W NDM LLS OF THE GODS
BY SI DNEY SHELDON

Condensed versi on

Synopsi s:

It all began with an astounding call fromthe Wite House.
One m nute

Mary Ashl ey, Kansas housew fe and political science

t eacher, was

chatting over dinner with her famly; the next mnute the
Presi dent of

the United States was asking her to becone the new
anbassador to

Romani a! That call changes everything for Mary Ashl ey.
She becones an

I nstant celebrity, hounded 'by the press, courted by
politicians.

Finally Mary arrives in exotic Bucharest to take up her
duti es,

confident, refreshingly candi d-and dangerously innocent.
For wat chi ng

her closely is an in- visible network 'of powerful nen
whose aimis to

sabot age the President's bold new peace plan. They are
about to set a

di abolical trap. And the inexperienced young diplomat is
t he perfect

bai t .

"We are all victins, Ansel no.
Qur destinies are decided

by a cosmic roll of the dice,
the winds of the stars,"”

t he vagrant breezes



of fortune that blow from
the windmlls of the gods."
-H L. Detrich

A Final Destiny

Pr ol ogue

Per ho, Finland. The neeting took place in a confortable
weat her pr oof ed

cabin in a renote woded area two hundred mles from
Hel si nki. The

menbers of the Western branch of the Conmittee had arrived
di screetly at

irregular intervals. They cane fromeight different
countries, but

their visit had been quietly arranged by a senior mnister
In the

Val ti oneuvosto, the Finnish Council of State, and there
was no record of

entry in their passports. Upon their arrival, arned
guards escorted

theminto the cabin, and when the [ ast visitor appeared,

t he cabi n door

was | ocked and the guards took up positions in the
full-throated January

w nds, alert for any sign of intruders.

The nmenbers, seated around the | arge rectangul ar tabl e,
were nen in

power ful positions, high in the councils of their
respective

governnents. They had all nmet before in their official
capacities, and

they trusted one anot her because they had no choice. For
added security,

each had been assigned a code nane.

The neeting | asted al nost five hours, and the discussion
was heat ed.

Finally the chairman decided the tinme had cone to call for
a vote. He



rose, standing tall, and turned to the nman seated at his
right.

"Si gurd?"

n YeS. n

n wi r]?Il

n YeS. n

" Bal der ?"

"We're noving too hastily. The danger-"

"Yes or no, please.”

n m' n

" Freyr?"

n YeS. n

"SI gnund?”

"Nein. If this should be exposed, our |ives would be-"
"Thor ?"

n YeS. n

n Tyr ?ll

n YeS. n

"I vote yes. The resolution is passed. | wll so inform
t he

Controller. W wll observe the usual precautions and
| eave at

twenty-mnute intervals. Thank you, gentlenen."”

Two hours and forty-five mnutes |ater the cabin was
deserted. A crew of

experts carrying kerosene noved in and set the cabin on
fire, the red



flanmes |icked by the hungry w nds.

When the fire brigade fromPerho finally reached the
scene, there was

nothing left to see but the snol dering enbers that
outlined the cabin

agai nst the hissing snow.

The assistant to the fire chief approached the ashes, bent
down, and
sniffed. "Kerosene,

he said. "Arson."

The fire chief was staring at the ruins, a puzzled
expression on his
face. "That's strange,"

he nuttered.
mn W]at ?ll

"I was hunting in these woods | ast week. There was no
cabin."

Chapter One

Stanton Rogers was destined to be President of the United
States. He

was a charismatic politician, highly visible to an
approvi ng public, and

backed by powerful friends. Unfortunately for Rogers, his
i bido got in

the way of his career.

It was not that Stanton Rogers fancied hinself a Casanova.
On the

contrary, until that one fateful bedroom escapade he had
been a nodel

husband. He was handsone, weal thy, and al though he had
had anpl e

opportunity to cheat on his wife, he had never given

anot her worman a

t hought .

There was a second, perhaps greater irony: Stanton Rogers'
wfe,
El i zabet h, was social, beautiful, and intelligent, arld



the two of them

shared a common interest in al nost everything, whereas
Bar bara, the

wonan Rogers fell in love with, and eventually married
after a much

headl i ned divorce, was five years ol der than Stanton,

pl easant - f aced

rather than pretty, and seenmed to have nothing in common
with him

Stanton was athletic; Barbara hated all fornms of exercise.
St ant on was

gregarious; Barbara preferred to be alone with her
husband, or to

entertain small groups. The biggest surprise was the
political

differences. Stanton was a |iberal, while Barbara was an
archconservati ve.

Paul Ellison, Stanton's closest friend, had said, "You
nmust be out of

your m nd, chum You and Liz are the perfect nmarried
coupl e. Do you

have any idea what a divorce is going to do to your
career?"

Stanton Rogers had replied tightly, "Back off, Paul. |I'm
in love with

Bar bara. Besides, half the marriages in this country end
in divorce. It

won't do anything."

Rogers had proved to be a poor prophet. The press kept
the story of the

bitterly fought divorce alive as |ong as they could, and
t he gossip

papers played it up as luridly as possible, with pictures
of Stanton

Rogers' |ove nest and stories of secret mdnight trusts.
When the furor

di ed dovlrn, Stanton Rogers' powerful political friends
found a new

white knight to chanpion: Paul ElIison.

Ellison was a sound choice. While he had neither Stanton



] Rogers' good

| ooks nor his charisma, he was intelligent, |ikable, and
had the right

background. He was short in stature, with regular, even
features and

candid blue eyes. He had been happily married for ten,
years to the

daughter of a steel nagnate.

St anton Rogers and Paul Ellison had grown up together in
New York. Their

famlies had had adjoi ning summer hones i n Sout hanpt on.
They were, in

the same class, first at Yale and |later at Harvard Law
School . Paul

Ellison did well, but it was Stanton Rogers who was the
star pupil. Once

he was out of |aw school, Stanton Rogers' political star
began ri sing

neteorically, and if he was the conet, Paul Ellison was
the tail.

The divorce changed everything. It was now Stanton Rogers
who becane

t he appendage to Paul Ellison. The trail leading to the
presi dency took

al nrost fifteen years. First Ellison becane a highly
popul ar, articul ate

Senator. He fought against waste in governnent and
Washi ngt on

bur eaucracy. He was a populist, and believed in

I nternati onal detente.

When he was finally el ected President of the United
States, his first

appoi nt nrent was Stanton Rogers, as presidential foreign
af fai rs advi ser.

MAMEW. McLuhan's theory that television would turn the
world into a

gl obal village had becone a reality. The inauguration of

t he

forty-second President of the United States was carried by
satellite to

nore than one hundred and ninety countries.



In the Black Rooster, a Washington, D.C., hangout for
newsnmen, Ben Cohn

a veteran political reporter for the Washi ngton Post, was
seated at a

table with four coll eagues, watching the inauguration on
the tel evision

set over the bar.

The camera panned to show t he nassive crowds gat hered on
Pennsyl vani a

Avenue, huddl ed inside their overcoats against the bitter
January w nd.

Jason Merlin, Chief Justice of the United States Suprene
Court, finished

the swearing-in oath, and the-new Presi dent shook his hand
and st epped

up to the m crophone.

"Look at those idiots standing out there freezing their
tails off"'" Ben

Cohn commenteel "Do you know why they aren't hone |ike
nor mal human

bei ngs, watching it on television?"

"Why?" asked one of the other reporters.

"Because a nman is making history, nmy friends. One day all

t hose peopl e

are going to tell their grandchildren that they were there
t he day Paul

Ellison was sworn in. And they're all going to brag. "I
was so close |

coul d have touched him

"You're a cynic, Cohn."

"And proud of it. Every politician in the world conmes out
of the sane

cookie cutter. They're all in it for what they can get
out of it."

The truth was that Ben Cohn was not as cynical as he
sounded. He had

covered Paul Ellison's career fromthe begi nning, and
while it was true



that he had not been inpressed at first, as Ellison noved
up the

political |adder Ben Cohn began to change his opinion.
This politician

was nobody's yes-nman. He was an oak in a forest of

w || ows.

Qut si de, the sky exploded into icy sheets of rain, Ben
Cohn hoped t he

weat her was not an onen of the four years that |ay ahead.
He turned his

attention back to the tel evision set and Presi dent
E.1lison's speech.

"l speak today not only to our allies but to those
countries in the

Soviet cainp. | say to themnow, as we prepare to nove
into the

twenty-first century, that there is no | onger any room for
confrontation

and that we nust learn to nmake the phrase 'one worl d'
becone a reality.

Vast chasns |ie between us, but the first priority of this
adm nistration will be to build unshakabl e bridges across
t hose chasns. "

H s words rang out with a deep, heartfelt sincerity. He,
means it, Ben
Cohn thought. | hope no one assassi nates the guy.

IN JUNeTi ON City, Kansas, it was a potbellied stove kind
of day, bl eak

and raw, and snowi ng hard. Mary Ashl ey cautiously steered
her old

station wagon toward the center of the highway, where the
snowpl ows had

been at work. The stormwas going to nake her late for
the class she

was teachi ng.

Fromthe car radio came the Presiden's voice: "Because |
bel i eve t hat

there is no problemthat cannot be sol ved by genui ne
goodw | | on both



sides, the concrete wall around East Berlin and the iron
curtain that
surrounds the Soviet satellite countries nust conme down."

Mary Ashley thought, I"mglad | voted for him Pau
Ellison is going to
make a great President.

I N BucH=ST, the capital of Remania, it was eveni ng.

Pr esi dent

Al exandres | onescu sat in his office surrounded by half a
dozen ai des,

| istening to the broadcast on a shortwave radio.

"As you are aware,"
"three years ago,
upon the death of Remania's President, N colae CeauSSescu,
] Remani a

broke off diplomatic relations with the United States.
want to inform

you now that we have approached the governnment of Remani a
and its

Presi dent, Al exandres lonescu, and he has agreed to
reestablish

di plomatic relations with our country.

the American President was sayi ng,

"One of our first official acts will be to send an
anbassador to
Remania. And that is nerely the beginning. |I have no

I ntention of
stopping there. Al bania broke off all diplomatic
relations with the

United States in 1946. | intend to reestablish those
ties. In
addition, | intend to strengthen our diplomatic rel ations

wi th Bul gari a,
W th iczechosl ovakia, and with East Gernmany.

"Sendi ng our anbassador to Renmania is the beginning of a
wor | dwi de

peopl e-t o- peopl e novenent. Let us never forget that all
manki nd shares

a common origin, common problens, and a common ultinmate
fate. Let us



remenber that the problens we share are greater than the
probl ens t hat
di vide us, and that what divides us is of our own naking."

Over the shortwave radi o cane the sounds of cheers and
appl ause.

IN A heavily guarded villa in Neuilly, a suburb of Paris,
t he Remani an

revol utionary | eader, Marin G oza, was watchi ng President
Ellison on

channel 2 television.

"I think our tinme has cone, Ley. He really neans it,"
said Marin G oza
t hought ful |y.

Ley Pastenmek, his security chief, replied, "Wn't this
hel p | onescu?"

Marin Groza shook his head. "lonescu is a tyrant, so in
t he end not hi ng

will help him But | nust be careful with my timng. |
failed when |

tried to overthrow himbefore. I nust not fail again.”

PETE Connors had downed alnost a fifth of Scotch while
wat chi ng t he

I naugur al speech. He poured hinself another glassful and
turned back to

the image on the television set. "You filthy Comunist!"
he yel l ed at

the screen. "This is nmy country, and the Cl As not gonna
|l et you give it

away. We're gonna stop you, Ellison. You can bet your
bottom dol | ar on

it

Chapter Two
PAUL Ellison said, "I'"mgoing to need your help, old
friend."

"You'll get it," Stanton Rogers replied quietly.



It was their first nmeeting together in the Oval Ofice,
and Presi dent

Ellison was unconfortable. If Stanton hadn't nade that
one m stake, he

t hought, he would be sitting at this desk instead of ne.

As though reading his mnd, Stanton Rogers said, "I have a
confession to

make. The day you were nom nated for the presidency, |

was bitterly

jealous. It was ny dream and you were living it. But |
came to

realize that if | couldn't sit in that chair, there was no
one el se |

woul d want there but you."

Paul Ellison smled at his friend and pressed the button
on hi s desk.
Seconds | ater a white-jacketed steward cane into the room

"Yes, M. President?"

Paul Ellison turned to Rogers. "Coffee?"

"Sounds good."

"Want anything with it?"

"No, thanks. Barbara wants ne to watch ny waistline."”

The President nodded to Henry, the steward, and he quietly
| eft the
room

Bar bara. She had surprised everyone. The gossip around
Washi ngt on was

that the marriage would not |ast out the first year. But
it had been

al nrost fifteen years now, and it was a success. Stanton
Rogers had built

up a prestigious |law practice in-Wshi ngton, and Bar bam
had earned the

reputation of being a gracious hostess.



Paul Ellison rose and began to pace. "M/ peopl e-to-people
speech seens

to have caused quite an uproar. | suppose you' ve seen al

t he

newspapers. "

"Yes," said Stanton Rogers. "And quite candidly, M.
President, you're

scaring the pants off a | ot of people. The arned forces
are agai nst

your plan, and sone powerful novers and shakers would |ike
to see it

fail."

Ellison sat down and faced his friend. "It's not going to
fail."

The steward appeared with the coffee. "Can | get you
sonet hi ng el se,
M. President?"

“"No. That's it, Henry. Thank you."

The President waited until the steward had gone. "I want
to talk to you
about finding the right anbassador to send to Remani a.”

“Ri ght . "

"l don't have to tell you how inportant this 'is for us,
Stan. | want

you to get noving on it as quickly as you possibly can.™
Stanton Rogers took a sip of his coffee and rose to his
feet. "I'll get

State on it right away."

INalittle suburb of Neuilly it was two a.m Marin
Goza's villa lay

I n ebon darkness, the noon nestled in a thick |ayer of
-storm cl ouds.

The streets were hushed at this hour, as a blackcl ad
figure noved



noi sel essly through the trees toward the brick wall that
surrounded t he

villa. Over one shoulder he carried a rope and a bl anket,
and in his

arnms he cradled a dart gun and an Uzi subrmachi ne gun with
a silencer.

When he reached the wall, he stopped and |istened. He
wai t ed,

notionless, for five mnutes. Finally, satisfied, he
uncoi |l ed the nyl on

rope and tossed the scaling hook attached to the end of it
upward. It

caught on the far edge of the wall, and swwffly the man
began to clinb.

When he reached the top of the wall, he flung the bl anket
across it to

protect hinself against the poison-tipped netal spikes
enbedded on top.

He stopped again to listen. He reversed the hook, shifhng
the rope to

the inside of the wall, and slid down onto the ground. He
checked the

balisong at his waist, the deadly Filipino folding knife
that coul d be

flicked open or closed with one hand.

The attack dogs woul d be next. The intruder crouched
there, waiting for

themto pick up his scent. There were two Dober mans,
trained to kill.

But they were only the first obstacle. The grounds and
the villa were

filled with electronic devices and conti nuously nonitored
by tel evision

caneras. Al mail and packages were received at the

gat ehouse and

opened there by the guards. The doors of the villa were
bonmbproof. The

villa had its own water supply, and Marin Groza had a food
taster. The

villa was inpregnable. Supposedly. The figure in black
was here this

night to prove that it was not.



He heard the sounds of the dogs rushing at him before he
saw them They

came flying out of the darkness, charging at his throat.

He ai ned the

dart gun and shot the one on his left first, then the one
on his right,

dodgi ng out of the way of their hurtling bodies. And then
there was only

still ness.

The intruder knew where the sonic traps were buried in the
ground, and

he skirted them He silently glided through the areas of

t he grounds

that the television caneras did not cover, and in | ess
than two m nutes

after he had gone over the wall" he was at the back door
of the villa.

As he reached for the handl e of the door he was caught in
t he sudden

glare of floodlights. A voice called out, "Freeze! Drop
your gun and

rai se your hands."

The figure in black carefully dropped his gun and | ooked
up. There were

hal f a dozen nen spread out on the roof, with a variety of
weapons

pointed at him

The man in black growl ed, "Wat the devil took you so
| ong? | never
shoul d have gotten this far."

"You didn't," the head guard informed him "W started
tracki ng you
before you got over the wall."

Ley Pastemak was not nollified. "Then you shoul d have

st opped ne

sooner. | could have been on a suicide mssion with a

| oad of grenades.

| want a neeting of the entire staff in the norning, eight



o' cl ock

sharp. The dogs have been stunned. Have soneone keep an
eye on them

until they wake up."

Ley Pastenmek prided hinself on being the best security
chief in the

worl d. He had been a pilot in the Israeli Six-Day War and
after the war

had becone a top agent in Mssad, one of Israel's secret
servi ces.

He woul d never forget the norning, two years earlier, when
hi s col onel

had called himinto his office and said, "Ley, Marin G oza
wants to

borrow you for a few weeks."

Mossad had a conplete file on the Remani an di ssi dent.

G oza had been

the | eader of a popul ar Remani an novenent to depose

Al exandres | onescu

and was about to stage a coup when he was betrayed by one
of his nen.

More than two dozen underground fighters had been
executed, and G oza

had barely escaped with his life. France had given him
sanctuary. Then

| onescu had put a price on his head. So far, half a dozen
attenpts to

assassinate G oza had failed, but he had been wounded in
t he nost recent

attack.

"What does he want wth nme?" Pastemak had asked. "He has
French
governnent protection.”

"Not good enough. He needs soneone to set up a fool proof
security

system He canme to us. | reconmended you."

"1"d have to go to Francer'



Only for a few weeks. Ley, we're tal king about a
mensch. He's the

man in the white hat. Qur information is that he'll soon
have enough

popul ar support in Remania to knock over |onescu. Wen
the timng is

right, he'll make his nove. Meanwhile, we have to keep
the man alive."

Ley Pastemak had t hought about it "A few weeks, you sai d?"
"That's all."

The col onel had been wong about the tine, but he had been
ri ght about

Marin Goza. He was a white-haired, fragile-Ilooking man
whose face was

etched with sorrow. He had deep bl ack eyes, and when he
spoke, they

bl azed wi t h passi on.

"I don't give a damm whether | live or die," he told Ley
at their first

neeting. "We're all going to die. It's the when that |I'm
concer ned

about. | have to stay alive for another year or two.
That's all the

time | need to drive the tyrant |onescu out of ny
country. "

Ley Pastemak went to work on the security systemat the
villa in

Neuilly. He used some of his own nen, and the outsiders
he hired were

checked out thoroughly. Every single piece of equipnent
was

state-of-the-art.

Past emak saw t he Remani an rebel |eader every day, and the
nore time he

spent with him the nore he cane to admre him Wen Marin
G oza asked

Pastemak to stay on, Pastemak agreed, saying, "Until
you're ready to



make your nove."

At irregular intervals Pastemak staged surprise attacks on
the villa,

testing its security. Now he thought, Sone of the guards
are getting

careless. |I'll have to replace them

He wal ked t hrough the hal | ways checking the heat sensors,
the electronic

war ni ng systens, and the infrared beans at-the sill of
each door. As he

reached Groza's bedroom he heard a | oud crack, and a
noment | ater Groza

began scream ng out in agony.

Ley Pastenmak passed Marin G oza's room and kept wal ki ng.

THE Monday- norni ng executive staff neeting was under way
In the

sevent h-fl oor conference roomat Cl A headquarters in
Langl ey, Virginia.

Seated around the | arge oak table were Ned Tillingest,
director of the

ClA; General diver Brooks, Arny Chief of Staff; Secretary
of State

FIl oyd Baker; Pete Connors, chief of counterintelligence;
and Stanton

Roger s.

Ned Tillingest, the CIA director, was in his sixties, a
cold, taciturn

man burdened with nal efi cent secrets. There is a |ight
branch and a

dark branch of the CI A The dark branch handl es

cl andesti ne operati ons,

and for the past seven years Tillingest had been in charge
of both

secti ons.

General A iver Brooks was a West Point soldier who
conducted his

personal and professional |ife by the book. He was
a' conpany man, and



t he conpany he worked for was the United States Arny.

FIl oyd Baker, the Secretary of State, was of southern
Vi nt age,

silver-haired, distinguished-Iooking, with an

ol o-fashi oned gall antry.

He owned a chain of influential newspapers around the
country and was

reputed to be enornously wealthy.

Pete Connors was bl ack Irish, a stubborn bulldog of a man,
har d- dri nki ng

and fearless. He faced conpul sory retirenent in August.

As chi ef of

counterintelligence, Connors held sway over the nost
secret, highly

conpartnental i zed branch of the CIA He had worked his
way up through

the various intelligence divisions, and had been around in
t he good ol d

days when Cl A agents were the gol den boys. In fact, Pete
Connors had

been a gol den boy hinself. As far as he was concerned, no
sacrifice was

too great to nmake for his country.

Now, in the mddle of the neeting, his face was red with
anger. "This

I di otic peopl e-to-people programhas to be stopped. W
can't allow the

President to give the country away. We-"

FIl oyd Baker interrupted. "The President has been in
office less than a
week. We're all here to carry out his policies and-"

"He sprang his plan on us. W didn't have a chance to get
t oget her a

rebuttal ."
Ned Tillingest turned to Stanton Rogers. "Connors has a
poi nt. The

President is actually planning to invite the comruni st
countries to send



their spies here posing as attaches, chauffeurs,
secretaries, naids.

W' re spending billions to guard the back door, and the
Presi dent wants

to throw open the front door."

CGeneral Brooks nodded agreenent. "I wasn't consulted,
ei t her.

In nmy opinion, the Presiden's plan could destroy this
country. "

Stanton Rogers said, "Gentlenen, sone of us may disagree
with the

President, but Let's not forget that the people voted for
Paul El hson.

We have to support himin every way we can.
were foll owed by

a reluctant silence. "All right, then. The President
want s an update

on Remania. What's the situation with President |onescu?"

H s words

"l onescu's riding high in the saddle,” Ned Tillingest

replied. "Once he

got rid of the CeauSSescu famly, all of CeauSSescu's
allies were either

assassinated, jailed, or exiled. Since he seized power
| onescu' s been

bl eedi ng the country dry. The people hate his guts.”

"What about the prospects for a revolution?"

Tillingast said, "Ah, That's rather interesting. Renenber
a coupl e of

years back when Marin Groza al nost toppled the | onescu
gover nment ?"$

"Yes. Groza got out of the country by the skin of his
teeth."

"Wth our help. Qur information is that there's a popul ar
ground swel |

to bring himback. G oza would be good for Ronania, and
good for us.



We're watching the situation.”

Stanton Rogers turned to the Secretary of State. "Do you
have that |i st
of candi dates for the Renmani an post ?"

FIl oyd Baker took an envel ope froma | eather attaches case
and handed it

to Rogers. "These are our top prospects. They're all
career diplomats.

Naturally," he added, "the State Departnent favors a
career dipl omat

rather than a political appointee. Soneone who's been
trained for this

kind of job. Remania is an extrenely sensitive post."

"I agree." Stanton Rogers rose to his feet. "i'll discuss
t hese nanes
Wi th the President and get back to you."

As the others got up to | eaveNed Tillingast said, "Stay
here, Pete. |

want to talk to you.'
said, "You cane

on pretty strong, Pete."

When they were alone, Tillingast

"But I'mright," Pete Connors said stubbornly. "The
President is trying
to sell out the country. \Wat are we supposed to do?"

"Keep your nouth shut, Pete. And be careful. Very
careful . "

Ned Tillingast had been around | onger than Pete Connors.
He had been a

menber of WId Bill Donovan's OSS before it becane the
CIA. He too

hated what the bl eeding hearts in Congress were doing to
t he

organi zation he loved. It had been Tillingast who had
recruited Pete

Connors out of college, and Connors had turned out to be
one of the

best. But in the |ast few years Connors had becone a



cowboy-a little
too independent, a little too quick on the trigger.
Danger ous.

"Pete, have you heard anythi ng, about an under ground
organi zation calling
Itself Patriots for Freedon®?" Tillingast asked.

Connors frowned. "No. Can't say that | have. Who are
t hey?"

"All 1 have is snoke. See if you can get a |lead on them"
"WIIl do."

An hour | ater Pete Connors was naking a phone call froma
publ i ¢ boot h.
"I have a nessage for Odin,

he sai d.
"This is Qdin," General diver Brooks replied.

PAUL Ellison threw the |ist of candidates down on his
desk. "They're
di nosaurs,"” he snapped. "Every one of them"

"M. President," Rogers protested, "these people are al
experi enced
career diplomats."

"And hi debound by State Departnent tradition. You
remenber how we | ost

Remani a three years ago? Qur experienced career diplomat
i n Buchar est

screwed up, and we were out in the cold. The pin-striped
boys worry ne."

"But if you put an amateur in there, sonmeone with no
experience, you're
taking a big risk."

"Maybe we need soneone with a different kind of
experience. Remania is

going to be a test case, Stan." He hesitated. "I'm not
ki ddi ng nysel f.



| know that there are a | ot of powerful people who don't
want to see

this work. If it fails, I'mgoing to get cut off at the
knees. | don't

intend for that to happen.”

"I can check out sone of our political appointees who-"

President Ellison shook his head. "Same problem | want
sonmeone with a

conpletely fresh point of view Soneone who can thaw the
I ce. The

opposite of the ugly Anmerican.”

St ant on Rogers was studying the President, puzzled. "M.
Presi dent, |
get the inpression that you al ready have soneone in mnd."

"As a matter of fact," Paul Ellison said slowy, "I think
| have."

"Who i s he?"

"She. Did you happen to see Ide article in Foreign
Affairs magazi ne
cal | ed' Ddt ent e Now ?"

"Yes."
"She wote it. What did you think of it?"

"thought it was interesting. The author believes that
we're in a

position to try to seduce the comuni st countries into
com ng into our

canp by offering them econom c and-" He broke off "It was
a lot |ike

your i naugural speech.”

"Only it was witten six nonths earlier. She's published
brilliant

articles in Coomentary and Public Affairs. Last year |
read a book of

hers on Eastern European politics, and | nust admt it



hel ped clarify
sone of ny ideas."

"Ckay. So she agrees with your theories. That's no
reason-"

"Stan, she went further than ny theory. She outlined a
detail ed plan

That's brilliant. She wants to take the four najor world
econom ¢ pacts

and conbi ne them"

"How can we-"

"I't would take tinme, but it could be done. Look. You
know that in 1949

the Eastern-bloc countries forned a pact for nutual
econoni ¢ assi st ance,

call ed COVECON, and in 1958 the other European countries
fornmed the

EEC-t he Conmon Mar ket ."

“Ri ght . "

"We have the Organi zation for Econom c Cooperation and
Devel opnent,

whi ch includes the United States, some Western-bl oc
countries, and

Yugosl avia. And don't forget that the Third World
countries have forned

a nonal i gned novenent of their own."

The Presiden's voice was charged with excitenment. "Think
of the

possibilities. If we could conbine these plans and form
one big

mar ket pl ace, it could be awesone! It would nean real
world trade. And

it could bring peace.”

Stanton Rogers said cautiously, "lIt's an interesting idea,
but It's a
| ong way off. Do you know anyt hi ng about this woman?"



"No. Except that she's extrenely bright and that we're on
t he sane

wavel ength. Her nane is Mary Ashley. | want you to find
out everything

you can about her."

Two days | ater President Ellison and Stanton Rogers
br eakf ast ed
t oget her.

"I got the information you asked for." J]Rogers pulled a
paper fromhis

pocket. "Mary Elizabeth Ashley. MIford Road, junction
Gty, Kansas.

Age, alnost thirty-five. Married to Dr. Edward Ashl ey.
Two chil dren:

Beth, twelve, and Tim ten. Assistant professor, Eastern
Eur opean

political science, Kansas State University. G andfather
born in

Remani a." He | ooked up thoughtfully. "I mnust admit she
sounds

I nteresting.”

"I think so too. I'd like to have a full security check
run on her."

"I'll see that It's done.™"

"I DI SAGREE, Professor Ashley," said Barry Dyl an, one of
the twel ve

graduate students in Mary Ashley's political science
sem nar.

"Al exandros | onescu is worse than CeauSSescu ever was."

"Can you back up that statenent?" Mary asked.

The waiting lists to get into Mary Ashley's classes were
| onger than any

ot her professor's at Kansas State University. She was a
superb teacher,

wi th an easy sense of hunor and a warnth that nmade being
around her a

pl easure. She had an oval face that changed from



I nteresting to

beauti ful, depending on her nood. She had the high
cheekbones of a

nodel , and al nond-shaped, hazel eyes. Her hair was dark
and thick. She

had a figure that nade her fenmal e students envious and the
mal es

fantasi ze, yet she was unaware of how beautiful she was.

"Well," said Barry, "lonescu has cracked down hard on al
the pro-Goza

el ements and reestablished a hard-line, pro-Soviet
position. Even

CeauSSescu wasn't that bad."

Anot her student spoke up. "Then why is President Ellison
SO anxious to
establish diplomatic relations with hinP"

"Because we want to woo himinto the Western orbit.
Al so-" The bell
sounded. The tinme was up.

Mary said, "Monday we'll discuss the possible consequences
of President

Ellison's plan to penetrate the Eastern bloc. Have a good
weekend. "

Mary Ashley | oved the give-and-take of her graduate

sem nar. Foreign

nanmes and pl aces becane real, and historical events took
on flesh and

bl ood. This was her fill year on the faculty at Kansas
State, and
teaching still excited her.

She especially enjoyed teachi ng about Remania. It had
been her

grandfather who had instilled in her a deep curiosity
about his native

| and. He had told her romantic stories of Queen Marie

and baronesses and princesses; tales of Al bert, the prince
consort of



Engl and, and of Al exander |1, Czar of Russi a.

Somewhere in our background there is royal blood. If the
revol uti on had
not conme, you would have been a princess.

She used to have dreans about it.

She taught five political science classes in addition to
t he graduate

sem nar, and each of themdealt with the Soviet Union and
iIts satellite

countries. At tinmes she felt like a fraud. |'ve never
been to any of
the countries | teach about, she thought. |'ve never even

been out si de
the United States.

Mary had planned a trip abroad when she received her

mast er's degree,

but that sumrer she met Edward Ashl ey, and the European
trip turned into

a three-day honeynoon at Waterville, fifty-five mles from
junction

City, where Edward was taking care of a critical heart
patient.

"We really nust travel next year," Mary said to Edward
shortly after

they were married. "I'mdying to see Rone and Paris and
Remani a. "
"So aml. It's a date. Next sumrer."

But that follow ng sumrer Beth was born, and Edward was
caught up in his

work at the Geary Community Hospital. Two years later Tim
was born.

Mary had gotten her Ph.D. and gone back to teaching at
Kansas State

Uni versity, and sonehow the years had nelted away. Except
for brief

trips to Chicago, Atlanta, and Denver, Mary had never been
out of the



state of Kansas.
One day, she proni sed herself. One day ...

Mary gat hered her notes together, put on her coat and a
scarf, and

headed out to her car. As she passed Denison Hall a
stranger with a

Ni kon canmera ained it at the building and pressed the
shutter. Mary was

in the foreground of the picture. One hour later the
phot ograph was on

Its way to Washi ngton, D.C

EVERY town has its own distinctive rhythm a life pulse

t hat springs

fromthe people and the Iand. Junction Cty, in Geary
County, is a farm

community one hundred and thirty mles west of Kansas
Cty. It prides

itself on being the geographical center of the continental
Uni t ed

States. The downt own shoppi ng area consists of scattered
st ores,

fast-food chains, and gas stations-the types of
establishnents that are

duplicated- n hundreds of small towns across Anmerica. But
t he residents

of junction Gty love it for its bucolic peace and
tranquillity. On

weekdays, at |east. Wekends, junction Cty becones the
rest-and-recreation center for the soldiers at nearby Fort
Ril ey.

MARY Ashl ey stopped to shop for dinner at Dillon's Market
and then

headed hone. The Ashleys lived in an eight-room stone
house set in the

mddle of gently rolling hills. It had been bought by Dr.
Edwar d

Ashl ey and his bride thirteen years earlier.

"It's awfully large for just two people,” Mary Ashley had
prot ested when



they'd first taken a look at it.

And Edward had taken her into his arns and held her cl ose.
"Who sai d
It's going to be for only two peopl e?"

When she wal ked in the door this evening, Timand Beth ran
to greet her.

"Quess what?" Timsaid. "W're going to have our pictures
in the
paper!"

"Hel p ne put away the groceries,” Mary said. "Wat
paper ?"

"The man didn't say, but he said we'd hear fromhim"

Mary stopped and turned to | ook at her son. "D d he say
why ?"

"No," Timsaid. "But he sure had a nitty N kon."

ON SUNDAY, Mary cel ebrated-al though that was not the word
that sprang to

her m nd-her thirty-five birthday. Edward had' arranged a
surprise

party for her at the country club. Their neighbors,

FI orence and

Dougl as Schiller, and four other couples were waiting for
her. Edward

was as delighted as a small child at the | ook of anmazenent
on Mary's

face when she wal ked into the club and saw the festive
table and the

happy birthday banner. After dinner, as Mary bl ew out the
candl es on

her cake, she | ooked across at Edward and thought, How

| ucky can a | ady

be?

Monday norni ng she awoke with a headache. There had been
a |lot of
chanpagne toasts the night before. She eased her way out



of bed and

went down to the kitchen, where she set about preparing
br eakfast for

t he chil dren.

Beth, Mary's twel ve-year-old daughter, wal ked into the
roomcarrying an
arnful of books.

Mary put a box of cereal on the table. "I bought a new
cereal for you
You're going to like it."

Beth sat dowti at the kitchen table and studi ed the | abel
on the cereal
box. "I can't eat this. You're trying to kill ne.

"Don't put any ideas in ny head,". her nother cautioned.

Tim Mry's ten-year-old, ran into the kitchen. He slid
into a chair at
the table and said, "I'll have bacon and eggs."

"What ever happened to good norni ng?" Mary asked. "Good
norning. |'11
have bacon and eggs. Can | go to the skating rink after
school , Monm®?"

"You're to conme right hone and study. Ms. Reynol ds
called ne. You're

failing math. How do you think it |ooks for a college
prof essor to have

a son who's failing math?"

"It | ooks okay. You don't teach math."

They tal k about the terrible twos, Mary thought grimy.
What about the
terrible nines, tens, elevens, and twel ves?

She had packed a lunch for each of them but she was
concer ned about

Beth, wtio was on sone kind of crazy new diet. "Please,
Beth, eat all of



your |unch today."

“If it has no artificial preservatives. |'mnot going to
| et the greed
of the food industry ruin nmy health.”

What ever happened to the good old days of junk food? Mary
wonder ed.

Ti m pl ucked a | oose paper fromone of Beth's notebooks.
"Look at this!"

he yelled. "'Dear Beth, Let's sit together during study
period. |

t hought of you all day yesterday and-"$

"G ve that back to ne!" Beth screaned. "Thaes m ne!"

"Hey! It's signe. "Virgil." | thought you were in |ove
with Arnold."

Bet h snatched the note away fromhim "Wat would you
know about | ove?
You're a child."

At that nonent they heard the horn of the school bus
outside. Tim and
Beth started toward the door.

"Wait! You haven't eaten your breakfasts,” Mary said. She
foll owed t hem

out into the hallway.

“"No tine, Modther. Got to go."

"Bye, Mom"

And they were gone.

Mary, feeling drained, |ooked up as Edward cane down the
stairs.

"Morning, darling," he said.

"Sweet heart, would you do ne a favor?"



"Sure, beautiful." He gave her a kiss. "Anything."
"want to sell the children.”

"Who' d buy then?"

"Strangers. They've reached the age where I can't do
anyt hing right.

Bet h has becone a health-food freak, and your son is
turning into a

wor | d-cl ass dunce. "

Edward said thoughtfully, "Maybe they're not our kids."

"I hope not. |I'm maki ng oatneal for you."
"Sorry, darling. No tinme. I'mdue in surgery in half an
hour . "

Mary | ooked at Edwaid and felt a glow. Even after al
t hese years, she

t hought, he's still the nost attractive nman |'ve ever
known.

"I may decide to keep the kids, after all," she said. "I
like their

father a lot."

"To tell you the truth,"” said Edward, "I'mrather fond of
t heir,
not her." He took her in his arns.

MARY and Edward | eft the house together, bowi ng their
heads agai nst the

rel entl ess wind. Edward strapped hinself into his Ford
G anada and

wat ched Mary as she got behind the wheel of the station
wagon.

"Drive carefully, sweetheart," Edward call ed.

"You too, darling." She blew hima kiss, and the two cars
drove away



fromthe house, Edward headi ng toward the hospital and
Mary toward the
uni versity.

Two nen parked half a block fromthe Ashl ey house waited
until the
vehi cles were out of sight. "Let's go."

They drove up to the house next door to the Ashleys'. The
driver sat in

the cilr while his conpani on wal ked up to the front door
and rang -the

bell. The door was opened by an attractive brunette in
her m ddl e
thirties.

"Ms. Douglas Schiller?"
"Yes?"

The man reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out an
i dentification

card. "My nane is Donald Zaml ock. I'mwith the Security
Agency of the

State Departnent. | want to ask you a few questions about
your

nei ghbor, Ms. Ashley."

She | ooked at himw th concern. "Mary? Way woul d you be
aski ng about
her ?"

“"May | cone in?"
"Yes." Florence Schiller led himinto the |iving room
"Wul d you |ike

sonme coffee?"

“"No, thanks. I'Il only take a few mnutes.” He smled
reassuringly.

"This is just a routine check. She's not suspected of any
wr ongdoi ng. "

"I shoul d hope not," Florence Schiller said indignantly.



"Mary Ashl ey

I's one of the nicest persons you'll ever neet." She added,
"Have you net
her ?"

"No, ma'am This visit is confidential, and I woul d
appreciate it if

you kept it that way. How | ong have you known Ms.
Ashl ey?"

"About thirteen years. Since the day she noved in next
door. "

"Woul d you say that you know Ms. Ashley well?"

"OF course | would. Mary's ny closest friend. What-"
"Ms. Schiller, in your opinionis Ms. Ashley an
enotionally stable

person?"

"OF course she is.”

"M's. Ashley's grandfather was born in Remania. Have you
ever heard

her di scuss Remani a?"

"Ch, once in a while she'll tell stories her grandfather
tol d her about

the old country.”

"One | ast question. Have you ever heard Ms. Ashley or
Dr. Ashl ey say

anyt hi ng against the United States governnent ?"

"Absol utely not!"

"Then in your estimation they're both |oyal Anericans?”
"You bet they are. Would you mnd telling ne-"

The man rose. "I want to thank you for your tinme, Ms.

Schiller. And
I"d Iike to inpress upon you again that this matter is



hi ghl y

confidential. |I would appreciate it if you didn't discuss
it with

anyone-not even your husband."

A monent | ater he was out the door. Florence Schiller
stood there

staring after him "I don't believe this whole
conversati on took

pl ace," she said al oud.

BRIDGE WTH THEIR NEI GHBO RS the Schillers was a
Mondayni ght ritual for

Mary and Edward Ashley. The fact that Douglas Schiller
was a doctor and

wor ked with Edward at the hospital nade the two coupl es
even cl oser.

Dougl as Schiller was normally a pl easant, easygoi ng nman,
but at the

noment there was a grimexpression on his face. They were
in the mddle

of the gane, and the Schillers were ten thousand points
behi nd. For the

fourth tinme that evening Florence Schiller had reneeed.

"Fl orence! " Dougl as expl oded. "Wich side are you on?"

“I" msorry," she said nervously.
"I's anything bothering you?" Edward Ashl ey asked Fl orence.

"I can't tell you."

They all | ooked at her in surprise: "Wat does that nean?"
her husband
asked.

Fl orence Schiller took a deep breath. "Mary, It's about
you. "

"What about me?"

"1'"'mnot supposed to tell. |I promsed."



"You prom sed who?" Edward asked.

"A federal agent from Washi ngton. He was at the house
t hi s norni ng
asking nme all kinds of questions about Mary."

"What kind of questions?" Edward demanded.

"Ch, you know. was she a |oyal Anerican? was she
st abl e?"

"Wait," Mary said excitedly. "I think I know |'mup for
t enure.

The university does sone sensitive governnment research on
canmpus, so |
suppose they check everyone pretty thoroughly."

"Well, thank God That's all it is." Florence Schiller
breat hed a sigh of
relief. "I thought they were going to | ock you up."

"I hope they do." Mary smled. "At Kansas State."

Abbeywood, England. "We are neeting under the usual
rules, the chairman

announced. "No records will be kept, this neeting wll
never be
di scussed, and we will refer to one another by the code

nanmes we have
been assi gned. "

There were eight nen inside the library of the
fifteenth-century

Cl aynore Castle. Two arnmed nen kept vigil outside, while
a third man

guarded the door to the library.

. The chairnman continued. "The Controller has received
some di sturbing

information. Marin G-oza is preparing a coup agai nst

Al exandr os

| onescu. A group of senior arny officers in Remania has
deci ded to back



Groza. This tinme he could very well be successful.™
Qdi n spoke up. "How woul d that affect our plan?”

"It could destroy it. It would open too many bridges to
the West."

Freyr said, "Then we nust prevent it from happening."

Bal der asked, " How?"

"We assassi nate Groza," the chairman repli ed.

"I npossible. Hs villa is inpregnable. Anyway, no one in
this room can

afford to be involved in an assassination attenpt."

"We wouldn't be directly involved," the chairmn said.
"The Controller

has di scovered a confidential dossier that concerns an
i nt ernati onal

terrorist who's for hire. He's called Angel."

"Never heard of him" Signund said.

"So much the better. H s credentials are nost inpressive.
According to

the Controller's file, Angel was involved in the Sikh
Khal i st an

assassination in India. He hel ped the Khnmer Rouge in
Canbodi a. He's

mast er m nded t he assassi nations of half a dozen arny
officers in |Israel,

and the Israelis have offered a mlliondollar reward for
him dead or

alive."

"He sounds prom sing," Thor said. "Can we get hinf"
"He's expensive. If he agrees to take the contract, it
will cost us two

mllion dollars."”

"How do we get to this Angel person?" Signund asked.



"Al'l his contacts are handled through his mstress, a
wonan named Neusa

Mufi ez. Angel has set her up in an apartnent in Buenos
Aires."

Thor said, "Who would get in touch with her for us?"

The chairman replied, "The Controll er has suggested a man
named Harry

Lantz. He was thrown out of the CIA for setting up his
own drug

business in Vietnam Wile he was with the CIA he did a
tour in South

Anerica, so he knows the territory. He'd be a perfect
go- between." He

paused. "l suggest we take a vote. Al those in favor of
hi ri ng Angel,

pl ease rai se your hands."

Ei ght wel | -mani cured hands went into the air.

"Then It's settled.” The chairman rose. "The neeting is
adj our ned.
Pl ease observe the usual precautions as you | eave."

Chapter Three

IN H S hotel roomin New York, Harry Lantz was awakened in
the m ddl e of
the night by the ringing of the tel ephone.

Who the devil knows |I'm here? he wondered. He | ooked
blearily at the

bedsi de cl ock, then snatched up the phone. "It's four
o' clock in the

nor ni ng! Who the-"

A soft voice at the other end of the |ine began speaki ng,
and Lantz sat

upright in bed, his heart beginning to pound. "Yes, sir."
He listened for a long tine. Finally he said, "Yes,.

sir. |



understand. |I'Il be on the first plane to Buenos Aires.
Thank you,
sir."

He replaced the receiver and lit a cigarette. H s hands
were trenbling.

The man he had just spoken to was one of the npbst powerful
men in the

worl d and was going to pay himfifty thousand dollars to
deliver a

nmessage. It would be fun going back to Argentina. Harry
Lantz | oved

Sout h Anmeri can wonen.

THE 747 arrived at Ezeiza Airport in Buenos Aires at five
the foll ow ng

afternoon. Harry Lantz felt a surge of excitenent as he
st epped out of

the plane, but the blast of hot air startled himfor a
noment. O

course, he realized. It's sumer here.

Yes, it was good to be back. Siesta was over, and the
streets were

crowded with people. Wien the taxi arrived at the Hotel

E

Conqui stador, in the heart of the fashionable Barrio Norte
sector, Lantz

paid the driver with a mllion-peso note.

"Keep the change," he said. Their nobney was a j oke.

Harry | ooked up an old friend. No one had ever .heard of
Neusa Mifi ez.

Harry Lantz began to feel he m ght be on a w |l d-goose
chase.

It was at the Pilar, a small bar in the barrio of

Fl oresta, that his

| uck suddenly changed. It was a Friday night, and the bar
was filled

wi th workingnmen. It took Lantz ten mnutes to get the
bartender's

attention. Before Lantz was hal fway through his prepared



speech, the

bartender said, "Neusa Miuez? S(. | know her. If she
wi shes to talk to

you, she will conme here nmmana, about m dnight."

The follow ng evening Harry Lantz returned to the Pilar at
el even

o' clock and took a place at the bar, watching the room
gradual ly fil

up. As m dni ght approached, he found hinself getting nore
and nore

nervous. |If she doesn't show up, he thought, | can kiss
the fifty grand
good- bye.

He wondered what she | ooked |ike. She had to be a
stunner. He was

aut hori zed to offer her boyfriend, Angel, a cool two
mllion dollars to

assassi nate soneone, so Angel was probably up to his ears
in mllions.

He woul d be able to afford a beautiful young m stress.

The door opened, and Lantz | ooked up expectantly. A woman
was wal ki ng

I n al one. She was m ddl e-aged and unattractive, with a
fat, bl oated

body and huge, pendul ous breasts that swayed as she

wal ked. Her face

was pockmarked, and she had dyed bl ond hair. A hooker
down on her | uck,

Lant z deci ded.

The worman | ooked around the bar with vacant, |istless
eyes, then pushed

her way over to Harry. "Wanna buy nme a drink?"

She had a heavy Spani sh accent.

She | ooks like a fat cow, Lantz thought..And she's drunk.
"Cet |ost,

sister."

"Esteban, the bartender. He say you are |ookin' for ne,



no?"

"He nust have nade a mistake. |'m | ooking for Neusa
Miez. "

"Si. Yo soy Neusa Midez."

But the wong one, Harry thought. "Are you Angel's
friend?"

She smled drunkenly. "Si."

Harry Lantz recovered swiffly. "Well, well." He forced a
smle. "Can we
go to a corner table and tal k?"

They fought their way across the snoky bar, and when they
wer e seated,

Harry Lantz said, "I'd like to talk about-"' "You buy ne a
rum s(? A

doubl e. "

Lant z nodded. "Sure." Wien the waiter left, Lantz said,

"I want to neet
with Angel. | have a little present for him"
She studied him "St? What kin'a present?"

"Two mllion dollars."”

Their drinks arrived. She downed hers in one gulp. "Wa
for you wanna

give Angel two mllion dollars?"
"That's sonmething I'lIl have to discuss with himin
person. ™

"Thai s not possible. Angel, he don' talk to nobody."
"Lady, for two mllion dollars-"
Neusa Mufiez struggled to her feet. "I tol' you, he don'

talk to
nobody. Adl6s."



"Hey! Wait a mnute! Don't go."

She | ooked down at himwi th bleary eyes. "Wat you wan'?"

"sit down," Lantz said slowy, "and I'll tell you what I
want . "
She sat down heavily. "I need a rum huh?"

Harry Lantz was baffled. What kind of nman is this Angel ?
he wonder ed.

His mstress is not only the ugliest broad in all of South
Anerica, but

she's a |l ush

Lantz did not |like dealing with drunks. On the other

hand, he hated the

t hought of losing his fifty-thousand-dollar conm ssion. He
summoned t he

waiter and ordered the drink, then smled and sai d
reasonably, e Neusa,

if I can't talk to Angel, how can | do business with hinP"

"Ess sinple. You tell ne what you wan'. | tell Angel.
I f he say sf, |
tell you s(. If he say no, |I tell you no."

Lantz distrusted using her as a go-between, but he had no
choi ce.
"You' ve heard of Marin G oza?"

n m. n

He patted her fat hand. "Angel will know who G oza is.
You just say

Marin Groza. He'll know. The people who sent ne want him
bl own away.

Killed."

"Ch. I'Il ass' Angel. Wha' you say the man's nane is?"

He wanted to shake her. "G oza. Marin G oza.



"Yeah. My baby's outa town. |'Il call himtonight an
nmeet you here
tonorrow. Kin | have 'nother runf"

Neusa Muez was turning out to be a nightmare. How could a
man who was

supposed to be as snmart as Angel get hooked up wth such a
rum dumry?

THE follow ng night Harry Lantz was seated at the sane
table in the

Pilar, intermttently chewi ng peanuts and his fingernails.
At two a.m

he saw Neusa Miez stunbl e through the door and nake her
way over to him

"H ," she munbl ed, and slunped into a chair.
"Neusa, did you renenber to talk to Angel ?"

She | ooked at himvacantly. "Angel? Si. Kin | have a
dri nk, huh?"

He ordered a double rum for her and a double Scotch for
hi nsel f. He
needed it desperately. "What did Angel say, Neusa?"

, Angel ? Ch, he say yeah. Ess okay."

Harry Lantz felt a surge of relief. "That's wonderful!"
He no | onger

cared about his nessenger-boy m ssion. He had thought of
a better idea.

Lantz prided hinself on being a pro. He was too smart to
wal k into a

deal like this without first checking it ou.t. Before

| eavi ng the

States, he had cautiously asked around about Angel, and
what had

| npressed himnost was that the Israelis had put a price
of a mllion

dollars on his head. This drunken floozy was going to
lead himto



Angel . He was going to collect that one mllion dollars.
He wat ched her slop down her drink, spilling some of it on
her al ready

soi |l ed bl ouse. "Wat el se did Angel say?"

"Angel say he wanna know who your people are.”

Lantz gave her a winning smle. "You tell himThat's
confidenti al,

Neusa. | can't give himthat informtion."

She shrugged. "Then Angel say to tell you to get lost."

Harry Lantz's mnd started working at top speed. "Neusa,

"1l tel ephone
the people I"'mworking for, and if they give ne
perm ssion, I'll give

you a nanme. Ckay?"
She nodded, indifferent.

"You tell Angel 1'll have an answer for him by tonorrow.
Is there
sonmepl ace | can reach you?"

guess so."

He was naki ng progress. "Were?"

"Here."

He made the call collect froma tel ephone booth so it
coul d not be

traced. It had taken himone hour to get through.

“"No," the Controller said. "I told you, no r -mmes.
"Yes, sir. But there's a problem Neusa Mufiez, Angel's
m stress, says

he's willing to make a deal, but he won't nove w thout

know ng who he's
dealing with."



"What 1s this woman | i ke?"

"She's a fat, ugly noron, sir.
"I't's much too dangerous for ny nanme to be used.”

Harry Lantz could feel the deal slipping away from him
"Yes, sir," he

said earnestly. "The only thing is, sir, Angel's
reputation is based on

his being able to keep his nmouth shut. If he ever started
tal ki ng, he

woul dn't last five mnutes in his business."

There was a long silence. "Very well. You may give Angel
my nane. But

he is never to divulge it and never to contact ne
directly. He'll work

only through you."

Harry Lantz coul d have danced. "Yes, sir. I'll tell him
Thank you,
sir."” He hung up, a big grin on his face. He was going to

coll ect the
fifty thousand. And then the mllion-dollar reward.

VWHEN Harry Lantz net Neusa Miuez | ate that evening, he
i mredi atel y

ordered a double rumfor her and said happily,
"Everything's set. | got

perm ssion."

She | ooked at himindifferently. "Yeah?"

He told her the nane of his enployer. It was a househol d
wor d.

She shrugged. "Never hearda him"™
"Neusa, the people I work for want this done as quickly as

possi bl e.
Marin Groza is hiding out in a villa in Neuilly, and-

"WWher e?"



"I't's a suburb of Paris," he said patiently. "Angel w Il
know. "

"I need 'nother drink."

An hour | ater Neusa was still drinking, and this tine
Harry Lantz was

encour agi ng her. \Wen she's drunk enough, he thought,
she's going to

| ead ne straight to her boyfriend. The rest will be easy.
"When is

Angel com ng back to town?" he asked.

She focused her watery eyes on him "Nex' week."

Harry Lantz took her hand and stroked it. "Wy don't you
and | go back
to your place?" he asked softly.

"Ckay. "
He was i n.

NEUSA MJez lived in a shabby two-room apartnent that was
as nessy and

unkenpt as its tenant. Wen they wal ked through the door,
Neusa nmade

straight for the little bar in the corner.

Lant z wat ched as she poured a drink and downed it. She's
the nost ugly,

repul sive pig |'ve ever nmet, he thought, but the mllion
dollars is

going to be beautiful.

Lant z wal ked over to her and put his arns around her huge,
fl abby wai st.
"You're cute, do you know that ?"

"Wha' ?" Her eyes were gl azed.

He was getting nowhere. He had to think of an approach
t hat woul d get



this amazon into bed. But he knew he had to nake his nove
carefully. If

he of fended her, she m ght report himto Angel, and that
woul d be the

end of the deal.

As Lantz was desperately trying to think of a clever
ganbit Neusa
munbl ed, "Cone on 'n the bedroom™

He grinned in relief. "That's a great idea, baby."

She stunbled as Lantz followed her into the small bedroom
Init was a

| ar ge unnmade bed and a bureau with a cracked mrror above
it. It was

the open closet that caught Harry Lantz's attention. He
glinpsed a row

of nmen's suits hanging on a rack.

He went into the bathroomto undress, and when he
returned, Neusa was

propped up in bed |like a | eviathan. He sat down besi de
her. She was

drunker than he had thought. Th:lIt's good, he said to
hinmsel f. It will

make things easier. "You're a very pretty wonman, honl
like you a lot."

He began to caress her. "I'Il bet you |live an exciting
life being

Angel's girlfriend. That nust be really interesting.
Tell me, baby,

What's Angel |ike?"

There was a silence, and he wondered if Neusa had fallen
asl eep. "Don't

go to sleep, sweetheart. Not yet." He felt her stir.
"What kind of man

is Angel ? I's he handsone?"

"Rich. Angel, he's rich."

Lantz continued to caress her. "Wio are his friends?"



Her voice was drowsy. "Angel got no fren's. I'mhis
fren' ."

Neusa cl osed her eyes. "Hey, |'msleepy. Let's goto
sl eep. ™

Lantz stayed there quietly until he was certain Neusa was
asl eep. Then

he carefully arose fromthe bed, padded over to the

cl oset, and sw tched

on the closet |ight.

There were a dozen suits hanging on the rack and six pairs
of men's

shoes on the floor. Lantz opened the jackets and exam ned
t he | abel s.

The suits were all custom made by Heffera, Avenida |a
Plata. |1've hit

the jackpot! Lantz gloated. They'll have a record of
Angel ' s address.

I"ll go and ask a few questions. Then all | have to do is
tip off ny

friends in Mbossad and coll ect the reward.

Lantz t hought he heard a sound from across the room He
qui ckly turned

out the closet light and wal ked over to the bed. Neusa's
eyes were

cl osed, "and she was snoring lightly. He tiptoed to the
bureau and

began | ooki ng through the drawers, hoping to find a

phot ogr aph of Angel.

No |luck. He crept back to bed.

WHEN Harry Lantz awoke in the norning, he heard Neusa
singing off key in
t he bat hr oom

She was standing in front of the mrror. Her hair was
done up in fat

curlers, and she | ooked, if possible, even nore
unattractive than

before. She pointed to the bathtub full of water. "I fix
a bath for



you. When you're finish', | fix breakfast."
"Sounds great," he |ied.
"You like onelets? | make good onelets. Angel teach ne."

Neusa plugged in an electric hair dryer and began to dry
her hair.

Lantz stepped into the bathtub and |ay back in the warm
wat er, thi nki ng,

Maybe | should get a gun and take Angel nyself. If | |et
the Israelis

do it, there'll probably be an inquiry into who gets the
reward. This

way there won't be any question. I'Il just tell them
where to pick up
hi s body.

Neusa sai d sonething, but Harry Lantz could barely hear
her over the
roar of the hair dryer

"What did you say?" he called out.
"l got a presen' for you from Angel ."

She dropped the electric hair dryer into the water and
stood there
wat ching as Lantz's body twitched in a dance of death.

PRESI DENT PAUL ELLI SON | ooked down at the |ast security
report on Mary
Ashl ey and said, "Not a blem sh, Stan."

"I know. I think she's the perfect candidate. O course,
State isn't
going to be happy."

"We'll send thema crying towel. Now Let's hope the
Senate will back us

up. Would you |like another drink, Stan?"

"No, thanks. Unless you need ne tonight, |I'mtaking



Barbara to an
openi ng at the Kennedy Center."

"You go ahead," Paul Ellison said. "Alice and | are due
to entertain
sonme relatives of hers.™

"Please give ny love to Alice," Stanton Rogers said. He
rose.

"And you give mne to Barbara."
Chapt er Four

MARY Ashl ey's nerves were on edge during dinner. The
children were
bei ng i npossi bl e again. Beth refused to touch her food.

"No one eats neat anynore," Beth insisted. "It's a
bar baric custom
carriedover fromthe cavernan. Civilized people don't eat
live
animal s. "
“"It's not alive,"
as well eat
it."

Timargued. "It's dead, so you m ght

"Children! Quiet. Beth, go nake yourself a salad."

"She could go graze in the field,"” Timoffered.

"Tim Finish your dinner." Mary's head was poundi ng.

The tel ephone rang.
"That's for ne,"
and raced
toward the tel ephone. She picked it up and said
flirtatiously,

"Virgi|l?" She |istened a nonent, and her expression
changed. "COh, sure,”

she said disgustedly. She slamred down the recei v& and
returned to the

Beth said. She | eaped out of her chair



t abl e.

"What was that all about?" Edward asked.

"Sonme joker. said it was the Wite House calling Mom"
"The Wiite House?"

The tel ephone rang agai n.

“I'"l'l get it." Mary rose and wal ked over to the tel ephone.
"Hello." As

she |istened, her face grewgrim "W're in the mddle of
di nner, and |

don't think this is funny- \Wat? Who?

The President?" There was a hush in the room "Wit, |-
Oh, good

evening, M. President." There was a dazed expression on
her face. Her

famly was watching her, w de-eyed. "Yes, sir. | do. |
recogni ze your

voi ce. H msorry about hanging up a nonent ago. Beth

t hought it was

Virgil, and- Yes, sir. Thank you." She stood there
listening. "Wuld I

be willing to serve as what?" Her face suddenly fl ushed.

Edward was on his feet, noving toward the phone, the
children cl ose
behi nd him

"There nmust be sone mstake, M. President. My nane is
Mary Ashl ey.

|'"'ma professor at Kansas State University, and- You read
i t? Thank

you, sir." She listened for a long tine. "Yes, sir. |
agree. But that

doesn't nmean that |- Yes, sir. I"'msure It's a wonder f ul
opportunity,
but 1- O course. | will. I'lIl talk it over with ny

husband and get
back to you." She picked up a pen and wote down a nunber.
"Yes, sir. |



have it. Thank you, M. President. Good-bye." She slowy
repl aced the
recei ver and stood there in shock.

"What in heaven was that all about?" Edward denmanded.
"was it really the President?" Tim asked.

Mary sank into a chair. "Yes. It really was."

Edward took Mary's hand in his. "Mary, what did he want?"

Mary sat there, nunb, thinking, So That's why that nan was
guesti oni ng

FIl orence. She | ooked up at Edward and the children and
said slowy,

"The President read ny book and the article in Foreign
Affairs, and he

t hought they were brilliant. He said That's the kind of
t hi nki ng he

Wants for his people-to-people program He wants to
nom nate nme as

anbassador to Renmani a.”

There was a | ook of total disbelief on Edward's face.
"You?

Why you?"

It was exactly'what Mary had asked herself, but she felt
Edward coul d

have been nore tactful. He could have said, How
wonderfull You'd nake a

great anbassador.

"You haven't had any political experience."

"I"'mwell aware of that," Mary responded tartly. "I agree
t hat the

whole thing is ridiculous.”

"Are you going to be the anmbassador?" Ti m asked.

Edward turned to the children. "You two finish your



di nner.

Your nother and I would like to have a little talk."
Edward t ook Mary's

armand led her into the library. He turned to her and
said, "l"'msorry

If | sounded like a ponpous jerk in there. It was just
such a-"

"No. You were perfectly right. Wiy on earth should they
have chosen
me?"

"Honey, you'd probably nake a great anbassador. But you
nmust admit it
came as a bit of a shock."

"Try thunderbolt. | still can't believe it." Mry
| aughed. "WAit until
| tell Florence. She'll die."

"You're really excited about this, aren't you?" asked
Edwar d.

She | ooked at himin surprise. "OF course. Wuldn't you
be?"

Edward chose his words carefully. "It is a great honor,
honey, and |'m
sure they nust have had good reason for choosing you'."

He hesitated. "We have to think about this very
careful ly."

She knew what he was going to say, and she thought,
Edward's right. O
course he's right.

"I can't just |leave ny practice and wal k out on ny
patients. | have to

stay here. | don't know how | ong you'd have to be away,
but if it
really neans a lot to you, well, naybe you could go over

there with the



children and | could join you whenever-"

Mary said softly, "You crazy man. Nothi ng means as nuch
to me as you
and the children. | could never |ive away fromyou."

He took her in his arnms. "Are you sure?"

“I"mpositive. It was exciting being asked. That's
enough. "

THE follow ng norning Mary dial ed the nunber that the
Presi dent had

given her. "This is Ms. Edward Ashley. The Presidents
assi stant, M.

Greene, is expecting ny call.”

"One nonent, please.”

A mal e voice on the other end said, "Hello. Ms.
Ashl ey?"

"Yes," Mary said. "Wuld yo. "Please give the President a
nmessage for

me? That |'mvery, very flattered by his offer, but ny
husband' s

prof ession ties himdown here, so I'mafraid it would be
| npossi bl e for

nme to accept. | hope he understands."

"1l pass on your nessage," the voice said
noncomm ttally. "Thank you,

Ms. Ashley." The |ine went dead.

Mary slowy replaced the receiver. It was done. For one
bri ef

nmoment a tantalizing dream had been offered her. But that
was all it

was. A dream This isony real world, she thought. 1'd
better get

ready for ny first class.

Mananma, Bahrein. The whitewashed stone house was



anonynous, hi dden

anong dozens of identical houses a short walk fromthe
souks, the | arge,

col orful outdoor markets. It was owned by a merchant
synpat hetic to the

cause of Patriots for Freedom

The chai rman was speaking to the nen gathered in the
living room "A

probl em has arisen. The notion that was recently passed
has run into

difficulty. The go-between we selected Harry Lantz-was
murdered. H's

body was found floating in the harbor in Buenos Aires."

"Do the police have any idea who did it?" Bal der asked.
"1 nmean, can
t hey connect this to us in any way?"

"No. We're perfectly safe.”

Thor asked, "What about our plan? Can we go ahead with
it?"

“"Not at the nonent. W have no idea how to reach Angel.
However, the

Controller gave Harry Lantz perm ssion to reveal his nane
to him If

Angel is interested in our proposition, he will find a way
to get in

touch with him Al we can do nowis wait."

THE man directly responsible for Marin G-oza's safety was
Rol and Passy,

the French m nister of defense. Gendarnes were stationed
in front of

the villa -in Neuilly twenty-four hours a day, but it was
t he know edge

that Ley Pastenak was in charge of the villa's inner
security that gave

Passy confidence. He had seen the security arrangenents
hi rsel f and was

firmy convinced that the house was i npregnabl e.



In recent weeks runors had been sweeping the diplonmatic
world that a

coup was iminent, that Marin G oza was planning to return
to Remani a,

and that Al exandres |onescu was going to be deposed by his
seni or

mlitary officers.

Ley Pastemak knocked on the door and entered the
bookcramed |i brary

that served as Mann Groza's office. Goza was seated
behi nd hi s desk,

wor ki ng.

"Everybody wants to know when the revolution is going to
happen, "
Pastemak said. "It's the world's worst-kept secret.”

Tell themto be patient. WIIl you conme to Bucharest with
me, Ley?"

More than anything Ley Pastenmak yearned to return to
Israel. "1'Il only

take this job tenporarily,” he had told Marin G oza.
"Until you're ready

to make your nove." Tenporarily had turned into weeks and
nont hs, and

finally into two years. And now it was tinme to nmake

anot her deci si on.

In a world peopled wth pygm es, Ley Pastenak thought, |
have been given

the privilege of serving a giant. Marin G oza was the
nost selfl ess and

i deal i stic man Ley Pastemak had ever known.

When Pastenmak had cone to work for Groza, he had wondered
about the

man's famly. G oza would never speak of them but the
of fi cer who had

arranged' for Pastemak to neet Goza told himthe story.

"Groza was betrayed. The Securitate picked himup and
tortured himfor
five days. They prom sed to free himif he would give .



t hem t he nanes

of his associates in the underground. He wouldn't talKk.
They arrested

his wife and his fourteen-year-old daughter and brought
themto the

I nterrogation room G oza was given a choice: talk or
wat ch them di e.

It was the hardest decision any man ever had to make. |t
was the lives

of his beloved wife and child against the |ives of
hundr eds of people

who believed in him" The man paused, then went on nore
slowy. "I

think in the end what made Groza decide the way he did was
t hat he was

convinced he and his famly were going to be killed
anyway. He refused

to give themthe nanes. The guards strapped himin a
chair and forced

himto watch his wfe and daughter being tortured until
they died."

"How he must hate theml"”

The officer | ooked into Ley Pastemak' s eyes and said, "The
nost

i mportant thing for you to understand is that Marin G oza
does not want

to return to Remania to seek vengeance. He wants to

go' back to free his

people. He wants to make certain that such things can
never again

happen. "

Ley Pastenmak had been with Groza fromthat day on, and the
nore time he

spent with the revolutionary, the nore he cane to | ove
him Now he

woul d have to decide whether to give up his return to

| srael and go to

Remania with G oza.

PASTERNAK was WALKI NG down t he hal |l way that evening, and
as he passed



Marin Goza's bedroom door he heard the famliar screans
of pain ring

but. So It's Friday, Pastenmak thought; Marin G oza's day
of penance.

Every Friday night the halls of the villa resounded with
Groza's

screans. That was the day of the week when G oza woul d
shut hinmself in

his room and whip hinmself nercilessly, until his blood
fl owed, even

t hough no anount of self-inflicted pain would 'ever

eradi cate the

terrible guilt that consuned him Each tine he felt the
| ash of the

whi p, he would see his wife and daughter screaning for
hel p. And he

would cry out, "lI"msorry! I'Il talk. Onh, God, please |et
me tal k.

THE tel ephone call came ten days after Harry Lantz's body
was found. The

Controller was in the mddle of a staff neeting in the
conference room

when the intercom buzzer sounded. "I know you asked not
to be

di sturbed, sir, but there's a Mss Neusa Mifiez calling

f rom Buenos

Aires. It sounds urgent. | told her-"

"I't's all right." He kept his enotions under tight
control. "I'Il take

the call in ny private office.” He went into his office
and | ocked the

door. "Hello. Is this Mss Mifiez?"

"Yeah. | got a nessage for you fromAngel. He din' |ike
t he nosy
messenger you sent."

The Controller chose his words carefully. "I'msorry.
But we woul d
still like Angel to go ahead. Wuld that be possi bl e?"



"Yeah. He say he wanna do it."
"Excellent. How shall | arrange his advance?"

The woman | aughed. "Angel, he don' need no advance.
Nobody cheats

Angel ." Sonehow the words were chilling. "When the job is
fini shed, he

say you put the noney in- WAit a mnute. | got it wote
down. Here it

Is-the State Bank in Zurich. | think That's soneplace in
Switzerland. "

She really did sound |ike a noron.
"Il need the account nunber.™

"Oh, yeah. Hol' on. | got it here sonmewhere.” He heard
the rustle of

papers, and finally she was back on the tel ephone. "Here
it is. j

three four nine zero seven seven."

"How soon can he handl e the matter?"

"When he's ready, sehor. Angel say you'll know when | ees
done. You'l
read 'bout it in the newspapers."

"Very well. I'"mgoing to give you ny private tel ephone
nunber in case
Angel needs to reach ne."

He gave it to her slowy.

Thilisi, Russia. The neeting was being held in an
| sol at ed dacha
bordering on the Kura River.

The chairman said, "Two urgent matters have arisen. The
first is good

news. The Controller has had word from Angel. The
contract is noving

forward. "



"That's very good news indeed!" Freyr exclainmed. "Wuat's
t he bad news?"

"I"'mafraid it concerns the Presiden's candidate for the
anbassador shi p
to Renmania, but the situation can be handled. . . ."

IT was difficult for Mary Ashley to keep her mnd on her
cl ass. Too nuch

had changed. The Junction Cty newspaper had carried a
feature story on

her rejection of the anbassadorship to Remania, and the
fact that she

had declined the Presiden's offer had nade the story even
bi gger than if

she had accepted it. In the eyes of the community and her
students she

had becone a celebrity. It was a heady feeling.

Remani a, she nused. Wel cone to Renmani a, Madam Anbassador.
Your

limousine is here to drive you to your enbassy. Her
enbassy. She had

been invited to live in Bucharest, one of the nost
exciting capitals of

the world, reporting to the President, being in the center
of his

peopl e-t o- peopl e concept. | could have been a part of

hi story.

Mary was roused from her reverie by the sound of the bell.
Cl ass was

over. Time to go hone and, change. Edward was taking her
out to the

country club for dinner. As befitted an al nost

anbassador.

I T was late by the time Edward and Mary arrived at the
country cl ub

There was only a sprinkling of guests'left in the dining
room They

stared, watching as Mary sat down, and whi spered to one,
anot her.



Edward | ooked at his wife and felt guilty. He was
responsi bl e for her

turning down the Presiden's offer, and his reasons were
val i d. But

there's nore to it than that, Edward admtted to hinself |
was | eal ous.

| reacted |ike a spoiled brat. What woul d have happened
i f the

Presi dent had made nme an offer like that? |1'd probably
have junped at

it. All I could think of was that | wanted Mary to stay
honme and t ake

care of me and the kids.

He sat there admiring Mary. I'Il nake it up to her, he

t hought. 111

surprise her this sumer with a trip to Paris and London.
Maybe Remani a.

We'l|l have a real honeynoon. "Any regrets?" he asked her.

O course there were regrets. But they were
castle-in-Spain regrets

about the kind of glanorous, inpossible dreans that
everyone has. Mary

smled. "None, darling. It was a fluke that they even
asked ne." She

took Edward's hand in hers. "I'mglad | refused the
of fer.”

Edward | eaned across the table and kissed his wife. "I
| ove you so
much, Mary."

"I love you twice as nuch, darling."

AT THREE o' cl ock in the norning, when Edward and Mary were
fast asl eep,

t he phone expl oded into sound. Edward sl eepily reached

for the

I nstrument and brought it to his ear. "Hello.-.

A woman's urgent voice said, "Dr. Ashley?"



"Yes?"

"Pete Gines is havin' a heart attack. He's in pain
sonmethin' awful. |
think he's dyin'. | don't know what to do."

Edward sat up in bed, trying to blink the sl eep away.
"Don't do

anything. ]Keep himstill. I'll be there in half an
hour." He slid out

of bed and sewed to dress.

"Edward, whays wong?" Mary nmunbl ed.
"Everything's fine. Go back to sleep.”

Five mnutes |later Edward was on his way to the Gines
farm It was a

cold and raw norning, with a northwesterly wi nd driving
the tenperature

wel | bel ow zero. He turned the car onto Route j18, the

t wo- | ane hi ghway

that went through junction Cty. The town was asleep, its
houses

huddl ed against the bitter, frigid w nd.

When Edward cane to the end of Sixth Street, he made the
turn that took

hi m onto Route 57- How nmany tinmes had he driven over this.
road on hot

sumrer days, wth the sweet snell of corn and prairie hay
in the air?

And how many wi nters had he driven on this road through a
frosted

| andscape, with power lines delicately laced with ice, and
| onel y snoke

fromfar-off chi meys?

Edward t hought of Mary lying in their warm bed waiting for
him He was

so lucky. 1I'lIl make everything up to her, he prom sed

hi msel f

Ahead, at the junction of H ghways 57 and 77, was a stop



sign. Edward

cane to a halt and | ooked up and down the deserted road.
As he started

into the intersection a truck appeared out of nowhere. He
heard a

sudden roar, and his car was pinned by two bright
headl i ghts raci ng

toward him He caught a glinpse of the giant five-ton
armnmy truck

beari ng down on him and the |ast sound he heard was his
own voi ce

scream ng.

I N NEUI LLY church bells peal ed out across the quiet noon
air. The

gendarnes guarding Marin G oza's villa had no reason to
pay attention to

t he dusty Renault sedan that was cruising by. Angel drove
sl ow vy,

al t hough not slowly enough to arouse suspicion, taking
everything in.

There were two guards in front, a high wall, probably
electrified, and

I nsi de" of course, would be the usual el ectronic nonsense
of beans,

sensors, and alarns. It would take an arny to stormthe
villa. But I

don't need an arny, Angel thought. Only ny genius. Marin
Gozais a

dead man. If only ny nother were alive to see how rich
have becone.

ow happy it would have nade her.

In Argentina podr famlies were very poor indeed, and
Angel ' s not her had

been of the poorest. Through the years Angel had wat ched
friends and

rel atives die of hunger and sickness. Death was a way of
life, and Angel

t hought phil osophically, Since it is going to happen
anyway, why not

make a profit fromit? In the beginning there were those
who doubt ed

Angel's lethal talents, but people who tried to put



r oadbl ocks in the
way had a habit of disappearing. Angel's reputation as an
assassin

grew. | have never failed, Angel thought. |I am Angel.
The Angel of
Deat h.

Chapter Five

THE snow covered Kansas hi ghway was abl aze with flashing
red lights that

turned the frosty air blood red. In the center of a
circle of vehicles,

ringed by headlights, sat the five-ton MB71 arny
tractor-trailer, and

partially beneath it, Edward Ashley's crunpled car. A
dozen police

officers and firenmen were mlling around, trying to keep
warmin the

predawn freeze. In the mddle of the highway, covered by
a tarpaulin,

was a body.

A sheriffs car skidded to a stop, and Mary Ashl ey ran out
of it. She was

trenbling so hard that she could barely stand. Sheriff
Monst er grabbed

her arm "I wouldn't look at himif |I were you, Ms.

Ashl ey. "

"Let go of ne!" She was scream ng. She shook | oose from
his grasp and
started toward the tarpaulin.

"Pl ease, Ms. Ashley. You don't want to see what he
| ooks like." He
caught her as she fainted.

She woke up in the back seat of Sheriff Mnster's car. He
was sitting

in the front seat watching her. The heater was on, and
the car was

stifling. Mary stared out the window at all the flashing
red |ights, and



t hought, It's a scene fromhell. In spite of the heat,
her teeth were
chattering. "How did- How did it h-happen?"

"He ran the stop sign. An arny truck was comn' al ong
Sevent yseven and

tried to avoid im but your husband drove right out in
front of him"

She cl osed her eyes and saw the truck bearing down on
Edward and felt

his panic. Al she could say was, "Edward was a c-careful
driver. He

woul d never run a stop sign."

The sheriff said synpathetically, "Ms. Ashley, we have
eyew t nesses. A

priest and two nuns, and a Col onel Jenkins from, Fort
Riley. They all

said your husband ran the stop sign."”

Everything after that seened to happen in slow notion
Finally, she
wat ched as Edward's body was lifted into the anbul ance.

Sheriff Monster said, "They returned himto the norgue.
|'d best get
you back hone. Wat's the nane of your fam |y doctor?"

"Edward Ashley,"” Mary said. "Edward Ashley is ny famly
doctor."

LATER MARY REMEMBERED WALKI NG Up to the house and Sheri ff
Monst er

| eadi ng her inside. Florence and Douglas Schiller were
wai ting for her

in the living room The children were still asleep.

Fl orence threw her arnms around Mary. "Ch, darling, |'m
"so terribly,

terribly sorry."

"It's all right. Edward had an accident."” Mary giggl ed.



Dougl as Schiller | ooked into her eyes. They were w de and
vacant. He

felt a chill go through him "Cone on, |I'mputting you to
bed. "

He gave her a sedative, hel ped her into bed, and sat at
her side. An

hour |ater Mary was still awake. He gave her anot her
sedati ve. Then a

third. Finally she slept.

IN JUNenON City there are strict investigative procedures
i nvol ved in

the report of a lone injury accident. An anbul ance is

di spatched from

t he county Anbul ance Service, and a sheriff's officer is
sent to the

scene. |f arny personnel are involved in the accident,
the CID-the

Crimnal Investigating D vision of the arny-conducts an
I nvestigation

along with the sheriff's office.

Shel Pl anchard, a plainclothes officer fromcC D
headquarters at Fort

Riley, and the sheriff were exam ning the accident report
in the

sheriffs office.

"It beats nme," Sheriff Monster said.
"What's the problem Sheriff?" Planchard asked.

"Well, looky here. There were five witnesses to the
acci dent,

right? A priest and two nuns, Col onel Jenkins, and the
truck driver

every single one of them says- exactly the sane thing: car
ran the stop

sign, turned onto the highway, and was hit by the arny
truck." Sheriff

Monst er scratched his head. "M ster, have you ever seen
an acci dent



report where even two eyew tnesses said the sane thing?"
"It just shows that what happened was pretty obvious."

"There's sonethin' else nigglin' at nme. Wat were a
priest and two nuns

and a col onel doing out on H ghway Seventy-seven at three
thirty in the

nor ni ng?"

“Not hi ng nysterious about that. The priest and the
sisters were on

their way to Leonardville. Col onel Jenkins was returning
to Fort

Riley."

The sheriff said, "I checked with the Departnent of Motor
Vehi cl es. The

| ast ticket Doc Ashley got was six years ago, for illegal
par ki ng. He

had no accident record."”

"Sheriff," said the CD nman, "Just what are you
suggesti ng?"

Monst er shrugged. "I'm not suggestin' anythin'. | jest
have a funny
feelin' about this."

“I'f you think there's sone kind of conspiracy invol ved,
there's a bhig
hole in your theory. If-"

The sheriff sighed. "I know If it wasn't an accident,
all the arny

truck had to do was knock himoff and keep going' . There
woul dn' t be

any reason for all these witnesses and rignmarole."

"Exactly." The CID nman rose and stretched. "Well, [|'ve
got to get back

to the base. As far as |I'mconcerned, the driver of the
truck, Sergeant

Wallis, is cleared. Are we in agreenent?"



Sheriff Monster said reluctantly, "Yeah."

MARY Ashl ey decided |ater that the only thing that saved
her sinity was

being in a state of shock. Everything that happened
seened to be

happeni ng to soneone el se. She was underwat er, noving
slow y, hearing

voi ces from a di stance.

The church was filled to overflow ng. There were dozens
of weaths and
bouquets. On 'e of the largest weaths had a card that

read sinmply "My
deepest synpathy. Paul Ellison.™

The casket with Edward's body in it was closed. Mary
could not bear to
t hi nk of the reason

The mi ni ster was speaking. "Lord, thou hast been our
dwelling . place

in all generations. Before the nountains were brought
forth, or ever

t hou hadst fornmed the earth and the world, even from
everlasting to

everlasting, thou art God. Therefore, we will not fear,
t hough t he

earth doth change, and though the nountains be shaken into
the heart of

t he seas.

She and Edward were in the small sailboat on MIford Lake.
"Do you like to sail?" he had asked on their first date.
"I'"ve never been sailing."

"Sat urday,"” he said. "W have a date."

They were married one week |ater.

"Do you know why | married you, |ady?" Edward teased.



"You passed the
test. You | aughed a ot and you didn't fall overboard."

When the service ended, Mary, Beth, and Timgot into the

| ong bl ack

| i mousine that | ed the funeral procession to the cenetery.
Because of

t he nunmbi ng cold, the graveside cerenony was kept brief.

| amthe resurrection, and the |life: he that believeth in
me, though he

were dead, yet shall he live: And whosoever liveth and
believeth in ne

shall never die. | amhe that |liveth, and was dead; and,
behol d, | am

alive for evernore."

Finally, mercifully, it was over. Mary and the children
wat ched t he

casket being lowered into the frozen, unearing earth.
Goodbye, ny

darling.

IN AN office at ClI D headquarters Shel Planchard, the CID
of ficer, was
tal king to Colonel Jenkins. "i'mafraid | have sone bad
news, sir.
Sergeant Wallis, the driver of the truck that killed the
civilian doctor

He had a fatal heart attack this norning."

"That's a shane," said Col onel Jenkins.
"Yes, sir," the CID man said'. "H s body is being

cremated this
norning. It was very sudden."

"Unfortunate. Well, | won't be here nuch longer. |I'm
bei ng transferred

overseas." Jenkins allowed hinself a small smle. "A
rat her inportant

pronotion."

"Congratul ations, sir. You' ve earned it."



Edward' s death was the begi nning of an unbearable hell for
Mary Ashl ey.

Everything within her screanmed to deny what had happened
to him but the

reality kept hitting her in fresh waves of shock.

FIl orence and Dougl as and other friends often stayed with
her, trying to

make things easier, but Mary wi shed they woul d go away and
| eave her

al one. Wen it was tinme to di spose of Edward's personal

t hi ngs,

Fl orence offered to help her, but Mary said, "No. Edward
woul d have

wanted me to do it."

There were so many small, intimate things. Myving like an
aut omat on,

she ran her fingers over suits he woul d never again wear.
The blue tie

he had worn on their |ast night together. H's gloves and
scarf that

kept himwarm He would not need themin his cold grave.

She found | ove notes they had witten to each ot her,

bri ngi ng back

menories of the | ean days when Edward started his own
practice, a

Thanksgi vi ng di nner without a turkey, sumrer picnics and
w nter sleigh

rides, her first pregnancy and both of themreadi ng and

pl ayi ng
classical nmusic to Beth while she was in the wonb, the
| ove |l etter

Edward wrote when Ti mwas born, and a hundred ot her
wonder f ul things

that brought tears to her eyes. H s death was |ike sone
cruel nmmagician's

trick.

Edward was everywhere. He was in the songs Mary heard on
the radio, in
the hills they had driven through together. He was in bed



at her side
when she awoke at sunri se.

She began to talk to him |I'mworried about the children,
Edwar d. They
don't want to go to school. Beth says they're afraid that
when t hey get

home, | won't be here. The dean wanted to know whet her
pl anned to go
back to teaching at the university. | told i mnot now.

The children
need me too nuch. Do you think Is

-, Wul d go back one day?

Edward woul d never | eave her and the children. He was
t here, sonewhere.

THERE was a popul ar bar on the Boul evard Bi neau that
Marin' Goza's

guards frequented when they were not on duty at the villa
in Neuilly.

Angel selected a table where conversations could be

over heard. The

guards, away fromthe rigid routine of the villa, liked to
drink, and

when they drank, they tal ked. Angel |istened, seeking the
villa's

vul nerabl e point. There was al ways a vul nerabl e point.
One sinply had

to be clever enough to find it.

It was three days before Angel overheard a conversation
t hat gave the

clue to the solution of the problem A guard was sayi ng,
" oza sure

whi ps hinself viciously. You should hear the scream ng

t hat goes on

every Friday night. last week | got a | ook at the whips
he keeps in his

cl oset.

It was all Angel needed.



Early the follow ng norning Angel changed rental cars and
drove a Fi at

into Paris. The shop was on the Place Pigalle, in a

secti on popul at ed

by prostitutes. Angel went inside, walking slowy al ong

t he ai sl es,

carefully studying the nerchandi se. At | ength Angel

sel ected a whip,

paid cash for it, and left.

The next afternoon Angel brought the whip back to the
shop. The manager
| ooked up and grow ed, "No refunds."

"I don't want a refund,"” Angel explained. "I feel awkward
carrying this

around. | would appreciate it if you would mail it for

me. I'll pay

extra, of course."
That evening Angel was on a plane to Buenos Aires.

THE whip, carefully wapped, arrived at the villa in
Neuilly the

follow ng day. It was intercepted by the guard at the
gat ehouse. He

opened the package and exam ned the whip with great care,
t hi nki ng, You

woul d think the old man had enough of these already. He
passed it

t hrough, and another guard took it to Marin G- oza's
bedr oom cl oset,

where he placed it with the other whips.

Mary was preparing di nner when the tel ephone rang, and she

pi cked it up,
an operator said, "This is the Wiite House. The President
s calling

Ms. Edward Ashley. Please hold."

Monments later the famliar voice was on the line. "Ms.
Ashl ey, this

Is Paul Ellison. | just want you to know how terribly
sorry we are



about your husband. | understand he'was a fine man."

"Thank you, M. President. It was kind of you to send
flowers."

"I don't want to intrude on your privacy, Ms. Ashl ey,
and | know It's

been a very short tinme, but now that your donestic
situation has

changed, |'m asking you to reconsider ny offer of an
anbassador ship. "

"Thank you, but | couldn't possibly-"

"Hear ne out, please. |'m having soneone fly out there to
talk to you
H's nane is Stanton Rogers. | would appreciate it if you

woul d at | east
meet with him"

She did not know what to say. How coul d she expl ai n that
her life had

been shattered, that all that mattered now were Beth and
Tin? "'

meet with him M. President,’
change ny mnd."

she said. "But | won't

St anton Rogers tel ephoned Mary right after the Presiden's
call. "I

prom se to make ny visit as brief as possible, Ms.
Ashley. | plan to

fly in Monday afternoon to see you, if That's all right."

He's such an inportant man and he's being so polite, Mary
t hought. " That
will be fine."
care to have

di nner with us?"

In a reflex action she asked, "Wuld you

He hesitated, thinking what a boring evening it woul d be.
"Thank you,"
he sai d.

Stanton Rogers was a form dable man, Mary deci ded. She



had seen hi mon

Meet the Press and in news photographs, but she thought,
He | ooks bi keer

in person. He was polite, but there was, sonething

di stant about him

"Permt me to convey again the Presiden's sincere regrets
about your
terrible tragedy, Ms. Ashley."

"Thank you." Mary introduced himto Beth and Tim They
made smal | tal k
whil e she went to check the pot roast.

When Mary had told Florence Schiller that Stanton Rogers
was com ng for

di nner and that she was nmking a pot roast, Florence -had
said, "People

| i ke M. Rogers don't eat pot roast."

"Ch? What do they eat?" Mary had asked.
"Chat eaubri and and crepes suzette."
"Well, we're having pot roast."

Along with the pot roast Mary had prepared creaned mashed
pot at oes,

fresh vegetabl es, and a sal ad. She had baked a punpkin
pie for dessert.

Stanton Rogers finished everything on -his plate.

During dinner Mary and he tal ked about the col orful
hi story of junction

Cty. Finally he brought the conversation around to
Remani a. "Do you

think there will be a revolution there?" he asked.

“"Not in the present circunstances. The only man power f ul
enough to
depose lonescu is Marin Goza, who's in exile."

The questioning went on. Mary Ashley was an expert on the
lron curtain



countries, and Stanton Rogers was i npressed.

The President was right, he thought. She really is an

authority on

] Remania. And there is sonething nore. She's beautiful.
She and the

children make an all - Anerican package that will sell

St anton found

hi nsel f getting nore and nore excited by the prospect.
She can be nore

useful than she reali zes.

At the end of the evening Stanton Rogers said, "Ms.
Ashl ey, |'m goi ng

to be frank with you. Initially |I was against the
Presi dent appoi nti ng

you to a post as sensitive as Remania. | told himas
much. | tell you

this now because |'ve changed ny mnd. | think you wll
make an

excel | ent anbassador."”

Mary shook her head. "lI'msorry, M. Rogers. |I'mno
politician. |I'm
an amateur."

"Ms. Ashley, sone of our finest anbassadors have been
amat eurs. That

Is to say, their experience was not in the Foreign
Service. Walter

Annenberg, our fornmer anbassador to the United Kingdom
was a publi sher.

John Kenneth Gal braith, our anbassador to India, was a
prof essor. |

could give you a dozen nore exanples. These people were
all what you

woul d call amateurs. Wiat they had, Ms. Ashley, was
intelligence, a

| ove for their country, and goodwi ||l toward the peopl e of
the country

where they were sent to serve."

"You nake it sound so sinple."



"As you're probably aware, you've al ready been

I nvestigated. You've been

approved for a security clearance. You' re an expert on
] Remani a. And

| ast but not | east, you have the kind of imge the
Presi dent wants to

project in the iron curtain countries."”

Mary's face was thoughtful. "M..Rogers, | appreciate
what you're

saying. But | can't accept. | have Beth and Timto think
about . |

can't just uproot themlike-"

"There's a fine school for diplomats' children in
Bucharest," Rogers

told her. "It would be a wonderful education for them
They' d | earn

things they could never learn in school here.™

The conversati on was not going the way Mary had pl anned.
"I don"t- 1'Il

t hi nk about it."

"I"mstaying in town overnight,"
“I''l'l be at the

Al'l Seasons Mdtel. Believe ne, Ms. Ashley, | know what
a bi g decision

this is for you. But this programis inportant not only
to the

President but to our country. Please think about that."

St ant on Rogers sai d.

When Rogers left, Mary went upstairs. The children were
wai ting for
her, w de awake and excited.

"Are you going to take the job?" Beth asked.

"We have to have a talk. If | did decide to accept it, it
woul d nean

that you woul d have to | eave school and all your friends.
You woul d be

living in a foreign country where we don't speak the

| anguage, and you



woul d be going to a strange school . "

"Timand | tal ked about all that," Beth said, " and you
know what we

think? Any country would be really lucky to have you as
an anbassador,

Mom "

Mary tal ked to Edward that night: He nmade it sound as
t hough t he

President really needed ne, darling. | have the chance
again, and |

don't know what to do. To tell -you the truth, I'm
terrified. This is

our hone. How can | leave it? This is all | have left of
you. Pl ease
hel p ne decide.... She found that she was crying.

She sat by the w ndow for hours, |ooking out at the trees
shivering in
the howing, restless w nd.

At nine o' clock in the norning Mary tel ephoned Stanton
Rogers. "M.

Rogers, would you please tell the President that I wll be
honored to

accept his nom nation for the anmbassadorship."”

As HE al ways did on Friday nights, Marin G oza shut his
bedr oom door,

went to the closet, and selected a whip. Once he had nade
hi s choi ce,

he took off his robe, exposing his back, which was covered
W th cruel

welts. Hi s expression was full of anguish as he raised

t he | eather whip

and cracked it down hard agai nst his back.

Groza flinched with pain each tinme the tough | eather beat
agai nst his

skin. Once ... twice ... again ... and again, until

t he vision he

had been waiting for cane to him Wth each | ash, scenes
of his wfe



and daughter being tortured scared through his brain.
Wth each | ash,
he coul d hear them beg for nercy.

Suddenly he stopped, holding the whip in mdair. He was
havi ng
difficulty breathing. "Help! Help-"

Ley Pastemak heard Groza's cry for help and cane running
in, gun in

hand. He was too | ate. He watched as G oza toppled to
the floor, his

eyes open, staring at nothing.

Past emak sunmoned t he doctor, who lived in the villa and
cane into

G oza's roomwithin mnutes. He bent down to examre the
body. The skin

had turned blue, and the nuscles were flaccid. He picked
up the whip

and snelled it.

"What is it?" asked Pastemak. "Poison?"

The doctor nodded. "Curare. It's an extract froma South
Aneri can

plant. The Incas used it on darts to kill their enem es.
Wthin three

m nutes the entire nervous systemis paral yzed."

The two nmen stood staring hel plessly at their dead | eader.

THE NEws OF MAWN GROZA' S assassinhation was carried all
over the world by

satellite. Ley Pastemak was able to keep the details away
fromthe

press. In Washington, D.C., the President had a neeting
with Stanton

Roger s.

"Who do you think's behind it, Stan?"

"Either the Russians or lonescu. In the end it cones to
t he same thing,



doesn't it? They didn't want the status quo disturbed."”

"So we'll be dealing with lonescu. Very well. Let's push
the Mary
Ashl ey appoi ntment through as quickly as possible."

"She'll be here soon, M. President. No problem"”
" Good. "

ON hearing the news, Angel smled and thought, It happened
sooner than |
expected it woul d.

At ten p.m the Controller's private phone rang, and he
pi cked it up.
"Hello."

He heard the sound of Neusa Mufiez's guttural voice.
"Angel say to
deposit the noney in his bank account."”

“Informhimthat it will be taken care of imrediately.
And M ss Mifi ez,

tell Angel how pleased | am Also tell himthat | may
need hi m agai n

very soon. Do you have a tel ephone nunber where | can
reach you?"

There was a | ong pause, then, "l guess so."
hi m

She gave it to

"Fine. If Angel-" The |ine went dead.

| T was nore than packing up a household, Mary thought. It
was packi ng

up a life. It was bidding farewell to thirteen years of

dr eans,

menories, love. It was saying a final good-bye to Edward.
Thi s had

been their hone, and now it woul d becone nerely a house
agai n, occupied

by strangers with no awareness of the joys and sorrows and
tears and



| aught er that had happened within these walls.

Besi des packi ng, there were so many other practical
details. An

i ndefinite | eave of absence fromthe university had been
arranged with

the dean. The children had been withdrawn fromtheir
school. There had

been travel arrangenents to namke, airline tickets to buy,
t he house to

rent. In the past Mary had taken all the financial
transactions for

granted, because Edward had been there to handl e them
Now t here was no

Edwar d, except in her mnd and in her heart, where he
woul d al ways be.

Finally, mracul ously, everything was ready. It was tine
to | eave.

Mary wal ked upstairs to the bedroom she and Edward had
shared for so

many wonderful years. She stood there taking a |ong | ast
| ook.

Chapter Six

VWHEN t heir plane | anded at Washington's Dulles Airport,
Mary and the

children were net by a young man fromthe State

Depart nent .

"Wel cone to Washington, Ms. Ashley. My nane is John
Buns. M ..

Rogers asked ne to neet you and see that you get to your
hotel safely.

|'ve checked you in at the R verdale Towers. | think
you'll all be

confortable there."

"Thank you." Mary introduced Beth and Tim

"I'f you'll give ne your baggage-clai mchecks, Ms.
Ashley, I'lIl see



that everything is taken care of

Twenty mnutes later they were all seated in a
chauf feur-driven
| i rousi ne, heading toward the center of WAshi ngton.

PETE Connors, head of the counterintelligence section of
the CI A was

working late, and his day was far fromover. Every
norning at three

a.m a teamreported to prepare the Presiden's daily
intelligence

checklist, collected fromoverni ght cables. The report,
code- naned

Pickles, had to be ready by six a.m so that it could be
on the

Presiden's desk at the start of his day. An arned couner
earned the

list to the Wiite House, entering at the west gate. Pete
Connors had a

renewed interest in the interceptedcable traffic com ng
from behi nd t he

iron curtain, because nmuch of it concerned the appoi nt nent
of Mary

Ashl ey as the Anerican anbassador to Renmani a.

The Soviet Union was worried that President Ellison' s plan
was a ploy to

penetrate their satellite countries, to spy on them or
seduce them

The Commies aren't as worried as | am Pete Connors

t hought grimy. If

the Presiden's idea works, this whole country is going to
be open house

for their sliny spies.

Pete Connors had been informed the nonment Mary Ashl ey
| anded in

Washi ngton. He had seen phot ographs of her and the
children. She's

going to be perfect, Connors thought happily.

THE Riverdal e Towers, one bl ock away fromthe Watergate,



Is a small
famly hotel with confortable, nicely decorated suites.

No sooner had Mary checked in than Stanton Rogers

t el ephoned. " Good

evening, Ms. Ashley." It was |ike hearing the voice of

an'old friend.

"I thought it would be a good idea if we nmet to discuss

some of the

procedures you'll be going through. Wiy don't we nake it
| unch tonorrow

at the G and?"

It was starting.

The follow ng norning Mary arranged for the children to
have room

service,, and at one o' clock a taxi dropped her off at the
G and Hotel.

Mary | ooked at it in awe. The G and Hotel is its own
center of power.

Heads of state and diplomats fromall over the world stay
there, and it

IS easy to see why. It is an elegant building, wth an

I nposi ng | obby

that has Italian marble floors and graci ous col ums under
a circular

ceiling. There is a | andscaped courtyard, with a fountain
and an

outdoor swimm ng pool. A marble staircase | eads down to

t he pronenade

restaurant, where Stanton Rogers was waiting for her.

"Good afternoon, Ms. Ashley."
"Good afternoon, M. Rogers."”

He | aughed. "That sounds so formal. Wat about Stan and
Mar y?"

She was pl eased. "That woul d be nice."

When they had ordered |unch, Mary said, "Stan, wll | be
I n Washi ngt on



| ong?"

"About a nonth. We'll do everything we can to expedite
your nove. just

bet ween us, there have already been private discussions
bet ween the two

governnents. There will be no problemw th the Remani ans,
but you still

have to pass the Senate."

So the Remani an governnment is going to accept nme, Mary
t hought . Per haps
|"m better qualified than | realized.

"There will be an open hearing of the Senate Foreign
Rel ati ons

Commttee.. That's schedul ed for nine o' clock on
Wednesday norni ng.

They vote, and when they. turn in their report, the ful
Senate votes."

Mary said slowy, "Nom nations have been voted down in the
past, haven't
t hey?"

"Yes. But you'll have the full backing of the Wite
House. The

President is eager to push, your appointnent through as
qui ckly as

possi ble. Incidentally, he would Iike to neet with you
this afternoon.

Wul d four o' clock be conveni ent?"

Mary swal | owed. "Yes, |- O course.”
"Excellent. A car wll be downstairs for you at three
thirty."

PAUL Ellison rose as Mary was ushered into the Oval
Ofice. He wal ked
over to shake her hand, grinned, and said, "CGotcha!"

Mary | aughed. "lI'mglad you did, M. President. This is
a great honor



for me.

"Sit down, Ms. Ashley. May | call you Mary?"

"Pl ease." They sat down on the couch.

President Ellison said, "You' re going to be ny
doppel gnger. Do you know

what that is?"

“It's a kind of identical spirit of a living person.”

"Right. And That's us. | can't tell you how excited |

was when | read

your |atest article, Mary. It was as though |I were

readi ng sonet hi ng |

had witten nmyself. There are a | ot of people who don't
bel i eve our

peopl e-t o- peopl e plan can work, but you and | are going to
fool them"

Qur peopl e-to-people plan. He's a charnmer, Mary thought.
Al oud she

said, "I want to do everything | can to help, M.

Presi dent."

“I"mcounting on you. Very heavily. Remania is the

testing ground.

Since Groza was assassinated, your job is going to be nore
difficult. If

we can pull it off there, we can nake it work in the other
comuni st

countries."”

They spent the next thirty m nutes discussing sone of the
probl ens t hat

| ay ahead, and then Paul Ellison said, "Stan Rogers wl |
keep in close

touch with you. He's becone a big fan of yours." He held
out hi s hand.

"Good | uck, doppel gnger.™

THE NI GHT BEFORE THE SENATE Foreign Rel ations Commttee
heari ng Mary was



in panic. Oh, Edward, how | wi sh you were here with ne.
What am |

going to tell them darling? That in junction Gty | was
homecom ng

queen?

Then the irony struck her. If Edward were alive, she
woul d not be here.

She'd be safe and warm at hone with her husband and
chil dren, where she

bel onged.

She | ay awake all night.

THE hearing was held in the Foreign Relations Conmittee
room wth the

full seventeen conmttee nenbers seated on a dais. Al ong
the left side

of the roomwas the press table, filled with reporters,
and in the

center were seats for two hundred spectators. The room
was filled to

overfl owi ng. Pete Connors sat in the back row. There was
a sudden hush

as Mary entered with Beth and Tim

Mary was wearing a dark tailored suit and a white bl ouse.
The children
were in their Sunday best.

Ben Cohn, the political reporter for the Washi ngton Post,
wat ched as

they cane in. Goodness, he thought; they |look like a

Nor man Rockwel |

pai nti ng.

An attendant seated the children in a front row, and Mary
was escorted
to the witness chair, facing the conmttee.

The questions started innocently enough. Senator Charles
Campbel |, the

chairman of the commttee and a supporter of President
Ell'i son, spoke



first. "According to the biography we've been furnished,
Ms. Ashl ey,

you're a native of Kansas, and for the |ast several years
you' ve taught

political science at Kansas State University. |s that
correct ?"

Yes, sir." Mary was so nervous she could barely speak.

"Your grandparents were Remani an?"

"My grandfather. Yes, sir.

"An article you wote was published in Foreign Affairs
magazi ne and cane
to the attention of the President?"

"That's my understanding."

"Ms. Ashley, would you kindly tell this commttee what
t he basic
prem se of your article is?"

"Several regional econom c pacts currently exist in the
wor | d, and

because they are nutually exclusive they serve to divide
the world into

antagoni stic and conpetitive blocs.” She felt as though
she were

conducting a sem nar, and her nervousness began to

di sappear.

"My premse is sinple,” she continued. "I would like to
see our country

spear head a novenent to forma common market that includes
allies and

adversaries alike. Today, as- an exanple, we're paying
billions of

dollars to store surplus grain,,while people in dozens of
countries are

starving. The one-world common nmarket could cure

I nequi ti es of

distribution, at fair market prices. | would like to try
to make t hat



happen. "

Senator Harold Turkel, a senior nenber of the commttee
and a | eader of

the opposition party, spoke up. "lI'd like to ask the
nom nee a few

questions. Is this your first time in Washington, Ms.
Ashl ey?"

"Yes, sir. | think It's one of the nost-"
"Have you ever been to New York?"

"No, sir."

"California?"

“"No, sir."

"Have you, in fact, ever been outside the state of
Kansas?"

"Yes. | gave a lecture at the University of Chicago and a
series of
talks in Denver and Atlanta."

"That nust have been very exciting for you, Ms. Ashley,"
Tur kel said

dryly. "You expect to represent the United States in an
iron curtain

country, and you're telling us that your entire know edge
of the world

comes fromliving in junction GCty, Kansas."

Mary hel d back her tenper. "No, sir. My know edge of the
wor |l d cones

fromstudying it. | have a Ph.D. in political science,

and |'ve been

teaching at Kansas State University for five years, with
an enphasi s on

the iron curtain countries. I'mfamliar with the current
probl ens of

t he Remani an people, and with what their governnent thinks
of the United



States and why. I-" She broke off, afraid she had gone
too far. And

then, to her surprise, the commttee started to appl aud.
Al'l except

Tur kel .

The questioning went on. One hour |ater Senator Canpbell
asked, "Are
t here any nore questions?"

"I think the nom nee has expressed herself very clearly,"”
one of the
Senat ors conment ed.

"I agree. Thank you, Ms. Ashley. This session is
adj our ned.

Pete Connors studied Mary thoughtfully a nonent, then
quietly left as
the menbers of the press swarned around her.

"Turn this way, Ms. Ashley. Smle, please. One nore.
"Ms. Ashley-"

Ben Cohn stood apart fromthe others, watching and

| i stening. She's

good, he thought; she has all the right answers. But
t here was

sonet hi ng about her nom nation that puzzled him The
probl em was t hat

he was not sure what it was.

When Mary arrived back at the hotel, enotionally drai ned,
St ant on Rogers
t el ephoned. "Hell o, Madam Anbassador. "

She felt giddy wwth relief "You nean |'mgoing to make it?
Ch, Stan, |
can't tell you how excited I am"

"So aml, Mary." H's voice was filled with pride. "So am
. "



THE final confirmation was alnost a formality. The ful
Senat e voted

Mary in by a confortable najority. President Ellison said
to. Stanton

Rogers, "Qur plan is under way, Stan. Nothing can stop us
NOW.

Rogers nodded. "Nothing," he agreed.

PETE Connors was in his office when he heard the news. He
I mredi atel y

wote out a nessage and encoded it., One of his nen was on
duty in the

Cl A cabl e room

"I want to use the Roger Channel,"” Connors said. "Wiit
outside." The

Roger Channel is the Clgs ultraprivate cable system only
for top

executives. The cable was addressed to Si gnund.

MARY Ashl ey was sworn in as the anbassador to the
Soci al i st Republic of

Remani a, and the treadm || began. She was ordered to
report to the

Bureau of European Affairs at the State Departnent. There
she was

assigned a small, boxlike office next to the Renani an
desk.

Janes Stickley, the Remani an desk officer, was a career
di plomat, with

twenty-five years in the service. He was in his late
fifties, with a

foxli ke face and pale, cold eyes. He was considered the

f orenbst expert

on the Renmani an desk and had fully expected to be
appoi nt ed anbassador

to Remani a. The news about Mary Ashley was a bitter bl ow.
It was bad

enough to have been passed over, but to have lost out to a
political

appoi nt ee- an unknown hayseed from Kansas-was gal |l i ng.



He studied Mary Ashley now, as she sat across fromhis
desk.

Mary was al so studying Stickley. There is sonething
meanl ooki ng about
him she thought.

"We're going to have to nake an instant expert out of
you." He handed
her an arnful of files. "You can start by readi ng these."

“I''l'l dedicate ny norning to it."

“"No. Now I want to introduce you to your mlitary

att aches, Col onel

WIlliam MKinney. And in thirty mnutes you' re schedul ed
to begin a

| anguage course in Remani an. The course usually takes
nmont hs, but |

have orders to push you through the mlIl."

Bill MKinney wore nmufd, but his mlitary bearing was |ike
a uniform He
was a tall mddl e-aged man, with a seaned, weathered face.

"Madam Anbassador." Hi s voice was rough and gravelly, as
t hough his
throat had suffered an injury.

"I"'mpleased to neet you," Mary said. Col onel MKi nney
was her first

staff nmenber, and neeting hi mgave her a sense of
excitenent. It seened

to bring her new position nmuch closer. "Have you been to
Remani a

bef ore?"

The col onel and Janes Stickl ey exchanged a | ook.

"He's been there before,"." Stickley replied.

EVERY day Mary and Stickley went through the files of the
Remani an desk
t oget her.



"'l be reading the cables you send in," Stickley

i nfornmed her. "They

will be yellow copies for action, or white copies for

I nformation.

Dupl i cates of your cables will go to Defense, the CIA the
USI A, the

Treasury Departnent, and a dozen ot her departnents. One of
the first

I ssues you'll be expected to resolve is Anericans being,
held in

Remani an prisons. W want their rel ease.”

"What are they charged wth?"

"Espi onage, drugs, theft-anything the Remani ans want to
charge them
with. "

Mary wondered how on earth one went about getting a charge
of espi onage
di sm ssed.

Ri ght," she said briskly.

"I"'mgoing to give you a package," Stickley announced.
"Don't let it out

of your hands. It's for your eyes only. Read it and
digest it, and

return it to nme personally tonorrow norning." He handed
Mary a thick

mani | a envel ope sealed with red tape. "Sign for it,

pl ease. "

She si gned.

During the ride back to the hotel Mary clutched it to her
| ap, feeling

| i ke a character in a Janmes Bond novie. |,

The children were dressed, up and waiting for her.

Ch, dear, Mary renenbered. | promsed to take themto a
Chi nese di nner



and a novie. "Fellas,"” she said, "we'll have to make our
excur si on

anot her evening. | have sonme urgent work to do."

"Sure, Mom"

mn G(ay. mn

And Mary thought, Before Edward di ed, they woul d have
screaned |ike

banshees. But they've had to grow up. She took them both
i n her arnmns.

"1l make it up to you," she prom sed.

The material Janes Stickley had given her was -incredible.
No wonder he

wants this right back, Mary thought. There were detail ed
reports on

every inportant Remanian official, fromthe President to
the mnister of

comrerce. There was a dossier on their private habits,

fi nanci al

deal i ngs, friendships, personal traits, and prejudices.
Sonme of the

reading was lurid. Mary was up half the night nenorizing

t he nanes and

peccadi | | oes of the people with whom she woul d be deali ng.

In the norning she returned the secret docunents.

Stickley said, "Now you know everything you should know
about the
Remani an | eaders. "

"And then sone,"” Mary nurnured.

"There's sonething you should bear in mnd: by now the
Remani ans al so
know everything there is to know about you."

"That won't get themfar,"” Mary said.

"No?" Stickley | eaned back in his chair. "You' re a wonan,
and you're



al one. You can be sure they've already marked you as an
easy target.

They' Il play on your |oneliness. Every nove you nmake wil |
be wat ched

and recorded. "

He's trying to frighten ne, Mary thought. Well, it won't
wor K.

TIME becane a blur, a whirlwind of activity that left Mry
exhaust ed.

Besi des | anguage | essons, her schedul e i ncluded a course
at the Foreign

Service Institute, briefings at the Defense Intelligence
Agency,

neetings with the secretary of international security
affairs and with

Senate commttees. They all had demands, advi ce,

questi ons.

On top of all this, a nmedia blitz began. Mary found
herself in front of

the canmeras on Good Mrning Anerica, Meet the Press, and
Firing Line.

She was interviewed by the Washi ngton Post, The New York
Ti mes, and hal f

a dozen other inportant daily papers. She did interviews
for the London

Times, Der SViegel, Oggi, and Le Monde. Tine nagazi ne and
People did

feature articles on her and the children. Mary Ashley's
phot ogr aph

seened to be everywhere, and whenever there was a

newsbr eak about an

event in sone far-off corner of the world, she was asked
for her

comments. Overnight Mary Ashley and her children becane
celebrities.

Timsaid, "Mom It's really spooky seeing our pictures on
t he covers of

all the magazi nes."

"Spooky is the word," Mary agreed. Sonehow she felt



uneasy about the
publicity, and she spoke to Stanton Rogers about it.

"Look on it as a part of your job. The President is
trying to create an

I mage. By the tine you arrive in Remani a, everyone there
wi |l know who

you are."

"THERE' S sonet hing weird happening in this town," Ben Cohn
said. The

reporter and his girlfriend, Aki ko Hadaka, were watching
Mary Ashl ey on

Meet the Press.

The new anbassador to Remania was saying, "I believe that
China is
headi ng for a nore humane,, il adividualistic comuni st

society with its
I ncor poration of Hong Kong and Macao."

“Now, what does that |ady know about China?" Cohn
nuttered. He turned

to Aki ko. "You're |ooking at a housew fe from Kansas
who' s becone an

expert on everything overnight."

"She seens very bright," Aki ko said.

,. Bright is beside the point. Every tinme she gives an
I nterview, the

reporters go crazy. It's like a feeding frenzy. How did
she get on

Meet the Press? I'Il tell you how. Soneone deci ded t hat
Mary Ashl ey

was going to be a celebrity. The question is who and
why. "

"1" m supposed to be the one with the devious Oiental

m nd, " Aki ko said.

"I think you' re making nore out of this than necessary."”
Ben Cohn it a

cigarette and took an angry puff on it. "You could be
right," he



gr unbl ed.

An hour later he telephoned lan Villiers, chief of press
rel ations for
the State Departnent.

"Benjie, ny boy, what can | do for you?" asked Villiers.
"I need a favor. | understand you're handling the press

for our new
anbassador to Remani a."”

A cautious "Yes ... ?"
"Who's behind her buildu', lan? |"'minterested in-"
“I"'msorry, Ben. That's State Departnent business. |'m

just a hired
hand. You mght drop a note to the Secretary."”

Hangi ng. up, Ben made a decision. "I think I'"'mgoing to
have to go out
of town for a few days,"” he told Akiko.

"Where are you goi ng, baby?"
"Junction Cty, Kansas."

As it turned out, Ben Cohn was in Junction Cty for only
one day. He

spent an hour talking to Sheriff Monster, then drove a
rental car to

Fort Riley, where he visited the CID office. He caught a
| at e afternoon

flight hone.

As Ben Cohn's plane took off, a person-to-person tel ephone
call was
placed fromthe fort to a nunber in Washington, D.C.

MARY Ashl ey was wal ki ng down the |ong corridor of the
Eur opean Affairs

section of the State Departnent, on her way to report to
Janes Sti ckl ey,



when she heard a deep nal e voi ce behi nd her say, "Now,
That's what |
call a perfect ten.”

Mary spun around. A tall stranger was | eanin agai nst a
wal |, staring at

her, an insolent grin on his face. He was dressed in

j eans, T-shirt,

and tennis shoes, and he | ooked scruffy and unshaven.
There were | augh

| ines around his nmouth, and his eyes were a bright,
nocki ng bl ue. There

was an air of arrogance about himthat was infuriating.
Mary turned on

her heel and angrily wal ked away, consci ous of his eyes
foll owi ng her.

The conference with Janes Stickley |asted for nore than an
hour. When

Mary returned to her office, the stranger was seated in
her chair, his

feet on her desk, |ooking through her papers. She coul d
feel the bl ood

rising to her face.

"What the devil do you think you're doing?"

The man gave her a long, lazy | ook and slowy got to his
feet. "i'mM ke
Slade. My friends call nme M chael."

She said icily, "What can | do for you, M. Slade?"
“"Nothing, really,"
work here in

t he departnent, so |I thought I'd cone by and say hello."

he said easily. "W're neighbors. |

"You've said it. | assune you have your own desk, so in
the future you
won't have. to sit at ny desk and snoop."

"Well, well, it has a tenper! | heard the Kansians, or
what ever you
peopl e call yourselves, were supposed to be friendly



fol ks. ™

"M. Slade, I'll give you two seconds to get out of ny
of fice."

"I must have heard wong," he nmunbled to hinself.

"And if you really work here, |'d suggest you go hone and
shave and put
on some proper clothing."

He waved his hand at her. "Bye, honey. |'ll be seeing
you. "

Oh, no, Mary thought. No, you won't.

The next norning when Mary arrived for her daily session
with Stickl ey,
M ke Sl ade was there as well.

He grinned at Mary. "Hi. | took your advice and shaved."

Stickley | ooked fromone to the other. "You two have
met ?"

Mary gritted her teeth. "Not really. | found him
snoopi ng at ny
desk. "

Janmes Stickley said, "Ms. Ashley, Mke Sl ade. M.
Slade is going to
be your deputy chief of mssion.”

Mary stared at him "He's what?"

"M. Slade is on the East European desk. He usually

wor ks out of

Washi ngton now, but he spent four years in Remania, and
It's been

decided to assign himto work with you."

"No!" she protested. "That's inpossible.”

"Ms. Ashley, Mke Sl ade happens to be our top field



expert on East

Eur opean affairs. Your job is to make friends with the
natives. My job

is to see to it that you get all the help | can give you.
And hi s nane

is Mke Slade. | really don't want to hear any nore about
it. Do |

make nysel f cl ear?"”

Mke said mldly, "I promse to shave every day."

Mary turned to Stickley. "I thought an anbassador was
permtted to
choose her own deputy chief of mssion."

"That is correct, but-"
"Then | amunchoosing M. Slade. | don't want him"

"Under ordinary circunstances you would be within your
rights, but in

this case |"'mafraid you have no choice. The order cane
fromthe Wite

House. "

In the days that foll owed, Mary could not seemto avoid

M ke Sl ade. The

man was everywhere. She ran into himin the Pentagon, in

t he Senate

dining room in the corridors of the State Departnent. He
was al ways

dressed in either denins and a Tshirt or in sport clothes.
Mar y

wonder ed how he got away with it in an environnent that
was so fornmal

One day Mary saw hi m having lunch with Col onel MKi nney,
her mlitary

attaches. They were engaged in an earnest conversation,
and Mary

wonder ed how cl ose the two nmen were. Could they be old
friends? And

could they be planning to gang up on ne? I'm getting
paranoi d, Mary



told herself. And |I'mnot even in Remania yet.

BEN Cohn was seated at a corner table at Mana Regina's
when his lunch

guest, Alfred Shuttleworth, arrived. The headwaiter
seated him

"Wul d you care fora drink, gentlenen?"
Shuttleworth ordered a martini
“"Not hing for nme," Ben Cohn said.

Al fred Shuttleworth was a sall ow | ooking m ddl e-aged nman
who worked in

the European Affairs section of the State Departnent. A
few years

earlier he had been involved in a drunkdriving acci dent
t hat Ben Cohn

had covered for his newspaper, Shuttleworth's career had
been at stake.

Cohn had killed the story, and Shuttl eworth showed his
appreci ati on by

giving himnews tips fromtinme to tine.

"l need your help, Al."

“"Nanme it, and you' ve got it.

"I"d like the inside informati on on our new anbassador to
Renmani a. "

Al fred Shuttleworth frowned. "Wat do you nmean?"

"“Al, Lindbergh never had a buildup like this. Here's this
Ci nderell a,

who cones out of nowhere, is touched by the magi c wand of
our President,

and suddenly becones the nation's nunber one celebrity and

political

savant."” Now, I'll admt the lady is pretty but she isn't
that pretty.

The lady is bright-but she isn't that bright. I'll tel

you sonet hi ng



else That's out of killer. |I flewto junction City,
Kansas, her

homet own, and talked to the sheriff there." Ben Cohn
paused.

"Go on," Shuttleworth said.

"Ms. Ashley originally turned down the President because
her husband

couldn't | eave his nedical practice. Then he was killed
In a conveni ent

auto accident. Voildl The lady's in Washi ngton, on her
way to

Bucharest. Exactly as soneone had planned fromthe
begi nni ng. "

" Sonmeone? Who?"
"That's the jackpot question.”
"Ben, what are you suggesti ng?"

“I"'mnot suggesting anything. Let ne tell you what
Sheriff Monster

suggested. He thought it was peculiar that half a dozen
peopl e showed

up in the mddle of a freezing winter night just in tine
to Wtness the

accident. And do you want to hear sonething even nore
pecul i ar? They' ve

all di sappeared.”

II@ On. n

"The driver of the army truck that killed Dr. Ashley is
dead of a heart

attack. Twenty-seven years ol d. Col onel Jenkins-the
officer in charge

of the arny investigation, as well as one of the w tnesses
to the

acci dent-he's been pronoted and transferred. No one seens
to know

where. "



Shuttl eworth shook his head. "Ben, | know you're a dam
good reporter,

but | think you' ve gone off the track. You're building a
few

coi nci dences into a Hitchcock scenario. People do get
killed in auto

accidents. You're |looking for some kind of conspiracy
where there is

none. "

"Al, have you heard of an organization called Patriots for
Freedonf"

"I keep hearing runors, but there's nothing |I can pin
down. "

"What kind of runors?”

"It's supposed to be a cabal of high-level right-w ng and
| eftwi ng

fanatics froma dozen Eastern and Western countries.
Thei r ideol ogi es

are dianetrically opposed, but what brings themtogether
Is fear. The

comruni st nmenbers think President Ellison's plan is a
capitalist trick

to destroy the Eastern bloc. The rightw ngers believe his
plan is an

open door that will let the Communists destroy us. So

t hey' ve forned

this unholy alliance."

"I don't believe it."

"There's nore. Besides the VIPS, splinter groups from
vari ous

i nternational security agencies are said to be invol ved.
Do you think

you could check it out for nme?"

"l don't know, Ben. I'IIl try.



Shuttl eworth was skeptical about Ben Cohn's theory. He

| i ked Ben, and

he wanted to hel p, but he had no idea how to go about
tracki ng down a

probably nythical organization. If it really did exist,

it would be in

sone governnment conputer. He hinself had no access to the
comput ers.

But | know soneone who does, Shuttleworth said to hinself.
"1l give him
a call.

ALFRED Shuttleworth was on his second martini when Pete
Connors wal ked
into the bar.
"Sorry I"'mlate,"
pi ckl e

factory."

Connors said. "A mnor problemat the

Pete Connors ordered a Scotch, and Shuttl eworth ordered
anot her martini.

"Pete," Shuttleworth said, "I need a favor. Could you

| ook up sonet hi ng

for me in the ClA conputer? It may not be in there, but I
prom sed a

friend I'd try."

"Sure," said Connors. "I owe you a few. Who do you want
to know
about ?"

"It's not a who, It's a what. And it probably doesn't
even exist. It's

an organi zation called Patriots for Freedom Have you
heard of it?"

Pete Connors carefully set down his drink. "I can't, say
that | have,

AH. What's the nane of your friend?"

"Ben Cohn. He's a reporter for the Post.”



THERE was no way to get directly in touch with the
Controller. He had

organi zed and financed Patriots for Freedom but he never
att ended

Comm ttee neetings, and he was conpl etely anonynous. He
was a tel ephone

nunber -untraceabl e (Connors had tried)-and a recording
that said, "You

have sixty seconds in which to | eave your nessage." The
nunber was to be

used only in case of energencies. Connors stopped at a
public tel ephone

booth to nmake the call. He talked to the recording.

The nessage was received at six p.m
In Buenos, Aires it was eight p.m

The Controller listened to the nessage twi ce, then dialed
a nunber. He

waited for three full mnutes before Neusa Mufiez's voice
canme on.

1 s(?"

The Controller said, "This is the man who nade
arrangenents with you

bef ore about Angel. | have another contract for him Can
you get in

touch wth himright away?"

"I don' know." She sounded drunk.

The woman was inpossible. "Listen to nme. Tell Angel |
need this done
I medi ately. | want himto-"

"Wait a mnute. | gotta go to the toilet."

The Controller heard her drop the phone. He sat there,
filled with

frustration, until she cane back on the line. "Alotta
beer makes you

go," she announced.



He gritted his teeth. "This is very inportant. | want
you to get a
pencil and wite this down. I'Il speak slowy."

"I WANTED to bring you the good news in person, Mry,"
said Stanton

Rogers. "We just received official word that the Romani an
gover nient

has approved you as the new anbassador fromthe United
States. Now

President Ellison can give you a |letter of credence, and
you' Il be on

your way."

“I- I don't know how to thank you for everything you' ve
done, Stan."

"I haven't done anything,"
Presi dent who
sel ected you.'
perfect choice.

You can do nore for our country over there than anyone
el se | can think

Rogers protested. "It was the

He grinned. "And | nust say, he made the

of . "

"Thank you," she said soberly. "I'lIl try tolive up to

t hat."

It was one of the nost thrilling nonments of Mary Ashley's

life. It

seened al nost too good to be true. And for no reason
somet hi ng t hat

Mary's nother used to tell her popped into her mnd: "If
sonet hi ng seens

to be too good to be true, Mary, you can bet it probably
Is.”

THURSDAY norni ng Angel was in a bad nood. The flight from
Buenos Aires

to Washi ngton, D.C. , had been del ayed because of a

t el ephoned bonb

threat. The world isn't safe anynore, Angel thought
angrily.



The hotel roomthat had been reserved in WAshi ngton was
t oo noder n,

t oo-what was the word?-plastic. That was it. In Buenos
Al res

everything was autgntico. I'lIl finish this contract and
get back hone,

Angel thought. The job is sinple, alnbst an insult to ny
tal ent, but

the noney is excellent.

Angel 's first stop was an electrical supply store, then a
pai nt store,

and finally a supernmarket, where Angel's only purchase was
six light

bul bs. The rest of the equi pnent was waiting in the hotel
roomin two

seal ed boxes marked FRAG LE HANDLE with CARE. |nside the
first box were

four carefully packed arny-green hand grenades. In the
second box was

sol deri ng equi pnent.

Wrking very slowy, with :xquisite care, Angel cut the
top off the

first grenade, then painted the bottomthe sane col or as
the |ight

bul bs. The next step was to scoop out the explosive from
t he grenade

and replace it with a seismc explosive. Wen this was
tightly packed,

Angel added |l ead and netallic shrapnel to it. Then Angel
shattered a

| ight bulb against a table, preserving the filanent and
t hreaded base.

It took less than a minute to solder the filanment of the
bulb to an

electrically activated detonator. The final step was to
insert it

gently inside the painted grenade. Wen Angel was
finished, it |ooked

exactly like a normal 1ight bulb.

Then Angel began to work on the remaining bul bs. After



that, there was
nothing to do but wait for the phone call.

The tel ephone rang at eight o'clock that evening. Angel
pi cked up the

phone and |istened w thout speaking. After a nonent a
voi ce said, "He's

gone. "

The Un ride to the apartnent buil ding took seventeen
m nut es.

There was no doornan in the | obby. The target apart nent
was on the

fifth floor, at the far end of the corridor. The | ock was
an early

nodel Schl age, childishly sinple to manipul ate. Angel was
I nside the

dark apartnment w thin seconds.

It was the work of a few mnutes to replace six |ight
bul bs in the

living roomof the apartnment. Afterward Angel headed for
Dul I es Airport

to catch a mdnight flight back to Buenos Aires.

That night Ben Cohn was killed by a nysterious expl osion
in his

apartnment. There was a brief itemin the press
attributing the accident

to a | eaky gas stove.

The next day Alfred Shutfleworth was reported m ssing by
his wife. H's

body was never found.

STANTON Rogers acconpanied Mary and the children to Dulles
Airport in a

St at e Departnent |inousine.

“I want to thank you, Stan. You've been so wonderful,k"
said Mary.

He smled. "I can't tell you how nuch pleasure It's given



ne.

"I hate to burden you with this, but James Stickley told
me that M ke

Slade is going to be ny deputy chief of mssion. Is there
any way to

change t hat ?"

He | ooked at her in surprise. "Are you having sone kind
of problemwth

Sl ade?"

"Quite honestly, | don't like him Is there sonmeone who
coul d repl ace

hi "

Stanton Rogers said thoughtfully, "I don't know M ke Sl ade
wel |, but he

has a magnificent record. He's served brilliantly in

posts in the

M ddl e East and Europe. He can give you exactly the kind
of expertise

you're going to need."

She sighed. "That's what M. Stickley said.™

“If you have any problemwith him | want you to let ne
know. In fact,

I f you have problens with anyone, | want you to let ne

know. | intend

to nmake sure that you get every bit of help | can give

you. "

"l appreciate that."

"One last thing. If you have any nessages that you want

to send to ne

W t hout anyone el se reading them the code at the top of
t he nessage is

three x's. I'll be the only one to receive that nessage."”
It was only after she and the children were airborne that
the enormty

of what was about to happen really struck Mary Ashley. It



was Sso

I ncredi ble that she had to say it aloud. "W're on our
way to Remani a,

where I'mgoing to take up nmy post as anbassador fromthe
Uni ted

States.™

Bet h was | ooking at her strangely. "Yes, Mther. W know
t hat."

' mgoing to be the best anbassador they've ever seen,
Mary thought.

Before I'mfinished, the United States and Renania are
going to be close

allies.

The next instant, Mary's euphoric dreans of -great
stat esmanshi p

evaporated, giving way to panic. |I'mnot a real
anbassador, she

thought. I'"'ma fake. I'mgoing to get us into a war.
CGod hel p us.

Dorothy and | shoul d never have | eft Kansas.
Chapt er Seven

OTOPENI Airport, ten mles fromthe heart of Bucharest, is
a nodern

airport, built to facilitate the flow of travelers from
near by iron

curtain countries as well as to take care of the | esser
nunber of

Western tourists who visit Remania each year

Inside the termnal were soldiers in brown uniforns, arned
wth rifles

and pistols, and there was a stark air of col dness about

t he buil di ng

that had nothing to do with the frigid tenperature.
Unconsciously Tim

and Beth noved closer to Mary. So they feel it too, she

t hought .

Two nmen were approaching. One of them a slim athletic



man, introduced

hi msel f. "Wel cone to Remani a, Madam Anbassador. |'mjerry
Davi s, your

public affairs consul. This is Tudor Costache, the

Remani an chi ef of

protocol ."

"It is a pleasure to have you and your children with us,"
Cost ache sai d.
“Wel cone to our country."

In a way, Mary thought, It's going to be ny country too.
"Mul funesc,
domul e, " she sai d.

"You speak Romani an!" Costache cried. "Cu pldcerel™

Mary hoped the man was not going to get carried away. "A
few words, she
replied hastily.

Ti m said, "Bunddi mneata.”" And Mary was so proud she
coul d. have burst.
She introduced Ti mand Bet h.

jerry Davis said, "Your linousine is waiting for you,
Madai n Anbassador.
Col onel McKinney is outside."

There was a long line waiting to go through custons, but
Mary and the

children were outside the building in a matter of m nutes.
There were

reporters and phot ographers at the entrance, but instead
of the

free-forealls that Mary had encountered at hone,
everything was orderly

and controlled. Wien they had finished, they thanked Mary
and departed

i n a body.

Col onel McKinney, in arny uniform was waiting at the
curb. He held out
hi s hand. " Good norni ng, Madam Anbassador. Did you have



a pl easant
trip?"

"Yes, thank you."

"M ke Sl ade wanted to b ' e here, but there was sone
| nportant busi ness
he had to take care of."

Mary was relieved.

A long black linpbusine with an Anerican flag on the right
front fender

pul l ed up. A cheerful-1ooking man in a chauffeur's

uni form hel d the

door open.

"This is Florian."

The chauffeur grinned. "Wl conme, Madam Anbassador.
Master Tim M ss
Beth. It will be ny pleasure to serve you."

"Thank you," Mary said.

"Florian will be at your disposal twenty-four hours a day.
| thought we

woul d go directly to the residence so you can unpack and
rel ax. Tonorrow

norning Florian will take you to the enbassy."

"That sounds fine," Mary said.

The drive fromthe airport to the city was fascinating.
They drove on a

heavily travel ed two-1| ane hi ghway, but every few mles the
traffic would

be held up by plodding Gypsy carts. On both sides of the
hi ghway wer e

nodern factories next to ancient huts. The car passed
farmafter farm

wi th women working in the fields, colorful bandannas
knotted around

their heads. They drove by an om nous bl ue-and-gray



bui |l di ng just off
t he mai n hi ghway.

"What is that?" Mary asked.

Florian grimaced. "The lIvan Stelian Prison. That is
wher e t hey put
anyone who di sagrees with the Remani an governnent."

At last they reached the center of Bucharest, which was

very beautiful.

There were parks and nonunents and fountains everywhere

one | ooked. Mary

remenber ed her grandfather saying, "Bucharest is a

m ni ature Pari s,

Mary. They even have a replica of the Eiffel Tower." And
there it was.

She was in the honel and of her forefathers.

The streets were crowded with people and streetcars, and
t he | i nousine
had to honk its way through the traffic.

"The residence is just ahead," Colonel MKinney said as
the car turned
into a small tree-lined street.

The anbassador's residence was a | arge and beauti f ul

ol df ashi oned

t hree-story house surrounded by | ovely grounds. The staff
was |ined up

outside, waiting to wel cone Mry.

jerry Davis made the introductions. "M hai, your butler;
Rosi ca, your

housekeeper; Cosma, your chef; and Delia and Carnen, your
mai ds. "

Mary noved down the |ine receiving their bows and
curtsies. They all

seened to be waiting for her to say sonething. She took a
deep breath.

"Bunazi ua. Mul funmesc. Nu vorbesc-
she had

Every bit of Remani an



| earned fl ew out of her head. She stared at them
hel pl essly.

M hai, the butler, bowed. "W all speak English, ma' am
W wel cone you
and shall be happy to serve your every need."

Mary sighed with relief. "Thank you."
"Let me show you around," jerry Davis said.

On the ground floor there was a library, a nusic room a
living room a

| arge dining room a kitchen, and a pantry. A terrace ran
the | ength of

the buil ding outside the dining room facing a | arge park.
At the rear

of the house was an i ndoor sw nmm ng pool .

"Qur own swi mm ng pool!" Timexclained. "Can | go
swW mm ng?"

“Later, darling. Let's get settled in first."

The pidce de rdsistance was the ballroom built near the
garden. It was

enornous. G istening Baccarat sconces lined the walls,
whi ch were

covered with fl ocked paper.

jerry Davis said, "This is where the enbassy parties are
gi ven. Watch

this." He pressed a switch on the wall. There was a
gndi ng noi se, and

the ceiling began to split in the center, opening up until
t he sky

becane visible. "It can also be operated manual ly."

"Hey, That's neatly" Beth excl ai ned.

"It's called the Arbassador's Folly," jerry expl ai ned.
"It"s too hot to

keep open in the sunmer and too cold in the winter. W
use it in Apri



and Septenber." As the cold air started to descend, he
pressed the
switch and the ceiling closed.

They followed himupstairs to a large central hall that
led to the

bedr oons.

"The third floor has servants' quarters,"”
"In., the

basement is a wne cellar."

jerry continued.

"It's-1t's enornous,” Mary said.

"Which is nmy roon?" Beth asked.

"You and Tim can decide that between yourselves."
"You can have this one,

Grls like frilly
t hi ngs. "

“ Timoffered. "It's frilly.

The master bedroomwas |ovely, with a queen-size bed with
a goose-down

conforter, two couches before a fireplace, a dressing
table, and a

wonderful view of the garden. Mary was so exhausted she
could hardly

wait to get into bed.

THE Anerican enbassy in Bucharest is a white, senm -Gothic
t wo-story

building with. an iron gate in front. The entrance is
guarded by a

marine officer, and a second marine sits inside a security
booth at the

side of the gate.

I nside, the | obby isornate. It has a marble floor, two
closed circuit

tel evision sets at a desk guarded by a marine, and a
fireplace. The

corridors are lined with portraits of U S. Presidents. A
wi ndi ng



staircase |leads to the second floor, where a conference
room and offices
are | ocat ed.

The guard was waiting for Mary at the desk. "Good
nor ni ng, Madam

Anbassador. |'m Sergeant Hughes. They call nme Gunny.
They're waiting
for you upstairs. |I'll escort you there."

"Thank you, Gunny.'
reception room
where a m ddl e-aged woman was sitting behind a desk.

Mary foll owed hi mupstairs to a

She rose. "Good norni ng, Madam Anbassador. |' m Dor ot hy
St one, your
secretary."

"How do you do."

Dorothy said, "I'"mafraid you have quite a crowd in
t here. "

She opened the door, and Mary wal ked into the room There
were nine

peopl e seated around a | arge conference table. They rose
as Mary

entered. They were all staring at her, and she felt a
wave of aninosity

t hat was al nost pal pable. The first person she saw was

M ke Sl ade.

"I see you got here safely,”" Mke said. "Let ne introduce
you to your

departnment heads. This is Lucas Jankl ow, adm nistrative
consul ; Eddie

Mal tz, political consul; Patricia Hatfield, your economc
consul ; David

Wal | ace, head of adm nistration; Ted Thonpson,
agriculture. You' ve net

jerry Davis, your public affairs consul. This is David

Vi ctor, commerce

consul, and you al ready know Col onel Bill MKinney."



"Pl ease be seated,” Mary said. She sat at the head of the
tabl e and

surveyed the group. Hostility cones in all sizes and
shapes, Mary

thought. It's going to take tine to sort them out.

M ke Sl ade was saying, "All of us are serving at your
di scretion. You
can replace any of us at any tine."

That's a lie, Mary thought angrily; | tried to repl ace
you.

There was general inconsequential conversation, until M ke
Sl ade sai d,

"Madam Anbassador, the individual consuls will now brief
you on any

serious problens."

Mary resented his taking charge, but she said nothing.

Ted Thonpson, the agriculture consul, was the first to
speak. "The

Remani an agriculture mnister is in worse trouble than
he's adm tting.

They're going to have a disastrous crop this year, and we
can't afford

to let them go under.™

The econom c consul, Patricia Hatfield, protested. "W've
gi ven t hem

enough aid, Ted. Renmania's already operating under a
favor ed- nati ons

treaty. It's a GSP country." She | ooked at Mary and said
pat roni zi ngly,

"A GSP country is-"

"I's a generalized systemof preferences,” Mary cut in.
"We treat

Remani a as a | ess devel oped country so that they get

| nport and export

advant ages. "

Hatfiel d s expression changed. "That's right."



"'l see what | can do," Mary prom sed, naking a note to
her sel f.

Eddie Maltz, the political consul, spoke up. "I have an
urgent probl em

A nineteen-year-old Anerican coll ege student was arrested
| ast night for

possessi on of marijuana. That's an extrenely serious

of fense here. The

usual penalty is a five-year prison sentence.

How awful , Mary thought. "Wat can we do about it?"

M ke Slade said lazily, "You can try your charmon the
head of the
Securitate. His nane is Istrase. He has a | ot of power."

Eddie Maltz went on. "The girl says she was franed, and
she may have a

poi nt. She was stupid enough to have an affair with a
Remani an

policeman. He turned her in."

Mary was horrified. "I'lIl see if | can do sonething." She
turned to the

public affairs consul, jerry Davis. "Do you have any
urgent probl ens?"

"My departnent is having trouble getting approvals for
repairs on the

apartnments our enbassy staff live in. Some of our people
are w t hout

heat, and in several of the apartnents the toilets don't
wor k and

there's no running water."

"Can't they just go ahead and have their own repairs
nade?"

“No. The Remani an governnent has to approve all repairs.”

"Have you conpl ai ned about this?"



"Yes, ma'am Every day for the |last three nonths."
"It's call ed harassnent,"
war of nerves

they like to play with us."

M ke Sl ade explained. "It's a

Anbassador Ashl ey was beginning to get a headache.

After the neeting broke up and she and Sl ade were al one,
Mary asked,

"Whi ch one of themis the ClA agent attached to the
enbassy?"

M ke | ooked at her a nonent. "Wy don't you cone with
me?"

He wal ked out of the conference room

Mary foll owed himdown a long corridor. He cane to a

| arge door with a

marine guard standing in front of it. The guard stepped
asi de as M ke

pushed the door open. He turned and gestured for Mary to
enter.

She stepped inside and | ooked around. The room was an

i ncredi bl e

conbi nati on of netal and gl ass, covering the floor, the
wal I s, and the

cei ling.

M ke cl osed the heavy door behind them "This is the
bubbl e room Every

enbassy in an iron curtain country has one. It's the only
roomin the

enbassy that can't be bugged.”

He saw her | ook of disbelief.

"Madam Anbassador, not only is the enbassy bugged, but you
can bet your

resi dence is bugged, and if you go out to a restaurant,
your table wll

be bugged. You're in eneny territory."



Mary sank into a chair. "How do you handl e that?" she
asked. "l mean,
not ever being able to talk freely.™

"We do an el ectronic sweep every norning. We find their
bugs and pull
themout. They replace them and we pull those out."

"Why do we pernmit Remanians to work in the enbassy?"

"I't's their playground. They're the honme team W play
by their rules

or blow the ball gane. They can't get their m crophones
into this room

because there are nmarine guards on duty in front of that
door

twenty-four hours a day. Now, what are your questions?"

"l just wondered who the CI A man was."
"Eddi e Maltz, your political consul."”

Eddie Maltz. He was the m ddl e-aged one, very thin, a
sinister face. O

did she think that now because he was CIA? "Is he the
only CIA nan on

t he staff?"

"Yes." M ke Slade | ooked at his watch. "You' re due to
present your

credentials to the Remani an governnment in thirty m nutes.
Florian is

wai ting for you outside. Take your |etter of credence.
You'll give the

original to President lonescu and put a copy in our safe.”

Mary found that she was gritting her teeth. "I know that,
M. Slade.”

HEWUARTERS for the Remani an governnment is a forbidding
sandst one

building in the center of Bucharest. It is protected by a
steel wall



and surrounded by arned guards. An aide net Mary at the
entrance and
escorted her upstairs.

Presi dent Al exandros |onescu greeted Mary in a |ong
rectangul ar room on

the second floor. The President had a powerful presence.
He was darKk,

with curly black hair, hawklike features, and one of the
nost i nperi ous

noses Ma had ever seen. Hi s eyes were bl azing,
mesneri zi ng. He took

Mary's hand and gave it a lingering kiss. "You are even
nore beauti f ul

t han you | ook in your photographs.™

"Thank you, Your Excellency."
t ook out the

| etter of credence President Ellison had given her.

Mary opened her purse and

| oneseu gave it a careless glance. "Thank you. | accept
it on behal f

of the ] Remani an governnent. You are now officially the
Aneri can

anbassador to ny country." He beaned at her. "I have
arranged a

reception this evening for you. You will neet sonme of our
peopl e who

will be working with you."

"That's very kind of you," Mary said.

He took her hand in his again and said, "I hope you wl|l
grow to | ove
our country, Madam Anmbassador .’

He massaged her hand.

""" msure | wll."
Mary thought

grimy. 1I'lIl have to do sonething about that.

He thinks i'mjust another pretty face,

MARY returned to the enbassy and spent the rest of the day
sifting

t hrough the blizzard of white paper on her desk. There
were the English



transl ati ons of Remani an newspaper and nagazi ne articles,
the wirel ess

file and the summary of news devel opnments reported in the
United States,

a thick report on arnms-control negotiations, and an update
on the United

Sl ates econony. There's enough reading material in one
day, Mary

t hought, to keep ne busy for a week, and |I'm going to get
this every

day.

But the problemthat disturbed Mary nore was the feeling
of antagoni sm

fromher staff. That had to be handl ed i nmedi ately. She
sent for

Harri et Kruger, her protocol officer. "How | ong have you
wor ked here at

t he enbassy?" Mary asked.

"Four years before our break with Remania, and now t hree
gl ori ous
nmont hs. "
have an
of f-t he-record conversation?"

There was a note of irony in her voice. "My we

"No, ma'am"”

Mary had forgotten. "Why don't we adjourn to the bubble
roon?" she
suggest ed.

When Mary and Harriet Kruger were seated in the bubble
room Mary said,

"Sonmet hing just occurred to nme. Qur neeting this norning
was held in

the conference room Isn't that bugged?"

"Probably," Harriet said cheerfully. "But it doesn't
mat t er.

M ke Sl ade wouldn't | et anything be discussed that the
Romani ans aren't
al ready aware of."



M ke Sl ade. "What do you think of Slade?" Mary asked.
"He's the best.”

Mary deci ded not to express her opinion. "I got the
feeling today that

noral e around here isn't good. Is it because of ne, or
has it al ways

been t hat way?"

Harriet studied her a nmonent. "It's a conbination of
bot h. The

Americans working here are in a pressure cooker. W're
afraid to make

friends with Remani ans, because they probably belong to
t he Securitate,

so we stick together. We're a small group, so pretty soon
t hat gets

cl austrophobic." She shrugged. "The pay is small, .the
food is |ousy,,

and the weather is bad." She studied Mary. "None of that
Is your fault,

Anbassador Ashley. You have two problens. The first is
that you're a

political appointee in charge of an enbassy manned by
career diplomts."

She stopped. "Am | com ng on too strong?"

"No. Pl ease go on."

"Most of them were agai nst you before you even got here.
Car eer workers

i n an enbassy tend not to rock the boat. Political

appoi ntees like to

change things. To them you're an.amateur telling

prof essi onal s how to

run their business. The second problemis that you're a
wonan. The nen

in the enbassy'don't |ike taking orders froma wonan."

"l see."

Harriet Kruger smled. "But you sure have a great



publicity agent. 1've
never seen sO nmany nmagazi ne cover stories in ny life. How
do you do it?"

Mary had no answer to that. She was, in fact, disturbed

by the comments

she kept hearing about the amount of publicity she and the
children were

getting. There had even been an article in Pravda, with a
pi cture of

the three of them

Harriet Kruger glanced at her watch. "oops! You're going
to be | ate.

Florian's waiting to take you home so you can change.

Asi de from

Presi dent lonescu's reception you have three parties
toni ght . "

Mary was staring at her. "That's inpossible. | have
t oo-"

"It goes with the territory. There are seventy-five
enbassies in

Bucharest, and on any given night sone of them are
cel ebrating

somet hi ng. "

"Can't | say no?"

"That woul d be the United States saying no to them They
woul d be
of f ended. "

Mary sighed. "I guess |I'd better go change.”

As SOON as Mary arrived at the reception, President

| onescu wal ked over

to her. He kissed her hand and said, "I have been | ooking
forward to

seei ng you again."

"Thank you, Your Excellency. | too."



She had a feeling he had been drinking heavily. She
recal |l ed the

dossier on him Mined. One son, fourteen-the heir
apparentand three

daughters. Is a womani zer. Drinks a lot. A shrewd
peasant nentality.

Charm ng when it suits him GCenerous to his friends.
Danger ous and

ruthless to his enem es.

| oescu took Mary's armand | ed her off to a deserted
corner. "You wl|

find us Remani ans interesting.
are a very

passi onat e people.'
when he got

none, he went on. "W are descendants of the ancient
Daci ans and their

conquerors, the Romans. For centuries we have been

Eur ope' s door nat .

The. Huns, Got hs, Avars, Slays, and Mongols w ped their
feet on us, but

Remani a has survived. And do you know how?" He | eaned
cl oser to her.

"By giving our people a strong, firm/|leadership. They
trust me, and |

rule themwel|."

He squeezed her arm "W

He | ooked at her for a reaction, and

Mary thought of sone of the stories she had heard. The
arrests in the
m ddl e of the night, the atrocities, the di sappearances.

| oneseu was about to continue tal king when a nman cane up
to him and

whi spered in his ear. lonescu' s expression turned cold.
He hi ssed

sonet hing in Remani an, and the nman hurried off. The

di ctator turned

back to Mary, oozing charmagain. "l nust |eave you now.
| | ook

forward to seeing you again soon."

And | onescu was gone.



TO CGET A Head START ON no crowded day that faced her, Mary
had Fl ori an

pick her up at six thirty a.m During the ride to the
enbassy she read

the reports and comruni ques that had been delivered to the
resi dence

during the night.

As Mary wal ked past M ke Slade's office she stopped in
surprise. He was
at his desk working. "You're in early," she said.

He | ooked up. Morning. 1'd like to have a word with you.
Not here.
Your office."

He foll owed Mary through the connecting door to her

of fice, and she

wat ched as he wal ked over to an instrunent in the corner
of the room

"This is a shredder,"

M ke i nforned her.
"I know that."

"Real | y? Last night you | eft sone papers on top of your
desk.

By now t hey' ve been phot ographed and sent to Moscow. "

"Oh, no! | nust have forgotten. \Wich ones?" "A list of
per sonal

things you wanted to order. But That's beside the point.
The cl eani ng

wonen work for the Securitate. Lesson nunber one: at

ni ght everything

nmust be | ocked up or shredded.”

"What' s | esson nunber two?" Mary asked col dly.
M ke grinned. "The anbassador always starts the day by
havi ng coffee

wi th her deputy chief How do you take yours?"

“I- Black."



"Good. You have to watch your figure around here. The
food is

fattening." He started toward the door that led to his
office. "I make

nmy own special brew You'll like it."

Mary sat there, infuriated by his arrogance. | have to be
careful how I

handl e him she decided. | want hi mout of here as

qui ckly as possi bl e.
He returned with two nugs of steam ng coffee.

"How do | arrange for Beth and Timto start school ?" she
asked.

"I"ve already arranged it. Florian will deliver them
nor ni ngs and pi ck
them up afternoons.™

She was taken aback. "I- Thank you."

"The school is small but excellent. Each class has eight
or nine

students. They cone fromall over-Canadi ans, |sraelis,
Ni geri ans, you

name it." Mke took a sip of his coffee. "I understand
that you had a

nice chat wwth our fearless | eader |ast night."

"President |onescu? Yes. He seened very pleasant."

"COh, he is. Until he gets annoyed with sonebody. Don't
| et lonescu's

charmfool you. He's a dyed-in-the-wool s.o0.b. H's
peopl e despi se him

but there's nothing they can do ibout it. The secret
police are

everywhere. The general rule of thunb here is that one
out of every

three people works for the Securitate or the K&B. A
Remani an can be

arrested nerely for signing a petition."



Mary felt a shiver go through her. "They do have trials
her e?"

"Oh, occasionally they'll have show trials, but nost of

t he peopl e

arrested nmanage to have fatal accidents while they're in
pol i ce cust ody.

In general, conditions here are horrifying, but the people
are afraid to

stri ke back, because they know they' Il be shot. The
standard of I|iving

Is one of the owest in Europe. There's a shortage of
everything. If

people see a line in front of a store, they'll join in and
buy

whatever's for sale while they have the chance."”

"It seens to ne," Mary said slowy, "that all these things
add up to a
wonder ful opportunity for us to help them™

M ke Sl ade | ooked at her. "Sure," he said dryly.
"Wonderful . "

That afternoon as Mary was going through sone newly
arrived cables from

Washi ngton she thought about M ke Sl ade. He was arrogant
and rude, yet

he'd arranged for the children's school. He may be nore
conpl ex than

t hought, she decided. But | still don't trust him

THE inside of the Ivan Stelian Prison was even nore
forbidding than its

exterior. The corridors were narrow, painted a dull gray.
There was a

jungl e of crowded bl ack-barred cells, patrolled by
uni f or med guards

armed with nmachi ne guns. The stench was overpoweri ng.

A guard led Mary to a small visitors' room saying, "She's
in there. You
have ten m nutes."



Mary entered, and the door closed behind her.

Hannah Murphy was seated at a small battle-scarred table.
She was

handcuf fed and wearing prison garb. Her face was pale and
gauss% and

her eyes were red and swoll en. Her hair was unconbed.

"H ," Mary said.

“I'"'mthe American anbassador."

Hannah Murphy | ooked at her and began to sob
uncontrol | ably.

Mary put her arns around the girl and said soothingly,
"Every thing is
going to be all right. Now, just tell me what happened.”

Hannah Murphy took a deep breath. "I net this man-he was
a Remani an- and

| was lonely. He was nice to nme, and we- W spent the

ni ght together. A

girlfriend had given ne sone nmarijuana. | shared it with
him Wen |

woke up in the norning, he was gone, but the police were
there. And

they brought nme to this hellhole."” She shook her head
hel pl essly. "Five

years."

Mary thought of what Lucas Jankl ow had said as she was

| eaving for the

prison: "There's nothing you can do for her. If ghe were
a Remani an,

they'd probably give her life.” Now Mary | ooked at Hannah
Mur phy and

said, "I'll do everything in ny power to help you."

Mary had exami ned the official police report. It was
signed by Captain

Aurel |strase, head of the Securitate. It was brief and
unhel pful, but

there was no doubt of the girl's guilt. I'll have to find
anot her way,



Mary thought. Aurel Istrase. The nane had a famliar
ring. She

t hought back to the confidential dossier Janes Stickley
had shown her in

Washi ngt on. She renenbered sonething in there about
Captain Istrase...

Mary arranged to neet with the captain the foll ow ng
nor ni ng.

AUREL |strase was a short swarthy man with a scoffed face.
He had cone

to the enbassy for the neeting. He was curious about the
new Aneri can

anbassador .

"You wi shed to talk to ne, Madam Anbassador ?"
"Thank you for comng. | want to di scuss Hannah Mirphy."

"Ah, yes. The drug peddler. In Remania we have strict
| aws about
peopl e who sell drugs. They go to jail."

"Excellent,"” Mary said. "I'mpleased to hear that. |
w sh we had
stricter drug laws in the United States."”

| strase was wat ching her, puzzled. "Then you agree with
rre?ll

"Absol utely. Anyone who sells drugs deserves jail.
Hannah Mur phy,

however, did not sell drugs. She offered to give sone
marijuana to a

Remani an citizen."

"It is the sane thing. If-"
“Not quite, Captain. The Remanian was a |ieutenant on
your police

force. He snoked marijuana too. Has he been puni shed?"

"He was nerely gathering evidence of a crimnal act."



"Your |ieutenant has a wife and three chil dren?"
Captain Istrase frowned. "Yes."

"Does the lieutenant's w fe know about her husband's
affair?"

Captain Istrase stared at her. "Wy should she?"

"Because it sounds to ne like a clear case of entrapnent.
| think we

had better make this whole thing public. The

I nternational press wll

be fascinated."

"There woul d be no point to that," Istrase said.

She sprang her ace. "Why? Because the |ieutenant happens
to be your

son-in-1 aw?"

"Certainly not! | just want to see justice done."
"So do |I," Mary assured him

According to the dossier she had seen, the son-in-|aw
specialized in

maki ng t he acquai ntance of young tourists, seducing them
suggesti ng

pl aces where they could trade in the black nmarket or buy
drugs, and then

turning themin.

Mary said in a conciliatory tone, "I see no need for your
daughter to
know how her husband conducts hinself. | think it would

be much better

i f you rel eased Hannah Murphy fromjail and | sent her
back to the

States. What do you say, Captain?"

He sat there turning. Finally he shrugged. "I wll use
what little



i nfl uence I have."

"' msure you will, Captain Istrase. Thank you."

The next day a grateful Hannah Murphy was on her way hone.
"How did you do it?" Mke Sl ade asked unbelievingly.

"I foll owed your advice. | charmed him™

Chapter Ei ght

THE day Beth and Timwere to start school, Mary got a cal
at five a.m

fromthe enbassy that a NI ACT-A night action cabl e-had
come in and

required an i nmedi ate answer. It was the start of a |ong
and busy day,

and by the tinme Mary returned to the residence, it was
after seven p.m

The children were waiting for her.

"Well," Mary asked, "how was school ?"

"I like it," Beth replied. "Did you know there are kids
there from

twenty-two different countries? This neat Italian boy
kept staring at

me all through class. It's a great school."

"They' ve got a keen science | aboratory,” Ti m added.
"Tonorrow we're
going to take sone Remani an frogs apart."”

well, 1I'mglad you had no problens."
Beth said, "No, Mom M ke Sl ade took care of us."

"What does M ke Sl ade have to do with your going to
school ?"

"Didn't he tell you? He took us there and introduced us
to our
teachers. He knows themall."



"He knows a |lot of kids there too," Timsaid. "And he
i ntroduced us to
them Everybody likes him He's a neat guy."

Alittle too neat, Mary thought.

THE foll ow ng norni ng when M ke wal ked into Mary's office,
she said, "I
understand that you took Beth and Timto school."

He nodded. "It's tough for youngsters, trying to adjust
in a foreign

country. They're good kids. And speaking of kids, we
have a sick one

here you'd better take a | ook at ™

He led her to a small office down the corrido;. On the
couch was a

whi te-faced young marine, groaning in pain.

"What happened?” Mary asked.
"My guess is appendicitis.”
"Then we'd better get himto a hospital right away."

“Not here. He has to be flown either to Rone, Zurich, or
Frankfurt. No

one froman Anerican enbassy ever goes to a hospital in an
lron curtain

country.

"But why?"

"Because we're vul nerable. W could be put under either
or given

scopol am ne. They could extract all kinds of information
fromus. It's

a State Departnent rule. W fly himout."

"Why don't we have our own doctor?" Mary snapped.

"Because we're a C-category enbassy. W haven't the



budget for our own

doctor. An Anerican doctor pays us a visit here once
every three

nonths. In the neantine, we have a pharnmacist for m nor
aches and

pains." He picked up a formfromthe desk. "Just sign
this, and he's on

his way."

"Very well." Mary signed the paper. She wal ked over to

t he young marine

and took his hand in hers. "You're going to be fine , she
said softly.

"Just fine."

Two hours later the marine was on a plane to Frankfurt.

MARY SPENT EVERY possi bl e MOVENT she could with the
children. They did

a lot of sight-seeing. There were dozens of museuns and
ol d churches to

visit, but for the children the highlight was the trip to
Dracul a's

castle in Brasoy, located in the heart of Transylvania, a
hundred mi | es

from Buchar est .

"The, count The count was really a prince,"” Florian

expl ai ned on the drive

up. nnce Vlad Tepes. He was the great hero who stopped
t he Turki sh
i nvasi on. "

"I thought he just sucked blood and killed people,” Tim

sai d.

Fl ori an nodded. "Yes. Unfortunately, after the war

VI ad' s power went

to his head. He becane a dictator, and he inpaled his
eneni es on

stakes. The | egend grew that he was a vanpire. An

I ri shman naned Bram

St oker wote a book based on the | egend. A silly book, but



it has done
wonders for tourism"

Bran Castle was a huge stone nonunent high in the
nount ai ns. They

clinbed the steep stone steps |leading to the castle and
went into a

| ow- cei linged room contai ning guns and ancient artifacts.

"This is where Count Dracula nurdered his victins and
drank their
bl ood," the guide said in a sepul chral voi ce.

The room was danp and eerie. A spiderweb brushed across
Tims face.

"I"'mnot scared or anything,"” he said to his nother, "but
can we get out

of here?"

EVERY norni ng when Mary rode to work, she noticed | ong

| i nes of people

outside the gates waiting to get into the consul ar section
of the

enbassy. She had taken it for granted that they were
people with m nor

probl ens they hoped the consul could solve. But one
norni ng she went to

the window to take a cl oser | ook, and the expressions she
saw on their

faces conpelled her to go into Mke's office.

"Who are all those people waiting in |ine outside?"

M ke wal ked with her to his window "They' re nostly
Romani an Jews.
They're waiting to file applications for visas."

"But there's an Israeli enbassy in Bucharest."

"They think there's |l ess of a chance of the Remani an
security people

finding out their intention if they cone to us. They're
wrong, of

course." He pointed out the wi ndow. "That apartnent house



has sever al
flats filled with agents using tel escopic |enses,

phot ogr aphi ng everybody who goes in -and out of the
enbassy. "

"That's terriblel"”

"That's the way they play the gane. Wien a Jewish famly
applies for a

visa to emgrate, they lose their green job cards and
they' re thrown out

of their apartnents. Then it takes three to four years
before the

governnent will tell them whether they' Il even get their
exit papers,

and the answer is usually no."

"Can't we do sonething about it?"

“"We try all the time. But lonescu enjoys playing a

cat - andnouse gane

with the Jews. Very few of themare ever allowed to | eave
the country.”

Mary | ooked out at the expressions of hopel essness on
their faces.
"There has to be a way,"

she sai d.

"Don't break your heart," Mke told her, handing her a nug
of coffee.

What a cold nman, Mary thought. | wonder if anything ever
touches him

|"'mgoing to do sonething to help the Jews, she prom sed
hersel f.

M ke sat down at his desk. "There's a Remani an fol k dance
company

openi ng tonight. They're supposed to be pretty good.
Wuld you like to

go?"

Mary was taken by surprise. The last thing she had



expected was for
Mke to invite her out.

And now, even nore incredibly, she found herself saying
yes.

"Good." M ke handed her a small envel ope. "Here are three
tickets. You

can take Beth and Tim courtesy of the Romani ari
government. W get

tickets to nost of their openings."”

Mary stood there, her face flushed, feeling |like a fool.
"Thank you, "
she said stiffly.

“I'"'l'l have Florian pick ypu up at eight o'clock."

BETH and Timwere not interested in going to the theater.
Bet h had

invited a schoolmate for dinner. "It's ny Italian
friend," she said.

"To tell you the truth, |1've never really cared nmuch for
fol k danci ng, "

Ti m added.

Mary | aughed. "I'Il let you two off the hook this tine."

She wondered if the children were as |onely as she was.
She t hought

about whom she could invite to go with her, nmentally
runni ng down the

list: Colonel MKinney, jerry Davis, Harriet Kruger.
There was no one

she really wanted to be with. 1'Il go al one, she deci ded.

The folk theater, anornate relic of nore tranquil tines,
was on Rasodi a

Roman, a bustling street filled with snall stands selling
fl owners,

pl astic slippers, blouses, and pens. The entertai nnent
was boring, the

costunes tawdry, and the dancers awkward. The show seened



I nt erm nabl e,

and when it was finally over, Mary was glad to escape into
the fresh

night air. Florian was standing by the |linbusine, in

front of the

t heater.

"' mafraid there will be a delay, Madam Anbassador. A
flat tire. And

a thief has stolen the spare. | have sent for one. It

shoul d be here
in the next hour. Wuld you like to wait in the car?"

Mary | ooked up at the full noon. The evening was crisp
and cl ear. She

realized she had not taken a walk in the nonth since she
had arrived in

Bucharest. "I think I'll wal k back."

She turned and started down the street toward the central
square.

Bucharest was a fascinating, exotic city. Even at this

| at e hour nost

of the shops were open, and there were queues at all of
them Coffee

shops were serving gogoage, the delicious Romani an
doughnuts. The

si dewal ks were crowded with | ate-night shoppers carrying
pungi, the

string shopping bags. It seenmed to Mary that the people
wer e om nously

qui et. They were staring at her, the wonen avidly eyeing
her cl ot hes.

She began to wal k faster. Wen she reached a street
call ed Cal ea

Victorier, she stopped, unsure of which direction to take.
She said to

a passerby, "Excuse ne-" He gave her a quick, frightened
| ook and

hurried off.

How was she, going to get back? It seened to her that the
resi dence was
somewhere to the east. She began wal king in that



direction. Soon she

was on a small, dimy |lit side street. In the fat
di stance she coul d
see a broad, well-lit boulevard. | can get a taxi there,

Mary thought
wth relief.

There was the sound of heavy footsteps behind her, and she
turned. A

| arge man in an overcoat was com ng toward her

"Excuse ne,"
accent .

the man called out in a heavy Renmani an

"Are you | ost?"

She was filled with relief He was probably a policenan.
"Yes," she said
gratefully. "I want to go back to-"

There was the sudden roar of a car racing up behind her
and then the

squeal of brakes. The pedestrian in the overcoat grabbed
Mary. She

could snell his hot, fetid breath and feel his fat fingers
brui si ng her

wist. He started pushing her toward the open door of the
ear. "GCet

in'" the man grow ed.

"No!," Mary was fighting to break free, and scream ng,
"Hel p! Help ne!"

There was a shout from across the street, and a figure
came racing

toward them The man who had accosted her stopped, unsure
of what to

do.

The stranger yelled, "Let go of her!" He grabbed the nan
i n the overcoat

and pulled himaway from Mary. She found hersel f suddenly
free.



The man behi nd the wheel got out of the car to help his
acconplice, but

then fromthe far distance canme the sound of an
approaching siren, and

the two nmen | eaped into the car and it sped away.

A bl ue-and-white car with the word mlitia on the side and
a flashing

light on top pulled up in front of Mary. Two men in

uni form hurried

out. In Remani an one of them asked, "Are you all right?"
And then in

hal ti ng English, "Wat happened?”

Mary was fighting to get herself under control. "Two nen.
They-t hey

tr-tried to force ne into their car. If-if it hadn't been
for this
gent | eman-

She turned around. But the stranger was gone.

MARY fought all night [ong, struggling to escape the nen,
waking in a

panic, falling back to sleep and waki ng agai n. She kept
reliving the

scene. Had they known who she was? O were they nerely
trying to rob a

tourist?

Wen Mary arrived at her office, Mke Slade was waiting
for her as

usual . He brought in two cups of coffee and sat down
across from her.

The coffee was delicious, and she realized that having
.coffee with M ke

had becone a norning ritual.

"How was the theater?" he asked.
"Fine." The rest was none of his business.
"Did you get hurt when they tried to kidnap you?"

"l1- How do you know about that?"



H s voice was filled with irony. "Madam Anbassador,
Remania is one big

open secret. It wasn't very clever of you to go for a
stroll by

yoursel f."

"I maware of that now It won't happen again."”
"Good." His tone was brisk.,"Did they take anythi ng?"
n m' n

He frowned. "It makes no sense. If they had wanted your
coat or purse,

t hey coul d have taken them -fromyou on the street.
Trying. to force

you into a car neans it was a ki dnapping."”

"Who woul d want to kidnap ne?"

"I't wouldn't have been lonescu's nmen. He's trying to keep
our relations

on an even keel. It would have to be sone dissident
group."” He took a

sip of his coffee. "May | give you sone advice?"

“I"'mlistening."
"Go hone."
n W]at ?Il

M ke Sl ade put down the cup. "Send in a letter of
resi gnati on, pack up
your Kkids, and go back to Kansas', where you'll be safe.”

Mary could feel her face getting red. "M . Slade, | nade

a m st ake.

It's not the first one |I've nade, and it probably won't be
the | ast one.

But | was appointed to this post by the President of the
United States,

and until he fires nme, | don't want you or anyone el se
telling me to go



home." She fought to keep control of her voice. "I expect
the people in

this enbassy to work with me, not against ne. If That's
too nmuch for

you to handl e, why don't you go hone?"

M ke Sl ade stood up. "I'Il see that the norning reports
are put on your
desk, Madam Anbassador."

The attenpted ki dnappi ng was the sol e topic of
conversation at the

enbassy that norning. How had everyone found out? Mary
wonder ed. And

how had M ke Sl ade found out? Mary w shed she coul d have
| ear ned the

name of her rescuer so that she could thank him In the
qui ck glinpse

she had had of him she had gotten the inpression of an
attractive man,

probably in his early forties. He had had a foreign
accent.

An idea started to gnaw at Mary, and it was hard to

di sm ss. The only

person she knew of who wanted to get rid of her was M ke
Sl ade. What if

he had set up the attack to frighten her into | eaving? He
had gi ven her

the theater tickets. He had known where she woul d be.

THERE was a cocktail party at the French enbassy that
eveni ng i n honor

of a visiting French concert pianist. Mary was tired and
nervous, but

she knew she had to go.

When she arrived, the enbassy was al ready crowded wth
guests. As she

was exchangi ng pl easantries with the anbassador . She
caught sight of the

stranger who had rescued her fromthe kidnappers. He was
standing in a

corner talking to the Italian anbassador and his ai de.



"Pl ease excuse ne," Mary said, and noved Across the room
t oward her
rescuer.

He was saying, "OF course | mss Paris, but | hope-" He
broke off as he
saw Mary approaching. "Ah, the lady in distress.”

"You know each other?" the Italian anmbassador asked. "W
haven't been

officially introduced,” Mary replied. "Madam Anbassador,
may | present

Dr. Louis Desforges.™

The expression on the Frenchman's face changed. "Madam
Anbassador ? |

beg your pardon! | had no idea." H's voice was filled with
enbarrassnent. "1 shoul d have recogni zed you."

"You did better than that." Mary smled. "You saved ne."

The Italian anbassador | ooked at the doctor and said, "Ahl
So you were

the one." He turned to Mary. "I, heard about your
unfortunate

experience. "

"I't would have been unfortunate if Dr. Desforges hadn't
come al ong.

Thank you."

Louis Desforges smled. "I'mhappy that I was in the
right place at the

right tinme."

The anbassador saw an English contingent enter and said,
“I'f you will
excuse us, there is soneone we have to see."”

He and his aide hurried off. Mary was alone with the
doct or.

"Why did you run away when the police cane?" she asked.



He studied her a nonent. "It is not good policy to get
i nvol ved with

the ] Remani an police. They have a way of arresting

W t nesses, then

punping themfor information. |I'ma doctor attached to
t he French

enbassy here, and | don't have diplomatic enununity. |
do, however,

know a great deal about what goes on at our enbassy."”

He smled. "So forgive me if | seened to desert you."

There was a directness about himthat was very appeali ng.
I n sone way

that Mary could not define, he rem nded her of Edward.
Per haps because

Loui s Desforges was a doctor. But no, it was nore than
that. He had

t he sanme openness that Edward had had, al nost the sane
sm | e.

“I'f you'll excuse ne,"
becone a

soci al ani mal ."

Dr. Desforges said, "I nust go and

"You don't like parties?"
He wi nced. "l despise them™
"Does your wi fe enjoy thenP"

"Yes, she did. Very nmuch." He hesitated, then said, "She
and our two
children are dead."

Mary paled. "Ch, I'mso sorry. How H's face was rigid.

"I bl ane

nyself. We were living in Algeria. | was in the

under ground, fighting

the terrorists.” H s words becane slow and halting. "They
found out ny

Identity and bl ew away the house. | was away at the
tine."



"I mso sorry," Mary said again. Hopel ess, inadequate
wor ds.

"There is a cliche that time heals everything. | no

| onger believe it."

Hi s voice was bitter. He | ooked at her and said, "If you
w |l excuse

me, Madam Anbassador." He turned and wal ked over to greet
a group of

arriving guests.

He does remind ne a little of Edward, Mary thought again.
He's a brave

man. He's in a lot of pain, . and | think That's what
draws nme to him

["'min pain too. WIIl | ever get over nissing you,
Edward? It's so

| onely here.

THE follow ng day Mary could not get Dr. Louis Desforges
out of her

m nd. He had saved her |ife and then di sappeared. She
was gl ad she had

found himagain. On an i npul se she bought a beauti ful
silver bowl for

himand had it sent to the French enbassy. It was a snall
enough gesture

after what he had done.

That afternoon Dr. Desforges tel ephoned. "Good

af ternoon, Madam

Anbassador. " The phrase sounded delightful in his French
accent. "I

called to thank you for your thoughtful gift. | assure
you that it was
unnecessary. | was delighted that | was able to be of

sonme service."
"It was nore than just sone service," Mary told him
There was a pause. "Wuld you-" He stopped.

"Yes?" Mary pronpt ed.



"Nothing, really." He sounded suddenly shy. "I was
wondering if you

m ght care to have dinner with ne one evening, but | know
how busy you

nmust be and-"

"woul d |l ove to," Mary said quickly.

"Real ly? Are you free tonorrow ni ght?"

"I have a party at six, but we could go after that."
"Ah, splendid."

They agreed to neet at the Taru Restaurant at eight
o' cl ock.

IN THE | i nousine on the way to the restaurant the next
eveni ng Mary

asked Florian to stop at the enbassy. She had left a silk
scarf in her

office and wanted to pick it up.

@Qunny was on duty at the desk. He stood at attention and
sal uted her.

Mary went up the stairs to her office and turned on the

i ght. She

stood there, frozen. On the wall soneone had sprayed in

red paint GO

HOVE BEFORE YOQU DI E. She backed out of the room

whi te-faced, and ran

down to the | obby. "Gunny. Wh-who's been in nmy office?"

she demanded.

"Why, no one that | know of, ma'am"”

"Let nme see your roster sheet." She tried to keep her
voi ce from
guaveri ng.

"Yes, ma'am " @unny pulled out the visitors' access sheet
and handed it
to her. Each nane had the tinme of entry listed after it.



She started at

five thirty, the time she had left the office, and scanned
the |ist.

There were a dozen nanes.

Mary | ooked up at the marine guard. "Were all the people
on this |ist
escorted to the offices they visited?"

"Al ways, Madam Anbassador. No one goes up to the second
fl oor w thout
an escort. |Is sonething wong?"

Sonet hi ng was very w ong.

Mary said, "Please send sonmeone to ny office to paint out
t hat obscenity
on the wall."

She turned and hurried outside, afraid she was going to be
si ck.

DR. Loui s DESFORCES was waiting for Mary when she arrived
.at the

restaurant. He stood up as she approached the table.

"' msorry I'mlate."
wi shed she had

not conme. She pressed her hands together to keep them
fromtrenbling.

Mary tried to sound nornmal. She

“"Are you all right?"

"Yes," she said. "I'mfine.
think I'd like
a straight Scotch, please.”

Go hone before you die. "l

The doctor ordered drinks, then said, "It can't be easy
bei ng an

anbassador in this country-especially for a woman.
Remani ans are nal e

chauvi ni sts, you know. "

Mary forced a smle. "Tell me about yourself " Anything



to take her
m nd off the threat.

"I amafraid there is not much to tell that is exciting."

"You nentioned that you fought in the underground in
Al geri a. That
sounds exciting."

He shrugged. "We live in terrible tines. | believe that
every man mnust

ri sk sonmething so that in the end he does not have to risk
everyt hi ng.

The terrorist situation is literally that-terrifying. W
must put an end

toit." His voice was filled w th passion.

He's |i ke Edward, Mary thought. Edward was al ways
passi onat e about his
bel i ef s.

“If I had known that the price would be the lives of ny
famly-" He

stopped. Hi s knuckl es were white against the table.
"Forgive ne. |

did not bring you here to tal k about ny troubles. Let ne
recommend t he

| amb. They do it very well here.”

He ordered dinner and a bottle of wi ne, and they talked.
Mary began to

relax, to forget the frightening warning painted in red.
She was finding

it surprisingly easy to talk to this attractive Frenchman.
In an odd

way it was like talking to Edward. It was amazi ng how she
and Loui s

shared so many of the sane beliefs and felt the sane way
about so nmany

things. Louis Desforges was born in a small town in
France, and Mary

was born in a small town in Kansas, thousands of mles
apart, and yet

t heir backgrounds were simlar. H's father had been a



farmer and had
scrinped and saved to send Louis to a nedical school in
Pari s.

"My father was a wonderful nman, Madam Anbassador."
"Mary."

"Thank you, Mary."

She sm|ed. "You' re wel cone, Louis."

Mary wondered what his personal life was |ike. He was
handsone and

intelligent. "Have you thought of getting married agai n?"
She coul d not

bel i eve she had asked himthat.

He shook his head. "No. My wife was a remarkabl e woman.
No one coul d
ever replace her."

That's how | feel about Edward, Mary thought. And yet it
was not really

a question of replacing a beloved one. It was finding
someone new to

share things wth.

Louis was saying, "So when | was offered the opportunity,

| thought it

woul d be interesting to visit Remania." He |owered his
voi ce. "l

confess | feel an evilness about this country. Not the
peopl e. They

are |lovely. But the governnent is everything | despise.
There is no

freedom here for anyone.
no one could

overhear. "l shall be glad when ny tour of duty is over
and | can

return to France.”

He gl anced around to make sure

Wt hout thinking, Mary heard herself saying, "There are
sone people who



think I should go hone."
"l beg your pardon?”

And suddenly Mary found herself telling himabout the
pai nt scrawl on
her office wall.

"But that is horrible! You have no idea who did this?"
mn m' mn

Louis said, "May | make an inpertinent confession? Since
| found out

who you were, | have been asking questions. Everyone who
knows you is

very inpressed with you."

She was listening to himwth intense interest.

"You have brought here an inage of America that is
beautiful and

intelligent and warm |f you believe in what you are
doi ng, then you

must fight for it. You nust stay. Do not |et anyone
frighten you

away." It was just what Edward woul d have sai d.

THE follow ng norning M ke Sl ade brought in two cups of
coffee. He

nodded at the wall where the nessage had been painted. "I
hear soneone

has been spraying graffiti on your walls."

"Yes. Have they found out who did it?"
M ke took a sip of coffee. "No. | went through the
visitors' list

nysel f Everyone is accounted for."

"That nmeans it nust have been soneone here in the
enbassy. "

"Either that, or soneone managed to sneak in past the



guards. "

"Do you believe that?"

M ke put down his coffee cup. "Nope."

"Neither do I."

"What exactly did it say?"

"' G hone before you die."" He nmade no comment.
"Who would want to kill nme?"

"I don't know. But we're doing everything we can to track
down whoever

it is. Inthe neantine, |'ve arranged for a marine guard
to be posted

out si de your door at night."

"M. Slade, | would appreciate a straight answer. Do you
think 1"'min
any real danger?"

He studi ed her thoughtfully. "Madam Anbassador, they,
assassi nat ed

Abr ahwn Li ncol n, John Kennedy, Martin Luther King, and
Marin Goza.

We're all vul nerable. The answer to your question is
yes."

THREE days | ater Mary had dinner again with Dr. Louis
Desforges. He

seened nore relaxed with her this time, and al t hough the
core of sadness

she sensed within himwas still there, he took pains to be
attentive and

anmusi ng. Mary wondered if he felt the sane attraction
toward her that

she felt toward him

After dinner when Louis took Mary back to the residence,
she asked,
"Would you like to cone in?"



"Thank you," he said. "I would."

The children were downstairs doing their honmework, and
Mary introduced
themto Louis.

He bent down before Beth and said, "May |?" And he put his
arnms around

her and hugged her. He straightened up. "One of ny

little girls was

t hree years younger than you. The other one was about

your age. |'d

like to think they would have grown up to be as pretty as
you are,

Bet h. "

Beth smled. "Thank you. Were are-"

"woul d you all |ike sonme hot chocol ate?" Mary asked
hastily.

The four of themsat in the huge kitchen drinking the hot
chocol ate and
t al ki ng.

The children were utterly enchanted with Louis. He
focused entirely on

them telling themstories and anecdotes and j okes unti l
he had them

roaring with | aughter.

It was al nost m dni ght when Mary | ooked at her watch.
"Ch, no! You
children shoul d have been in bed hours ago. Scoot."

Timwent over to Louis. "WIIl you cone see us agai n?"
"I hope so, Tim"

Mary saw Louis to the door. He took her hand in his.
"They're

beautiful children.” H's voice was husky. "I won't try to
tell you what



this evening has neant to ne, Mary."

"' mglad." She was | ooking into his eyes, and she felt
hi m nmovi ng
toward her. She raised her |ips.

"Good night, Mary." And he was gone.

DAvm Vi ctor, the commerce consul, hurried into Mary's
office. "I have

some very bad news. | just got a tip that President

| onescu is going to

approve a contract with Argentina for a mllion and a half
tons of corn,

and with Brazil for half a mllion tons of soybeans. W
were counting

heavily on their buying fromus."

"How far have the negotiations gone?"

"They're al nost concluded. W've been shut out. | was
about to send a
cabl e to Washi ngton-wi th your approval, of course."

"Hold off a bit,"” Mary said. "I want to think about it."

"You won't get President |oneseu to change his m nd.
Believe ne, |'ve
tried every argunent | could think of."

"Then we have nothing to lose if | give it atry." She
buzzed her
secretary. "Dorothy, get nme the presidential palace."

ALExonmRos | onescu invited Mary to the pal ace for |unch.
As she entered

she was greeted at the door by Nicu, his fourteenyear-old
son. He was a

handsome boy, tall for his age, with beautiful black eyes
and a flawl ess

conpl exi on.

"Good afternoon, Madsen Anbassador,” he said. "I am N cu.
Wel cone to



t he pal ace. | have heard very nice things about you."
"Thank you. |'m pleased to hear that, N cu."
“I ' wll tell my father you have arrived."

MARY AND | ONESCU SAT ACRGCss from each other in the form

di ni ng room

just the two of them The President had been drinking and
was in a

mell ow nood. He it a Snogoy, the vile-snelling Remani an

cigarette.

"M; President," said Mary, "I was eager to neet with you,
because there
is sonething inmportant | would |like to discuss with you."

| onescu al nost | aughed al oud. He knew exactly why she had
conme. The

Americans wished to sell himcorn and soybeans, but they
were too | ate.

The Anerican anbassador woul d go away enpty-handed this
time. Too bad.

Such an attracti veworman.

"Yes?" he said innocently.
"I want to talk to you about sister cities."
| onescu blinked. "I beg your pardon?"

"Sister cities. You know, |like San Francisco and Osaka,
Los Angel es and
Bonbay, Washi ngton and Bangkok.

"-don't understand. \What does that have to do with-"

"M. President, it occurred to ne that you coul d get
headl i nes all over

the world if you nade Bucharest a sister city of sone
Anerican city. It

woul d get al nbst as nuch attention as President Ellison's
peopl e-t o- people plan."



He said cautiously, "A sister city with a city in the
United States? It
is an interesting idea. What would it involve?"

"Mostly, wonderful publicity for you. You would be a
hero. It would be

your idea. You would pay the city a visit. A delegation
from Kansas

Cty would pay you a visit."

Kansas City?"

"That's just a suggestion, of course. Kansas City is
M ddl e Aneri ca.

There are farnmers there, |ike your farners. M.

Presi dent, your nane

will be on everyone's lips. No one in Europe has thought
of doi ng

this."

He sat there, silent. "I- | would naturally have to give

this a great
deal of thought."

“"Naturally."
"Kansas City, Kansas, and Bucharest, Renania." He nodded.
"W are a nuch

| arger city, of course.”

"OF course. Bucharest would be the big sister.”

"I must admit it is a very intriguing idea." Your nane
will be on
everyone's lips. "lIs there any chance of a rejection from

t he Aneri can
si de?" |l oneseu asked.

"Absol utely none. | can guarantee it."

He sat there reflecting. "Wien would this go into
ef fect?"

"Just as soon as you're ready to announce it. |['Il handle



our end."

| onescu thought. of sonething else. "W could set up a
trade exchange

Wi th our sister city. Remania has many things to sell.
Tel | e, what

crops does Kansas grow?"

"Anmong ot her things,"
soybeans. "

Mary said quietly, "corn and

"You really made the deal ? You actually fool ed hinf"
David Vi ctor asked
I ncr edul ously.

"Not for a mnute,"”
| was after.

He just |iked the package | wapped it in. You can go in
and cl ose the

deal. He's already rehearsing his tel evision speech."

Mary assured him "l oneseu knew what

VWHEN St ant on Rogers heard the news, he tel ephoned Mary.
"You're a

genius." He | aughed. "W thought we'd |ost that deal. How
in the world

did you do it?"

"Ego," Mary said. "His."

"The President asked ne to tell you what a really great
j ob you're doing

over there, Mary."

"Thank himfor ne, Stan."

"I will. By the way, the President and | are |eaving for
China in a few

weeks. If you need ne, you can get in touch with ne.

t hrough ny office.”

"Have a wonderful trip."

Chapter N ne



OVER the swiffly noving weeks the dancing March w nds had
given way to

spring and then sumer. Trees and fl owers bl ossoned
everywhere in

Bucharest, and the parks were green.

In Buenos Aires, it was wnter. Wien Neusa Miez returned
to her

apartnment, it was the mddle of the night. The tel ephone
was ringing.

" g( 7"

It was the gringo fromthe United States.

“"May | speak with Angel ?"

"Angel no here, senor. Wa' you wan'?"

"Tell Angel | need himfor a contract in Bucharest."
"Budapes' ?"

The Controller found his irritation nmounting. "Bucharest.
Romani a.

Tell himlt's a five-mllion-dollar contract. He has to
be i n Buchar est

by the end of June. That's three weeks fromnow. Do you
have t hat ?"

"Wait a mnute. I'mwitin' . Ckay. How many people
Angel gotta kil

for five mllion dollars?"

"Alot. . . ."

THE daily long lines in front of the enbassy continued to
di sturb Mary.
She discussed it again with M ke S| ade.

"There nust be sonething we can do to hel p those people
get out of the
country. "



"Everything's been tried," Mke assured her. "W've
applied pressure,

we' ve offered to sweeten the noney pot.... lonescu
refuses to cut a
deal . "

“I"'mgoing to have another talk with him™"
"Good | uck."

Mary asked Dorothy Stone to set up an appointnment with the
dictator. A

few mnutes |ater the secretary wal ked into Mary's office.
"I"msorry,

Madun Anbassador. Sonething weird is going on at the

presi denti al

pal ace. lonescu isn't seeing anybody. In fact, no one

can even get

in."

"Dorothy," Mary said, "see if you can find out Wat's
going on there."

An hour |ater Dorothy reported back. "They're keeping it
very
hush- hush. |onescu's son is dying."

Mary was aghast. "N cu? What happened?”

"He has botulism poi soning. There was an epidem c in East
Germany a few

nont hs ago. Apparently Nicu visited there and soneone
gave hi m sone

canned food as a gift. He ate sone of it yesterday."

"But there's an antiserumfor botulism™ Mary excl ai ned.

"The European countries are out of it The epidemc used it
up. n

“Ch, ny God."

When Dorothy left the office, Mary sat there thinking, It,
m ght be too



| ate, but still ... She renmenbered how cheerful and happy
young Ni cu

was. He was fourteen years old-only two years ol der than
Bet h. She

pressed the intercombutton. "Dorothy, get ne Walter Reed
hospital in

Maryl and. "

Five mnutes |ater she was speaking to the director.

"Yes, Madam Anbassador. We do have an antiserum for

bot ul i sm poi soni ng,

and 1'll be happy to supply sonme. But botulism poi soning
wor ks very

rapidly. I'mafraid that by the time it gets there .

“I''l'l arrange for it to get here. just have it ready.
Thank you."

Ten minutes |ater Mary was speaking to air force general
Ral ph Zukor, in

Washi ngt on.

"Good norning, Madam Anbassador. Well, this is an
unexpect ed pl easure.

My wife and | are big fans of yours. How are-"

"General, | need a favor. | need your fastest jet."

"1 beg your pardon?"

"I need a jet to fly some serumto Bucharest right away.

Can you do

it?"

"Well, yes. But first you'll have to get approval from
the Secretary of

Def ense. There are requisition fornms to fill out."

Mary |istened, seething. "Ceneral, a boy's |life is at
stake. He

happens to be the son of the President of Remania. If
that boy dies



because sone formhasn't been filled out, I"mgoing to
call the biggest

press conference you' ve ever seen. And |I'll let you
explain why you | et

| onescu's son die."

"I"msorry, but I can't possibly authorize an operation
like this
wi t hout an approval fromthe Wiite House. |f-"

Mary snapped, "Then, get it. The serumw || be delivered
to Andrews Air
Force Base. And Ceneral ... every single mnute counts."

She hung up and sat there, silently praying.
General Zukor's aide said, "Wat was that all about, sir?"

"The anbassador expects ne to send up an SR-71 to fly sone
serumto

Remania. It's ridiculous. But we mght as well cover

oursel ves, Get ne

St anton Rogers."

Five mnutes |ater the general was speaking to the
President's foreign

affairs adviser. "l just wanted to go on record with you
t hat the

request was nmade, and | naturally refused. If-"

Stanton Rogers said, "Ceneral, how soon can you have an
SR-71 airborne?"

“I'n ten mnutes, but-"

Ilmit.ll

Ni cu | onescu' s nervous system had been affected. He |ay

i n bed,

di soriented, sweating and pale, attached to a respirator.
There were

three doctors at his bedside.

Presi dent | onescu strode into the room "Wat's



happeni ng?"
" Your Excellency, we have conmuni cated with our
col | eagues all over

Eastern and Western Europe. There is no antiseamleft.”

"What about the United States?”

The doctor shrugged. "By the tinme we could arrange for
sonmeone to fly
t he serum here.
woul d be too

| ate. "

He paused delicately. "I'mafraid it

| onescu picked up his son's hand. "You're not going to
die," he said,
weeping. "You're not going to die."

AN A= helicopter delivered the antibotulismsenm packed
inice, to

Andrews Air Force Base. Three minutes later the SR-7]L
was in the air,

on a northeast headi ng.

The SR-71-the U S. Air Force's fastest supersonic
jet-flies at three

times the speed of sound. It slowed down once to refuel
over the md

Atl antic. The plane- made the five-thousand-mle flight
to Bucharest in

alittle over two and a half hours.

Col onel McKinney was waiting at the airport for the serum
An ar ny
escort cleared the way to the presidential pal ace.

MARY had rermained in her office all night, getting
up-to-the mnute

reports. At six a.m MKinney tel ephoned. "They gave
t he boy the

serum The doctors say he's going to live."

"Ch, thank God!™"



Two days | ater a di anond-and-eneral d neckl ace was
delivered to Mary's
office with a note: "I can never thank you enough.
Al exandros | onescu. "

"I don't believe this!" Dorothy exclai mred when she saw t he
neckl ace. "It
must have cost half a mllion dollars!"

"At least,"” Mary said. "Return it."
The follow ng norning President |onescu sent for Mary.
When she arrived, an aide said, "The President is waiting

for you in his
of fice."

"May | see Nicu first?"
"Yes, of course." He |led her upstairs.
Ni cu was in bed reading. He | ooked up as Mary entered.

" Good norni ng,
Madam Anbassador . ”

"Good norning, Ncu."
"My father told ne what you did. I wish to thank you."

"I couldn't let you die. I'msaving you for Beth one
day. "

Ni cu | aughed. "Bring her over, and we'll talk about it.

Presi dent lonescu was waiting downstairs for Mary. He
said wthout
preanble, "You returned ny gift."

"Yes, Your Excellency."”

He indicated a chair. "Sit down." He studied her. "You
saved ny son's
life. | nust give you sonething." " Mary said, "I don't
make trades for



children's |ives.

"You nust want sonething! Nanme your price."

Mary said, "Your Excellency, there is no price. | have
two chil dren of
nmy owmn. | know how you nust feel."

He cl osed his eyes for a nonment. "Do you? Nicu is ny
only son. If

anyt hi ng had happened to him" He stopped, unable to go
on.

"I went up to see him He looks fine. If there's nothing
el se, Your

Excel |l ency, | have an appoi ntnent.'
to | eave.

She rose and started

"Waitl You will not accept a G FT but-"

“"No. |'ve explained-', lonesCu held up a hand. "All
right, all right."

He thought for a nonment. "If you were to make a w sh
what woul d you

wi sh for?

Anyt hing you want."

Mary stood there studying his face. Finally she said, "I
wi sh that the

restriction on the Jews waiting to | eave Remani a coul d be
lifted."

"I see." lonescu was still for a long tine before he

| ooked up at Mary.

"It shall be done. They will not all be allowed out, of
course, but |

wll make it easier.”

When the announcenent was made public two days later, Mary
recei ved a

tel ephone call from President Ellison hinmself "I thought I
was sending a

di plomat, and I got a mracl e worker.



Congratul ati ons, Mary, on everything you' ve done over
t here. ™

"Thank you, M. President." She hung up, feeling a warm
gl ow.

| N CELEBRATI ON of her diplomatic coup Louis invited Mary
to a candlelit

dinner in the rooftop restaurant at the Hotel

I ntercontinental. They

saw each ot her whenever possible now, and nore and nore
Mary had cone to

rely on himas an island of strength and, sanity. Before
t hey parted

that night, Mary found herself accepting an invitation to
go away to the

mountains with Louis the foll ow ng weekend.

Once she got into bed, she lay in the dark talking to
Edwar d: Darli ng,

"1l always, always |ove you, but it's tine | started a
new life. You'll

al ways be a part of that |life, but there has to be soneone
el se too.

Louis isn't you, but he's Louis. He's strong, and he's
good, and he's

brave. That's as close as | can cone to havi ng you.

Pl ease under st and,

Edward. Pl ease....

"JULy is just around the corner," Harriet Kruger told
Mary. "In the

past the wnbassador always gave a Fourth of July party for
t he Anericans

living in Bucharest. If you'd prefer not to-"

"No. | think it's a lovely idea."
"Fine. I'll take care of all the arrangenents. A |ot of
fl ags,

bal | oons, an orchestra-the works."

"Sounds wonderful. Thank you, Harriet."



A big party would eat into the residence's expense
account, but it would

be worth it. The truth is, Mary thought, | mss hone.
She had been

here for only four nonths, but it seenmed an eternity.

junction Gty had neant peace and security, an easy,
friendly way of

life. Here, there was fear and terror and a death threat
scrawl ed on

her office wall in red paint. Suddenly Mary felt a sharp
pang of

| onel i ness, a sense of being totally isolated from her
roots, adrift in

an alien and dangerous | and. Then she thought about
Loui s, and the

| onel i ness began to di sappear.

MARY WAS HAVI NG HER USUAL norning coffee with M ke Sl ade,
di scussing the
day' s agenda.

When they finished, he said, "I've been hearing mors
about you. It
seens that you're seeing a |ot of Dr. Desforges.”

Mary felt a flare of anger. "Who | see is no one's
busi ness. "

"I beg to differ with you, Madam Anbassador. The State
Departnent has a

strict rule against getting involved with foreigners, and
t he doctor is

a foreigner. He al so happens to be an eneny agent."

Mary was al nost too stunned to speak. "That's absurd!"

"Thi nk about how you nmet him" M ke suggested. "The
danmsel in distress

and the knight in shining arnor. That's the ol dest trick
in the world.

|'ve used it nyself."



"l don't care what you've done," Mary retorted. "He's
worth a dozen of

you. He fought against terrorists in Algeria, and they
mur dered his

wife and children.”

Mke said mldly, "That's interesting. |'ve been
exam ni ng his dossier.
Your doctor never had a wife or children."

THEY stopped for lunch at Tim SSoara, on their way up to
t he Car pat hi an

Mount ai ns. The inn was decorated in the period atnosphere
of a nedi eval

wi ne cel |l ar.

"The specially of the house is gone,” Louis told Mary. "I
woul d suggest
t he veni son."

"Fine." she had never eaten venison. It was delicious.
There was an

air of confidence about Louis, a quiet strength that gave
Mary a feeling

of security.

After lunch they started out again. They passed farners
driving
primtive honmemade wagons, and caravans of Gypsies.

Louis was a skillful driver. Mary studied himas he

drove. He's an

eneny agent. She did not believe Mke Slade. Every
instinct told her

he was |ying. She trusted Louis. No one could have faked
the enotion |

saw on his face when he was playing with the children, she
t hought .

The air was getting noticeably thinner and cool er. The
nmount ai ns ahead

| ooked |i ke pictures she had seen of the Swiss Al ps, their
peaks covered

by msts and icy clouds the color of steel.



It was | ate afternoon when they reached their destination,
Sio plea, a

| ovel y nmountain resort built like a mniature chal et.
Their suite had a

confortable living room sinply furnished, a bedroom a
bat hroom and a

terrace wth a breathtaking view of the nountains.

"For the first time inny life"-Louis sighed-"1 w sh
were a painter."”

"It is a beautiful view
He noved closer to her. "No. | wish | could paint you."

He took her in his arnms and held her tightly. She buried
her head

agai nst his chest, and then Louis's |ips were on hers, and
she forgot

everything except what was happening to her. He |ed her
to the bed.

There was a frantic need in her for sonmeone to reassure
her, to protect

her, to let her know that she was no | onger al one. She
needed to be one

with him...

After a long, long tinme they lay contented. She nestled
in his strong

arns, and they tal ked.

"It's so strange,"
Si nce Renee and
the children were killed, |1've been a ghost, wandering
around |l ost."

Louis said. "I feel whol e again.

"I"ve felt hel pless too. Edward was ny unbrella, and when
it died and
he wasn't there to protect ne, | nearly drowned."

It was al nost perfect. Al nbst. Because there was a
question Mary dared
not ask: Did you have a wife and children? The nonent she



asked t hat

question, she knew everything between them woul d be over
forever. Louis

woul d never forgive her for doubting him Curse M ke

Sl ade, she

t hought .

Loui s was wat chi ng her. "Wat are you thinking about ?"
“Not hi ng, darling."

Saturday they went on a tramto a nountain peak. In the
eyeni ng they

drove to Eintrul, a rustic restaurant in the. npuntains,
where they had

dinner in a large roomthat had an open fireplace mith a
roaring fire.

There were hunting trophies on the wall, and through the
w ndows t hey

could | ook at the snow covered hills outside. A perfect
setting, with

t he perfect conpanion.

And finally, too soon, it was tinme to |eave.

As they neared the outskirts of Bucharest they drove by
fields of

sunfl owers, their faces noving toward the sun. That's ne,
Mary thought

happily. I'mfinally noving into the sunlight.

THE next MORNI NG WHEN MARY arrived at her office, there
were a dozen red
roses with a note: "Thank you for you."

Mary read the card. And wondered if Louis had sent

flowers to RencSSe.

And wondered if there had been a Rent-e and two daughters.
And hat ed

herself for it. Wy would M ke Slade nmake up terrible lie
i ke that?

There was no way she could ever check it.

And at that nonent Eddie Maltz, the political consul and



Cl A agent,
wal ked into her office.

They spent sone tinme discussing a colonel who had
approached Maltz about
def ecti ng.

"He'd be a val uable asset for us,” Maltz told her. "He'll
be bringing

some useful information with him but be prepared to
recei ve some heat

from| onescu."

"Thank you, M. Maltz."
He rose to | eave.

On a sudden inpulse Mary said ' "Wait. | wonder if |
coul d ask you for
a favor? It's personal and confidential."

"Sounds |ike our notto." Maltz sml ed.

"I need sonme information on a Dr. Louis Desforges. He's
attached to

the French enbassy." This was nore difficult than she had
i magi ned. It

was a betrayal. "1'd like to know whet her Dr. Desforges
was once

married and had two children. Do you think you could find
out ?"

"WIIl twenty-four hours be soon enough?" Maltz asked.

"Yes, thank you." Please forgive ne, Louis.

A short tinme later M ke Sl ade wal ked into Mary's office
and put a cup of

cof fee on her desk. Sonething in his attitude seened

subt |y changed.

Mary was not sure what it was, but she had a feeling that
M ke Sl ade

knew al |l about her weekend. She wondered whet her he had
spies follow ng



her.

She took a sip of the coffee. Excellent, as usual.
That's one thing
M ke Sl ade does well, Mary thought.

"We have sone problens,” he said. And for the rest of the
nor ni ng t hey

becane involved in a discussion that included the Remani an
fi nanci al

crisis and a dozen other topics.

At the end of the neeting Mary was nore tired than usual.

M ke Sl ade said, "The ballet is opening tonight. Corina
Socoli is

dancing." She was one of the |eading ballerinas in the
wor | d.

Mary had nmet her once at a party at the presidential
pal ace. "I have
sonme tickets if you're interested.”

"No, thanks." She thought of the last tinme M ke had given
her tickets.
Besi des, she was dining at the Chi nese enbassy.

As MARY was dressing for dinner that evening she felt
suddenly
exhaust ed. She sank down on the bed. I wish I didn't
have to go out
toni ght, she thought wearily. But | have to. My country
I s dependi ng
on ne.

The evening was a blur of the sanme famliar diplomatic
corps faces. Mary
had only a hazy recollection of the others at her table.

She could not wait to get hone.

When she awoke the follow ng norning, she was feeling
Wor se.



Her head ached, and she was nauseated. It took all of her
w || power to
get dressed and go to the enbassy.

M ke Sl ade was waiting in her office, coffee in hand. He
t ook one | ook
at her and said, "You don't |ook too well. You okay?"

“I"'mjust tired."

"What you need is sonme coffee. It will perk you up. No
pun i ntended."

He handed her a cup. "Maybe you should fly to Frankfurt
and see our

doctor there.™

Mary shook her head. "I'mall right." Her voice was

sl urred.

The only thing that made her feel slightly better was a
visit from Eddi e
Mal t z.

"I have the informati on you requested,"” he said.
"Desforges was marri ed

for fourteen years. Wfe's nane, Ren6e. Two daughters,
Phillips and

Genevi eve. They were nurdered in Algeria by terrorists,
as an act of

vengeance agai nst the doctor, who was fighting in the
under ground. Do

you need any further information?"

“"No," Mary said. "That's fine. Thank you."

By m dafternoon Mary was feeling hot and feverish, and she
call ed Louis

to cancel dinner. She felt too ill to see anybody. She

wi shed that the

Aneri can doctor were in Bucharest. Perhaps Louis would
know what was

wong with her. If | don't get over this, she told
herself, 1'IlIl cal

hi m back.



Dorot hy had the nurse send up sone aspirin fromthe
phar macy.

It did not help.
Sonmehow Mary managed to struggle through the rest of the

eveni ng and when she finally arrived honme, she fell
strai ght into bed.

Her whol e body ached, and she could feel that her

t enperature had

climbed. I"'mYeally ill, she thought. | feel as though
"' mdying. Wth

an enornous effort she reached out and pulled the bell
cord. Carnen,

her mai d, appear ed.

She | ooked at Mary in alarm "Madam Anbassador| Wat-"
Mary's voi ce was

a croak. "Please call the French enbassy. | need Dr.
Desf orges. "

MARY opened her eyes and blinked. There were two bl urred
Louis figures
bendi ng over her.

"What's happening to you?" He felt her forehead. It was
hot to the
touch. "Have you taken your tenperature?”

"I don't want to know." It hurt to talk.

Louis sat down on the edge of the bed. "Darling, when did
you start

feeling this way?"

"The day after we got back fromthe nountains."”

Louis felt her pulse. It was weak and threatly. He

snel | ed her breath.
"Have you eaten sonething today with garlic?"



She shook her head. "I've hardly eaten all day."

He gently lifted her eyelids. "Have you been thirsty?"
She nodded.

"Pain, nmuscle cranps, voniting, nausea?

"Yes. What's the matter with ne, Louis?"

"Do you feel |ike answering sonme questions?"

She swal | owed. "I'I1l try."

He held her hand. "Do you renenber having anything to eat
or drink that

made you feel ill afterward?"

She shook her head.

"Do you eat breakfast here at the residence with the
chi | dren?"

"Usual |y, yes," she whi spered.
"And the children are feeling well?"
She nodded.

"What about |unch? Do you eat at the sane place every
day?"

"No. Sonetines the enbassy, sonetinmes restaurants.”

"I's there any one place you regul arly have dinner, or
anyt hi ng you

regul arly eat?"

She cl osed her eyes.

He shook her gently. "Mary, listen to ne." There was an

urgency in his
voice. "Is there any person you eat with constant|y?"



She blinked up at himsleepily. "No." Wiy was he asking
all these
guestions? "It's a virus," she munbled. "lIsn't it?"

He took a deep breath. "No. Soneone is poisoning you."

It sent a bolt of electricity- through her body. She
opened her eyes
wide. "What? | don't believe it."

He was frowning. "I would say it was arseni c poi soni ng,
except that
arsenic is not for sale in Remania."

Mary felt a sudden trenmor of fear. "Wo-who woul d be
trying to poison
me?"

He squeezed her hand. "Darling, you' ve got to think. Are
you sure

there's no set routine you have where soneone gives you
sonmet hing to eat

or drink every day?"

"OF course not,"
Coffee. M ke

Sl ade. My own special brew. "Ch, no!"

Mary protested weakly. "I told you, I

"What is it?"

She cl eared her throat and nanaged to whisper, "M ke Sl ade
brings ne
cof fee every norning."

Louis stared at her. "Your deputy chief? But what reason
woul d he have
for trying to kill you?"

"He-he wants to get rid of ne."

"We'll talk about this later,” Louis said urgently. "The
first thing we

have to do is treat you. I'mgoing to get sonething for
you. |I'I1 be



back in a few m nutes."

Mary lay there trying to grasp the neaning of what Louis
had tol d her.

What you need is sone coffee. It will nake you feel
better. | brewit
nysel f.

She drifted off into unconsciousness and was awakened by
Loui s' s voi ce.
“Mary!"

She forced her eyes open. Louis was at her bedsi de,
taking a syringe
out of a small bag.

He lifted her arm "I'mgoing to give you an injection of
BAL.

It's an antidote for arsenic. I'mgoing to alternate it
with

peni cillam ne. Mary?" She was asl eep.

The follow ng norning Louis gave Mar)i another injection,
and anot her

one in the evening. The effects of the drugs were

m racul ous. The

synpt ons began to di sappear. The followi ng day Mary felt
dr ai ned and

weak, as though she had gone through a long illness, but
all the pain

and di sconfort were gone.

"This is twice you' ve saved ny life."

Loui s | ooked at her soberly. "I think we'd better find
out who's trying
to take it."

"How do we do that?"

"I"ve been checking around at the various enbassies. None
of them
carries arsenic. | have not beenable to find out about



the Anerican

enbassy. So what | want you to do is go to the enbassy
pharmacy. Tell

them you need a pesticide. Say that you're having trouble
W th insects

I n your garden. Ask for Antrol. That's |oaded with
arsenic."

Mary | ooked at him puzzled. "Wiat's the point?"

"My hunch is that the arsenic had to be flown into
Bucharest. If it is

anywhere, it will be in the enbassy pharmacy. Anyone who
checks out a

poi son must sign for it. Wen you sign for the Antrol,
see what nanes

are on the sheet."

MARY wal ked down the |ong corridor to the enbassy

phar macy, where the

nurse was wor ki ng behind the cage. "Good norning, Madam
Anbassador. Are

you feeling better?"

"Yes, thank you."
"Can | get you sonethi ng?"

Mary took a nervous breath. "My-ny gardener tells nme he's
havi ng
trouble with insects in the garden. | wondered whet her
you m ght have
sonmething to help, like Antrol ?"

" Wiy, yes. As a matter of fact, we do." The nurse
reached toward a
back shelf and picked up a can with a poison |abel on it.

"You'll have to sign for it, if you don't mind. It has
arsenic init."

Mary was staring at the formplaced in front of her.
There was only one
name on it. M ke Sl ade.



Chapter Ten

VWHEN Mary tried to tel ephone Louis Desforges to tell him
what she had

| earned, his line was busy. He was on the phone with M ke
Sl ade. Dr.

Desforges's first instinct had been to report the mnurder

attenpt except

that he could not believe Slade was re sponsible. And so

Loui s had

deci ded to tel ephone Slade hinself "I have just left your
anbassador, "

Louis Desforges said. "She is going to live."

"Well, that's good news, DOCtor. Why shoul dn't she?"

Loui s's tone was cautious. "Soneone has been poi soning
her."

"What are you tal king about?" M ke denanded.
"I think perhaps you know what |'mtal ki ng about.™

"Hold it! Are you saying that you think |I'mresponsi bl e?
You and | had

better have a private tal k sonepl ace where we can't be
over heard. Can

you neet ne tonight?"

"At what tine?" asked Louis.

"I"'mtied up until nine o' clock. Wiy don't you neet ne a
few m nutes

after, at Bineasa Forest. I'I|l neet you at the fountain
and expl ain

everything then."

Louis hesitated. "Very well. | will see you there." He
hung up and
t hought, M ke Sl ade cannot possibly be behind this.

When Mary tried to tel ephone Louis again, he had left. No
one knew



where to reach him
MARY and the children were having dinner at the residence.
"You |l ook a lot better," Beth said. "W were worried."

"I feel fine," Mary assured her. And it was the truth.
Thank God for

Louis | She could hear M ke Slade. Here's your coffee. |
brewed it

nyself. Slowy killing her. She shuddered.

"Are you col d?" Ti m asked.

"No, darling." Mary was thinking, | -nust not involve the
children in ny

"nightmares. Besides, there is only one person who can
hel p me. Stanton

Rogers. But what proof do | have? That M ke Sl ade nade
coffee for ne

every norning?

Beth was talking to her. "So can we watch a novie
t oni ght ?"

Mary had not planned on running a novie, but she had spent
so little

time with the children lately that she decided to give
thema treat.

"Yes."

"Thank you, Madam Anbassador," Tim shouted. "Can we see
Anerican

Gaffiti again?"

Anerican Gaffiti. And suddenly Mary knew what proof she
m ght show

St ant on Rogers.

At m dni ght she asked Carnen to call a taxi.

"Don't you want Florian to drive you?" Carnen asked.

"No." This had to be done secretly.



"GooD eveni ng, Madam Anbassador," said the marine guard
when Mary
energed fromthe taxi. "Can | hel p you?"

"No, thank you. I'mgoing to ny office for a few
m nutes."

The marine wal ked her to the entrance and opened the door
for her. He
wat ched her walk up the stairs to her office.

Mary turned the lights on and | ooked at the wall where the
red scraw

had been washed away. She wal ked over to the connecting
door that |ed

to Mke Slade's office and entered. The roomwas in

dar kness. She

turned on the |ights.

There were no papers on his desk. The drawers were enpty,
except for

brochures and tinetables, innocent things that woul d be of
no use to a

snoopi ng cl eaning woman. Mary's eyes scrutinized the
office. It had to

be here sonewhere.

She opened the drawers again and started examining their
contents slowy

and carefully. When she cane to a bottomdrawer, she felt
sonet hi ng

hard at the back, behind a mass of papers. She .pulled it
out and held

it in her hand, staring at it.

It was - a can of red spray paint.

AT A few mnutes after nine p.m Dr. Louis Desforges was
waiting in

Bi neasa Forest, near the fountain. He wondered if he had
done the w ong

thing by not reporting Mke Slade. No, he thought. First
| nmust hear



what he has to say. If | nade a false accusation, it
woul d destroy him

M ke Sl ade appeared suddenly out of the darkness. "Thanks
for com ng.

We can clear this up very quickly. You said you thought
soneone was

poi soning Mary Ashley."

, know it. Soneone was feeding her arsenic.”
"And you think I'mresponsi bl e?"

"You could have put it in her coffee a little bit at a
time."

., Have you reported this to anyone?"
"Not yet. | wanted to talk to you first."

I"'mglad you did," Mke said. He took his hand out of his
pocket. In
it was a -357-caliber Magnum pi stol .

Louis stared. "What-what are you doing? Listen to ne!
You can't-""

M ke Slade pulled the trigger and watched the Frenchman's
chest expl ode
into a red cloud.

MARY was in the bubble roomtel ephoni ng Stanton Bogers
of fice on the

secure line. It was six p.m in Washington and one

o' clock in the

nmorning in Bucharest. "This is Anbassador Ashl ey.

| know that M. Rogers is in China wth the President,
but it's urgent

that | speak to him Is there any way | can reach him
t her e?"

"I msorry, Madam Anbassador. His itinerary is very
flexible. I have



no tel ephone nunber for him"™

Mary felt her heart plumet. "Wien will you hear from
hi "

"It's difficult to say. They have a very busy schedul e.
Per haps
soneone in the State Departnent could help you."

“"No," Mary said dully. "No one el se can hel p ne. Thank
you very much. "

There she sat, surrounded by the nost sophisticated
el ectroni c equi pnent
in the world, and none of it was of any use to her.

M ke Slade was trying to nurder her. She had to | et
sonmeone know. But

whom coul d she trust? The only one who knew what M ke
Sl ade was trying

to do was Loui s Desforges.

Mary tried the nunber at his residence again, but there
still was no
answer. She renmenbered what Stanton Rogers had told her:
"I'f you have
any nessages that you want to send to nme wthout anyone
el se readi ng
them the code at the top of the nessage is three x's."

Mary hurried back to her office and wote out an urgent
nmessage. She

placed three x's at the top, took out the black code book
froma | ocked

drawer in her desk, and carefully encoded what she had
witten. At

| east if anything happened to her now, Stanton Rogers
woul d know who was

responsi bl e.

Mary wal ked down the corridor to the communi cati ons room

Eddie Maltz, the Cl A agent, happened to be behind the
cage.



"Good eveni ng, Madam Anbassador. You're working late."
"Yes. There's a nessage | want sent off right away."

“I''l'l take care of it personally."

"Thank you." She handed it to hi mand headed for the door.

When Eddie Maltz finished decoding the nessage, he read it
t hr ough

twice, frowming. He wal ked over to the shredder and

wat ched the nessage

turn into confetti.

Then he placed a call to Floyd Baker, the Secretary of
State, in
Washi ngt on. Code nane: Thor.

| T TOOK Ley Pastemak two nonths to follow the circuitous
trail that |ed

to Buenos Aires. SIS and half a dozen other security
agenci es around

the world had hel ped identify Angel as the killer. Mssad
had gi ven hi m

the nane of Neusa Mufiez, Angel's mstress. They al
wanted to

el imnate Angel. To Ley Pastenak, Angel had becone an
obsessi on.

Because of Pastemak's failure, Marin G- oza had died, and
Past emak coul d

never forgive hinself for that. He could, however, nmake
at onenent .

He | ocated the buil ding where Neusa Miez |ived and kept
watch on it,

wai ting for Angel to appear. After five days, when there
was no sign of

him Pastemak made his nove. He waited until the wonan
left, and after

fifteen m nutes wal ked upstairs, picked the | ock on her
door, and

entered the apartnent. He searched it swffly and

t horoughly. There



were no photographs, nenos, or addresses that could | ead
himto Angel.

Past emak di scovered the suits in the closet. He exan ned
the Heffera

| abel s, took one of the jackets off the hanger, and tucked
It under his

arm A mnute |ater he was gone.

The follow ng norning Ley Pastenmak wal ked into Heffera's.

H s hair was di shevel ed and his cl othes were wi nkl ed, and
he snel | ed of
whi skey.

The manager of the nmen's shop cane up to himand said
di sapprovi ngly,
“May | hel p you, senor?"

Ley Pastemak grinned sheepishly. "Yeah," he said. "Tel
you the truth,
| got in a card gane last night. W all got drunk.

Anyway, we ended up in ny hotel room One of the guys-I
don't remenber

his nanme-left his jacket there." Ley held up the' |acket.
"It had your

| abel init, so | figured you could tell ne where to
return it to him™

The manager exami ned the jacket. "Yes, we tailored
this.

Pl ease wait."

A few mnutes later the nan returned. "The nane of the
gentl eman we

made the jacket for is H R de Mendoza. He has a suite
at the Aurora

Hotel, suite four seventeen."

AT FOUR a.m Ley Pastenak was silently noving down the
desert ed

fourth-floor corridor of the Aurora Hotel. Wen he
reached 417, he



| ooked around to nmake sure no one was in sight.

He reached down to the lock and inserted a wire. Wen he
heard t he door

click open, he pulled out a .45-caliber SIG Sauer pistol
wth a

sil encer.

He sensed a draft as the door across the hall opened, and
bef ore he

could swing around, he felt sonething hard and cold
pressi ng. agai nst

t he back of his neck.

"I don't |like being followed," Angel said.

Ley Pastenmak heard the click of the trigger a second
before his brain
was torn apart.

THE t el ephone call had cone, and it was tine to nove.
First Angel had

sonme shopping to do. There was a good lingerie shop on
Pueyrred6bn- expensi ve, but Neusa deserved the, best. The

I nside of the

shop was cool and quiet.

“I would like to see a negligee, sonething very frilly,"
Angel sai d.

The femal e cl erk staied.
"The best you have."

Fifteen mnutes |later Angel left the shop and hailed a
t axi .

Angel gave the driver an address on Hunberto, alighted a
bl ock away, and
hai | ed anot her taxi.

"A dénde, porfavor?"

"Aeropuerto.”



There would be a ticket for London waiting there.
Touri st.

First class was too conspi cuous.

Two hours | ater Angel watched the city of Buenos Aires

di sappear beneath

the clouds, |ike sone celestial magician's trick, and
concentrated on

t he assi gnnment ahead, thinking about the instructions that
had been

given. Make sure the children die with her. Their deaths
nmust be

spect acul ar.

Angel smled and fell into a deep, dreanl ess sl eep.

THE PAsSpoRT R= "H. R DE Mendoza." The ticket at
London' s Heat hr ow
Airport was on TAROM Airlines, to Bucharest.

Angel sent a telegram. fromthe airport: ARRIVING
VEDNESDAY. H. R
DE MENDQZA.

It was addressed to Eddie Mltz.

IN the norning Mary kept trying to phone Louis at hone.
No answer. She

tried the French enbassy. They had no i dea where he was.
"Pl ease have

himcall nme as soon as you hear fromhim"

She replaced the receiver. There was nothing to do but
wait .

A few mnutes |ater Dorothy Stone, her secretary, cane
into Mary's

office. "There's a call for you, but she refuses to give
her nane.

“I''l'l take it." Mary picked up the phone. "Hello, this is
Anmbassador



Ashl ey."

A soft female voice with a Remani an accent said, "This is
Cori na
Socol i .

The ballerina' s nanme registered instantly.

"1 need your help,
defect."

the girl said. "I have decided to

| can't handle this today, Mary thought. Not now She
said, "I-I don't

know if | can help you.'
to renmenber

what she had been told about defectors: "Many of themare
Sovi et pl ants.

We don't grant political asylumunless there's a dam good
reason. "

Her m nd was racing. She tried

Corina Socoli was sobbing. "Please. | amnot safe
staying where | am
You nust send someone to get ne."

"Where are you?" Mary asked.

There was a pause. Then, "I amat the Roscow Inn, in
Mol davia. W |

you cone for ne?"

"I can't,"
Don't cal
on this phone again. just wait where you are. |-"

Mary said. "But |I'll send soneone to get you.

The door opened, and M ke Sl ade wal ked in. Mary | ooked up
i n shock. He

was novi ng toward her.

The voi ce on the phone was saying, "Hello? Hell o?"

"Who are you talking to?" M ke asked.

"To-to Dr. Desforges." She replaced the receiver,
terrified.

"He's-he's on his way over to see ne." Don't be



ridicul ous, she told

herself. You're in the enbassy. He wouldn't dare do
anything to you

her e.

There was a strange look in Mke's eyes. "Are you sure
you' re well
enough to be back at work?"

The nerve. "Yes. I'mfine." She was finding it hard to
br eat he
Her intercom phone rang. "If you'll excuse ne .

-"Sure." M ke Sl ade
stood there staring at her, then turned and | eft.

Al nost overcone with relief, Mary picked up the tel ephone.

"Hel | 0?"
It was jerry Davis, the public affairs consul. "Madam
Anbassador, |'m

sorry to disturb you, but I'mafraid | have sone terrible
news. Dr.
Loui s Desforges has been nurdered.™

The room began to swm "Are you-are you sure?"

"Yes, ma'am His wallet was found on his body."

Sensory nenories flooded through her, and a voice over the
t el ephone was

saying, "This is Sheriff Mnster. Your husband has been
killed in a car

accident.” And all the old sorrows cane rushing back,

st abbi ng at her,

tearing her apart.

"How did it happen?" Her voice was strangl ed.

"He was shot to death."”

"Do they-do they know who did it?"



"No, ma'am The Securitate .4nd the French enbassy are
I nvestigating."”

Mary dropped the receiver, her mnd and body nunb, and

| eaned back in

her chair, studying the. ceiling. There was a crack in
it. | nust

have that repaired, Mary thought. W nustn't have cracks
i n our

enbassy. There's another-crack. Cracks everywhere, and
when there is a

crack, evil things get in. Edward is dead.

Louis is dead. | can't go through this pain again. Wo
woul d want to
kill Louis?

The answer inmmedi ately foll owed the question. M ke Sl ade.

Loui s had di scovered that Sl ade was feeding Mary arsenic.
Sl ade

probably thought that with Louis dead, no one coul d prove
anyt hi ng

against him A sudden realization filled her with a new
terror. Who

are you talking to? But Mke nust have known t hat
Desf or ges was dead.

Mary stayed in her office all norning, planning her next
nove.

|"'mnot going to et Mke Slade drive ne away, she

deci ded. |'m not

going to let himkill me. | have to stop him She was
filled with a

rage such as she had never known before. She was going to
pr ot ect

hersel f and her children. And she was going to destroy

M ke Sl ade.

"Madam Anbassador..." Dorothy Stone was hol di ng an
envel ope out to her.
"The guard at the gate asked ne to give you this."



The envel ope was marked "Personal. For the anba ,
ssador's eyes only."

Mary tore it open. The note was witten in a neat
copperpl ate

handwiting. It read:

Dear Madam Anbassador:
Enj oy your | ast day on earth.
Angel

Anot her one of Mke's scare tactics, Mary thought. It
won't work. |'ll
keep well away from him

COLONEL MCKi nney was studying the note. He | ooked up at
Mary. " You

were schedul ed to appear this afternoon at the ground
breaki ng for the

new library addition. 1'll cancel it and-"

n m' n

"Madam Anbassador, it's too dangerous for you to-"
“I''l'l be safe.™
a pl an.

"Please tell Mke Slade that | wish to see himright
away. "

She knew where the danger |ay, and she had

"You wanted to talk to ne?" Mke Sl ade's tone was casual .
"I received a call from someone who wants to defect."
"Who is it?"

She had no intention of telling him He would betray the
girl.

"That's not inportant. | want you to bring this, person
in."

M ke frowned. "This could lead to a |ot of-"



Mary cut himshort. "I want you to go to the ]Roscow I nn
at Mol davi a
and pick her up."

He started to argue, until he saw the expression on her
face. "If
that's what you want, I'Il send-"

“No." Mary's voice was steel. "I want you to go. I'm
sendi ng two nen

with you." Wth Gunny and anot her marine al ong, M ke would
not be able

to play any tricks. She had told Gunny not to let M ke

Sl ade out of his

si ght .
M ke was studying Mary, puzzled. "I have a heavy
schedul e," he began.

"I want you to leave imediately. Qunny is waiting for
you in your
office. You're to bring the defector back here to ne."

M ke nodded slowy. "All right."

Mary wat ched himgo, with a feeling of relief so intense
that she felt
giddy. Wth M ke Slade out of the way, she would be safe.

THE ground- breaki ng cerenony for the new Anerican |ibrary
addi ti on was

scheduled to be held at four o' clock at Al exandru Sahi a
Square, in a

vacant |lot next to the main library building. By three
p.m a |large

crowd had al ready gathered. Captain Aurel Istrase, head
of the

Securitate, had been told of the death threat and had
ordered al

aut onobi |l es renoved fromthe square, so that there was no
danger of a

car bonb. In addition, police had been stationed around
the entire area



and a sharpshooter was on the roof of the library. At a
few m nutes

before four, bonb experts swept the area and found no
expl osi ves;

everything was in readiness for Mar)ls arrival.

As Mary wal ked from her |inousine toward the | ot where the
cerenmony was

to take place, two arnmed -nenbers of the Securitate wal ked
in front of

her and two behind her, shielding her with their bodies.

The onl ookers appl auded as she stepped into the snall
circle that had

been cleared for her. The crowd was a m xture of
Romamans, Aneri cans,

and attaches from ot her enbassies in Bucharest. As Mary
| ooked at the

peopl e she thought, | should never have cone here. |I'm
terrified.

Col onel McKi nney was sayi ng, "Ladies and gentlenen, it is
ny honor to

present the anbassador fromthe United States of
Anmerica."' The crowd

appl auded.

Mary took a deep breath and began. "Thank you.

She had been so caught up in the nael strom of events of
t he past week

t hat she had not prepared a speech, but sone deep
wel | spring within her

gave her the words. She found hersel f saying, "Wat we
are doi ng here

today may seema small thing, but it is inportant, because
it 1s one

nore bridge between our country and all the countries of
East ern Eur ope.

The new buil dding we are dedicating here today will be
filled with

I nformati on about the United States of Anmerica......

Col onel McKinney and his nmen were noving through the



crowd. The note

had said "Enjoy your |ast day on earth.” Wen did the
killer's day end?

Six p.m? N ne? Mdnight?

On the far side of the square a car suddenly raced past
the police

barrier and screaned to a stop. at the curb. As a
startl ed policeman

noved toward it the driver junped out and began running
away. As he

ran, he pulled a device fromhis pocket and pressed it.
The car

expl oded, sending out a shower of netal into the er.owd.
None of it

reached the center,"where Mary was standing, but the
spectators began to

panic, trying to get away. The sharpshooter on the roof
rai sed his

rifle and put a bullet through the fleeing man's heart
bef ore he coul d

escape.

It took the Remani an police an hour to clear the crowd
away and renove

the body. The fire departnent had put out the flanmes of
t he burning

car'. Mary was driven back to the enbassy, shaken.

"Are you sure you wouldn't prefer to go to the residence
and rest?"

Col onel McKi nney asked her. "You've just been through a
horri fying

experi ence. "

"No," Mary said stubbornly. "The enbassy." That was the
only place

where she could safely talk to Stanton Rogers. | nust
talk to himsoon
she thought, or I'Il go to pieces.

The strain of everything that was happening to her was
becom ng
unbear abl e. She had made sure that M ke Sl ade was safely.



out of the

way, yet an attenpt had still been nmade on her life. So
he was not

wor ki ng al one.

AT six o' clock Mke Slade wal ked into Mary's office. He
was furious. "l
put Corina Socoli in a roomupstairs", he said curtly.

“"Nice shot, not to tell nme who |I was picking up. You' ve
made a big

m stake. W have to return her. She's a national
treasure. The

Romani an gover nnent woul d never allow her out of the
country." Col onel

McKi nney hurried into the office. He stopped short as he
saw M ke. "W

have an identification on the dead man. He's Angel, al
right. H's

real nane is H R de Mendoza."

M ke was staring at him "Wat are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Didn't the anbassador tell you? She received a death
war ni ng from

Angel. He tried to assassinate her at the ground-breaking
cerenony this

afternoon. One of Istrase's nmen got him"

M ke stood there, his eyes fixed on Mary. "Were's the
body?" he asked
McKi nney.

“I'n the norgue at police headquarters.”

THE body was |ying on a stone slab. He had been an

or di naryl ooki ng man,

of nmedium height, with a snmall, thin nose that went with
his tight

nouth, very snmall feet, and thinning hair. H s bel ongi ngs
were piled on

a table.

M ke exam ned the jacket |abel. It was froma shop in



Buenos Aires. The

| eat her shoes al so had an Argentinean | abel. M ke turned
to the

sergeant. "Wat do you have on hinP"

"He flewin fromLondon on TAROM Airlines tw days ago,
checked into the
| nterconti nental under the nanme of de Mendoza.

H s passport shows his hone address as Buenos Aires. It
Is forged. He
does not |look |ike an international killer, does he?"

"No," M ke agreed. "He doesn't."

Two dozen bl ocks away Angel was wal ki ng past the
resi dence.

The phot ographs that had been sent were excellent, but
Angel believed in
personal | y checking out every detail.

, Angel grinned at the thought of the harade in the town
squar e.

It had been child's play to hire a junkie for the price of
a nose-ful of

cocaine. It threw everyone off guard. Let them sweat.
But the big

event is yet to cone, Angel thought. For five mllion
dollars I wll

give thema show they will never forget. What do the
tel evi sion

networ ks call thenf Spectaculars. They will get a
spectacul ar in

l'iving col or.

There will be a Fourth of July celebration at the
resi dence , the voice
had said. "There will be balloons, a narine band,

entertainers." Angel
smled and thought, A five-mllion-dollar spectacul ar.

STANroN Rogers was on the line from Washi ngton. Mary



gr abbed t he
private phone in the bubble roomas if it were a lifeline.

“Mary, | can't understand a word you're saying. Slow
down. "

"I" msorry, Stan. Didn't you get ny cabl e?"

“"No. |'ve just returned. There was no cable from you.
What's wrong?"

Mary fought to control her hysteria, thinking, Were
shoul d | begi n? She

took a deep breath, and said, "Mke Slade is trying to
mur der ne."

There was a shocked silence. "Mary, you can't believe-"

"I't's true. | knowit is. | nmet a doctor fromthe French
enbassylLoui s
Desforges. | becane ill, and he found out | was being

poi soned with
arsenic. Mke was doing it."

Rogers' voi ce was sharp. "What nmakes you think that?"

"Loui s-Dr. Desforges-figured it out. Mke Sl ade nmade
coffee for ne

every norning, with arsenic init. | have proof that he
got hold of the

arseni c. Last night Louis was nurdered, and this

af t ernoon soneone

working with Slade tried to assassinate ne."

This tinme the silence was even | onger.

When Stanton Rogers spoke again, his tone was urgent.
"What |' m going

to ask you is very inportant, Mary. Think carefally.

Could it have been anyone besides M ke Sl ade?"

"No. He's been trying to get ne out fromthe beginning."



"All right," Rogers said crisply. "I'"ll informthe
Presi dent .

We'll handle Slade. I'lIl also arrange extra protection
for you."

"Stan, Sunday night I'mgiving a Fourth of July party at
t he residence.
Do you think | should cancel it?"

There was a thoughtful silence. "As a matter of fact, the
party m ght

be a good idea. Keep a | ot of people around you. Mary, |
don't want to

frighten you any nore than you already are, but | would
suggest that you

not let the children out of your sight. Not for a mnute.
Sl ade m ght

try to get at you. through them"

She felt a shudder go through her. "Wiy is Sl ade doing
t hi s?"

"I wwsh I knew. It nmakes no sense. But I'mgoing to find
out. In the
meanti me, keep as far away from himas you possibly can."

When Mary hung up, it was as though an enornous burden had
been lifted
from her shoul ders.

EDDI E Maltz answered on the first ring. The conversation
| asted for ten
m nut es.

“I''l'l make sure everything is there,” Eddie prom sed.
Angel hung up.

Eddie Maltz thought, | wonder what Angel needs all that
stuff for. He

| ooked at his watch. Forty-eight hours to go.

THE nmonent Stanton Rogers finished talking to Mary, he



pl aced an

energency call to Colonel MKinney. "I want you to pick
up M ke Sl ade, "

he said. "Hold himin close custody until you hear from
me. "

"M ke Sl ade?" asked the col onel incredul ously.

"I want himheld and isolated. He's probably arned and
dangerous. Don't

let himtalk to anyone. Call ne back at the Wite House
as soon as you

have him"

"Yes, sir.

Two hours | ater Stanton Rogers' phone rang. He snatched
up the
receiver.

"It's Col onel . MKinney, M. Rogers."
"Do you have Sl ade?"

"No, sir. There's a problem M ke Sl ade has
di sappeared. "

Sofia, Bulgaria. Saturday, July 3- In a small,
nondescri pt building, a

group of Eastern Conmttee nenbers was neeting. Seated
around the table

were powerful representatives from Russia, China,
Czechosl ovaki a,

Paki stan, India, and Ml aysi a.

The chai rman was speaki ng. "W wel conme our brothers and
sisters on the

Eastern Committee who have joined us today. | am happy to
tell you that

we have excellent news fromthe Western Commttee. The
final phase of

our plan is about to be successfully concluded. It wll
happen t onorrow

ni ght at the Anmerican anbassador's residence in Bucharest.



Arrangenents
have been made for international press and tel evision
coverage. "

Code nane Kali spoke. "The American anbassador and her
two children-"

"Wl be assassinated, along with a hundred or so other
Americans. W

are all aware of the grave risks and the hol ocaust that
may follow It

Is time to put the notion to a vote." He started at the
far end of the

table. "Brahma?"

"Yes."
"Vi shnu?"
"Yes."
"Krishna?"
"Yes."

When everyone had voted, the chairman declared, "It is
unani nous. W

owe a particular vote of thanks to the person who has
hel ped so nuch to

bring this about.” He turned to the Anerican.

"My pleasure,” MKke Slade said.

THE decorations for the Fourth of July party were fl own
I nt o Buchar est

| at e Sat urday afternoon and trucked directly to a United
St at es

gover nnent war ehouse. The cargo consisted of a thousand
red, white, and

bl ue bal | oons packed in flat.boxes, three steel cylinders
of heliumto

bl ow up the ball oons, two hundred and fifty rolls of
streamers, party

favors, noi senmakers, a dozen banners, and six dozen

m ni ature Anerican



flags. The cargo.was unl oaded in the warehouse at eight
p.m Two hours

|ater a jeep arrived with three oxygen cylinders stanped
with U S Arny

mar ki ngs. The driver placed theminside.

At one a.m, when the warehouse was deserted, Angel
appeared. The

war ehouse door had been | eft unlocked. Angel went inside,
exam ned t he

cylinders carefully, and went to work. The first task was
to enpty the

three heliumtanks until each was only one-third full.
After that, the

rest was sinple.

AT six o'clock on the evening O July 4 a U S. Arny truck
pulled up to

the service entrance of the residence and was stopped.
The guard sai d,

"What have you got in there?"

"Goodies for the party tonight."

"Let's take a | ook.
truck.

The guard inspected the inside of the

"What's in the boxes?"
"Sonme helium and ball oons and flags and stuff."”
"Open them"

Fifteen mnutes later the truck was passed through.

I nsi de the conpound

a marine corporal and two marine guards unl oaded the
equi pnent and

carried it into a storage roomoff the ballroom

As they began to unpack, Eddie Maltz wal ked in,
acconpani ed by a

stranger wearing arny fatigues.

One guard said, "Who's going to blow up all these



bal | oons?"

"Don't worry," Eddie Maltz said. "This is the age of
technol ogy. " He

nodded toward the stranger. "Here's the one that's in
charge of the

bal | oons. Col onel MKinney's orders."

The other guard grinned at the stranger."' Better you than
ne. n

The two guards finished unpacking and |eft.

"You have an hour," Eddie Maltz told the stranger.
"Better get to
work." Maltz nodded to the corporal and wal ked out.

The corporal wal ked over to one of the cylinders. "Wat's
i n these
babi es?"

"Helium™" the stranger said curtly.

As the corporal stood watching, the stranger picked up a
bal | oon, put

the neck to the nozzle of a cylinder for an instant, and,
as the balloon

filled, tied off the neck. The balloon floated to the
ceiling. The

whol e operation took no nore than a second.

"Hey, that's great." The corporal sml ed.

IN HER O fice at the enbassy Mary Ashley was finishing UP
some action

cabl es. She desperately wi shed the party could have been
called off

There were going to be nore than two hundred guests. She
hoped M ke

Sl ade was caught before the party began.

Ti mand Beth were under constant supervision at the
resi dence. How
could M ke bear to harmthen? He's not sane, she thought.



Mary rose to put sone papers into the shredder, and froze.

M ke Sl ade was wal king into her office through the
connecting door. She
opened her nouth to scream

She was terrified. He could kill her before she could
call for help,
and he coul d escape the same way he had cone in.

"Col onel McKinney's nen are | ooking for you. You -can
kill me," Mary
said defiantly, "but you'll never escape."

Angel's the one who's trying to kill you,” M ke said.
"You're a liar. Angel is dead. |I saw him shot."

"Angel is a professional from Argentina. The |ast thing
he would do is

wal k around with Argentine labels in his clothes. The
sl ob the police

killed was an amateur who was set up."

"l don't believe a word you're saying," Mary said. "You
killed Dr.
Desforges. You tried to poison ne. Do you deny that?"

M ke studied her for a long nonent. "No. | don't deny
It, but you'd

better hear the story froma friend of mne." He turned
toward the door

to his office. "Conme in, Bill."

Col onel McKi nney wal ked into the room "I think it's tine
we all had a
chat, Madam Anbassador.

I N the residence storage roomthe stranger in arny
fatigues was filling

t he bal | oons under the watchful eye of the corporal.

Boy, that's one ugly custoner, the corporal thought.



Whewl The cor por al

coul d not understand why the white ball oons were being
filled fromone

cylinder, the red balloons froma second cylinder, and the
bl ue ones

froma third. Wiy not use each cylinder until it's enpty?
he wonder ed.

He was tenpted to ask, but he did not want to start a
conversati on. Not

with this one.

"LET's start at the beginning," Col onel MKinney said.
"On | nauguration

Day when the President announced that he wanted to open
relations with

every iron curtain country, he expl oded a bonbshell.
There's a faction

I n our governnment that's convinced that if we get too

I nvol ved with the

Eastern bl oc, the Communists will destroy us. On the

ot her side of the

iron curtain there are Communi sts who believe that our
President's plan

Is atrick-a Trojan horse to bring our capitalist spies
into their

countries. A group of powerful nen on both sides had
formed a

supersecret alliance, called Patriots for Freedom They
deci ded the

only way to destroy the President's plan was to let him
start it, and

then to sabotage it in such a dramatic way that it would
never be tried

again. That's where you cane into the picture.”

"But why ne? Wiy was | chosen?”

"Because the packaging was inportant," Mke said. "You
were exactly the

| mage they needed-Ms. Anmerica, with two squeakycl ean

ki ds. They were

determ ned to have you. Wien your husband got in the wa .
way, they

murdered himand nmade it | ook |ike an accident so you



woul dn't have any
suspi cions and refuse the post."

Mary coul d not speak. The horror of what M ke was sayi ng
was t oo

appal |'i ng.

"Their next step was your buil dup. They used their press
connections

around the world and saw to it that you becane everyone's
darling-the

beauti ful |ady who was going to |l ead the world down the
road to peace."

"And- and now?"

M ke's voice gentled. "Their plan is to assassi nate you
and the

children as shockingly as possible-to sicken the world so
much that it

woul d put an end to any further ideas of ddtente."

Mary sat there in stunned sil ence.

"That states it bluntly but accurately,"” Col onel MKi nney
said quietly.

"Mke is with the CIA After your husband and Marin G oza
wer e

murdered, Mke started to get on the trail of Patriots for
Freedom They

t hought he was on their Ode and invited himto join.

"we tal ked the idea over with President Ellison, and he
gave his

approval . The President has been kept abreast of every
devel opnent. Hi s

overriding concern has been that you and the children be
protected, but

he dared not di scuss what he knew with you or anyone el se,
because Ned

Tillingest, head of the CIA had warned himthat there
wer e hi gh-1evel

| eaks. "



Mary's head was spinning. She said to Mke, "But you
tried to kill nme."

He sighed. "Lady, |'ve been trying to save your life.
You haven't nade

it easy. | tried every way | knew how to get you to take
t he kids and

go hone, where you'd be safe.”
"But you poi soned ne."

"Not fatally. I wanted to get you just sick enough so
that you'd have

to | eave Remania. Qur doctors were waiting for 'you in
Frankfurt. |

couldn't tell you the truth, because it would have bl own
t he whol e

operation. Even now, we don't know who put the

organi zati on toget her.

He never attends neetings. He's known only as the
Controller."

"And Loui s?"

"The doctor was one of them He was Angel's backup. He
was an

expl osi ves expert. A phony ki dnappi ng was set up, and you
were rescued

by M. Charm" Mke saw the expression on Mary |Is face.
"You were

| onely and vul nerabl e, and they worked on that.

You weren't the first one to fall for the good doctor."

Sonet hi ng bothered Mary. "But M ke, why did you kil
Loui s?"

"I had no choice. The whole point of their plan was to
mur der you, and
the children as publicly and spectacul arly as possi bl e.

Louis knew | was a nmenber of the Conm ttee. Poisoning
wasn't the way
you were supposed to die. When he figured out that | was



poi soni ng you,

he becane suspicious of ne. | had to kill himbefore he
exposed nme to

the Commttee."

Mary sat there |istening as the pieces of the puzzle fell
I nto pl ace.

The man she had di strusted had poi soned her to keep her
alive, and the

man she thought she | oved had saved her for a nore
dramati c death. She

and her children had been used. | was the Judas goat,
Mary thought. Al

the warnth that everyone showed ne was phony. The only
one who was real

was St anton Rogers.

O was he? "Stanton,"” Mary began. "lIs he-"

"He's been protective of you all the way," Col onel

McKi nney assured her.

"When he thought M ke was the one trying to kill you, he
ordered ne to

arrest him"

Mary | ooked at M ke. He had been sent here to protect
her, and all the

time she had | ooked on himas the eneny. Her thoughts
were in a

turnmoil. "Then Louis never did have a wife or children?"

Mary renenbered sonething. "But | asked Eddie Maltz to
check, and he
told ne that Louis was married and had two daughters.”

M ke and Col onel MKi nney exchanged a | ook.

"He'll be taken care of," MKinney said. "I sent himto

Frankfurt. 1'11
have hi m pi cked up."

"Who is Angel ?" Mary asked.



M ke answered, "He's an assassin from South Anerica. He's
probably the

best in the world. The Commttee agreed to pay himfive
mllion dollars

to kill you."

Mary listened to the words in disbelief.

M ke went on. "We know he's in Bucharest, but we don't
have a single

description of Angel. He uses a dozen different
passports.

No one has ever talked directly to him They deal through
his m stress,

Neusa Mufiez. The various groups in the Cormittee are so

conpartnentalized that | haven't been able to | earn what

Angel 's pl an

Is."

"What's to stop himfromkilling nme?"

"Us," said Col onel MKinney. "Wth the help of the
Remani an gover nnent

we' ve taken extraordi nary precautions for the party.
W' ve covered every possi bl e contingency."”

"What happens now?" Mary asked.

M ke said carefully, "That's up to you. Angel was ordered
to carry out

the contract at your party tonight. W' re sure we can
catch him but if

you and the children aren't at the party .

"You're asking ne to set nyself up as a target?"

Col onel McKi nney said, "You don't have to agree.”

| could end this now, Mary said to herself. | could go

back to Kansas
with the children and | eave this nightmare behind. Angel



woul d forget

about ne. She | ooked up at Mke and Bill MKinney and
said, "I won't

expose ny children to danger."

McKi nney said, "I can arrange for Beth and Timto be
spirited out of the
resi dence and taken here under escort.”

Mary | ooked at Mke for a long tine. Finally she spoke.
"How does a
Judas goat dress?”

Chapter El even

There was a trenendous feeling of excitenent in the air.
Hundr eds of

curious Remani ans had gat hered outside the residence,
whi ch was ri nged

W th huge spotlights that lit up the sky. The crowd was
kept in order

by a detachnent of American MPs and Renmani an police. Plain
cl ot hes nen

m ngled with the nultitude, |ooking for anything
suspi ci ous. Somne of

t hem noved around with trai ned police dogs that were
sniffing for

expl osi ves.

The press coverage was enornous. There were phot ographers
and reporters

froma dozen countries. They had all been carefully
checked and their

equi pment searched before they were allowed to' enter the
resi dence.

"A cockroach couldn't sneak into this place tonight," the
mari ne officer
i n-charge of security boast ed.

IN THE storage roomthe marine corporal was getting bored
wat chi ng the

person in armny fatigues filling up the balloons. He
pull ed out a



cigarette and started to light it.
Angel yelled, "Put that out!"”

The corporal |ooked up, startled. "Wat's the problenf
You're filling
those with helium aren't you? Heliumdoesn't burn."

"Put it out! Colonel MKinney said no snoking here."
G unbling, the corporal put out the cigarette.

Angel watched to nmake sure there were no sparks left, then
turned back

to the task of filling each balloon froma different
cylinder.

It was true that heliumdid not burn, but the cylinders
were not filled

wth helium The first tank was filled wth propane, the
second tank

wi th white phosphorus, and the third with an
oxygen-acetyl ene m x. Angel

had | eft just enough heliumin each tank to nmake the
bal | oons ri se.

Angel was filling the white balloons with propane, the red
bal | oons with

oxygen-acetyl ene, and the blue balloons with white
phosphorus. Wen the

bal | oons were expl oded, the white phosphorus woul d act as
an incendi ary

for the initial gas discharge, drawi ng in oxygen so that
all breath

woul d be sucked out of the body of anyone within fifty
yards. The

phosphorus would instantly turn to a hot, scaring nolten
liquid, falling

on every person in the room The thernmal effect would
destroy the |ungs

and throat, and the blast would flatten an area of a
squar e bl ock.

It's going to be beautiful, Angel thought.



Angel strai ghtened up and | ooked at the col orful balloons
fl oating
against the ceiling of the storage room "I amfinished."

"Ckay." The corporal called four mari ne guards who were
stationed in the
ballroomitself.. "Help nme get these balloons out there."

One of the guards opened w de the doors to the ballroom
whi ch was

al ready crowded with guests. The room had been decorated
W th Anmerican

flags and red, white, and blue streaners. At the far end
was a

rai sed' stand for the band.

"It's a lovely room" Angel said, thinking, In one hour it
will be

filled with burned corpses. "Could |I take a picture of
it?"

The corporal shrugged. "Wiy not? Let's go, fellas."

The marines pushed past Angel and started shoving the
I nfl ated bal | oons
into the ballroom "Easy,"

Angel warned. "Easy."
"Don't worry,"
preci ous

bal | oons. "

a marine called. "W won't break your

Angel stood in the doorway, staring at the riot of colors
ascending in a

rising rainbow, and sml|ed. One thousand of the |ethal
littl e beauties

nest| ed agai nst the ceiling. Angel took a canera froma
pocket and

stepped into the ballroom

"Heyl You're not allowed in here,"” the corporal said.

"l just want to take a picture to show ny daughter.™



"Il bet that's sone | ooki ng daughter, the corporal
t hought
sardonically. "A'l right. But make it quick."

Angel gl anced across the room Anbassador Mary Ashl ey
was entering
with her two children. Angel grinned. Perfect timng.

When the corporal turned his back, Angel quickly set the
camera down

under a cloth-covered table. The automatic tim ng device
was set for a

one- hour delay. Everything was ready.

Five mnutes |ater Angel was outside the residence,
strolling down
Al exandru Sahia Street.

BEFORE t he party began, Mary had taken the children
upstairs.

She felt she owed themthe truth.

They sat |istening, w de-eyed, as Mary expl ai ned what had
been happeni ng
and what m ght be about to happen.

"You'll be taken out of here, where you'll be safe,"” she
sai d.

"But what about you?" Beth asked. "Can't you conme with
us?"

"No, darling. Not if we want to catch this man."

Timwas trying not to cry. "How do you know they'l| catch
hi n?" Mary

t hought about that a nonent, and said, "Because M ke Sl ade
said so."

kay, fellas?"

Beth and Ti m| ooked at each other. They were both
whi t ef aced,
terrified. Mary's heart went out to them They're too



young to have to
go through this, she thought.

Fifteen mnutes later Mary, Beth, and Timentered the
bal | room They

wal ked across the floor, greeting guests, trying to
conceal their

nervousness. Wien they reached the other side of the
room Mary turned

to the children. "You have to get up very early tonorrow,
" she said

| oudly. "Back to your roons."

The nmonent the children left the ballroom they were
escorted to the

service entrance by Col onel MKinney. He said to the two
armed mari nes

waiting at the door, "Take themto the enbassy.

Don't let themout of your sight."

M ke Sl ade watched them | eave, then went to find Mary.

"The children are on their way. | have to do sone
checking. 1'Il be
back. "

Mary tried to stop the pounding of her heart. How was
Angel planning to

assassi nate her? She | ooked around the festive ballroom
but there was

no cl ue.

"Don't |eave nme." The words cane out before she could stop
hersel f "I
want to go with you. | feel safer with you."

M ke grinned. "Now, that's a swtch. Cone on."

Mary followed him staying close behind. The orchestra
had begun

pl ayi ng, and peopl e were danci ng. Those who were not
danci ng were

hel pi ng thenselves fromthe silver trays of chanpagne



bei ng of fered, or
fromthe buffet tables.

The room | ooked spectacular. Mary rai sed her head, and
there were the

bal | oons, a thousand of themred, white, and bl uefloating
agai nst the

pink ceiling. Her nerves were so taut that she was
finding it difficult

to breathe. Angel could be watching her .this very

m nut e.

"Do you think Angel is here now?- she asked.

"don't kno*," Mke said. He saw the expression on her
f ace.

Look, if you want to | eave-"

“"No. I'mthe bait. Wthout ne, he won't spring the
trap."

He nodded and squeezed her arm "R ight."

Col onel McKi nney approached. "W've done a thorough
search, Mke. W
haven't found a thing. | don't like it."

"Pl ees take another | ook around.” M ke signaled to four
arnmed, marines

standi ng by, and they noved up next to Mary. "Be right
back," M ke

sai d.

Mary swal | owed nervously. "Pl ease."

M ke and McKi nney, acconpanied by two guards with sniffer
dogs, searched

every roomin the residence. They found not hing
suspi ci ous.

In one of the guest roons, its door guarded by nmari nes,
was Cori na
Socoli, lying on the bed reading a book. Young and



beauti ful and

tal ented, the Remani an national treasure. Could she be a
pl ant ? Coul d

she be hel pi ng Angel ?

They returned to the kitchen.

"What about poi son?" asked MKi nney.

“Not phot ogeni ¢ enough. Angel's going for the big bang."
"M ke, there's no way anyone coul d get explosives into
this place. The

pl ace is clean."

"There's one way."

McKi nney | ooked at M ke. "How?"

"I don't know. But Angel knows."

They searched the library and the offices again. Nothing.
They passed

the storage room where the corporal was shoving out a few
bal | oons t hat

had been left behind. He watched themfloat to the
ceiling.

"Pretty, huh?" the corporal said.

"Yeah," Mke said. He started to wal k on, then stopped.

" Cor poral ,

where did these balloons conme fronf"

"Fromthe U S. air base in Frankfurt, sir."

M ke indicated the heliumcylinders. "And these?"

"Sanme place. They were escorted to our warehouse per

Col onel McKi nney' s

I nstructions, sir."

M ke said to McKinney, "Let's check upstairs again."



They turned to | eave. The corporal said, "Onh, Colonel,
t he person you

sent forgot to leave a tinme slip. Is that going to be
handl ed by

mlitary payroll or civilian?"

Col onel McKi nney frowned. "What person?”

"The one you authorized to fill the balloons."

"I never- Who said | authorized it?"

"Eddie Maltz. He said youMKinney said, "Eddie Mltz?"
M ke turned to the corporal, his voice urgent. "Wat did
this man | ook

i ke?"

"Oh, it wasn't a man, sir. It was a wonan. To tell you
the truth, |

t hought she | ooked weird. Fat and ugly. She had a funny
accent.

She was pockmar ked and had kind of a puffy face."

M ke said to McKinney, "That sounds a lot |ike the
descri ption of Neusa

Mufiez that Harry lantz gave the Conmttee."

The revelation hit them both at the sane tine.

M ke said slowy, "Ch, ny Godl Neusa Miez is Angell" He

pointed to the
cylinders. "She filled the balloons fromthese?"

"Yes, sir. It was funny. | |lit a cigarette, and she
screaned at nme to
put it out. | said. "Heliumdoesn't burn," and she said-"

M ke | ooked up. "The bal oons! The expl osives are in the
bal oons!" The

two nmen stared at the high ceiling covered with the
spect acul ar red,

whi te, and bl ue ball oons.



"She nmust be using sone kind of a renote-control device to
expl ode
them" Mke turned to the corporal. "How |l ong ago did she
| eave?"

"l guess about an hour ago."

UNDER t he tabl e, unseen, the tim ng device had six mnutes
| eft.

M ke was frantically scanning the room "She could have
put the timer

anywhere. It could go off any second. W'Il| never find
it."

Mary was approaching. Mke turned to her. "You' ve got to
clear the

room Fast! Make an announcenent. It will sound better
comng from

you. Get everybody outside."

She was | ooking at him bew | dered. "But why?"

"We found our playmate's toy," Mke said grimy. He
poi nt ed.

Those ball oons. They're lethal ."

Mary was | ooking up at them horror on her face. "Can't
we take them
down?"

M ke snapped, "There are hundreds of them By the tine-"

Mary's throat was so dry she could hardly get the words
out .

"Mke . . . | know a way." The two nen stared at her.

"The
Anbassador's Folly. The roof It slides open.™

Mke tried to control his excitenent. "How does it work?"



:"There's a swwtch that-"

"No," Mke said. "Nothing electrical. A spark could set
themall off.

Can it be done manual | y?"

" Yes. The roof is divided in half There's a crank on

each side that-"

She was talking to herself The two nmen were frantically
raci ng upstairs.

When they reached the top floor, they found a door opening
onto a |oft

and hurried inside. A woden |adder led to a catwal k

above that was

used by wor knmen when they cleaned the ballroomceiling. A
crank was

fastened to the wall.

"There nust be another one on the other side," Mke said.

He started across the narrow catwal k, pushing his way

t hrough the sea of

deadly bal l oons, struggling to keep his bal ance, trying
not to | ook down

at the nob of people far below. A current of air pushed a
mass of

bal | oons against him and he slipped. One foot went off

t he catwal k. He

began to fall. He grabbed the boards as he fell, hanging
on. Slowy he

managed to pull hinself up. He was soaked in
perspiration. He inched

his way al ong the rest of the wal k. Fastened to the wall
was the crank.

“I'"'mready,"
from sight by
t he ball oons. "Careful. No sudden noves."

M ke called to the col onel, who was hi dden

"Ri ght."
M ke began turning the crank very slowy.

Under the table, the timer was down to two m nutes.



M xe coul d hear the other crank being turned. Slowy,
very Slowy, the

roof started to slide open. A few balloons drifted into
the night air,

and as the roof opened farther, nore balloons began to
escape. Hundreds

of them poured through the opening, dancing into the
star-filled night,

drawi ng oohs and aahs fromthe unsuspecti ng guests bel ow
and the people

out in the street.

Under the table, there were forty-five seconds remaining
on the

remote-control timer. A cluster of balloons caught on the
edge of the

ceiling, just out of Mke's reach. He | eaned forward,
trying to free

them They swayed just beyond his fingertips. Carefully
he noved out

on the catwalk, with nothing to hold on to, and strained
to push the

bal | oons free. Now M ke stood there watching the |ast of
t he bal | oons

-escape. They soared hi gher and hi gher, painting the

vel vet night with

their vivid colors, and suddenly the -sky expl oded.

There Was a trenendous roar, and the tongues of red and
white flanes

shot high into the air. It was a Fourth of July

cel ebration such as

hoi d never been seen before. Bel ow, everyone appl auded.

M ke watched, drained, too tired to nove. It was over.

The roundup was tined to take place simultaneously, in
farflung corners
of the world.

FIl oyd Baker, the Secretary of State, was with his m stress
when t he door
burst open. Four nen cane into the room "FBlI, M.



Secretary. You're
under arrest."

"You nust be mad. What's the charge?”
"Treason, Thor."

General A iver Brooks, Qdin, was having breakfitst at his
cl ub when two
FBI agents wal ked up to his table and arrested him

In London, Sir Al ex Hyde-Wite, KB.E, MP., one of the
seni or heads of

the British Secret Intelligence, Service, code nwne Freyr,
was bei ng

toasted at a parlianmentary di nner when the club steward
approached him

"Excuse nme, Sir Alex. There are sone gentl enen outside
who would |ike a

word with you. ..

In Paris, in the Chanbre des D, 6putds de | a Rdpubli que
Frangai se, a
deputy, Balder, was called off the floor.

In the parlianment building in New Del hi, the speaker of
t he' Lok Sabha,
Vi shnu, was taken to jail.

In Rone, a deputy of the Canera dei Deputati, Tyr, was in
a Turkish bath
when he was arrested.

The sweep went on. In Mexico and Al bania and Japan, high
officials were

arrested. A nenber of the Bundestag in West Gernmany, a
deputy in the

Nationalrat in Austria, the vice-chairman of the Presidium
of the Sovi et

Union. The arrests included the president of a |arge

shi ppi ng conpany

and a powerful union | eader, a telesion evangelist and the
head of an

oil cartel.



Eddie Maltz was shot while trying to escape.

Pete Connors conmitted suicide while FBI agents were
br eaki ng down the
door to his office.

MARY Ashl ey and M ke Slade were in the bubble room

recei ving tel ephone

reports fromaround the world. M ke replaced the receiver
and turned to

Mary. "They've got nost of them Except for the
Controll er and Neusa

Muf i ez- Angel . "

“No one knew that Angel was a woman?" Mary narvel ed.

"No. She had all of us fooled. Lantz described her to
the Patriots for
Freedom Comm ttee as a fat, ugly noron.

"What about the Controller?" Mary asked.

"No one ever saw him He gave orders by tel ephone. He
was a brilliant

organi zer. The Comm ttee was broken up into small cells
so that one

group never knew what the other was doing."

ANCEL was |ike an enraged animal. The contract had gone
wrong sonehow,
but she had been prepared to nake up for it.

She had called the private nunber in Washi ngton and, using
her dull,

listless voice, had said, "Angel say to tell you no't to
worry. There

was sonme m stake, but he weel take care of it, nester.
They will all

die nex' tine, and-"

"There won't be a next tine!" the voice had expl oded.
"Angel bungl ed
iIt. He's worse than an amateur."



"Angel tol' nme-"

"I don't give a damm what he told you. He's finished. He
won't get a

cent. just tell that inconpetent to keep away. I'll find
soneone el se

who knows how to do the job." And he had sl amred the phone
down.

The gringo dog. No one had ever treated Angel |ike that
and lived. The

man was going to pay. Oh, how he woul d pay!

THE private phone in the bubble roomrang. Mary picked it
up.

It was Stanton Rogers. "Mary! You're safe! Thank God it's
over.

Tell me what happened. ™

"I't was Angel. She tried to blow up the residence and-"
"You nean he."

“"No. Angel is a woman. Her nane is Neusa Miez."

There was a | ong, stunned silence. "Neusa Miez? That
fat, ugly noron

was Angel ?"

Mary felt a sudden chill. "That's right, Stan," she said
slowy.

"I's there anything | can do for you, Mary?"

"No. I"'mon ny way to see the children. I'lIl talk to you
| ater."

She repl aced the receiver and sat dazed.

M ke | ooked at her. "What's the natter?"



She turned to him "You said that Harry Lantz told only
some Committee
menbers what Neusa Mufiez | ooked |ike."

"Yes."
Mary said, "Stanton Rogers just described her."

VWHEN Angel 's plane | anded at Dulles Airport, she went to a
t el ephone
booth and dialed the Controller's private nunber.

The famliar voice said, "Stanton Rogers."

Two days |ater M ke, Colonel MKinney, and Mary were
seated in the

enbassy conference room An electronics expert had just
fini shed

debugging it.

"I't all fits now" Mke said. "The Controller had to be
St ant on Rogers,
but none of us could see it."

"But why would he want to kill nme?" Mary asked. "In the
begi nni ng he

was agai nst ny bei ng appoi nted anbassador. He told ne so
hi nsel f. "

M ke expl ained. "He hadn't conpletely fornulated his plan
t hen. But

once he realized what you and the children synbolized, he
fought for you

to get the nom nation. That's what threw us off the
track. He was

behind you all the way, seeing to it that you got a

buil dup in the

press."

Mary shuddered. "Wy did he get involved with-"
"He never forgave Paul Ellison for being President. He

felt cheated. He
started out as a liberal, and he married a right-w ng



reactionary. My
guess is that his wife turned himaround."

"Have they found himyet?"
"No. He's disappeared. But he can't hide for very long."
Stanton Rogers' head was found in a Washington, D.C

gar bage dunp two
days later. H's eyes had been torn out.

PAUL Ellison was calling fromthe White House. "I'm
refusing to accept
your resignation, Mary. | know how ' nuch you' ve been

t hrough, but I'm
asking you to remain at your post in Renmania.”

| know how nuch you' ve been through. D d anyone have any
| dea? She had

been so unbelievably naive. She was going to show the
wor |l d how

wonderful Anericans really were. And all the tine she had
been a

cat's-paw. She and her children had been placed in nortal
danger. She

t hought of Edward and how he had been nurdered, and of
Louis and his

lies and his death. She thought of the destruction Angel
had sown al

over the world.

"' m not the sanme person | was when | cane here, Mary
t hought .

|'ve grown up the hard way, but I've grown up. |'ve
managed to

acconplish sonething here. |I got Hannah Murphy out of
prison, and |

made our grain deal. | saved the' |ife of lonescu' s son,
and | rescued

sone Jews.

"Hell 0. Are you there?" the President asked.



"Yes, sir." She | ooked over at M ke S|l ade, who was
sl ouched back in his
chair studying her.

"You' ve done a truly remarkable job," the President said.

"You're the person we need over there. You'll be doing
our country a
great service."

The President was waiting for an answer. Mary was

wei ghi ng her

decision. Finally she said, "M. President, if | did
agree to stay, |

woul d insist that.our country give sanctuary to Corina
Socoli."

"' msorry, Mary. |'ve already explained why we can't do
t hat .

It would of fend | onescu and-"

"He'll get over it. | know | onescu, M. President. He's
usi ng her as
a bargaining chip."”

There was a |long silence. "How would you get her out?"

“"An arny cargo plane is due to arrive in the norning.
"Il send her out
in that."

There was a pause. "I'll square it with State. If that's
all-"

Mary | ooked over at M ke Sl ade again. "There's one thing
nmore. | want

M ke Slade to stay here wwth ne. | need him W nake a
good team "

M ke was watching her, a private smle on his |ips.

"I"'mafraid that's inpossible,
"1 need

the President said firmy.



Sl ade back here. He al ready has anot her assignnent."
Mary sat there hol ding the phone, sayi ng not hing.

The President went on. "We'|l| send you soneone el se.
Anyone you want .
Mary? Hell o? What is this-sone kind of blackmill?"

Mary sat silently waiting.

Finally the President said grudgingly. "Well, | suppose if
you really
need him we mght spare himfor alittle while."

Mary felt her heart |ighten. "Thank you, M. President.
"1l be happy
to stay on as anbassador."”

The President had a final parting shot. "You're one ace
of a

negoti at or, Madun Anbassador. | have sone interesting
plans in mnd for

you when you're finished there. Good |uck! And stay out
of trouble.”

The |ine went dead.

Mary replaced the receiver and | ooked at Mke. "You're
going to be
staying here. He told ne to stay out of trouble.”

M ke Sl ade grinned. "He has a nice sense of hunor." He
rose and noved

toward her. "Do you renenber the day | met you and cal |l ed
you a perfect

ten?"

How wel | she renenbered. "Yes."

"I was wong. Now you're a perfect ten."

She felt a warmglow. "Oh, mke.

"Since |'mstaying on,. Madam Anbassador, we'd better
tal k about the



probl emwe're having with the Remani an comerce mnister."
He | ooked

into her eyes and said softly, "Wuld you like a cup of
cof f ee?"

Epi | ogue

Alice Springs, Australi a.
The chai rwoman was ad '
suffered a

set back, but because of the |essons we have | earned, our
or gani zati on

wi || becone even stronger. Now it is tine to take a vote.
Aphr odi t e?"

dressing the Commttee. "W have

"Yes."

, . At hene?"

"Yes.

" Cybel e?"

"Yes."

Sel ene?"

Considering the horrible death of our former Controller,
shoul dn't we

wait until-"

"Yes or no, please.”
"No. "

"Ni ke?"

"Yes.

"Nenesi s?"

n YeS. n



The notion is carried. Please observe the usual
precautions, |adies.”
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