

phot ographs of flying saucers and have net with therapists
in the United

St at es and abroad who specialize in hypnotizing people who
claimto have

been taken up into UFGs. The therapists say that they have
handl ed

hundreds of cases in which the details of the victins'
experi ences are

startlingly simlar, including identical, unexplainable
marks on their

bodies. An Air Force general in charge of the Blue Book

Proj ect -a
United States government group fornmed to investigate
flying

saucers-assured ne that there has never been any hard

evi dence of flying

saucers or aliens. Yet, in the foreword to Tinothy Good' s
remar kabl e

book Above Top Secret: The Wrl dw de UFO Cover-up, Lord
Hi |l -Norton,

Adm ral of the Fleet and British Chief of Defense Staff
from 1971 to

1973, wites: The evidence that there are objects which
have been seen

I n our atnosphere, and even on terra firma, that cannot be
accounted for

ei ther as manmade objects or as any physical force or
effect known to

our scientists seens to me to be overwhelmng. ... A
very | arge nunber

of sightings have been vouched for by persons whose
credentials seemto

me uni npeachable. It is striking that so nmany have been
trained

observers, such as police officers and airline or mlitary
pilots...

In 1933 the 4th Swedi sh Flying Corps began an

i nvestigation of

nysterious unmarked aircraft appearing over Scandi navi a,
and on April

30, 1934, Major-Ceneral Erik Reuterswaerd issued the
foll om ng stat enent



to the press: Conparisons of these reports show that there
can be no
doubt about illegal air traffic over our secret mlitary
areas. There
are many reports fromreliable people which describe close
observati on
of the enigmatic flier. And in every case, the sane
remar k can be
noted; no insignias or identifying marks are visible on
t he machi nes.
The question is: Wio or what are they, and why have
t hey been
I nvading our air territory?

In 1947 Professor Paul Santorini, a |eading G eek
scientist, was asked

to investigate mssiles flying over G eece. Hi s research,
however, was

curtailed: "W soon established that they were not

m ssil es. But,

before we could do any nore, the Arny, after conferring
with foreign

officials, ordered the investigation stopped. Foreign
scientists flew

to Geece for secret talks with ne.
The prof essor

confirmed that a "world bl anket of secrecy" surrounded the
UFO questi on

because, anong ot her reasons, the authorities were
unwilling to adm t

the existence of a force agai nst which there was "no
possibility of

def ense. "

(Enphasi s added.)

From 1947 to 1952, the Air Technical Intelligence Center
(ATIC) received

approximately fifteen hundred official reports of

si ghti ngs.

O these the Air Force carries twenty percent as
unexpl ai ned: Air Chief

Marshal Lord Dowdi ng, commander in chief of the RAF
Fi ght er Conmmand

during the Battle of Britain in 1940 wote: Mre than



10, 000 si ghtings

have been reported, the majority of which cannot be
accounted for by any
"scientific explanation.
screens ...

and the observed speeds have been as great as 9,000 nmiles
an hour.

| am convinced that these objects do exist and that they
are not

manuf act ured by any nation on earth. [Enphasis added.] |
can therefore

see no alternative to accepting the theory that they cone
froman

extraterrestrial source.

They have been tracked on radar

Recently, in El mwod, Wsconsin, the entire town watched
as flying
saucers noved across their skies for several days.

* * * (General Lionel Max Chassin, who rose to the rank of
Commandi ng

CGeneral of the French Air Forces and served as General Air
Def ense

Co-ordinator, Allied Air Forces, Central Europe (NATO,

wr ot e: That

strange things have been seen is now beyond question.

The nunmber of thoughtful, intelligent, educated people in
full

possession of their faculties who have "seen sonething, "
and descri bed

It grows every day.

Then there was the fanpbus Roswel | Incident in 1947.
According to

eyewi tness reports, on the evening of July 2, a bright

di sk- shaped

obj ect was seen over Roswell, New Mexico. The foll ow ng
day, w dely

scattered weckage was di scovered by a | ocal ranch manager
and his two

children. The authorities were alerted, and an offici al

st atenent was

rel eased confirmng that the weckage of a flying disk had



been

recovered. A second press statenent was i nmedi ately

i ssued stating that

t he weckage was nothing nore than the remains of a
weat her bal | oon,

whi ch was dutifully displayed at a press conference.
Meanwhi | e, the

real weckage was reported to have been sent to Wi ght
Field. The

bodi es were descri bed by one witness as |ike human but
t hey were not

humans. The heads were round, the eyes were small, and
t hey had no

hair. Their eyes were w dely spaced.

They were quite snmall by our standards and their heads
were |arger in

proportion to their bodies. Their clothing seened to be
one- pi ece and

grey in color. They seened to be all nmales and there were
a nunber of

them ... Mlitary personnel took over and we were told
to | eave the

area and not to talk to anyone about what we had seen.

According to a docunent acquired froman intelligence
source in 1984, a

hi ghly secret panel, code-naned Majestic 12, or M-12, was
formed by

President Truman in 1947 to investigate UFGs and report
Its findings to

the President. The docunent, dated Novenber 18, 1952, and
classified

Top Secret/Majic/Eyes Only, was all egedly prepared by
Admi r al

Hi | | enkoetter for president-elect DM ght Ei senhower and

I ncl udes the

astoni shing statenent that the remains of four alien
bodi es were

recovered two mles fromthe Roswell weckage site.

Five years after the panel was forned, the commttee wote
a nmeno to
t hen president-el ect Ei senhower about the UFO project and



the need for

secrecy: Inplications for the National Security are of
conti nui ng

I nportance, in that notives and ultinmate intentions of

t hese visitors

remain conpletely unknowmn. ... It is for these reasons,

as well as the

obvi ous international technol ogical considerations and the
ulti mate need

to avoid a public panic at all costs, that the Majestic 12
G oup renains

of the unani nous opinion that inposition of the strictest
security

precautions should continue without interruption into the
new

adm ni strati on.

The official explanation of denial is that the docunent's
authenticity
I S questi onabl e.

The National Security Agency is reported to be w thhol di ng
nore than one

hundred docunents relating to UFGs; the CI A approximtely
fifty; and

the DI A siX.

Maj or Donal d Keyhoe, a fornmer aide to Charles Lindbergh,
publicly

accused the United States government of denying the

exi stence of UFGs in

order to prevent public panic.

I n August 1948, when a top secret Estinate of the
Situation by the Ar

Technical Intelligence Center offered its opinion that
UFGs were

I nterplanetary visitors, General Vandenberg, Air Force
Chief of Staff at

the time, ordered the docunent burned. Is there a
wor | dwi de gover nnent

conspiracy to conceal the truth fromthe public? In the
short space of

six years, twenty-three English scientists who worked on



Star Wars-type

proj ects have di ed under questionable circunstances. Al
of them had

worked on different facets of electronic warfare, which
I ncl udes UFO

research. A list of the deceased and the dates and

ci rcunst ances of

their deaths foll ows.

1. 1982. Professor Keith Bowden: killed in auto crash.
2. July 1982. Jack Wl fenden: died in glider accident.

3. Novenber 1982. Ernest Brockway: suicide. 4. 1983.
St ephen
Dri nkwat er: suicide by strangul ati on.

5. April 1983. Lieutenant-Col onel Anthony Codl ey:
m ssi ng, decl ared
dead.

6. April 1984. CGeorge Franks: suicide by hanging.

7. 1985. Stephen Cke: suicide by hanging. 8 Novenber
1985.

Jonat han Wash: suicide by junping froma buil ding.

9. 1986. Dr. John Brittan: suicide by carbonnonoxide
poi soni ng.

10. Cctober 1986. Arshad Sharif: suicide by placing a
rope around his

neck, tying it to a tree, and then driving away at high
speed. Took

place in Bristol, one hundred mles away fromhis hone in
London.

11. Cctober 1986. Vinmal Dajibhai: suicide by junping
froma bridge in
Bristol, one hundred mles away from his hone in London.

12. January 1987. Avtar Singh-G da: m ssing, declared
dead.



13. February 1987. Peter Peapell: suicide by crawing
under car in
gar age.

14. March 1987. David Sands: suicide by driving car into
cafe at high

speed.

15. April 1987. Mark Wsner: death by selfstrangul ati on.
16. April 10, 1987. Stuart Gooding: killed in Cyprus.

17. April 10,1987. David G eenhalgh: fell off a bridge.
18. April 1987. Shani Warren: suicide by drowning.

19. May 1987. M chael Baker: killed in auto crash.

20. May 1988. Trevor Knight: suicide. 21. August 1988.

Alistair Beckham suicide by self-electrocution.

22. August 1988. Brigadier Peter Ferry, suicide by
sel f-el ectrocution.

23. Date unknown. Victor Mbore: suicide.
Coi nci dences?

In the past three decades, there have been at | east
seventy thousand

reports of nysterious objects in the sky and countl ess
nore sightings,

perhaps ten tinmes as many, that have gone unreport ed.

Reports of UFGs have conme from hundreds of countries al
over the gl obe.

In Spain, UFGCs are known as objetos fol adores no

I dentificados; in

Germany, fliegende Untertassen; in France, soucoupes
vol antes; in

Czechosl ovakia, letajici talire.



The em nent astrononer Carl Sagan has estinmated that our
M| ky Way
gal axy al one may contain sone 250 billion stars.

About a mllion of these, he believes, may have pl anets
capabl e of
supporting sone formof civilization.

Qur government denies the existence of extraterrestri al

i ntelligence,

yet on Col unbus Day, in 1992, in Cali fornia and Puerto

Ri co, NASA wi ||

activate radi o tel escopes equi pped with special receivers
and conputers

capabl e of analyzing tens of mllions of radio channels at
once to

search for signs of intelligent life in the universe.

NASA has ni cknaned the m ssion MOP for M crowave Cbserving
Proj ect, but

astrononers refer to it as SETI, for Search for
Extraterrestria

Intelligence.

| have asked two forner presidents of the United States
whet her they

have any know edge of UFGs or aliens, and their responses
wer e negati ve.

Wul d they have told nme if they had had any information?

G ven the bl anket of secrecy that seens to surround the
subject, | think
not .

Do flying saucers really exist? Are we being visited by
aliens from

anot her planet? Wth new technol ogy probi ng deeper and
deeper into the

uni verse, |looking for signs of intelligent life in space,
per haps we

wi |l have the answer nuch sooner than we expect.

There are many working in space expl oration, astronony,



and cosnol ogy

who, not content to wait for that answer, put thenselves
out on a linb

and make a prediction of their own. Jill Tartar, an
astrophysici st and

SETI project scientist at NASA's Anes Research Center, in
Amres, lowa, IS

anong them There are 400 billion stars in the gal axy.
VW' re nmade of

stardust, really conmmon stuff. In a universe filled with
stardust, it's

hard to believe that we are the only creatures who coul d
be.

November 9, 1978 Anbassador Giffith Mssion of Genada to
the United

Nati ons 866 Second Avenue Suite 502 New York, New York
10017 Dear

Anbassador Giffith: | wanted to convey ny views on our
extra-terrestrial visitors popularly referred to as

"UFO s", and suggest

what m ght be done to properly deal with them | believe
t hat these

extra-terrestrial vehicles and their crews are visiting
this planet from

ot her planets, which obviously are a little nore
technical ly advanced

than we are here on earth. | feel that we need to have a
top | evel,

coordi nated programto scientifically collect and anal yze
data from all

over the earth concerning any type of encounter, and to
det ermi ne how

best to interface with these visitors in a friendly
fashion. W may

first have to show themthat we have | earned to resolve
our problens by

peaceful neans, rather than warfare, before we are
accepted as fully

gualified universal team nenbers. This acceptance woul d
have trenendous

possi bilities of advancing our world in all areas.
Certainly then it

woul d seemthat the UN has a vested interest in handling



this subject
properly and expeditiously.

| should point out that | am not an experienced UFO
pr of essi onal

researcher. | have not yet had the privilege of flying a
UFO, nor of
nmeeting the crew of one. | do feel that | am sonewhat

gualified to

di scuss them since | have been into the fringes of the
vast areas in

which they travel. Al so, | did have occasion in 1951 to
have two days

of observation of many flights of them of different
sizes, flying in

fighter formation, generally fromeast to west over

Eur ope. They were

at a higher altitude than we could reach wth our jet
fighters of that

time. | would also like to point out that nost astronauts
are very

reluctant to even discuss UFO s due to the great nunbers
of peopl e who

have indiscrimnately sold fake stories and forged
docunent s abusi ng

their nanmes and reputations wi thout hesitation. Those few
astronauts

who have continued to have a participation in the UFO
field have had to

do so very cautiously. There are several of us who do
believe in UFO s

and who have had occasions to see a UFO on the ground, or
froman

airplane. If the UN agrees to pursue this project, and to
| end their

credibility to it, perhaps many nore well-qualified people
wil agree to

step forth and provide help and information.

| am | ooking forward to seei ng you soon.

Sincerely, L. Gordon Cooper Col. USAF (Ret) Astronaut
LCC.j m
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