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Аннотация
The fabulous Wittelsbach Emerald disappears and a desperate man begins his murderous search for it, thinking it is his long lost inheritance. *Emerald*, the first in a series of thrillers based on fabulous gemstones where two Mossad Case Officers create a special team to solve the mystery and mayhem that seems to surround wondrous gems. Emerald has more twists and turns than a West Virginia mountain road, and around each bend is another fascinating character.
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Epigraph

�And, as long as people hunger to possess the magical green fire of an Emerald, there will be people who risk all to satisfy that hunger � at any price.�
Anonymous



PROLOGUE

London, 1931
A cold September rain slanted down on King Street in St. James and sharpened the noise from the steady stream of honking cars, taxis, and red double-decker buses as they made their halting way towards Clarence House.
Shaking the silver rain droplets from his umbrella Bixby Reynolds entered the vestibule of Christie�s London Auction House with great anticipation. The last two weeks, the sun had hardly broken through the damp London fog long enough to assure anyone it was still in the sky. Today was no exception. It seemed that the continuous rain had imprisoned them for days. Stamping the water off his black rubbers and shaking his black brolly he shoved it into the umbrella stand near the front door. Walking quickly down the green-carpeted corridor, he nodded slightly to several of his employees, careful to keep a casual distance appropriate to his stature as Managing Director. Auction day always started promptly at ten each Monday morning, but that was only one of several things on his mind. Was the catalogue ready? Was the gallery spotless? Would there be a good crowd in spite of the rain? Soon, he hoped, the gallery would begin filling up with the on-lookers, the rich, their agents and other hopefuls. Bixby was always nervous on auction day, but especially today, September 15, 1931, because some of the impressive collection of jewels from the Bavarian National Treasury was to be offered. He entered his private office sanctum, hung his derby and greatcoat on the hall-tree just inside the door.
As if listening for his entrance his personal secretary entered from the inner door. Placing a small silver tray on his desk, she announced, �Your tea, sir.�
�Thank you, Miss McIntyre, any mail?
�Not until after nine, sir.
�Yes, of course.�
�Will there be anything else?�
�Not for the moment. Please let me know as soon as our guests begin to arrive.�
�Certainly, sir,� and with a slight nod, she left the office.
Henry Jones, Bixby�s young assistant, tapped on the jam of his open door. Bixby wondered whether Jones� ruddy complexion was from being Welsh or because he drank too darn much. Since he never associated with employees outside the office, he would never know. He wished Jones would have his suits pressed more often, though.
�Anything special for me this morning, sir?�
�Ah, Jones, come in. Are the catalogs ready?�
�Yes, sir. I instructed the clerks to place them on the usual table at the gallery entrance. I�m sure they are there already. And the gallery is spotless.� Henry knew Bixby would throw one of his little tantrums if there was the least bit of dust in the gallery prior to a sale. The Director carried a pair of white gloves in his coat pocket just for inspection every auction day.
�Good, good. That is all for now, Jones. Oh�Jones, put a Carnation in your buttonhole, please. We must keep up appearances, mustn�t we?�
�Certainly, sir,� Henry bristled. He hated being called just �Jones�. Bixby looked down on anyone not born in jolly old England, and Henry suspected the reason he had not received a promotion for several years was because he was Welsh. He hated that his superior always found something wrong with his appearance, no matter how hard he tried to be perfect. If I had the nerve, I�d go right up to the old sod. I�d give him a piece of my mind. Someday, he thought. He turned and walked quickly back to his desk, vowing again to look for a position in another firm.
Henry quickly forgot his vow when he returned to his own office and picked up the thick catalog filled with pages and pages of beautiful antiques, art works and jewelry lying on his desk. He sat down looking at all the fascinating items, starting with the Rembrandt and Goya paintings featured in the fine arts section. He paused.
I wonder what it would be like to have paintings like these hanging on the walls of my flat instead of just seeing them in a museum, he mused. Bypassing pages of beautiful furniture, he stopped at the fine jewelry section. It was his favorite part of any catalog.
His secret ambition was to possess one of those beautiful jewels some day, even a small one. Closing his eyes, he dreamed of what it would be like to give a beautiful sparkling necklace to his wife.
Coming out of his reverie, Henry noticed it was just past nine: time to make sure the men had prepared the items for auction correctly in the proper sequence. He left his office, striding through the great holding hall behind the auction gallery where he checked off each item and made sure it was labeled with its corresponding number. When he got to the gem section, he stopped. Would that it could be me who is allowed in the vault to prepare the jewelry for display. But only Bixby was allowed to handle the gems. He said it was because of the company�s insurance policy, but Henry knew better. In Bixby�s narrow mind Jones was an outsider, a foreigner and always would be.
Bixby nervously glanced at the oak clock on the wall opposite his desk. Have I taken care of everything, he asked himself. He mentally checked off the items on his Auction Day checklist, a process he went through each morning of every auction. Yes, he assured himself, all was ready. He hoped for a large crowd of bidders and a grand profit for the company.
At nine thirty-five, on the dot, Bixby finished his morning tea and rose from his desk. It was time to open the safe and place the gems into their numbered velvet pouches.
Just outside the vault room, he greeted the two security officers: �James, Owen. Good morning. Keep a keen eye out today. We have quite a display for this auction.�
�Something special today gov?� Owen asked, moving closer to the vault door.
�I�ll say. A large lot of beautiful jewels. One�s the biggest emerald you�ll ever see.�
Bixby stepped forward and twirled the dial on the front of the huge safe and, hearing a click, turned the dial the other way, another click, then slowly and carefully this time, the final click. With a hard turn of the large lever, he swung the heavy door open and entered the vault interior. The security officers held their ground, standing at attention outside the gaping door. In a few moments Bixby came out of the vault pushing an oak file cabinet on soft rubber wheels. He paused, opened one of the top drawers and took out a silver box, opened it, and took out a black velvet bag.
�Feast your eyes on this beauty, gentlemen,� Bixby said as he reached into the pouch and gently held in his hand an emerald the size of his fist. It caught the overhead lights and sent a flash of green around the room.
�Good Lord, Mr. Bixby, that is the biggest emerald I�ve ever seen,� James remarked.
�It�s the largest jewel of any kind I�ve ever seen, outside the Crown Jewels in the Tower, I meant,� Owen said in awe.
�That it is, lads, and it�s worth a fortune.�
�Where did it come from, sir?� Owen asked.
�This one�s the famous Wittelsbach Emerald, part of the collection of jewels from the Bavarian National Treasury. Well, I guess we�d better get these beauties out of the holding area. Stay close to me, boys, and don�t let these out of your sight all day.�
* * *
�Sold�to number 317,� The auctioneer exclaimed pounding his gavel as he stood facing the packed gallery. Some bidders had even lined the back wall, standing. The expectant air in the room was reflected on the faces of the crowd. Then a white-smocked attendant walked in, everyone�s eyes following him in anticipation. With white gloves, he took out a black velvet pouch from an ornate silver box and placed it on a revolving stand beside the auctioneer�s podium. Loosening the drawstring on the pouch he carefully drew out a large green stone, laying it gently on top of the pouch then turned and took his place against the wall to the left of the auctioneer�s podium.
As if orchestrated by some unseen conductor, the audience gasped in wonder. People in the rear stood to get a better look; others shifted their chairs for a less obstructed view.
�Ladies and gentlemen,� the auctioneer stated, �we have now come to item number one-thirty-eight in your catalogue, the piece de resistance of this auction, if I may say so. I�m sure you have already read the provenance of this outstanding emerald, but let me read the description again for you.
�A 98.98 carat, magnificent quality, hexagonal stone, part of the Wittelsbach collection, until recently, housed in the Bavarian Treasury of Residenz in Munich, Germany. We are fortunate today to have this glorious emerald on offer. Originally, this deep green emerald with bluish highlights was mined from the Orozcachua Mines of Columbia in the 16th century and brought to Spain it is suspected by the Conquistador Francisco Pizarro. Historians tell us that in 1699 Maximilian Emanuel�s first son, Joseph Ferdinand, was appointed heir to the Spanish crown but died early in his life. It was probably during this time that the emerald became part of the Bavarian National Treasury and known as the Wittelsbach Emerald, after the name of the ruling family. It is believed to have been a gift from King Ludwig I, of Bavaria to Lola Montez, in the 19th century, but the stone was returned to the Treasury when Miss Montez mysteriously left Munich. At one time many years ago, for some unknown reason, the Bavarian government sold a great many of its treasures on the open market. This magnificent gem was purchased by the Munich Huber family who held it for several years until financial difficulties forced them to sell it back to their government. And now, once again, the glorious Wittelsbach Emerald is back on the market. As you can hear, this beautiful stone has quite a long and interesting history�
Murmurs and chuckles came from the gallery. He added, �Bavaria was weakened by King Ludwig�s sentimental extravagances and never fully recovered. They are offering the Wittelsbach Emerald among other precious jewels today from their collection.�
Standing behind the auctioneer, Bixby observed the crowd, studying the faces and posture of the audience, trying to guess which person would bid on each item. After all these years watching guests at the auctions, he prided himself adept at who would bid on a particular item. As the auctioneer read the description of the Wittelsbach Emerald, he noticed a general feeling of excitement swelling throughout the room. Several patrons were nervously playing with their assigned numbered paddles.
The bidding opened. Several of those who raised their paddles Bixby knew by name. There was Lord Perth with his lovely young second wife who, it was known, had been a dancer in a London club when the Lord met her. After a not-so-secret love affair, he divorced his wife, to marry her. Now Lord Perth tried desperately to keep up with his new spouse and her spending sprees.
Looking over the crowd, he recognized the agent for Sir Basil Giles, obviously hoping to add another famous gem to his client�s already extensive collection. Then there was Paddy Drexler, just recently elected to the House of Commons. There also was a new bidder from Paris, Bixby had been told, as well as some agent for a wealthy industrialist from Germany, neither of whom he had been able to meet prior to the auction.
Then, he noticed a nervous man, sitting near the rear of the gallery. The man suddenly rose from his chair and moved along the sidewall, closer to the podium. He seemed to be trying to get both a clear view of the emerald and to be simultaneously seen by the auctioneer. Bearded and wearing thick glasses, he was impeccably dressed in a dark gray suit of European cut. He nervously patted his thigh with his numbered paddle.
He�s the one. Bixby just knew it. There was something about the man that was like a crouching tiger ready to spring.
Just then, the bid reached �140,000. The bearded man raised his yellow paddle to his shoulder. It had a large, black number 17 on it. He held it there just long enough to get the attention of the auctioneer, who nodded slightly in his direction. Bixby counted only three other bidders remaining.
��140, 500,� the auctioneer exclaimed, looking around the room. All three bidders responded, and Bixby saw the auctioneer smile slightly in the direction of the bearded man.
�Do I have �140,700? Yes, I have �140,700 from the gentleman by the wall.�
Suddenly all eyes were on the man.
�Now, �140,800? Going once � I have �140,800 from the gentleman on my left. Thank you, sir. Do I have �140,900? Yes, I have �140,900.�
There was a sigh from the woman bidder as she dropped out. Only two bidders remained. The auctioneer said, �I have �140,900, going once, going twice, going�� Just as he raised his gavel, the bearded man waved his paddle furiously.
�Yes? Will you bid �141,000 sir?�
The man stepped forward, lowered his bidding paddle and in a loud clear voice said with a distinctly German accent, �I bid �150,000.�
The audience gasped. Bixby was astonished. Raising the bid by almost �10,000! Would the man who had just lost the bid at �140,900 bid again? All eyes were on the smallish dark-suited gentleman in the second row to the right of the podium. The auctioneer looked at the man and paused. After a tense moment, the man shook his head dejectedly, rose and walked out of the gallery. The auctioneer turned to the bearded man.
�You bid �150,000 for item one thirty eight, the Wittelsbach Emerald? Is that correct, sir?� inquired the auctioneer.
Without hesitation, he man nodded and exclaimed, �Ya! Das is correct. �150,000.�
�I have a �150,000 bid for the Wittelsbach Emerald. Do I hear a further bid?� In the stunned silence only the rustle of clothes and the murmurs of the crowd were heard. �Going once, going twice, and sold for �150,000� The auctioneer banged his gavel down.
When the audience turned their eyes from the auctioneer back to look at the gentleman who had caused such a stir with his amazing bid, he was no longer standing against the gallery wall of Christie�s Auction House. He had vanished.

CHAPTER 1

Switzerland in the mid 90�s
The early Swiss morning was crisp and clear as Hans carried the gloves of the woman he killed last night to the garden shed behind the garage. He unlocked the heavy padlock and the door creaked as he entered. Standing in the doorway he looked at the old leather steamer trunk amid a collection of shovels, rakes, hoes and a rusty lawnmower. Taking a small brass key from the chain around his neck he knelt, unlocked the trunk and lifted the lid. Memories of past killings swarmed inside as he gently placed the fawn, suede gloves on top of his trophies. Closing the lid he paused before locking it and rubbed his hands over the warn leather top. This travel trunk held everything his father was able to spirit out of Germany in those days as the glorious Third Reich began to topple. It survived the long U-boat trip to Argentina in the mid 40�s and now was with Hans in Switzerland as he searched for his long lost inheritance.
He locked the trunk, stood up and tossed a couple of leaf bags on the trunk to hide it. After locking the shed again he walked back to the house as a slight breeze rustled the leaves in the Birch trees overhead. That wind is a good sign, he thought. It will blow away any feelings I had for that woman.
* * *
He needed to find his emerald. Where was it? Who had it? Who might know where it was? Perhaps someone in the Klement Kompound in Buenos Aires where he grew up would know the where-bouts of one of his grandfather�s servants, someone who would know what his grandfather did with the Wittelsbach Emerald, NO � his emerald. If any are still living they would be in their late 70�s or 80�s � yet still there was a chance they might know about the emerald. He had tried the Residenz Museum, the reconstructed Wittelsbach palace where other Wittelsbach jewels were still kept, but no one had a clue about his emerald. It was worth a try to see if any of his grandfather�s servants were still living, and besides it gave him a chance to use that new Motorola digital GSM phone he bought last week in Geneva. It certainly cost him enough. The smart-ass salesman assured him that conversations on the phone could be encrypted using a temporary and randomly generated ciphering key, and for added security, Hans would be identified by a temporary identity, which he could change periodically. Well let�s see if this expensive phone works.
After reaching the Klement Kompound in Buenos Aires, he let them know about the message being encrypted and the codes to unscramble it. He told them what he needed and he would call them back in one hour to see what they found out.
* * *
The chalet was too big for him, he knew it, yet it had been available to rent and he was able to get it for a year at a very reasonable price. A typical large Swiss chalet nestled in the foothills of the Jura Mountains, with a wide vista of Lake Geneva in the Southern distance. The real estate woman said it was over a hundred years old, but had been remolded only two years ago. It was held in estate after the owner passed away, but the bank was willing to rent it on a long term basis. As the real estate woman drove him in the drive the first time he fell in love with the house, or was it the dozens of red Geraniums cascading from each window box. He liked living by himself and over the months there grew a comfortable feeling as the house began to speak to him. Usually around midnight, he would hear the radiator click off. The wooden walls began to shudder, surrendering its stored heat in groans and cracks and faint, pinging voices that seemed to wail forever. It reminded him of the big house where he had visited his grandfather in Munich as a boy.
* * *
He paced the floor waiting for a response from Argentina and when an hour and ten minutes passed and no phone call Hans angrily threw a chair against the fireplace, turning probably an antique into firewood. Just as he was about to give up his cell phone rang. He grabbed it and shouted, �It�s about time. What did you find out for me?� Listening carefully as he walked over to the desk, took out a pen, and began writing. �So that�s it? That�s all you could find out? Well keep hunting for me. There has to be someone who still knows where my emerald is,� And angrily hung up without even a thank you or a good bye, but with this bit of information from his friends in Buenos Aires he learned his grandfather�s chauffer might still be alive somewhere around Munich.
Now traveling on a German passport he called the German Embassy in Berne, but they would not give information to him unless he applied in person. He didn�t think that would be smart since the Swiss newspapers were running stories of the Jewish murders with the Nazi slash marks. He called a man now living in Berne that he had done business with in Buenos Aires. He persuaded him, with the promise of a nice payment, to go to the Embassy and find out any information on any of the servants, especially the old chauffer.
As he left the chalet he turned on the burglar alarm. Isn�t that ironic, he laughed to himself as the alarm turned red and he was on his way to Berne.
* * *
Hans opened the garage doors and standing the doorway admired the shiny green Mercedes 250 SE that glistened in the shadowed light. He loved the lines of this automobile and he felt special when he drove it. It was one of several cars he owned in Argentina and he was pleased he had also found one for sale in Geneva. As he settled in the soft tan leather seats he got out the small piece of lambs wool from the glove box and wiped any bits of lint or dust from the dash, as he had done so many times before. He drove carefully out of the garage, stopped, got out and locked the doors behind him.
The six cylinders purred as he drove through the villages on the north side of the lake. Most of the traffic there was flowing the other way toward the city center. These Swiss, he thought, so punctual, so precise, like a watch, yet always getting in his way. Staying just below the 120 kilometer limit on the Motorway and obeying every road law, he again marveled at the German efficiency of this machine. He felt a temptation to mash on the gas pedal and turn the power loose under the hood as he entered the autobahn heading for Lausanne.
The highway cut through terraced vineyards high on the slopes of Lake Geneva. The lake�s wide blue canvas filled his vision on the right. Beyond it, wreathed in cloud, rose the snow-covered tips of the Junta Mountains. As he neared Nyon, on the outskirts of Geneva, he almost fell into a state of picturesque tranquility. Yet he had to keep his guard up. Any accident, any minor mishap, might tie him into the police investigation of the murders and burglaries around Geneva.
The miles flew by. He entered the outskirts of Lausanne and looked for the turn that led to Berne. A semi-truck in front of him was well below the speed limit. Hans leaned on his horn. The road ahead cleared enough to pass. He maneuvered around the truck. Its driver jabbed his middle finger at Hans and pulled his air horn in a loud blast. Hans saluted him back the same way and pulled in front of the truck.
�Asshole, why don�t you get that frikin truck off the highway or at least respect for other drivers.�
The highway to Berne came up. Hans negotiated the turn at a high rate of speed, just to feel the camber of the road, then slowing to within the limit again; he watched the road and thought about what might lay ahead for him in Munich.
Upon his return to Europe from Argentina, he had settled in Switzerland, well really in France because he felt the French laws would allow him to roam more freely throughout Europe in his search for his emerald. For months he tried to track down his grandparents� servants and friends to see if they knew anything about the emerald without luck.
Humming a Spanish love song he learned in Argentina, he noticed the lush landscape around him fly past. He was driving through a wide valley where nestled farm after farm. Beyond the farms were large stands of evergreen trees. Not a bad place to settle down, he thought.
After entering the outskirts of Berne he stopped at a small caf� and telephoned his friend again. He learned the only person still alive who might know of the emerald might be Fritz, his grandfather�s chauffer. However, Fritz was in poor health, in fact he wasn�t sure if Fritz was even alive. The only address, and this was several years old, was a rest home near Starnberger Lake, a few miles southwest of Munich � no street address, just the name. After writing down the address, Hans said Heil Hitler out of habit, and said he�d send him a reward and hung up.
Hans checked his petrol gage, saw it contained plenty, and drove back onto the highway north of Berne toward Zurich. A large sign announced the Emmental section of Switzerland. His mouth watered for Emmental Cheese, particularly his favorite, aged Premier Cru, a passion he inherited from his father back home.
Pulling off the highway at the first Emmental cheese farm he saw, he parked beside the brightly painted chalet. Getting out, he stretched, allowing the scent of the wondrous cheese to fill the air and his memories.
Inside the dark wood shop a vivacious young woman dressed in a lace-up red, corset dress, blue skirt, white poplin apron and white stockings greeted him. She held a wooden tray of cheese samples. Hans ignored her, walked to the counter where several customers waited. He nudged his way closer to the counter and in a rather loud voice asked for some Emmentaler Premier Cru.
�Just a minute, sir,� The woman behind the counter responded.
Angrily Hans glared, and said �I�m not a tourist and I�m in a hurry�.
A big, florid man came out of the back of the shop and walked toward Hans.
�Did I hear you say you wanted Premier Cur, sir?�
�You heard right, and I don�t have time to wait.�
�If you would follow me, I will see what I can do. We don�t get that request every day.�
Hans left the cheese shop through a side door and walked back to his car with a large wedge wrapped in brown paper. In the car, he unwrapped the pungent cheese, removed his dagger from the sheath behind his neck, and cut several slices from the wedge. He ate quickly and drove back onto the highway, savoring the remembered flavor of his favorite cheese, and his father.
An hour later, Hans circled Zurich on the by-pass and headed toward Lake Constance. On the other side of St. Gallen, he crossed the border into Austria and marveled at the blueness of the Lake as he finished the last of the Emmental.
Ahead lay the border crossing between Austria and Germany. Knowing there had been no pictures of him, or even a description in the news accounts of the Swiss killings, yet somewhat nervous, Hans took a deep breath as they waved him to stop at the border. The guard, a big, florid man, walked to the car, whistled at it, and said. �Great car�
�Thank you,� Hans replied, smiling.
Looking closely at Hans� passport, the guard asked Hans to wait there a minute, turned and walked into the guard house.
Hans breathed deeply. With a carefully forged French passport, a slick German car, and killer instinct, he knew he wasn�t any match for these border police, or Interpol either, for that matter, but why the delay? He could see the guard who had taken his passport talking to someone inside and pointing to him. Both border guards walked toward the car and Hans thought about the Luger resting in the car�s glove box, wondering if he could get it out in time should he need it.
The guard handed back the passport. �Sorry to delay you, but Fredrick there has always wanted an auto like this. He even has a picture of one just like it in our guard house there.
The other guard continued walking around the car, then with a loud thank you sorry for the delay and a sweeping gesture with his hat bid Hans to drive on.
* * *
Just after the Starnberg exit to Munich he slowed and drove into a gas station. The young attendant ran out.
�Fill it up?�
�Yes, and hurry. Say, Have you ever heard of a nursing home called St. Joseph�s in Munich? The gangly youth with a blotchy face nodded and replied, �Sure, an uncle of mine lives there. It�s on Theresienstrase, across from St Joseph�s Church, just about three miles ahead. You can�t miss it.�
Leaving the gas station, Hans He drove on, humming with the music of Siegfried and drumming the beat on the steering wheel. I am Siegfried, and the emerald is my Brunnhilde, he thought, as the street signs flashed by.
Suddenly he saw in the rear view mirror the flashing red lights of a police car. Adrenaline pumping he pulled to the side of the road. �Shit, what have I done now?�
The oak of a patrolman walked up to the Mercedes and said. �You missed a stop sign back there sir. Let me see your driver�s license.� Hans pulled out his international drivers� license and passport from the glove box, being careful to shield the Luger from view. �I�m so sorry, officer. I�m on my way to see my uncle in the St Joseph Nursing Home. They called me and said that he�s dying. I guess I just didn�t see that stop sign. I�m very sorry.�
�Well, since you�re on an errand of mercy, I won�t give you a ticket this time, but slow down or you�ll be going to heaven with your uncle. Have a nice day.�
Hans took a deep breath and thought, errand of mercy, my foot and slowly continued along the city streets until he found Theresienstrase. Turning onto this residential street, he drove until he saw the church steeple a block ahead. Across from the church stood a large, grey house with a sign in peeling paint.
A shabby place for the servant of a wealthy industrialist, he thought with a sneer.
He parked, walked up the steps, and entered the building. Strong odors of disinfectant accosted his nostrils. A gray haired nurse in a soiled uniform looked up and asked in a tired voice, �What do you want?�
�I want to see Herr Fritz Getman,� Hans replied. �Can you help me?�
Returning to her paper work the nurse asked, �Are you a relative?�
�No, I am a close friend who has come a long distance to see Herr Fritz.�
Without looking up, the nurse pointed down the hall and said, �116.�
The interior was cut down the center by a single corridor. Hans walked past several old men in wheelchairs sleeping in the hallway, the nursing home disinfectant smell almost stifling his breath. 112, 114, 116. Hans paused and looked inside. An obese, balding, sloppy old man sat in the shabby room, his back to the door looking out of the dirty window, bordered by anemic pink, sun-bombarded curtains. The reflection in the dirty window showed a face shriveled and deeply lined as a relief map.
�Herr Fritz?�
In a raspy voice, without turning the old man said, �I knew you�d get to me sooner or later.�
�How did you know I would find you, old man?�
�Because of all those murders I�ve been reading about, with the SS slash marks, just like your father.�
The old man wiped his nose with his sleeve, looked at Hans, �And I�ve heard that you are looking for your grandfather�s emerald. Why should I help you?�
�For old times, Fritz.�
�Old times aren�t worth shit � look at me in this hell hole. But I�ll tell you what you want to know just so the police will have more to pin on you.�
�So, where is my emerald? Tell me and I�ll give you a reward�.
�Why don�t you ask the Klein�s? You drove near their farm on your way here�.
�You mean those fucking Jews have my emerald? Tell me where they are, Fritz.�
�They live in Rorschach, Switzerland�.
�Are you sure, old man?�
�I�m sure, now leave me alone and get out of my sight, you bastard.�
�And, now for your reward, my old friend.�
Hans stood behind the old man still looking out the window, and smiled. He drew his stiletto from his neck sheath, and drew the razor sharp blade across the wrinkled neck, being careful not to get caught in the blood spray from the carotid arteries.
�Thank you, for the information old man, may you rest in hell with the rest of my family!�

CHAPTER 2

Switzerland
After enquiring at the newspaper office in Rorschach where he could find his �aunt and uncle�s� farm, Hans turned into their driveway and drove past the wrought iron gates rusted with neglect. He drove down the rutted, asphalt drive. Bushes and trees needed pruning. Flowerbeds were overgrown. Crabgrass and dandelions captured the lawn. A pity, he thought. This might be a nice place to live, isolated and in safe territory. He would like to take care of grounds like these � work in the garden again, manicure the lawn, edge the flowerbeds and fill them with flowers.
He remembered when he was a boy; his father gave him a small plot of ground. He had turned the soil, and carefully worked in the manure he had gotten from a friend�s farm. After he planted the bulbs and seeds, he waited and carefully watered the rich brown earth. He still remembered the day he visited his garden after school and noticed small, green shoots breaking through the tilled surface. He lay on his stomach in his school clothes and watched, hoping to see the shoots actually grow.
Slowing at the curve in the rutted driveway, Hans parked close to the farmhouse. Reaching into a travel bag on the front seat he took out an auburn wig and adjusted it carefully on his close cropped head. Next he put on a Harris Tweed tam. He looked in the car�s rear view mirror, grinned and took a roll of duct tape from the glove box of the car and shoved it into his pocket.
Dressed in white casual shirt and designer jeans, he adjusted the horned-rimmed glasses and walked toward the front door. These Swiss, he sneered, all want their stinking barn as close as possible. Why don�t they just sleep with the cows and pigs?
The birds sang in the trees as Hans walked up the steps to the front door. He pulled the rope attached to a cowbell on the elaborate iron grill above the door. Out of habit, he carefully measured his distance from the door. He waited. He reached to pull the rope for a second time when the door opened slightly, held in place with a safety chain. An elderly woman peeked through the partially-opened door, �Yes, who is it?�
Hans lifted his foot and crashed it against the door. The safety chain ripped from the doorframe. The force knocked the woman onto the floor.
Hans ducked inside, slammed the door, pulled the woman to her feet and held her with his knife to her throat.
�Now, Mrs. Klein, where�s your husband?�
She trembled and pointed toward a closed door, �Asleep. My God, who are you?�
�Shut up,� Hans picked her up and dropped her into an over-stuffed chair. He leaned over and gripped her small face in his hand and pointed the dagger at her. Terrified, she stared at him. Her face had gone white.
�Listen to me, and listen well. If you scream I�ll slit your throat from ear to ear.� He squeezed her cheeks between his thumb and fingers. �Do you understand?�
Not waiting for a response, he glanced around, �Is this the only telephone you have?� He pointed to the phone on the table beside her.
Mrs. Klein stared, horrified, and nodded. Hans released his grip, straightened, and ripped the cord out of the wall. He slung the phone across the room.
�Call your husband. Wake him up. Get him in here�
Hans yanked her to her feet. He wrapped his right arm around her and stood in front of the door she indicated. Sticking the tip of the dagger at her throat, he whispered in her ear. �Call him in here.�
�Simon. Simon, please come into the living room. I need you� she called.
Louder,� Hans said. �You wouldn�t want me to go in after him, would you?�
From some hidden recess inside the woman came a primordial scream that split the tense air.
�Simon Come into the living room. For God�s sake, help me.�
A disheveled man burst through the door and stumbled into the living room.
�Good God, Adi, what happened? You scared me.� He focused on Hans holding his wife. �Who is this man?�
Hans watched as the reality of the situation registered in Simon�s sleep-filled brain. He sank to his knees and stared at his wife. A moan rumbled out of his throat. He rocked slowly on his knees, his eyes tightly closed, his hands clasped in prayer. The moan changed to Hebrew, �Hear oh Israel, the Lord our God, the Lord is one�
�Shut up, old man� Hans shouted. �Your stupid God won�t save you this time. Listen carefully, for I�m only going to tell you once. If I do not get what I want, your sweetheart dies a very slow and painful death. I�ll cut her neck from ear to ear. Do you understand what I�m saying?�
Simon opened his eyes. Tears streamed down his cheeks and seeped into his white whiskers. He nodded. �Yes, yes. Anything you say. Please don�t hurt Adi.�
Hans laughed. �Where is the Whittelsbach Emerald?�
Simon cast a furtive glance at his wife. She shook her head and closed her eyes.
Hans picked up on the slight signal and swore.
�I am not a patient man,� Hans said. �Let�s see if a little pain will loosen your tongue.�
Keeping his attention on Simon, Hans moved the dagger from Adi�s throat and sliced a portion off her ear. She let loose a piercing scream. A red ribbon of blood ran down Adi�s neck. Simon slumped to the floor.
�If you so much as move, woman, I�ll slice off your other ear.�
He turned her loose, lifted the man to his feet, and dragged him to a wooden chair in the corner of the room. Taking the roll of duct tape from his pocket, he forced Simon�s arms around his back, bound his wrists together, and secured them to the chair. He taped Simon�s ankles to the chair legs, turned back to Adi cringing with fear and trying to staunch the flow of blood from her ear.
�We�ll never tell you where the emerald is.� She spat the words indignantly. �You can torture and kill us, but you don�t deserve to have that emerald.�
Hans walked over to her. His whole body stiffened. He glanced at the ceiling, spun around as quickly as a lightening bolt and threw the dagger at Simon.
Simon stared at the hilt of the knife protruding from his chest. He looked up at his wife, smiled, and closed his eyes.
Adi�s scream cut short. A deep moan pulled life out of her. She closed her eyes and slumped.
Hans whispered in her ear, �Now little lady, do you want to tell me where you keep my emerald?�
Adi looked up through pain-filled eyes. She spat into his face.
Hans wiped the spittle with the back of his hand. �That�s the way it�s to be? I�ll find it if I have to tear this house apart board by board and burn it to the ground.� He grasped a handful of her hair, and roughly lifted her to her feet.
Her scream so piercing, was almost pretty. A high, sweet sound. As the scream left her throat, Hans gripped her head, twisted it, and broke her neck. He closed his eyes at the satisfying crunch of vertebrae as they snapped. He dropped her limp body to the floor.
For an hour, he searched the farmhouse. He swore under his breath and stalked back into the living room to Simon�s slumped body. He placed his boot on the old man�s chest and withdrew his knife. With the bloody blade, he slashed open Simon�s nightshirt sleeve, carved two jagged lightening flashes in the man�s bicep, and did the same to Adi.
Hans carefully wiped blood from his knife on Simon�s nightshirt. He inserted his dagger back into its leather scabbard nestled between his shoulder blades.
He stomped toward the front door, kicking papers he had knocked off a desk during his search. He gave a final glance around the room, caught the glitter of gold in the letterhead on a piece of paper that read Christy�s of Geneva. He snatched it up and read the typing. It was a receipt for the Whittelsbach Emerald that would be sold at auction in just a few days. He left the farmhouse, slamming the door behind him. Under no circumstances would anyone get that emerald. It was his emerald.
Back in his car, Hans tossed the tam in the back seat, put on a black baseball cap, carefully applied a fake nose, and stuck a hairy wart near his chin. He started the engine, swung the Mercedes around, and sped toward Geneva.

CHAPTER 3

Switzerland
Crushing the letter from Christies in his fist, he stood by the front door surveying the carnage he had just created. He reveled in the adrenalin surge that made his heart race and his lungs pound. His emerald wasn�t here. Turning angrily, Hans quickly left the farmhouse, the dangling cowbell over the door ringing in his ear. As he ran toward his car the country breeze across his face was suddenly sweet, the air pungent, reminding him of death.
He settled in the soft leather seat but with trembling fingers could hardly get the key into the ignition. He loved this feeling, his heart pumping, mind reeling, hair standing up on forearms, if it could only last forever.
Back out on the highway, he had to force himself to drive close to the speed limit, and he calmed noticed that the sky was slowly changing from bright blue to a lovely, muted purple. After a short drive, with Geneva hours away, he pulled in beside a small Gesthof with a lighted vacancy sign.
He pulled out his small overnight bag from the car trunk and out of habit felt to make sure his stiletto was in its sheaf behind his neck. Pushing open the heavy, scarred front door he entered a dingy bar smelling of spilled beer, cigarettes and supper cooking in a distant kitchen.
From behind the bar came, �Welcome Sir, would you like a drink, supper, a room or maybe more?�
Han�s eyes adjusted to the gloom as he walked up to the bar, sat and replied, �A large Cognac would do me well.�
�Oh, sir, I�m terribly sorry. We are a small, poor establishment, and all we serve is beer on tap. How� bout a nice dark Bavarian lager?�
�If that�s all you have I guess it�ll have to do.�
The hefty barmaid took a stein from the back wall, and pulled a large porcelain handle filling the stein with an amber liquid to the brim and overflowing. Placing it on the polished bar in front of Hans, she smiled and asked, �What else would you like?�
�I�m afraid it�s been a long and tiring day and all the energy I have left is to climb the stairs to a room, if you have one, and fall asleep.�
With a nod of her pigtailed head and a disappointed voice she said, �We do have rooms available, keys are over there on the wall. Just take your pick, and sleep well,� and walked out of the bar into a back room.
* * *
The old uneven floor creaked as Hans walked down the dimly lighted hall, pushed open a door marked 3 with his overnight bag and tossed it on the bed. Being careful not to spill his second stein of beer he eased into the floral, sagging over-stuffed chair, pushed off his shoes, put his feet on the edge of the bed and drank from the stein he had been allowed to take to his room. Sipping the tepid amber liquid he leaned his head back and closed his eyes. The warm buzz he felt was not so much from the two steins of beer as from the killing adrenalin still pumping through his veins. He knew this feeling didn�t come from the actual killing, but started during the remembered connection to his father as he carved the lightning flashes into each victim. He closed his eyes and as after each killing, his memory flashed back to the contorted face of his father dying on the street in Buenos Aires.
* * *
He walked proudly beside his tall father as they left the compound on Garibaldi Street and headed towards the bus stop in the next block. Crossing the street just before the green and yellow bus pulled to a stop, they waited as several people exited the bus, two women and a young man, neighbors of theirs. His father�s head turned left and right looking for anything out of the ordinary. He felt very proud that his father had been chosen to protect Herr Klement. Someday he wanted to do the same. Suddenly, a white haired, stooped shouldered man came down the bus steps, looked at him, and smiled. Hans waved excitedly, as he always did when he saw Herr Klement. The man walked toward them and gave a slight wave. The bus door closed and pulled back onto Garibaldi Street to continue its late afternoon journey through the streets of Buenos Aires. He and his father walked toward the man, who seemed older than he really was, shook hands, turned and started back to the Klement compound. It was then that he noticed a large black limousine parked beside the curb, its engine hood up and a man leaning over the engine. Father grabbed his hand quickly and pushed Herr Klement to quickly cross the street. The black doors opened on both sides of the car, men came piling out, guns drawn, shouting for us to stop. Father dropped his hand, reached for the Luger he always carried, but before he could get it out of his holster several of the men shot him. He was shouting as his father fell and crumpled to the pavement. Hans tried to get to the pistol that had fallen beside his father. His father covered it with his hand and shook his head. Hans knelt down beside him, gently touched his face, called his name, and knew he was dead. Then he felt bullets burning into his body. He fell back on the street, screaming for Herr Klement to run, run, run, but they grabbed him and shoved him into the car, and Hans couldn�t do anything to help him. The terrified young man looked up and saw a man, not more than two feet away pointing his gun at His head. Through his pain he saw the trigger finger begin to squeeze and then relax. His eyes closed to block out the searing pain. The people in the car were shouting, �Finish him, finish him�. Car doors slam and opening his eyes he saw the big, black car speed off, tires screaming, down Garibaldi Street. The last thing he saw was the man who almost shot him again, looking at him through the back window of the car, and he passed out beside his father.
* * *
Hans opened his eyes, trying to focus where he was, outside of his remembered past. Shaking his head, he got up, staggered to the bed and flopped on it fully dressed.

CHAPTER 4

Tel Aviv
The sun-toasted, long-legged blond, jogged toward him on the beach, her feet kicking up the white wash zone. Her skin tight swimsuit twisted back and forth struggling to cover her inviting body. He was running to meet her on the warm sand, their arms reaching out to enfold each other. Just as they were about to embrace his hopeful dream was shattered by the ringing of his bedside phone. The clock�s red digits showed five a.m. Who would be calling at this ungodly hour? Angrily He fumbled for the phone.
�Yes! Do you know what time it is?�
A voice full of gravel erased any further hopes of beaches and blonds.
�Get here as soon as possible. I�ll see you in a few minutes.�
Click! The voice was gone.
Sitting on the edge of the bed he tried rubbing the dream and last night�s single malt scotch out of his head. But when Levi said jump, he jumped.
Levi was a revered and legendary case officer, or katsa, within the Kidon, a highly secretive department of the Israel�s foreign intelligence service. It had a devious name that had little to do with its real mission. Those employed there only referred to it as the Office. In their training her agents were made to promise never to speak of its real name. David�s new katsa had the job of handling the agents or combatants, who carry out covert actions abroad against whoever was considered to be a threat to Israeli. David had only met Levi once, at his graduation from Kidon training in the Negev desert last year, however, the stories of this man�s exploits for Israel filled what little free time there was during that training. He had been the mastermind behind the tracking and killing of Ali Hassan Salameh, known as �The Red Prince�, the man responsible for the Munich Olympic massacre of Israeli athletes in 1972, and even today, 1994, Levi was still motivated by that shedding of young Jewish blood.
David�s feet hit the floor; he groped for the switch on the lamp by the phone before aiming for the shower. Minutes later, awakened by the stinging cold water, he pulled on chinos, slipped a tee shirt over his uncombed black hair, jammed feet into cowboy boots, grabbed his NY Yankee baseball cap and slammed his apartment door.
Taking the elevator down to the underground parking garage, the Israeli ex-paratrooper ran toward his beat-up jeep, climbed in and fired the engine. The roar of AMC-401 under the hood killed the early morning silence and echoed through the cavernous garage. Pushing the remote button the wrought iron gate began its slow retreat across the exit. Jabbing the gas peddle, the jeep chased the echo of its engine up the slope from the garage onto the street in front of his apartment building.
No one else was crazy enough to be up at this time of the morning and he cruised quickly through the familiar streets of Tel Aviv heading toward King Saul Boulevard. The glisten of last night�s rain on deserted streets added to the mystery of the urgency. David flashed around the dog park at He Be�Lyar Circle on two wheels, and headed down Weizmann Street, wishing he could stop and get a cup of his favorite Turkish coffee at the corner caf�, as he cut a fast right onto King Saul Boulevard. Just past the Israeli Opera House he honked two long and one short. Jacob, in The Office parking kiosk, looked up from the paperback he was reading, recognized the Jeep careening down King Saul toward him and quickly pushed a red button and the concrete crash barriers slid down into the pavement.
David, screeching to a stop, grinned at Jacob, �One of these days I�m going to sneak up and surprise you.�
�Yeah right! I could hear you coming a block away. No way could you sneak up on anyone in that pile of junk. No one�s snuck past me into the Office yet,� Jacob fired back.
David smiled back and rolled into the parking garage. The building under which he parked his Jeep housed the headquarters of the Mossad, officially known as The Institute for Intelligence and Special Operations. However, David and the others who work for this agency call it just � The Office.
This semi-secret agency is responsible for intelligence collection and covert operations which are suspected to include targeted killings and paramilitary activities beyond Israel�s borders, and protecting Jewish communities worldwide. It is one of the main entities in the Israeli Intelligence Community, along with Aman (military intelligence) and Shin Bet (internal security), and its director reports directly to the Prime Minister.
After parking close to the elevator door in the mostly deserted garage, he got out and pressed a remote in his pocket that shut off the gas flow to the engine � a safety check he had installed since it was virtually impossible to lock a Jeep with canvas side curtains. His pass card slipped quietly through the building�s magnetic slot, the door opened, and he took the stairs three at a time without pausing to the fourth floor. His boot heels clicked as he walked down the deserted corridor knowing that the only others in the building at this time in the morning were probably a few in the communications room in the basement level. He finally stopped in front of an unmarked door of the corner office. The incense-like aroma of Latakia tobacco seeping under the door told David that the person in the office had gotten up even earlier that he had. Standing a little over six feet tall he took a deep breath, turned the bill of his NY Yankee cap around to the front and knocked.
The gravely voice bid him enter and as he shut the door he saw Levi in his typical, often washed but never ironed, campaign shirt, shoulder epaulets unbuttoned, stoking his ever present, yellowed meerschaum pipe. However, there was another person in the room. A slender, black haired, attractive female, in army fatigues, back to David, was staring out the window.
�Took you long enough getting here.�
�Good morning to you too, Levi.�
�I want you to meet Lieutenant Miriam Wagner.�
David was startled. As she turned he remembered her well from training at the Henzelia pistol range, near Tel Aviv. He�d seen her scores. She was an exceptional shot and the image of her, eyes focused and intense, beneath the yellow-lensed glasses, her short hair puffed out comically around the thick ear protectors, flashed into his brain. Then his mind flew to the final proficiency exam with the Galil sniper rifle when she graduated with the best score in his battalion. His ego suffered a hit that day as she replaced him as top shot in their training class. He remembered hearing that she credited her high scores to the times she spent hunting in Africa with her father. They had also been together when sent to a special camp in the Negev where they had learned to kill in a dozen ways. In the midst of the heat and dirt of the desert their competiveness seemed to grow and fester.
She had always been an exciting and frustrating challenge for David.
Moving with graceful economy of the leopards she hunted with her father, she sat on Levi�s battered leather sofa, curling up her long legs under her. Giving David a quick, denying glance, her fine silky eyebrows rose a little and she drew her lips in a tight smile.
�Hello Lieutenant, remember me?�
He stopped, trying not to look at her legs. �How can I forget? How have you been, Miriam?�
�Oh, you remember my name?�
�Sure, none of the guys in my outfit would let me forget it. Where did you learn to shoot so well?�
�Growing up, my father taught me to use an old Syrian AK-47 that he captured during the 6-Day War. It was easy to convert that training to the Galili and Uzi.�
Levi, lifting a match to relight his pipe, looked at the pair sitting before him and noticed their uneasiness.
�Enough of this chit-chat. Let�s get down to business. Since you both know each other I guess I don�t have to introduce you, but just to be formal, Miss. Miriam Wagner, this is Mr. David Bernstein. And, by the way, since you�ll be working under me, no more Sergeant Wagner and Lieutenant Bernstein, is that clear?
In spite of that, I want you to become a new Kidon team for me. Oh, I know most teams have three members, but I think with the assignment I have in mind for you, you should be able to utilize others in the field to fill in for assistance. What I�m mainly interested in is finding a certain Hans Huber.�
�So who is this person, Levi?� asked Miriam quickly, before David could open his mouth.
�Let me back up a bit before I answer that question, Miriam. You may or may not know that over the last few years there have been quite a number of Jews murdered in Europe, all very wealthy, I might add. Until recently these crimes have been investigated simply as single occurrences, but recently investigators in Switzerland have uncovered a possible connection between them. A friend of mine, Inspector Servette, of the Police Department, in Geneva has asked for our help. It seems that there has been a murder of an elderly Jewish couple living in Switzerland. The evidence from that crime seems to connect with other murders in Germany and Switzerland. However most of these crimes have grown cold and Servette, in a conversation asked if we could possibly investigate. Since this would be your first assignment as Kidon, I have decided to give the case to you.�
�What�s the evidence that seems to connect these murders Levi?� David responded.
�All I know is that whoever has committed these murders seems to leave a calling card behind.�
�His calling card!�
�Yes, it seems that after he kills his victims he carves a lightning-like slash on arms or legs.�
Miriam turned to Levi, �sound like a real sick bastard.�
Levi continued, �I want you to go down to the Data Center in the basement and see if Malcolm can give you any more background on this case. But be careful, I woke him even before I woke you this morning and he has been working on this case already. He�s pretty grumpy about my calling him in this early. David, standing, shook his head, �well, I can understand that,� he said and headed for the door.
�Wait,� Levi said. �Remember the Data Center has a man trap to enter. You�ll need both your magnetic pass key to this building as well as your right index finger-print to get into that room. Come back to see me later when you and Malcolm have combed the archives for information about your target and then we�ll develop a plan of action.
Miriam got up and looked at the beard on the other side of the desk encased in pipe smoke, as David left.
�Who�s in charge on this little assignment, Levi?�
�I guess you�ll have to figure that out as you go along.� Levi said with a laugh.
* * *
�Where�s the data center?� Miriam almost shouted at the back of David as he hurried down the corridor.
�In the basement,� he said, not even looking over his shoulder passing the elevator.
�Where are you going?�
�To the stairs. I don�t like elevators.�
Miriam stopped, bushed the down button and waited as David disappeared through a door at the end of the hallway. That man�s impossible, and I now have to work with him! Well, we�ll see about that!
The elevator door opened. She got in and turned to face to door, hands opening and closing in exasperation.
When the elevator stopped she shook her head to shake off her emotions. I can�t let that man�s over-active testosterone frustrate this assignment.
David was not to be seen. She slid her magnetic pass card through the slot beside the door Research Department, in Hebrew and entered a compartment about the size of the closet of her bedroom. There was David standing in front of another heavy windowless door.
�About time,� he muttered and pressed his thumb against a small glass panel beside the door. As the door opened he said, �Wait, you�ll have to do it too, they only allow one at a time.�
The door closed and angrily Miriam jammed her thumb against the glass and waited as the door opened for her. Walking into a large sound-proof room filled with computers humming, reels spinning and David already talking to a tall, thin, bearded man looking like some anarchist from an urban kibbutz.
David waved Miriam over. �Malcolm, this is Miriam Wagner, she�ll be working with me, according to Levi.�
She shifted uneasily, not sure whether to respond or not, but felt everything go silent inside her.
�Well, welcome to our Data Center, Miriam, better know as The Mine.
Miriam spoke up, �I heard about your Mine during training, but never had a chance to visit. �Tell me about this room.�
Malcolm saw she was impeccable, impressive and likable and decided to foster the uneasiness that seemed to exist between the two agents.
�Miriam, our main source of wisdom down here is our AN/FSQ-7 main-frame computer we lovingly call Solomon, after the King in the Midrash who��
David interrupted, �Yes, yes, the king who decided which mother a child belonged to. Let�s get to what you�ve found about this possible killer.�
Malcolm turned back to Miriam starting to speak again, as David moved over and sat disgustedly on the corner of a desk.
�All of these two rows of racks are, in essence, the servers for Solomon. I won�t go into detail about them right now and bother your friend any more than necessary. Needless to say we keep the physical environment of this room rigorously controlled at about 20��C and the humidity range between 40�55�% with a maximum dew point of 15��C.�
Miriam smiled at the bearded cyber tech and looked at David who was drumming his fingers on the desk surface.
�Guess we�d better get to what you have for us before my partner has a kitten.�
Malcolm asked them to join him in the corner office.
Before David came into the office Malcolm said quietly to Miriam, �From the rumors I�ve heard you�ll be more than a match for your friend there.�
�So what have you got,� David said, letting out an exasperated sigh.
�I�m not entirely sure, but if he is the one Interpol has helped us identify, you are in for quite a search. Mind you we have no photographic proof, no fingerprints, no eye witnesses, not even any really hard evidence � just a possibility that we are still working on. We are in the process of drawing together what we can from our own files, as well as what Interpol dig up for us. It is really just conjecture at this point.
�You need to understand more than just this current Hans, if he�s the one you�re going after. We need to go back into his past somewhat to see where his motivation comes from. If we�ve got the right person his family name is Huber. This is what we have been able to piece together, mostly from Interpol sources and our own record of the Eichmann capture in Argentina.
�His father was killed in 1960 when we captured Eichmann in Buenos Aries. Evidently Hans was fourteen at that time. That would make him forty-eight today. It�s possible the current killer is this same Hans or a copycat using Hans�s father�s style. If the former is true we figure the son may be killing to avenge the death of the father. That may be a stretch, but we know he was outraged when his father was killed and vowed to get even. Why he�s waited so long is anyone�s guess. If this killer that has been killing Jews, mainly in Europe, is the deceased old man Huber�s son Hans, we need a clearer understanding of how and why he operates so we can bring him in. That�s what you need to do. Find out everything you can about this killer�s technique and style. We�re still trying to mine The Mine, as we say, to fill in any more details we can for you.
�From what we already know I suspect the connecting point for all this conjecture is within the Huber family itself. Interpol told us that during the Second World War, senior Huber always killed with his SS dagger and then cut slash marks on his victim�s arms or legs. The report said those slash marks symbolized the lightning-like runes worn on SS Nazi uniforms, thought by some to be phallic symbols. Huber senior was a member of the Waffen SS during the Second World War. Interpol�s records show he had quite a sadistic reputation in Nazi Germany. The recent Swiss victims, and others, had somewhat similar cuts on their bodies, that�s why this may be either senior Huber�s son or a copycat, maybe from one of those pro-Nazi groups in Germany. If it�s the son, maybe you can find him fairly quickly, but if the killer is part of one of those radical groups, it may be more difficult. However, and this is very important, you must keep Levi informed before you take any action. An official sanction has not been given, for whoever the killer is, as yet by the Prime Minister, so work closely with local authorities when in their jurisdiction, and then get back to Levi for confirmation. I, like Levi think you should start your search in Switzerland, where the most recent killings occurred. Levi is a good friend with an Inspector Servette in Geneva, who has taken a personal interest in this case, and has asked Levi for assistance.�
The phone rang and Malcolm picked it up. �Yes sir, I�ve given them all the information we have at the moment, Okay, I�ll send them back up.�
Miriam shook Malcolm�s hand. �Thank you for your help. Let us know if you get anything else that might be useful to us. We�ll both be using encrypted cell phones. I�ll give you our numbers before we leave.�
�Nice to meet you Miriam,� Malcolm said as he held her hand a bit longer than necessary.
�And by the way, you�ve got a great partner here to work with.� He winked at her.
David rose and started for the door. �We�ll see, we�ll see,� And left without waiting for Miriam.
* * *
When they exited the elevator back on the fourth floor, David told her to go on to Levi�s office. He had to use the men�s room.
Miriam walked through the opened door and leaned on Levi�s desk. �What�s with his fear of elevators?�
Levi looked up at her and laughed, �Oh that, it seems that as a child he was alone in an elevator when it malfunctioned and he was trapped in it for some time. Ever since that experience he never gets into an elevator, unless it is absolutely necessary.�
She was still leaning over Levi�s desk when David came in and sat down.
He looked at Miriam�s rear, whistled and said, �Nice ass.�
She spun around, her eyes sparking and replied, �You�re right, but that�s all you�ll ever see of it,� and walked over to stand by the window.
Levi smiled, looked at the ceiling. �Now, now, you two better get along because you�ll be working together for a while. I�ll have your flight tickets ready when you come back tomorrow. Finish your report on the information Malcolm dug up for you and fax it to me. Your flight leaves Thursday evening. Leave your weapons of choice needs with Technical and they will send them to you at Inspector Servette�s office via Federal Express.
�By the way, welcome aboard.� Levi rose from his chair signifying the meeting was over.
David and Miriam looked at each and both said, �Yes, sir,� simultaneously.
* * *
�Good work, you two,� Levi said the next day when he met with David and Miriam again.
�Thanks for getting this report from Research to me before you leave. I had time to go over it and it looks like we now have what we need to begin to search for this killer in Europe. I don�t know how you did it, but this computer-aged photo will scare the crap out of our man, if he�s the one. How did you get it?�
�Malcolm found an old photo of Hans Huber�s son that was taken during the Eichmann capture in the 60�s, and with help of a computer whiz downstairs age-enhanced it, viola � there it is. It�s not perfect, but should greatly help us with our search�
�I just hope the newspapers don�t get hold of it and print it to scare our man off. It will be a great help. Now go home and pack your bags because you�re flying to Geneva tomorrow.�
Levi handed David two El AL packets of tickets.
�There should be enough Swiss francs there also in there, that is unless you really think you�re on a vacation. The flight leaves at 3:05 p.m. Let�s us see how this works out for all of us.�
David looked at Levi and said, �I hate to seem dumb, but how are we supposed to find one person in a city as big as Geneva�?
�You�re not dumb at all and I�m glad you asked. One, you�ve got that photo and two, you should check in right away with Inspector Servette of the Geneva Police. Piet and I are old fiends. I have already told him that you are on your way and he will give you all the assistance you need.� And with a sly smile, Levi said, �Oh, by the way, you have flight and hotel reservations under the name of Mr. and Mrs. David Cohen, on a pleasant vacation in the Capital of Peace. That should be your starting point. Check in with Servette as soon as you can and it would be a good idea to keep me informed also,� Levi said as he ushered the duo toward the door.
In the parking garage, just before they turned to their own cars Miriam said, �Bossy and precise, isn�t he?�
David looked at Miriam and said, �We lucked out, Miriam. He leaves us our freedom to get the job done. Want to go to dinner tonight?� He said over his shoulder as he walked towards his Jeep.
�You�ve got to be kidding!� She responded, �I have fourteen suitcases to pack before we fly to Switzerland, in less than twenty-four hours.�
�Yeah, right! And who is going to carry all those bags for you�?
�Aren�t you, my dear�?
�See you at the airport, Miriam,� David said as he unlocked the door to the Jeep.

CHAPTER 5

British Hong Kong
The incessant ringing of the telephone slowly began to register somewhere in the back of Tam�s soggy brain. Slowly he realized that he must have passed out when he stumbled back to his cheap room in the worst district of Kowloon after last night spent in every seedy bar he could find. As his eyes began to focus he suspected it was his room because of the pealing wallpaper, his broken coffee table and last year�s calendar hanging lopsided over the bed. The damn ringing would not stop and finally out of desperation to stop the noise drilling into his brain, he rose to his knees, and then staggered to his feet.
�Where�s that fucking phone? Who�s calling me anyway? Go away and let me sleep!�
Stumbling on a pile of dirty clothes in a heap in the middle of the tiny room he made his way around to the other side of the bed and swore as he knocked the phone off the bedside table and with it a half-filled glass of gin. Swearing again, plopping down on the soiled bed, and realized there was a large lump in the bed that suddenly moved.
�What the hell.�
He reached down and grabbed the receiver from the floor.
�Yeah, what do you want?�
�Well, well, my good mister Tam, drunk again, are we?�
Through the gray mist of his gin-sodden brain, Tam recognized the high-pitched voice of the one man he never wanted to hear from again.
�What do you need me to do this time?�
�That�s right, my mister Tam, it�s your old friend White Paper Fan. I didn�t need you. I just want to use you once more to see if you have any value to the Triad to keep around. And this is because your mother was Chinese, and I liked her. She had style. However, that bastard British seaman sailed into town and seduced her, and you, you little bastard, was the result of that unfortunate union. The only reason you are still around is because I cared for your mother and before she died, I promised that I would look after you. I have kept my bargain to her up to this point, but I�m getting tired of your mistakes and having to clean messes up after you. I gave you a very simple assignment last time. All you had to do was to seduce that woman and find out when the shipment was due to arrive. But, you failed us.� The shrill voice took on an air of sarcasm.
�You had to fall in love with her and let your conscience get in the way.�
�But because of your mother, certainly not because of your good work for us in the past, I will give you one more chance. After this, I will consider my promise to your mother paid in full. If you don�t want this chance and would rather drown your failure in that bottle, remember what we did to the last 49-boy that failed us. Now get yourself out of that drunken haze and come over to the place on Des Voeux you know so well, and we will give you one more chance. Meet me there at eleven tonight � and I might add � you had better be sober, got That � Des Voeux, tonight at eleven. If I smell one breath of liquor on you I will put your bollocks in my vise and squeeze them until your screams can be heard across the harbor.
With that, the phone went dead, and Tam stared at the silent instrument in his hand until the busy signal snapped him back into a vague reality. Dropping the receiver into its cradle, he looked again at the large lump on the bed mostly covered by a dirty sheet and shook his head. Who was this?
He staggered across the small room, grabbed the half-full bottle of cheap gin on the broken coffee table, and sat down hard on his one chair that still had four legs. Lifting the bottle to his lips, he gulped. His befuddled brain beginning again to focus, he dropped the bottle to his side and remembered what White Paper Fan was talking about.
His friend, well, whatever friend one could have in this business of theft, murder and betrayal, had crossed the Triad and not turned over to them all the gold from the last shipment. Tam knew about the double-cross, but had kept the secret. All the Triad knew was that Tam had not kept the date to reveal when the shipment was to arrive in Hong Kong. Several days after the gold arrived, the Triad found his friend in some posh hotel in Singapore, with several gold bars still in his possession, and returned him to Kowloon to be an example for the rest of the Triad�s �employees�. Tam, along with the others, was to stab his naked friend with a long steel barbecue fork passed around to each person in the loft until death delivered that final blow. Then the still-warm body was unceremoniously thrown on the large grill in the loft and burned, while everyone choked and gagged on the smell of the burning flesh. Now he knew there was no way he would fail in this last chance before some equally vicious fate would befall him. Tam threw the gin bottle across the room, both in anger and in an attempt to put his thoughts completely out of reach. With the crash of the bottle the lump in his bed sat up startled, the sheet falling to her waist. She stared at him through disheveled hair covering much of her face and flabby arms struggling to cover sagging breasts, her mouth open.
�Where the hell did you come from?� Tam shouted in disbelief.
�Don�t yell at me, mister, I got you home last night, didn�t I? You sure weren�t any fun last night, and if you don�t want me, just give the money you owe me and I�ll leave you to your bottle.�
�Money I own you? I don�t even remember you and besides looking you aren�t worth any money. Hell you should pay me for the bed you slept in. Now get the fuck out of here before I throw you out on your skinny ass.�
He started toward the bed with his hand raised.
She climbed out of the bed, grabbed clothes and without even getting dressed ran out the door. �Ok, Ok, don�t get your blood in a boil.
Finally, he forced himself into the shower, which was never hot, got dressed, and went to the bathhouse down the street to take a long, hot soak in an effort to clear his gin-warped brain.
It was just after six when he entered the street where the lights of the Tsimshatsui district of Kowloon were just beginning to flicker on, adding a sense of surrealism to the thousands of multi-colored neon shop signs. The foot traffic was beginning to thin a bit, and Tam knew that most of the sweatshop workers were on their way back to their little hovels for their meal of fish and noodles. The frantic pace of the city was beginning to soften, and he knew that soon the streets would be filled with those in suits on their way to bars and fancy dinners in their chauffeur-driven American cars.
Physically, he almost felt human again. That long bathhouse soak in the steaming tub had taken care of most of the alcohol in his blood stream and the hard massage had released most of the tension caused by White Paper Fan�s phone call. Now for a steak and all the trimmings and he�d be almost ready for the reclamation of his reputation with the Triad.
After a dinner that actually tasted good and leaving the Americanized native restaurant, Tam reached the bottom of Salisbury Road and watched the next Star Ferry to Hong Kong Island pulling into the terminal. The dark green and white oval shaped ferry began to slow and then Tam lost sight of it as he walked into the long tunnel-like entrance to the ferry terminal. Dropping a few coins into the turnstile, he began walking faster matching strides with other passengers hurrying toward the waiting boat. At the end of the platform, he turned the corner and started down the ramp toward the waiting ferry. In his haste, he stumbled on the slanted ramp, studded with raised strips of wood, just before he reached the gangway. He felt a push. He quickly regained his balance and glanced around at the others hurrying to board the boat. He saw no one that looked suspicious to him, and his hand came out of his pocket where, almost instinctively, he had grasped the handle of his switchblade. Finding a seat on the open deck near the entrance so he could be one of the first off the ferry when it reached the terminal on the Kowloon side of the bay, he relaxed, took a deep breath and looked around at the two dozen or so fellow passengers.
He had been out of work for the Triad for, what was it now, just three weeks, not very long really, and yet he felt somewhat rusty. His usually, when sober, sharp protective senses he always prided himself on seemed just a bit dulled. I guess I�ll have to watch myself. I wonder what the Triad has in store for me this time.
The bell rang on the Star Ferry, signaling the reversing of her engines just as the ancient boat slid along side the Ferry terminal on the Hong Kong island side of Victoria Harbor. The Chinese deckhand tossed the heavy woven hawser to his compatriot on the pier and scampered aft to do the same again at the other end of the ferry. The bell rang once more, and the passengers rose and began pushing their way to the exit. Tam moved to the rail near where he was sitting and watched the passengers quickly leave the ferry. He spotted no one that raised his suspicions, so he exited the boat and walked up the gangway toward the taxi stand on Edinburgh Place opposite the general Post Office. As he left the entrance of the Star Ferry Pier, he hesitated. Should I take a taxi or should I walk? Glancing at his watch, he saw that he had plenty of time to leisurely walk the few blocks to the rendezvous spot on Wing Kut Street, so he stepped into the street, still busy with traffic at this hour. The sidewalk traffic had thinned out considerably, and Tam could stride out quite rapidly without bumping into every sixth pedestrian.
As he walked long, he began to worry about his meeting in a few minutes with White Paper Fan, the Dragon Head of the Triad. After the last fiasco when he had been drunk and failed to take the information to White Paper Fan in time for their planning session, he had pretty much dropped out of sight. Oh, he knew that he could never disappear from the Triad entirely, unless they wanted him to, but he thought perhaps they�d leave him alone for a while. No such luck.
He walked along Connaught Road Central for four blocks, past the tall marble and glass banking buildings, trying to walk a straight line so the hurrying pedestrians would have to dodge him. This gave him a sense of purpose and power. Traffic on the streets was still busy. He turned right and up Wing Wo Street, left on Des Voeux Road Central, past more huge buildings spewing late-working, suit dressed men onto the street. He wondered what it would be like to work in one of these massive buildings. Crossing the intersection he walked past the Fu Hing Building and entered an unlit, nondescript brown door, tucked between two small jewelry shops that he knew were fences for stolen gems. Tam took in a deep breath of cooked fish and rice and climbed the wooden stairs. Walking to the end door on the right, he knocked softly three times, then paused and knocked once again. A buzz sounded. He turned the knob and entered a dimly lit room.
Squinting a little to adjust his eyes to the dim lighting, he saw the obese figure in a gaudy red and gold robe, sitting on a huge, padded, blue, Chinese chair.
�Come in, Come in, my favorite drunken 49-boy,� the high-pitched voice of White Paper Fan said. �Come closer and let me smell your breath. If you have been into the bottle since I talked to you earlier today, we can dispense with your possible assignment and just move on to your disposition. Now come over to me and breathe on me.�
Tam was always amazed that such a small, squeaky voice could come from such an obese human being. As he walked over to the huge man, he could smell the nauseating odor of the cheap perfume mixed with an unwashed body. Tam wanted to gag, but steeled himself, walked to the man, leaned over, and breathed heavily onto the mass of flesh that was a face.
�Well, well, you have developed the skill of reviving from one of your drunken stupors quickly, haven�t you? Now let us see if you can revive your career with the Triad. This won�t be as easy as getting sober, but it�s your last chance. We have received information that there will be an auction in Geneva, Switzerland of a very special emerald that someone connected to our little operation would like to have in his personal collection. Your job will be to fly to Geneva, get the emerald, and take it to our client in Germany. The details of your assignment, airline tickets, a little expense money, your contacts in Geneva and Munich, are in that packet on the table by the door. The financial arrangement for you to bid have already been put in place with the auction house, so we won�t have to worry about you running off with our money. Now go and get out of my sight before I change my mind. I would wish you luck, but deep down I hope you will fail us, so I can hurt you the way your mother hurt me by screwing that British bastard years ago.�
* * *
Within five hours of leaving the smell of White Paper Fan, Tam took a taxi to the Kai Tak Airport, checked in, and attached himself to a vacant seat in the Lufthansa boarding area. He watched the people around him for a while, wondering what was in store for them wherever they were going. His eyes grew heavy and he slumped in his seat, leaned his head back and began to think about himself and where he had gone wrong with his life.
He knew that despite his dissolute lifestyle, he still could present himself, when sober and prepared that is, as a very knowledgeable gentleman, a connoisseur of the arts. And, he had the education to back it up. He had a black belt, or close to it, in some ancient form of marshal art, he couldn�t remember which one at the moment, and it had been a long time since he needed to use that, except to once in a while roll some other drunk to get more drink money.
He knew because of his background, the Triad had chosen him in the past for stealing shipments containing art objects, jewels, paintings and historical artifacts. He could quickly tell if the items were genuine or not. He knew his usefulness to the Triad relied only upon his expertise, not in the phony flattery White Paper Fan laid on him, or his shaky martial arts. He knew that Fan just needed to stroke his own ego and belittle him in the process, but he also knew that Fan was vicious and willful enough to kill him, even outside the Triad�s territorial oversight. He knew his key to escape this chaotic, messy life was money, and lots of it. If somehow he could make a big score he might find his way to some Pacific island where he could drink and screw native girls all he liked. There he would be free of the Triad grasp. At least he knew it when he was sober. But booze always seemed to get in the way, and he knew that, too. Knowing all this didn�t make anything better. Sue Lai Mee, his only real love was still dead, had been for five months now and his heart had died with her, and nothing really seemed to matter after that.
His few friends wondered why he was still alive in the Triad especially since he had botched his last four jobs because of his drinking. Now no one would seriously consider him for a job of any sort any more they thought. But the occasional job for the Triad provided the only means of an income since he didn�t have a wife or relatives to care for him. He knew there were Triad members who watched him constantly because he wanted out and they knew if he ever got a chance to make some good money and run, he would. Maybe this trip to Europe and this emerald might be his chance.
Tam was jarred from his reverie by the loud announcement of his flight. As he got up he threw his paper coffee cup in a trash bin and noticed he had spilled some on his pants. He waited in the boarding line, wiped his pants with a handkerchief and noticed a man smiling at his attempt. On the plane, his small bag stowed in the overhead bin, he waited nervously for this adventure to begin. Reclined his seat in the Lufthansa coach section after the seatbelt sign flashed off, he opened the heavy manila envelope White Paper Fan had given him and began to re-read the instructions he had already read several times before he caught his flight. After reading them again, he started to formulate a plan in his mind for escape, but in a few minutes, the roar and vibration of the giant air ship lulled him into a fitful sleep.

CHAPTER 6

Geneva
Hans stood for a moment, put on a pair of Fendi glasses, adjusted the handkerchief in the pocket of his charcoal, pinstripe Gucci suit, and made sure his tie was tight and straight before he opened the ornately carved door, and entered Christie�s Geneva branch of the international auction house. As his eyes became accustomed to the filtered gloom, he saw all of the clutter in the room, which surprised him. The shelves lining the walls were filled to overflowing with books and catalogues of every size and shape. Object d�art and paintings leaned against every available table and filled the few wall spaces between the bookshelves. Hans noticed the ancient Oriental carpet showed a definite wear path from the front door to a door at the rear of the room. This place looked more like an old neglected antique shop than the local office of the most prestigious auction house in the world. Had he made a mistake about the address?
A middle-aged, heavy-set woman appeared through the door at the opposite end of the rug path. She wore a stern look on her face that matched her attire: a baggy brown sweater, tweed skirt, opaque stockings and flat walking shoes. As soon as she realized that she was not alone in the room she stopped, startled.
�Pouvoir je vous aide?� she asked.
�I�m sorry, I don�t speak French,� Hans replied. �English, please, or German, if you wish�
In a sarcastic voice, she replied, �But of course, I�m sorry. I thought you were Swiss. May I help you?�
�I�m here to speak to the director about the upcoming auction.�
�He�s occupied in his office. Perhaps I can help you. What is your name?�
�I am Klaus Dohring.� He gave no more information than necessary.
�Mr. Dohring, nice to meet you.� She shook hands with Hans, thinking he was very strong for one who appeared to be so old. She guessed sixties. She noticed the shine on his shoes. He did not look wealthy though, because his hands did not look manicured.
�And how may I help you, sir?�
�I am interested in learning how your auctions operate. Perhaps you could be so kind as to explain them to me. I may have some things to offer. Also I may be interested in purchasing some jewels for my collection.�
�Of course, I have a pamphlet that will cover most of the basic questions.� She walked back to the table and shuffled through the papers spread across its surface, finally drawing forth the pamphlet, handing it to Hans.
He glanced over it, but nothing struck him, as pertinent to his search.
�What I am most interested in are the jewels in your auctions. Do you have any auctions coming up soon?�
�Why yes, tomorrow, in fact. However, I do not believe that there are any jewels or jewelry in that one. If you are interested, all of our auctions are held at the Hotel Richmonde. Let me get you a catalogue of tomorrow�s offerings.� She retrieved a brochure from the table and waited while he looked it over, noting how young his hands looked, and somewhat dirty.
�If you don�t mind me asking, my dear lady, since you�ve been so kind, how can one learn when a particular jewel that is not on the current program might be offered�a jewel such as a ruby or diamond or emerald�for my collection, you understand?�
�Most jewels are offered privately, sir. You would have to have an invitation for those auctions, that is, if you are speaking of something very valuable�over a million.�
�I would be very interested to get an invitation to such auctions.�
�At this time, there are none scheduled. Could you give me your telephone number? I can call you.�
�That won�t be necessary. Thank you for your kindness, and, may I add, for your pleasant company. What did you say your name was?�
�Emily, Emily Muller.�
�And you may please call me Klaus. Good day, Emily.� Hans walked away from the old bag, hoping his flattery would leave the door open for another visit should he not find out what he needed from the pamphlet.
However, after reading it, he learned that all the gems Christie have offered for auctions were usually held at the Bank du Mont Blanc to insure their safety, before the auction, which was always held at the Four Seasons Hotel des Bergues. So that�s where his beloved emerald must be.
* * *
Leaving Christies, Hans took the Map of Geneva out of his pocket and standing under the shade of the awning of the small grocery next door found the street Quai des Bergues at the north end of the bridge over the Rhone River. The morning was pleasant, yet not too hot, and he decided instead of hailing a cab, to walk the five or six blocks to the bank. He felt good this morning and had a keen sense that his stone was close at hand. A plan began to form as he walked toward the river bridge. If I can get this Mr. Brunstein to show me the emerald, why not just steal it then and there. If I have to kill him, so be it. Probably would be simple just to walk out of the bank and disappear before anyone would notice. Let�s not be too hasty. We need to check the layout of the bank first.
He pulled his hat down further and turned to look in a jewelry store window as a police man walked toward him and passed without notice. Hans trudged on. As he crossed the Mont-Blanc Bridge he marveled at the towering plume of water in the lake to his right. Stopping to read the bronze plaque on the wall of the bridge he read that it was called the Jet d� Eau and it was the highest fountain in the world, reaching almost 500 feet into the air.
At the end of the bridge he turned right and walked along a street bordering the river. Facing the river were tall granite buildings, similar in size yet each scratching its own character with different columns, arches, cantilevers and massive windows. Each bank had a quite similar brass name plaque, polished to a dazzling shine. Their windows shaded to block the sun and glare from the water, yet indicating a careful guarding of assets within. The second building indicated Han�s destination and he walked up the granite steps where a uniformed doorman pushed open the massive bronze door and ushered him inside.
He walked across the highly polished marble floor to a desk beside a sign �Informations.� A middle aged, balding man in a dark pin-striped suit, black tie tightly knotted, took off his glasses and asked, �May I help you sir?�
�I would like to speak with Herr Brunstein please.�
�Do you have an appointment?�
�No, I have been sent here by Christies to talk about one of their auctions.�
�If you would have a seat there, I will ring Herr Brunstein and see if he is free. Who should say is calling?�
Lifting his head slightly Hans replied with a slight accent, �Klaus Dohring.�
While the clerk picked up the telephone on his desk, Hans sat in the stiff-backed chair and took careful note of the interior of the bank and noticed that the doorman constituted the only observable guard, if you could call him that, he could see.
�Sir, Mr. Brunstein will have just a few minutes to see you now. If you would take the elevator over there to the second floor, Mr. Brunstein�s secretary will be waiting for you.�
* * *
The heavy-set man looked up from his ornate desk, put his glasses down and said, �Herr Dohring, I presume. Won�t you please to sit down? How may I help you?�
�I am a collector of fine jewels, a hobby and an investment, I might add. I have just been told by fr�ulein Muller, of Christies, that there is to be an auction soon of a rather well known Emerald that I have had my eye on for some time now. I was wondering if you could tell me when this emerald is to go up for auction, and if I might see this gem in person, just to make sure you understand that it is the stone I am interested in.�
�And which emerald is it you are interested in, Herr Dohring?�
�It has been known as the Wittelsbach Emerald ever since the 17th century when Philip IV of Spain gave it to Margareta Teresa as part of her dowry when she married Leopold I of Austria. I have loved this magnificent gem ever since I first saw it and not that it may be on the auction block � well, I would move heaven and earth to have it in my collection.�
�I understand your desire to purchase this emerald for your collection, but Sir, we have a problem. It has been brought to my attention by the authorities that the owners of this gem have tragedy died, and so the courts must determine if there are any heirs for their estate. Until these legal matters have been decided this Wittelsbach emerald will have to remain in our custody until it is released by the courts. I hope you understand?�
Trying to reign in his anger, Hans said sharply, �This is a severe personal blow to me, however I completely understand. Do you have any information as to the length of this delay?�
�Not really Herr Dohring. It could be a few weeks or a few months, but if you would be so kind as to give me your address, I will certainly inform you of the results.�
Quickly standing, Hans said, �That won�t be necessary. I�ll deal directly with Christies from now on.� Without another word he left the astonished banker.
* * *
After speaking to a monsieur Brunstein at the bank where Christie�s auction jewels were kept, what infuriated Hans the most was learning that killing the Klein�s might actually keep him from getting the emerald. How could he have known? It was insane, but true. Brunstein told him that the stone was waiting a disclosure on its disposition while lawyers looked for a will and searched for heirs of the couple. Hans knew, despite his skill, that robbing a major bank vault was out of the question. In addition, he knew of none of his friends in Berlin had such abilities either. All his Nazi friends were into the more bloody pursuits. They did not take on that type of highly thought-out scheme. Now he must wait to avenge his father and reclaim his inheritance. How long, he had no idea. And the bank had no idea either. His fury flared again just thinking about this frustrating development.

CHAPTER 7

Tel Aviv � Geneva
�Good work, you two,� Levi said on Wednesday when he met with David and Miriam again, �Thanks for getting this material to me before the weekend. I had time to go over it and it looks like we now have what we need to begin to search for this killer in Geneva. I don�t know how you did it, but this computer-aged photo will scare the crap out of our man, if he�s the one. How did you get it?� Miriam responded, �Malcolm found an old photo of Hans Huber�s son that was taken during the Eichmann capture in the 60�s, and with help of a computer whiz downstairs age-enhanced it, viola � there it is. It�s not perfect, but should greatly help us with our search.�
�I just hope the newspapers don�t get hold of it and print it to scare our man off. It will be a great help. Now go home and pack your bags because you�re flying to Geneva tomorrow.�
Levi handed David two El AL packets of tickets.
�There should be enough Swiss francs there also in there, that is unless you really think you�re on a vacation. The flight leaves at 3:05 p.m. Let�s us see how this works out for all of us.�
David looked at Levi and enquired, �I hate to seem dumb, but how are we supposed to find one person in a city as big as Geneva?�
�You�re not dumb at all and I�m glad you asked. One, you�ve got that photo and two, you should check in right away with Inspector Piet Servette of the Geneva Police. Piet and I are old fiends. I have already told him that you are on your way and he will give you all the assistance you need.� And with a sly smile, Levi said, �Oh, by the way, you have flight and hotel reservations under the name of Mr. and Mrs. David Cohen. That should be you starting point. Check in with an Inspector Servette of the Geneva Police as soon as you can and it would be a good idea to keep me informed also,� Levi remarked as he ushered the duo toward the door.
In the parking garage, just before they turned to their own cars Miriam commented, �Bossy and precise, isn�t he?�
David looked at Miriam and said, �We lucked out, Miriam. He leaves us our freedom to get the job done. Want to go to dinner tonight?� He said over his shoulder as he walked towards his Jeep.
�You�ve got to be kidding,� She laughed and responded. �I have fourteen suitcases to pack before we fly to Switzerland, in less than twenty-four hours.�
�Yeah, Right! And who is going to carry all those bags for you?�
�Aren�t you, my dear?�
�See you at the airport, Miriam,� David said sarcastically as he unlocked the door to the Jeep.
* * *
David had slept on and off for most of the long flight, but Miriam was too keyed-up to sleep and began to read Joseph Finder�s novel, The Moscow Club she had picked up in the Tel Aviv airport. Just before closing his eyes, David had commented that he wondered if after reading Finder�s book she might not need him at all, and she had poked him in the ribs. David smiled.
* * *
The El Al 747 dipped a wing over Lake Nuechatel and settled into its final approach to Geneva�s Cointrin Airport.
�I guess we�re here,� David said as he watched the city rise up to meet them, have you ever been here before?�
�No, I traveled to Europe with my father once but we didn�t get into Switzerland, only Germany and Italy, and that was several years ago. Let me read what this guidebook says about Geneva. Welcome to Geneva! Situated along the banks of Lake Geneva at the foot of the Alps, Geneva sparkles as one of Europe�s most beautiful cities. Home to the European headquarters of the United Nations, Geneva has a long history of diversity and tolerance dating back to the Protestant Reformation. Today, the city of Geneva is a cultural center second to none featuring world class entertainment, top rated restaurants and unlimited opportunities for recreation.�
�Don�t think we�ll get much chance for that entertainment and recreation, and I�m sure the expense account Levi gave us probably won�t get us in to any top rated restaurants. Think you�d better put that fantasy book away and buckle up, we�re almost on the tarmac.�
�Ok, grumpy.�
After going through customs and collecting their bags they climbed into cab and watched Geneva whiz by on the drive to the Metropole Hotel.
* * *
David and Miriam asked the officer standing behind the front counter at the central Geneva police station to direct them to Inspector Servette. �Tell him his guests from �the Office� are here to see him,� David told him.
�Guests from the Office?�
�That�s right. He�ll understand,� Miriam added.
With a puzzled look, the officer told them to have a seat and then picked up the telephone. David couldn�t make out what he said on the phone, because his back was toward them. After a terse conversation, he turned back and said, �The Inspector says he�ll be right down.� Miriam took note of how much the young officer�s attitude had changed.
Suddenly a door burst open and a tall, dark-haired gentleman dressed in a fashionable business suit walked quickly down the stairs toward them, saying, �I am Inspector Servette. Follow me, if you please.�
He turned quickly and was halfway up the stairs before David and Miriam had even risen to follow. Miriam thought, does his human being always rushed around at this speed and expect everyone else to keep up? At the top of the stairs, they caught a glimpse of Servette as he disappeared into the office at the end of the corridor, and by the time they entered his office, he was ensconced behind a desk completely covered with file folders. What a contrast between the totally cluttered desk and the suave European police officer sitting behind the confusion, with a small carnation in the buttonhole of his expensive suit, Miriam thought.
�Close the door, and have a seat. Was your flight a pleasant one? Is your hotel satisfactory? Have you a good map of our city? How can I help my friends from the Office?� The Inspector�s speech pattern was like staccato bursts from a machine gun.
�Everything is fine, thank you very much,� David responded, trying not to talk in the same speech pattern. �Levi sends his greetings and wishes you the happiest of birthdays.�
�Oh�, he remembered. �A couple of years ago, he and I celebrated my birthday in a most pleasant and unexpected way. I shan�t go into those details with you. I don�t think Levi would be too pleased.�
David glanced over at Miriam and raised his eyebrows. Now that�s something we�ll have to find out about when we return home, David thought, and winked at Miriam.
�Now, let�s get down to business,� the inspector continued. �I have a copy of the most recent Interpol report here somewhere � ah, here it is.� He pulled a buff folder out of the middle of one of the piles on his desk.
�How did you��
�How did I find that particular file in the midst of all this mess?�
�Well, I��
�It�s all right. My desk has looked like this for over fifteen years now, and I have never lost a single file. A gift from God, I think.� Servette chuckled. �In fact my officers have had a standing bet for about ten years now that one of them will ask me for a file that I won�t be able to find, and I haven�t lost yet.� He laughed and then immediately continued.
�There were two ghastly murders committed in Switzerland near Lake Constance, in the north-west section of our country several days ago. It was one of the most gruesome, senseless acts I�ve ever seen. Done by some deranged � I hesitate to call him � human being. It would have been just a tragic double murder except for some of the details that I think should interest you. Most notably, the murderer left some weird cuts on the upper right arm of each victim.�
Miriam looked at David. �I know what you�re thinking Miriam, and I agree,� David responded. �It looks like the Dagger has been at it again. When did the murders take place, Inspector?�
�Four days ago, but the bodies weren�t discovered until yesterday morning. Forensics didn�t discover a thing that is helpful. Obvious this abominable act was committed by a deranged person, yet highly professional. Why don�t I give you the file and you two can go over what details we have at the moment, yourselves, then you can telephone me with any questions. Better still; come to my home for dinner tonight. We can discuss these murders and your other business in Geneva, but I still won�t tell you about that infamous birthday party. Still, I assure you it will be a dinner you won�t soon forget.�
�That would be wonderful, Inspector, and thank you for your help!� David said gratefully.
�Splendid. I�ll have my driver pick you up at your hotel at seven.�
David and Miriam rose and shook hands saying in unison, �until seven then, and thank you so much for your hospitality.�

CHAPTER 8

Geneva
Walking up the rough cobblestone street in the old part of the city past Cath�drale St-Pierre, where Calvin preached reform, Hans paused outside a small floral shop and picked out a single red rose from the dozens in the basket on the sidewalk. Entering the shop, he handed the rose to the shopkeeper and watched as it was gently wrapped in green paper accompanied by a sprig of white baby�s breath. Handing the floral package back to the elderly man in front of him, the wizened shopkeeper whispered, �I hope you and the lady have a pleasant evening, monsieur.� He winked.
�You can be sure I�ll enjoy this evening,� Hans answered as he left the shop.
In the next block he stood in front of a building with a large, black and yellow wrought-iron sign hanging over the building�s entrance announcing that this was Christie�s, 1766. Hans paused for a moment and then sighed deeply. He turned the heavy brass door knob and entered. Holding the rose behind his back, he approached the middle-aged woman working in the corner. She looked up at the opening of the door.
�Klaus, how nice to see you again!�
�And you as well, kind Emily.� Hans offered her the rose.
Emily held the rose and asked quietly, blushing, �Oh, Klaus, its exquisite, but why?�
�It is just a small thank you for your kindness to a stranger in your city. If you would please permit me to buy you a drink and dinner, my time in Geneva would be complete.�
�I couldn�t, really. I don�t even know you.�
�True, lovely lady, but I assure you I�m quite harmless, and I�ve been captivated by your charm and helpfulness.�
�Well,� Emily said hesitantly, glancing at the clock and seeing it was after five, �Maybe just a glass of wine. Let me tell my boss, Dr. Franz, I�m leaving for the day. I�ll get my sweater.�
Hans sighed after she left. This might be a long, long night.
It was almost ten o�clock when Hans and Emily left the restaurant hand in hand and started to walk in the night stillness.
�That was very nice, Klaus. Thank you for a lovely evening.� After a few minutes she continued hesitantly, �Would you care to come up to my apartment for a brandy?�
Not wanting to seem too eager, Hans responded, �I would like that very much.�
* * *
Emily returned from her small kitchen area with two large snifters. Hans reached out for both of them and put the drinks down on the table near where he was standing. He reached out and gently pulled Emily toward him and enfolded her in his arms. He kissed her lightly and noticing the initial tension in her body soon relaxed. Slowly she returned his kisses soon matching each thrust of his tongue with one of her own. He half-carried her over to the sofa, and they fell onto it, feverishly kissing. Hans was almost lying on top of Emily. He rose up on his elbow and slowly began unbuttoning her sweater, slipping his hand inside and cupping one of her breasts. Emily let out a small gasp.
�Let�s go into your bedroom,� he whispered.
Scrambling to her feet, Emily took his hand and led him across the living room through the door opposite the kitchenette. Hans smiled as she turned on a small light at the head of the bed. Its opalescence glow showed a bed covered with small stuffed animals.
As she quickly undressed, he felt nothing but revulsion for her. Her bulging stomach and flabby breasts almost made him sick. He had to force himself to make love to her. He wanted it to be over as quickly as possible. He thought her hunger would never be satisfied.
After the ordeal, exhausted, he rolled over beside her in the bed. She had a smile on her face. How stupid you can be, he thought.
It was three-twenty in the morning when Hans awoke. He was surprised he�d fallen asleep, as he hated sleeping in someone else�s bed.
She was lying with her arm across his chest. He slowly removed it and gently rolled off the bed so as not to wake her. As he stood beside the bed, he looked down at Emily sleeping half-covered by the tangled sheets. He kicked a stuffed animal under the bed and went into the bathroom.
Hans scrubbed his face clean of the night�s passion and dressed quickly. If she wakes, I�ll have to kill her, he thought. Quietly he walked across the room and let himself out of the apartment. He breathed a sigh of relief as he stepped into the dark and fresh night air.
* * *
Later in the week Hans chose this bar carefully. He thought it was ironic that it was touted as One Night of Passion in the gaudy, red, neon letters above the door. He entered the large, dark room that smelled like every other cheap bar in the world. Smoke swirled in eddies below the yellowing fluorescent lights. From somewhere in the grim interior, he heard a brief outburst of laughter, and the click of pool balls, the only acknowledgment there was another person here. Dressed in a black turtleneck sweater, pants and watch cap, he could have been be mistaken for any worker escaping from a dull evening at home.
His well-developed sense of self-preservation had served him well over the years. His actions were carefully rehearsed; his disguises impeccable. His goal: never to be remembered anywhere he went.
Choosing a booth along the rear wall between the restrooms and a door leading, he found out, through a dirty kitchen into a back alley, he sat with his back against the wall. He always tried to sit where he had at least two escape routes or he just found another establishment.
As he sat, pain stabbed through his being as he thought about that night, three years ago when he first returned from Argentina. He had been half drunk celebrating his return, with friends from the Baader-Meinhof, and had wandered into that out-of-the-way bar in Berlin to finish off the night. They had only been there a short time when he noticed the other patrons moving away from them one by one. Paranoia flared; bells went off. He slipped into the men�s room quietly. While he was prying open the window to the alley, staccato blasts of Uzi fire ripped through the night. He dove head first out the window, landing in a pile of garbage and ran off, escaping into the protection of the anonymous night.
He learned a few hours later that all seven of his companions had been murdered by the police in that raid. But for his sense of danger, his paranoia, he would be resting beside his friends in a Berlin cemetery this very minute. No more companions ever again. They just get killed, or worse. He was sure it was a friend that had betrayed them that night. With a maniacal vengeance he pursued all who might have been involved. But he couldn�t isolate the exact origin of that betrayal even with his special brand of torture. He was never certain if he had found the person responsible. No more friends. Friends only cause pain.
The flash-back faded as he saw Emily walk into the bar and look around. He remained seated and, after a few moments, she finally spotted him, quickly walked back and sat opposite.
�Hello Klaus.�
�Emily, my cherub, how are you tonight? You look luscious enough to eat. Maybe I will later.� Emily blushed, burying her head in one of the dirty menus. �Please don�t say things like that in public, Klaus. I have a hard time concentrating.� �Well, my hefty tart, that is just what you�re supposed to concentrate on: the rocking and rolling of your bed tonight.� Hans leered at her and asked, �Wine? Or a beer? No, how about an aperitif? That should cool you down for a bit. But not for too long! Waiter!�
�Klaus, why are we meeting in this dirty bar? I don�t like this place and I almost didn�t come in when the cab driver stopped here. This doesn�t seem like a place you�d like.�
�I know Emily. I wouldn�t normally come to a place like this, but it is owned by an old friend of mine and I wanted to see him and give him a little trade. We won�t stay long, and believe me, you�re perfectly safe here with me.�
After their orders were taken, Hans, his shoeless foot rubbing the inside of her leg under the table, leaned over and whispered �What have you found to share with Pa-Pa tonight? Did you find out anything about auctioning that special emerald I spoke to you about?� My emerald he meant, but did not say it.
Emily looked around nervously, and said quietly, �I�m not sure yet, Klaus�
�What do you mean, I�m not sure yet?�
�Well, I did happen to overhear a telephone conversation between Mr. Brunstein, from the bank and Dr. Franz. Mr. Brunstein said that they would not be able to release that emerald for an auction until the heirs of the owners had been contacted. I had to quickly hang up the phone then because someone came into the office. That�s all I got to hear.�
�That�s really all you know then.�
Hans was forcing Emily�s leg against the edge of the table leg, hoping a little pain might help her remember a few more details.
�Honestly Klaus, that�s all I know right now. Ouch, Klaus you�re hurting my leg.�
The waiter reappeared with their drinks and left. Hans was quiet staring into space.
�What�s wrong, Klaus? I�ll let you know when the auction is scheduled for that stone, and besides I�ll check our coming auctions to see if there are any other jewels you might be interested in. Why is this one so important to you?�
�You wouldn�t understand. I�ve wanted this one for such a long time now.�
Emily hadn�t touched her wine yet and touched Hans hand and asked, �Can�t we leave this awful place and go to somewhere a little nicer?�
Angrily, Hans glanced at his Rolex and said, �No, if you�re so disgusted with my friend�s establishment, why don�t I get you a cab and just send you home?�

CHAPTER 9

Munich � Geneva
After going through customs Tam leaned against the terminal wall in the Munich airport and took out the letter of instructions from White Paper Fan. He was tired after the long flight from Hong Kong and couldn�t remember the name of the hotel where he was supposed to stay. He unfolded the letter and saw the name: Maritim Hotel, Goethe Strasse 7, Munich. Putting the letter back in the inside pocket of his jacket and walked over to the luggage area and found his bag still circulating on the near empty carousel. Bag in hand he exited the terminal, found a taxi, threw his bag into the back seat and got in. He asked the driver if he knew Maritim Hotel on Goethe Strasse. The driver nodded and drove off. Tam began to watch the city flash by, but his lack of sleep caught up and he closed his eyes, and his head drooped.
The cab stopped suddenly. Tam�s head lifted and he saw that they were in the portico of a large, opulent, hotel. The driver turned to Tam and said, �Hotel Maritim, Herr.� Tam took some of the German money out of the envelope in his pocket and handed it to the driver. �Take what I owe you. I don�t know about German money.� The driver took some bills and gave the rest back. Suddenly the rear taxi door was opened by a very large man dressed in a bright red uniform covered with so much gold braid and gold buttons that Tam didn�t whether he should salute him or what. �Welcome to Hotel Maritim, Sir.�
Tam climbed out of the taxi and the red uniform reached for his bag. Tam said, �No, no, I will carry that myself, please.� The door-man nodded, smiled and led him through double glass doors which rose at least four feet above his head, and ushered him into an elegant hotel lobby. Tam looked around amazed at the polished, brown marble floors, the dozens of potted trees and flowers and huge golden chandelier overhead. Confused by the contrast of his run down apartment in Hong Kong he was used to, he wondered if he had read the hotel name correctly in his instructions. At the registration desk a well dressed clerk said, �Good evening, Sir, may I have your passport, please.�
He flipped open the passport and said, �Ah, Mr. Stratton, if you would please fill out this registration card, I�ll be right back.�
As he turned to leave the desk and walk toward a closed door, Tam responded, �Hey, don�t take my passport away,� but the clerk kept going and disappeared through the door. Concerned, Tam looked around to see if there were any security people hovering near by paying attention to him. Seeing none, he wondered if he should climb over the counter and try to get his passport back, but then the door behind the counter opened again and another man, with a white carnation in his buttonhole, followed by the first clerk, approached the desk. The man with the passport in his hand looked at Tam and said, �Sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Stratton, I am Tony Sadler, the manager of this establishment.� His English was excellent, with a slight trace of German. �We are so glad to have you with us and please let me know, personally, if we can do anything for you. Here is your passport, the key to you suite and a brochure of our hotel and one about Munich. I hope you have a pleasant stay in our lovely city. Oh, I almost forgot. This envelope is from Dr. Yang.� Turning toward the lobby he punched a brass bell on the counter and in a loud voice said �bell-man!�
�Just give your luggage to the bell-boy. He will show you to your suite, and thank you again for staying with us.�
His head whirling with the fancy surroundings and the courtesy of the manager, Tam rather meekly allowed the bell-man to take his battered bag and lead him to the elevator.
* * *
Waking up slowly Tam wasn�t sure where he was for a moment. Getting up, he sat on the edge of the bed and worked on getting his bearings. Let�s see, I am in Munich, Germany, in a fancy hotel, with free Gin in a mini-bar, and the note from Dr. Yang said that there would be someone in a black BMW outside the hotel entrance to pick me up at 10:00 this morning. Looking at the bedside clock he saw that it was almost eight o�clock. Temped to crawl back into the bed like he�d never slept in before, he decided rather to take a shower and perhaps go down to the lobby and see if he could find something to eat before he went to see this Dr. Yang.
* * *
A few minutes after eight, Tam pushed open the huge glass doors of the hotel and saw a large black BMW under the portico, engine running and a tall slender Asian man pacing back and forth beside the car. The man looked at Tam, raised his arms in a gesture that clearly said, it�s about time, and walked around to the driver�s side and got in. Tam hurried to the car and got in the passengers side. Tires squealed and the driver, without looking at Tam, said in broken English, �Dr. Yang no like wait,� and they rushed out of the hotel drive. Silence was sound of choice on the twenty minute drive through the city, until they stopped in front of a large, multi-storied building marked M�nchen Gemeinschaft Krankenhaus. The driver, still looking straight ahead said, �Go front desk, ask where Dr. Yang, hurry.�
Tam left the BMW with the non-conversive driver, slammed the car door, and walked laughing into the hospital.
The antiseptic building smelled and looked like every hospital Tam had even been in, even though he had usually been in them smelling and looking from the bed of a gurney. At a counter marked Informationen he asked where he could find Dr. Yang. Following the direction given to him he walked on the worn linoleum through the dull green corridors until the back letters on the glass panel of a door said, Chen Yang, M.D., PhD.�� Director of the Yang Life Institute. Tam knocked lightly.
A high pitched voice from within loudly responded to the knocking, �Come in Mr. Tam. You are late!�
Seated behind a cluttered desk sat a white coat covering a slender body that looked as if it would snap in two if a strong wind blew against it. Dr. Yang�s oversize head was completely bald and shined as a polished knob of teak. Large eyes peered at Tam through heavy glasses and the skin on his face looked more like old parchment.
�Sit down. I understand from my old friend, White Paper Fan, that this assignment for the Tong may be your least assignment. If this is so, and I have no reason to doubt it, I presume that you will do everything in you possibly can to complete your little project. The emerald is the key to my new healing hospital and I must have that stone soon so the hospital will open on time.�
Tam interrupted, �Why do you need a gem in order to open your hospital, or whatever you call it?�
�It�s really none of your business, Mr. Tam, but since you ask I will tell you. The miracle healing process that I have spent my lifetime researching and perfecting is based on the ancient understanding of the healing properties of a mineral called beryl that when colored green by trace amounts of chromium and sometimes vanadium is commonly known as emerald. Emerald brings life, nourishment, and healing to the physical body. It floods the physical body with the green ray�s life-giving energy and gradually neutralizes the disharmonies that cause disease. If enough emerald is worn, it also works on healing the mental and emotional causes of physical illness. By strengthening your physical body�s weakest link, emerald uplifts, strengthens, and vitalizes your body as a whole, making it easier for you to open to higher states of consciousness. Therefore the Wittelsbach Emerald will set a new standard for healing in my Yang Life Institute and through out the world. That�s all you need to know. Just get that emerald for me, or you will wish your had remained in Honk Kong. I might add that even though White Paper fan has entrusted you with the necessary documentation and papers to bid on the emerald at the auction in Geneva, I really don�t trust you, and I have decided that there will be someone around you at all times keeping my eye on you. Do you understand, Mr. Tam?�
Tam wasn�t easily frightened, but this man sent shivers down his spine. He wasn�t sure if it was how self assured he was, his obvious relation to the Tong, or those ebony eyes that seemed to be dead yet seemed to burn straight through him. Tam shuttered.
�Now go back to Geneva, Mr. Tam, and remember this old Chinese proverb: Not only can water float a boat, it can sink it also. Leave quickly; I have much work still to do.�

CHAPTER 10

Geneva
The telephone between the two beds jangled. Miriam retreated to the bathroom while David lifted the receiver to his ear and listened for a moment. He put his hand over the phone and asked, �Miriam, Servette�s driver is in the lobby. Are you ready?�
�Give me five, David.�
�We�ll be down in ten minutes.�
Fifteen minutes later, David and Miriam entered the lobby. A uniformed chauffer greeted them in one of the deepest voices they had ever heard, saying he would pull the car up front and walked out.
Half an hour later, the black Peugeot turned off the main thoroughfare and stopped in front of a large filigreed wrought iron gate. With no apparent signal from the residence, the gate swung open. The car proceeded toward a large apartment building on their left driving slowly on the circular drive through gardens that looked more like a botanical garden than a landscaped apartment complex. Their driver stopped the car under the portico of the building, got out and opened the door on Miriam�s side and then walked around to open the door for David. Without a word, he ushered them through the large ornate double-glass doors and stopped in front of the elevator. He pushed one of the buttons.
�Inspector Servette will meet you when you leave the lift,� the driver said in that deep voice. With a slight bow, he turned with military precision and proceeded back toward the car.
�Not much of a conversationalist,� David commented as the elevator closed.
�Sound like someone else I know,� Miriam said with a straight face.
The small elevator carried them up and when the doors opened, there standing on a white marble floor was Inspector Servette, dressed in ecru, linen slacks, a black silk shirt, the top two buttons undone, and black paten loafers without socks.
�Welcome to my home.�
The Inspector bent slightly and kissed the back of Miriam�s hand. Then, giving David a firm handshake, and led them into a glorious apartment filled with the most exquisite antiques they had ever seen. When they entered the living room, another man rose to greet them.
�David and Miriam, I�d like you to meet Mr. Max Bennett. Max is my dearest friend, one of the best undercover people I know. He has his hand on the pulse of every shady matter I need to know in this city. He speaks half-a-dozen languages, holds black belts in several martial arts and is the only person I know who can out-shoot me on the pistol range.�
�It is very nice to meet you, Mr. Bennett.� David reached out and warmly shook the hand extended to him. He could tell just by the grip that this was a man to reckon with. �From that introduction I certainly don�t want to be your enemy.�
�Max has agreed to be, how should I say, your �tourist guide�, while you are in Geneva. He will be with you constantly, in your hair, under your skin, even though you might not see him. I thought this would be a good time to get acquainted.�
Max turned. �Miriam, what a lovely name. Miriam was the daughter of Moses and a prophetess in the Old Testament, wasn�t she?�
�My namesake, Mr. Bennett, it�s a pleasure to meet you.�
Greetings completed, Inspector Servette indicated that they should sit, and then rang a small silver bell. A man several inches taller than the inspector flowed rather that walked into the room. He was the color of ebony and dressed in a long flowing red, blue and black caftan. His head was shaved, but the most remarkable feature was the one eye that was completely sealed shut by a dark diagonal scar that ran from his hairline to the bottom of his nose.
Servette relayed their drink orders to the tall African, and when the striking man left the room, said to the Mossad duo, �Let me tell you a little about my friend, Josef, there. Almost twenty years ago, I was on a mission to Sudan. I won�t go into detail, but in the heat of a, shall I say, most difficult situation, I rescued Josef from a sadistic torturer, and he has been my grateful shadow ever since. He lost his tongue as well as the eye in that conflict, so he can�t speak. But he sees everything with that right eye of his. There is no one I�d rather have on my side in any difficult situation. He also will be working with you along with Max here.�
The African returned to the room, served their drinks, and placed a tray of hors d�oeuvers on the large round coffee table in the middle of the room.
�Thank you, Josef. Many of these delicacies are specialties of the Sudan. Be assured that if Josef fixed them, they will be delicious. Help yourself, please. And one more thing � let�s not talk any business until after dinner � I can assure you, it will be a very special dinner.�
After an hour filled with lively conversation covering antiques, skiing trips to Zermatt, several people they knew in common and the weather in both Geneva and Israel, a gong rang quietly and Servette announced, �Josef is ready for us. I hope you are ready for Josef.�
Inspector Servette ushered them into the dining room and Miriam gasped. �You shouldn�t have gone to all this trouble for us, Inspector.�
�Nonsense, my dear, it wasn�t any trouble at all. You see, Josef is so bored with our life here in Geneva that he positively begs me to have dinner parties several times a month just so he can have something to do. Miriam, please sit here, beside Max. David, sit there opposite, and I will sit here opposite the place set for my wife, bless her departed soul. Please forgive that little indulgence of mine, but when her place is set, I feel that she is still here with me.�
The two large silver candelabras festooned with dozens of candles cast a dream-like quality into the elegant room. Like a shadow Josef entered the room and removed the silver service plates from in front of each person and left the room. In a moment he returned, pushing a teacart of china plates. Just before placing the first plate in front of Miriam, he handed Servette a small card. Servette read it aloud, �Madame and Monsieur. Mussels baked with cream and Pineau de Charentes.�
David shot a quick look at Miriam who raised an eyebrow in response. He asked, �Does Josef always cook like this, Inspector?�
�Not always. Josef is just as adept at a bag-lunch as he is at superb cuisine. He is quite unusual. Fine cooking is just one of a great many of his talents. He can split an apple at 50 paces with a throwing knife and is equally lethal with a pistol, rifle, sword or blowgun. He has some advanced degree black belts in several of the martial arts and even a degree in Philosophy from the University of Geneva. David looked at Miriam in amazement.
David looked up from the last remaining mussel on his plate, and with a laugh said, �With all Josef�s talents � to say nothing of Max�s � why did you call us to help you with the murders?�
�Please don�t be offended. I think we really could have taken care of the situation at hand by ourselves, but, according to the instructions from Interpol, The Office was to be contacted, if certain criterion arose. It did and we called. You are here, and we thank you for your help. We will certainly be most cooperative.�
David�s �No offense taken�.� was cut off by the arrival of Josef and the serving cart. After removing the mussel plates he began serving the second course.
�Josef, before you serve us again, show our guests the special features of your cart which you built yourself.�
He smiled and leaned over the serving cart. Suddenly he straightened up holding a small pistol in one hand and a wicked looking throwing knife in the other.
�Where did those come from?� Miriam exclaimed.
�Josef has maybe too much free time,� Servette answered, with a rueful smile. �He finds the most interesting places to hide his little play things. That, combined with an obsessive amount of curiosity, has made him a very unusual person. He has never had to use his fancy serving cart, but as you can see, it has its possibilities. Okay, Josef, you may proceed.�
Josef handed the Inspector another small card, which he read to his guests, �Fish ragout with garlic croutons.�
Max broke the silence of the moment. �I understand that you have been after this man you call, the Dagger for some time.�
David responded. �Well, not us personally, and it�s been several years since his name surfaced in connection with a series of killings throughout Germany. Whoever was doing these acts of brutality was quite anonymous until someone in our research department detected a certain pattern. Each of these stabbing victims was also mutilated with slash marks somewhere on their bodies, hence the nickname, the Dagger. Then, as I said, someone going over the details of these killings remembered a number of killings that had happened years before in the same style. Over the years we thought we had isolated several persons who might be our killer. At the same time we were investigating a rather maniacal group that was a small German underground terrorist splinter organization. On paper and on the door of their office in Munich are the words Government Retirement System. However, we can�t uncover any business of theirs that has anything to do with government or retirement. We were able to infiltrate a local cell of that group in Berlin, but we found their orders were being given from someone in Munich, but we have never been able to crack that Munich cell. That group is suspected to be behind a number of these murders, because all of the victims were Jewish. Now we think that the person known as �the Dagger� was this killer, but since then he seems to have broken ties with that group and struck out on his own. We now believe he contacts various terrorist groups for special services and sometimes for safe houses, but usually he is on his own. We have no photographs of him outside of a computer-aged photo when he was in his early teens, some thirty years ago, that one Levi sent you that you used in your newspaper. We also have a couple of artist�s sketches done from surviving victims, but that�s not much to go on. We don�t even know that those near-victims have really seen the man we�re after or perhaps, a disguise. This is one of the reasons he is so hard to run him down.�
The dining group was so intent on David�s words they hardly noticed that Josef had removed their fish plates and handed the Inspector a third card.
�Ready for roast squab with sauterne sauce?� Servette asked.
Miriam looked down at the plate placed before her, �It�s simply too elegant to disturb. Inspector, how can we ever repay you for this magnificent repast?�
�Really, my dear, there is no need. I would much rather eat with guests than with one of Josef�s, how do you say, TV dinners.� Everyone laughed.
�And while I have the floor, I must insist. Call me Piet, instead of Inspector Servette, at least in friendly company, comprenez-vous?�
�Yes, Piet, I understand,� Miriam replied.
He continued, �You can watch to see if your little bird will fly off your plate if you wish, but I�m going to make damn sure mine doesn�t.� With those remarks, he attacked the squab on his plate with great delight.
While eating, Piet turned to David and said, �I know I said no business until after dinner, but this story is getting very interesting. He then asked, �The person you have been tracking has not been active for several years. Why do you think he has started killing again � this time in Switzerland?�
�That is a mystery to us also, Piet. We learned a long time we cannot predict what he might do or be surprised at what he does. One of his patterns is he never seems to have a pattern, except, for those mutilating slash marks, of course. My suspicion is that some of our agents have been even face-to-face with him on at least one occasion.�
Josef returned to the dining room. �Not more food!� Miriam exclaimed with pleasure.
The tall Sudanese gave Piet the card: the next course was identified as curly endive salad with honey poppy-seed dressing.
Max picked up the chilled fork from the frosted salad plate, telling Josef as he left the room, �Thank you, Josef.� To the guests at the table he said, �This is my favorite salad. Josef serves it every time I come here for dinner.�
Piet replied, �I was going to save any professional talk for after dinner, but since we have already begun, let me say everything will be at your service here as you attempt to solve these cases. If you need any additional people to assist you, all you have to do is ask. However, I can assure you Max knows everyone worth knowing here in Geneva on both sides of the law. He has his pulse on everything special that goes on in this wonderful city, and Joseph will always be there somewhere in the shadows.�
�Thank you Piet. You exaggerate only slightly,� replied Max. A ripple of laughter circled the table. �But seriously, I am at you beck and call. You have only to call me. I�ll give you my private cell phone number before you leave tonight. What I don�t know, Josef will be able to find out in short order.�
Almost on the cue, Josef reappeared to remove the empty salad plates and handed Piet another card. �This time Josef has prepared apple cider sherbet.�
The conversation slowed as they savored the tart-sweet dessert. �Mm � the perfect finale to the most wonderful meal I have ever been served,� responded Miriam who continued looking at Josef. �Josef, you are a jewel. You wouldn�t like to move to Israel, would you?�
Josef�s scared mahogany face broke into a lopsided grin. He looked at Piet, shrugged his shoulders and left the room.
A few minutes later, David noticed that Josef was standing with his back to the wall near the kitchen door. David had been completely unaware of his presence at first, as the dark man moved so stealthily as to appear to simply materialize.
�Inspector� Piet, I mean. I swear I never hear Josef approaching. I almost didn�t see him either.�
�That�s just one of his gifts, David. When he is working with you out in the field, you will never see or hear him, but he will always be there. He has saved my skin on numerous occasions.�
As they rose and left the dining room, Miriam went over to Josef and said to him, �Thank you for your superb dinner, Josef. You are truly a gift.� She stretched on her toes and kissed him lightly on his scared cheek as he bent over. Josef, obviously embarrassed, bowed deeply from the waist and quickly left the room. Miriam then noticed that one of the reasons for Josef�s silent movements was that he was barefoot.
Over coffee and brandy, they discussed details of the two recent murders of the Jewish couple.
David said, �Of course, at this point, we really don�t even know if these murders were committed by the man we�re looking for, but the cuts on their arms makes it seem likely, but why this old couple?�
Miriam asked, �Was this a burglary?�
�Not as far as the authorities could determine. In fact no motive has been uncovered at all, and seems to be just senseless killings. There was one interesting detail of the investigation that I wonder about. One of the investigators picked up a letter addressed to the Klein�s from Christies International, here in Geneva. It was all wadded up near the front door of the house. The letter mentioned that an emerald belonging to the Klein�s would be going to auction soon and they would be notified of the specific date by Christies. The investigator thought it strange that letter was wadded up that way, almost as though it was crushed in anger and thrown away. Don�t know it that has anything to do with anything, but it seems strange.�
David said, �I don�t know either, but the most interesting thing is that the investigator thought it important enough to put it in his report.�
At ten minutes past midnight, Max excused himself and David asked Piet if his driver could return them to their hotel.
The appropriate goodbyes were exchanged, and they were driven off into the star-filled Geneva night.

CHAPTER 11

Geneva
�Inspector Servette, do you have a minute?�
�Yes, Boris, come in. What is it?�
�One of our officers spotted a man at the border that made his alarms go off, but he�s not sure. He�s on the phone.�
�You talk with him and get the information for me.�
A young female uniformed officer entered the office, �Inspector Servette?�
�Yes, Ruth?�
�We have a rented vehicle crossing the border. Shall I follow up on it?�
�Yes, please, Ruth, and make sure every border post has a copy of that photo�
�Right away, sir.�
The phone rang and he grabbed it quickly, �Servette here.� He listened for several minutes, waving at a man who appeared at his opened office door to hold off.
* * *
Back in their hotel room Miriam turned on her computer, waited for it to power up and saw displayed rows and rows of jumbled letters. She pressed the encryption program�s key and a plain text message scrolled across the monitor from Malcolm. After reading it she erased the message and waited for David to return from the front desk to see if he could get connecting rooms. Being Mr. and Mrs. David Cohen was bad enough, but having to share a room with that egotistical chauvinist was more than she could stand, at least at the moment. He was quite handsome, in a rugged sort of way. Hope the excuse of his loud snoring and my request of a separate room would do the trick, after all a woman does need her freedom and space.
There was two knocks on the room door, followed by two more and David came in carrying a large Fed X box.
�It�s all set, Mrs. Cohen. Just happens the room next door will be vacated soon and after they have time to clean it, you�ll be free of my �loud snoring.�
�Brought presents,� David laughed, �There from Levi.�
�Oh good, our capability kit.�
He opened the package and began to lay the contents on the bed. �Looks like he sent you one of the brand new Jericho B semi-automatics, and me my old Polymer 941, hello, old friend.�
Digging around in the bubble wrap, he added, �Guess what? He�s sent a couple of Colt Mustang PocketLite�s for backup. No, wait there�s more. A shoulder holster and I guess a fanny pack holster for you, and two ankle holsters, must be for the PocketLites.
�Let see what else I can find in here. Ah, yes, we�ve now got some Swiss currency, a couple of sterile SIM cards, new cell phones, my lock-picking tools, and a small night vision monocular. It�s almost like Hanukkah. Wait, there�s a note from Levi. He says that Inspector Servette will be able to get the ammunition we want. That�s all he says, no best wishes, or I miss you, or anything.�
�David, wait with the gifts, please, Malcolm sent us an email with some more background on this Hans character that we may be after. Evidently Malcolm contacted one of our Sayanims in Buenos Aires who told him that the person who is our possible target is a very wealthy man. He is known as Huber Heinrich, using his great grandfather�s name by just switching the first and last names. In the thirty or so years since we captured Eichmann and killed his father, he has become a multi-millionaire in chemicals, construction and commercial properties. He�s a champion of the arts, even done quite a bit of amateur acting in Buenos Aires, on the board of a number of charities and has even been awarded a honorary Doctorate by the University of Buenos Aires, the largest university in Argentina. And believe it or not, no one down there seems to have any knowledge of his seemingly double life.�
�Well, that certainly makes me wonder whether we�re looking for the right man. Why don�t you email Malcolm and ask our contact to see if he can find out about what might motivate these killings. That might help us determine if we are after the right guy.�
* * *
Hans, disguised again as Klaus, headed up the street on his way to Christies to see if there was any news about the auction where he could finally get his inheritance. Pausing at the corner, waiting for the light to change, he glanced at newspapers displayed on the news stand. He was startled by the headline in the Swiss News that said there was a serial killer on the loose. He picked up one of the papers, paid the news man, tucked it under his arm and walked quickly back to where he had parked his car. Inside, it was not the article that panicked him it was the photo that he knew was him. The photo was grainy and looked like an enhancement of an old photo, but the image made him shudder with anger. Evidently, because of the jagged slashes on the murder victims coupled with his own mysterious disappearance from Argentina he was a person of interest. The article went on and connected him with his father, a former SS trooper who had killed in a similar manner many years ago, during the Second World War. Now, he was wanted for questioning. Evidently Interpol had made the father/son connection.
He looked again at the somewhat accurate photo. How did they get that picture, he wondered, staring at it, transfixed. It did not look like a recent photograph, but the close likeness sent a shiver down his back. He could never go out without disguises now. He sat in his car transfixed. What to do now? It was definitely time to leave town. He started the car and drove to his chalet to begin packing to return to Munich. There were many friends and better places there to hide as he plotted for his emerald.
* * *
Hans stared at his reflection in the mirror. Was his nose too large? He moved the putty around to change the shape a little. That�s better. He put on the brown tweed jacket with the leather elbow patches he�d stolen from an American at the last hotel he�d stayed in. Then he fitted the auburn wig over his short, sandy hair. Putting on a tan, baseball cap, he looked at himself again, studying the effect. Did he really look like a university professor? Something was missing, but he couldn�t decide what. He switched the baseball cap for a corduroy newsboy flat-cap, finally a pair of black rimmed glasses. Now he was satisfied.
He went down with the suitcase to his rented, black Volvo and put his theatre case in the trunk beside the larger one that held his clothes then returned, got his briefcase and checked the passport he would be using to cross the border into Germany, as Ralph Stoner, a teacher in an American High School in Munich. He was ready to leave. He locked up the isolated chalet. He could return here as he had paid a year�s rent. He could afford it and being gone would not be noticed. He�d keep it for use when he returned for the auction of his emerald.
The car started quickly and he rolled slowly out onto the road toward the highway that led to the border. He always kept to the speed limit wherever he went, cautiously obeying all regulations so not to bring attention to himself. After all his early years in Argentina, he had grown to be a much disciplined man with a keen intellect and sharp eyes. The environment was in his mind at all times. The border would be challenging now that they were looking for a serial killer. The Swiss police would be on the scene, but maybe that newspaper photo wouldn�t have reached the border crossing yet.
He had studied the techniques Interpol used, reading everything he could find and had come to the conclusion that Interpol was really not that threatening. They were after all, just police that kept in contact across national borders, sharing their information. If the Swiss don�t actually have any information to share, why get alarmed? He most certainly did not look like that photo they had in the newspaper, and that�s all they�ve had to go on, he assured himself, as he drove along the winding mountain road.
Several hours later, nearing the border, Hans pulled over at a small caf� and gas station. He filled his tank and entered the restaurant, selecting the table with a newspaper lying on it. The waitress was going to take it, but he said he wanted something to read. After she took his order, he scanned the front page. There was a small article at the bottom about him. He was not so popular outside of Geneva, and that was good, but he also felt a sting at the snub. Vanity kept his senses sharpened and his pride intact. People are such fools. All they go on are looks, and if you look different, you are different. He could go wherever he wished because of his ability to masquerade himself. When the waitress placed the steak before him, he relaxed, laid the paper down and proceeded to eat.
* * *
Hans finished the steak dinner and went to the men�s room to check his disguise before leaving the small caf�, then returned to his car. From a box in the back seat he pulled out three philosophy textbooks and laid them on the passenger seat. He pulled out onto the highway and proceeded to the border six miles away.

CHAPTER 12

Geneva � Berlin
Inspector Servette uncovered his telephone from under a pile of file folders on his desk, and mumbled, �Found! You can�t hide from me.� He dialed and waited.
�Max I have a little job for you. Would you please find out what you can about this Wittlesbach Emerald and when it is to be auctioned by Christies? When the Klein killing in Rorshach was investigated a couple of weeks ago, a letter was found wadded up in their living room that seemed to indicate that there was a connection between the Klein�s, this stone and Christies. The investigators, at first, thought the killing was just a burglary gone bad, but those slash marks on the Klein�s may indicate something else. Yeah, check with Dr. Franz at Christies or Mr. Brunstein at the Bank du Mont Blanc and see if there has been any unusual interest in that gem that we should know about. Oh, and your sources on the street might have something interesting to say also. Thanks Max.�
* * *
Emily noted the tall stature of the Chinese-looking man that just entered Christie�s. He stood a head taller than any Oriental she had ever seen, and he was quite striking, in a strange way, but there was something vicious and almost sad in his eyes. He had tiny features � pinprick eyes and a splinter of a nose, so small that his head appeared to have swollen around his face. His hair was dun color and was as short as a drill instructor�s. His chest had the dimensions of an oil drum, and his coat sleeves were too short on a dark gray suit. His blue-rimmed glasses were surprising stylish, given the sprung and tired look to the rest of him. She rose from her desk in the corner and approached the man asking him if she could be of help. He wanted to see Dr. Franz and no one else. This miffed her a little because she felt she knew as much about what went on at Christie�s as Dr. Franz did. After all, she had experience at the main London Christie�s International office. However, rank and education always win out, she realized, and there was nothing she could do about that, so she turned and walked to the back office and knocked on the door to speak to her boss. He told her to show the man in, which she did.
�Dr. Franz?� queried Tam. �I�m Tam Stratton from Hong Kong. You have an interesting place here. I noted several Chinese ivories that are very rare. Very nice they are. I am a representative of a group of Chinese collectors who have banded together for advantage to buy important items such as those you put on auction. Primarily, today, I am interested in learning a little more about the Whittelsbach Emerald that is set to go on auction. Is there a chance I could view it?�
�Mr. Stratton, nice to meet you. I am sorry, but our policy is very strict and permits viewing by special customers only the week prior to the actual auction. The Emerald you speak of goes on auction, I believe, May first. Did you receive an invitation to that auction, by any chance? I do not recall your name. Those auctions are by invitation only, you see.�
�That�s why I�m here so early, sir. I wish to secure an invitation. How can that be arranged?�
�Well, you can get the official papers to fill out from Emily, the lady who greeted you in my outer office. Your background will be checked, and then we will see. That is, your financial background, you understand. Thank you for coming in, Mr. Stratton. Good day.�
Tam thanked Dr. Franz and returned to ask Emily for the necessary forms to fill out, which she handed him. He thanked her and left. Back in the same cab with the same driver, he noticed, he glanced over the forms. A bunch of rigmarole paperwork. That figures, he thought. �Yes, back to the Hotel du Fontaigne, and thank you for waiting.�
�You left your book in my taxi and I figured you�d want it back, besides business is slow.�
�Thank you very much for keeping my book, sir.�
Tam tipped him generously as he got and went into the hotel.
* * *
After Tam entered the hotel, the driver got his cell phone from the pocket of the taxi, dialed, and waited for a few seconds.
�Max, its Rene, I�m a cabbie. I heard through a mutual friend that you were interested in anything that seemed out of the ordinary that might be connected to either Christie�s or one of their upcoming auctions. Well, it probably is nothing, but I just picked up a Chinaman from a hotel that caters to a great many tourists and businessmen from Hong Kong and took him to Christie�s. Not only that, but he left a book about emeralds in my taxi.�
�That�s the kind of information I�m looking for. Thank you very much. What hotel is he staying in?�
�Well, since I picked him up when he walked out of the Hotel du Fontaigne, over on rue des Eaux-Vives, I assumed that he was staying there, but of course, I can�t be absolutely sure.�
�That�s all right, Rene. I�ll check it out. And again, thank you so very much. I owe you�
�Not at all, not at all, always willing to be of service, Max.�
* * *
When the phone rang in Piet�s condo, Josef picked it up.
�Josef, this is Piet��
He waited for three taps to assure it was Josef before continuing.
�Would you go to the Hotel du Fontaigne, 15 rue des Eaux-Vives and verify the registration for and find out all you can about a Chinese gentleman from Hong Kong who just checked in and seems to be interested in auctions?�
Piet heard two taps on the receiver and then said, �Thanks, Josef.�
The phone disconnected and Josef returned it to the cradle. He changed clothes, put on shoes and also covered his bald dome with a wig and left immediately.
* * *
Tam entered the lobby and laughed at the small flashing sign over the bar, Lucky�s. Of all the names, he thought. That�s a joke. He knew he shouldn�t walk into the place, but that would be better than filling out a lot of lies on these god-damn forms, so he headed in the direction of the bar.
He sat down at a table on the far side of the bar so he wouldn�t have to talk with anyone and could slowly savor just one drink. That�s all I�m going to drink today, he told himself. When the waiter placed the triple martini before him, he handed him the credit card that was in the envelope White Paper Fan had given him. Damn, that envelope stuff too, he thought. Just more paperwork reading all that. Do they think I can�t even figure out what to do on my own? Bidding on a gemstone is not that difficult. The brochure was much more interesting than all those written instructions. At least, now I know that it�s a totally unique emerald, a natural stone that has never been cut � perfect in its own right. Doctor Yang�s going to get a lot of mileage out of that stone, he thought. People would come from miles around to get his expensive emerald treatments at his new clinic. Somewhere I read that emeralds are good for the eyes and will reduce swelling and promote healing if the stone is placed directly on the correct pressure points. If I had that stone, I could rent it to Yang to use and live fine for the rest of my life, and he would make a fortune too. Then I could get out of the damned Triad business. I hate that crummy bunch of thugs, especially White Paper Fan. Forcing us to kill one of our own just to invoke his authority even stepped over my line, and I don�t have much of a line left these days.
A tall, black man in a long robe interrupted his thoughts by pulling up a chair and sitting down at Tam�s table. The man was even taller than he was. Who the hell is this guy, one of the Triad watchdogs? he thought.
�I�m sorry, sir, but this table�s taken,� Tam said, noticing the heavily scared face of the man who did not say a word to him but remained seated and looked at him calmly.
�Did you hear what I said?� The black man remained seated as if he didn�t hear Tam.
�Sir, I don�t mean to be rude, but this is my table, would you please leave.� The man continued sitting there unmoved and not responding. Tam looked directly into the face of Josef and finally saw the scarred face and the missing eye and thought, well, I see he�s been in a fight before himself, but I�m in no mood to fight him. I�ll just move to another table, and he moved to the next table. The black man sat there for a minute looking at him in a non-threatening way and then got up and moved over and sat down again at Tam�s new table.
�What the hell? Sir, May I ask what you want?�
Josef offered no response.
�Who are you anyway?� Tam asked him.
The waiter appeared and placed a tall colorless drink and an inch high stack of cocktail napkins before Josef. Josef paid him in cash and waved an acknowledgement to the waiter who said, �Thank you, sir,� and walked off. Josef took a sip of his drink, looked at Tam, and smiled. Tam angrily stared at the man, unbelieving he was even sitting there. Josef then raised his glass again, like in a toast, and nodded to Tam and took another sip. Tam took a long swig of his martini and then said looking at Josef, �Who are you?� Josef picked up one of the napkins, pulled out a ball-point, wrote Josef, and handed the napkin to Tam who stared back and forth at the napkin and at the man sitting before him.
�Can�t you talk?�
Josef wrote No.
�Well, I�m sorry sir, but I�d like my privacy, if you don�t mind.�
Josef smiled and nodded his head up and down showing he understood and remained seated. He wrote again on the same napkin, what are you doing in Geneva?
�I�m trying to have a quiet drink by myself. That�s what. What do you want?�
Josef wrote, I understand, and so am I, but no one will talk to me because I intimidate them or they feel sorry for me and you at least are talking to me, which I appreciate. The next round�s on me. What is your name?
�Tam,� he said disarmed and relaxing a little. �Where are you from, Josef?
I live here in Geneva but I enjoy meeting people from other parts of the world such as you. I am an haute cuisine chef.
�What�s that?�
Oh, just a fancy name for a cook. What brings you to Geneva, Tam?
�I�m here representing a group of businessmen to do some business for them, some possible buying, you might say.�
Tam finished his martini and really liked the fact that Josef was buying the next round. This relieved his conscience about whether or not to order another drink. This Josef guy seemed harmless enough and he, too, didn�t mind the company in this new and strange city.
�Cooking, huh? Most cooks are fat because they eat their own creations, but you look in prime shape, Josef. Do you work out a lot?�
Yes. I do Judo and Karate, both routines from your part of the world. Do you?
�I try, mainly because I have to be on my toes to stay out of trouble. I do know Karate, more for self-protection than to keep in shape.�
Are you in danger? Where do you live?
�Not here. I�m from Hong Kong. It�s different there.�
Josef waved to the waiter to bring another round of drinks, which he did. Josef got a fresh napkin to continue the conversation and wrote, what kind of products are you buying, Tam?
�Well, Josef, I�m not actually buying products in the normal business sense. I�m bidding at an auction for a syndicate of jewel collectors.�
Tam thought about what he said, but decided Josef seemed a safe person to talk to because he knew he wouldn�t say anything, unless he was faking. Tam wished he hadn�t told Josef that. He became intent now on checking out Josef�s truthfulness about not being able to speak. He began observing the man closely.
That sounds like an easy job. What kind of jewels?
�Yeah, bidding is easy enough. By the way, Josef, if you don�t mind me asking, how come you can�t talk?�
No tongue.
�My God! Were you born that way or were you in an accident? Could I see?�
Josef opened his mouth to verify to Tam that he indeed was missing his tongue. All Tam could see was a swollen stub at the back of his mouth. This guy�s not faking. Wow! That would be terrible, he thought and started to feel sorry for Josef but remembered what he had said about most people felt sorry for him, so he guessed he�d better just ignore it and go on.
A savage man who held me prisoner in the Sudan cut it out. The scar on my eye was from the same man, in case you are wondering about that too. It�s a long story, but I was rescued and came here to live. I�m okay now though.
�I know what you mean by a savage man, Josef. I work for a man like that now. He not only tortures, but he also kills them and cooks them, if you�ll pardon the expression.�
Why do you work for him? Can you leave him?
�I wish. I would not be here now if he hadn�t sent me. I�m their errand boy, you might say, and have to do their dirty work while they stay hidden and safe.�
Tam�s second drink was empty, so Josef ordered another round just for Tam. He asked again, what are you bidding on, after Tam took a big gulp of the martini that the waiter sat before him.
�An emerald.�
Is that all? Just one emerald?
Tam�s speech began to slur a bit,�Yep, just one emerald, but it�s a big one and is a perfect natural stone. I wish I had it for my own, and I could get out of the mess I�m in.�
How much will it cost? Does it have a special name or is it a special variety?
�Probably around three to five million tops. It�s called the Whittelsbach Emerald.�
Who are the people that want the emerald? Is there a way you can get it for yourself? Josef added the last question to get Tam�s mind on himself so he would talk more freely. He could not believe the openness of this Tam person, so he was going for broke.
�A bunch of thugs and criminals. You know, like the mafia. They�re very powerful, and there�s no way I could ever get that stone. I couldn�t steal if I wanted to because they�d hunt me down and I�d be dead in twenty-four hours, and that�s a fact.
Why don�t you get out of the � what did you say their name was?
�The Triad. That�s their official name. Some people refer to them as a Tong. I�d be dead if I tried to get out too. I�m totally stuck, Josef. I�m not free like you. You�re lucky, man � even with no tongue and no eye. You�re luckier than I am. Do you want another drink?�
Sure. I�ll have another drink. Thanks. Hey, I�m buying, remember? So when is this auction taking place and where? Josef motioned to the waiter again.
�It�s July first at the Rohrschemond Hotel at high noon. Remember that movie, High Noon? You know the Gary Cooper movie? Well, we�re going to have a bidding shootout at high noon there, Josef. Why don�t you come too?�
I will if I can. I�ll sit by you and keep a lookout for you, Tam.
�Yeah, I could use a lookout man like you. I�m a dead man probably anyway, Josef. They�ll probably send a guy to grab the emerald and knock me off. I really don�t care any more though. My life is shit anyway.�
Do you know who else is bidding on the emerald, Tam? Who is putting the emerald up for auction?
Tam was pretty drunk now and continued, �It doesn�t matter who else is bidding on it. I have to buy it or I�m dead. It could be the State of Israel, and for all I know they want to sell the stone and get cash. Probably to build bombs with so they can blow all those terrorists off the face of the earth. That�s what you�ve got to have these days � a bomb. Guns don�t do it any more nowadays. That�s kid�s stuff � guns and knives. This world is going to blow itself up anyway one of these days, so none of us have anything to live for, really.�
Josef noticed his glass was empty again and he had learned all he was going to find out for now, so he offered to take Tam to his room since he was getting sloppy drunk. Tam refused and wanted another drink, so Josef said he would get a fresh bottle at the bar and take him to his room so he could relax and not have to worry about anything. Tam looked tired, and Josef had to leave anyway, so maybe they could talk another time, okay. Tam wasn�t much in favor of it, but he finally agreed. Josef got a bottle at the bar before he helped Tam up and walked him to his room on the fifth floor of the hotel.
* * *
He is in room 515, wrote Josef to Servette. Josef then wrote out the gist of the conversation, telling Piet why Tam was in town and what his business connections were and that he was bidding for the Whittelsbach Emerald.
�Josef, you did magnificently. Seems that auction is going to be very interesting, Goodnight, Josef. I�ll see you in the morning.�
* * *
Tam awoke with another hangover, but it wasn�t as bad as usual. Last night he stopped drinking before he passed out, for a change. He lay in bed thinking of the previous evening with Josef. It felt good to get things off his chest. He said things to Joseph that he never talked about. Josef was a good guy. It had been a long time since he�d had a conversation with someone who wanted nothing more than a little companionship.
He showered, did his daily exercise routine, and went down to the restaurant off the lobby for breakfast. Afterwards, he felt pretty good. Everyone seemed so friendly here in Geneva � nothing like in Hong Kong. He greeted people he passed and they responded to him. He decided it on the spot: he would take the emerald to Dr. Yang and stay in Geneva. It was time to put his life back together. He had his evening with Josef to thank for this new resolve. But, he didn�t have Josef�s phone or address. I guess I did most of the talking, he thought, and then smiled at the implication. I know he enjoyed it as much as me. I have a hunch I�ll see Josef again. He�d make a good friend and how long had it been since I�ve had a friend. He thought about Sue Mai Lee. One day he would tell Josef about her. He wondered if Josef had ever been in love.
He walked outside breathing the fresh morning air. Geneva even smelled good. He never wanted to think of Hong Kong again. He continued for a few blocks until he came to a lake where a huge fountain shot a spout high into the bright blue cloudless sky. He strolled along beside the lake on a paved walkway bordered with colorful flowers and verdant landscaping. Invigorated he walked back to his hotel, and decided to rent a car since he would now be spending some time in Geneva. Then he got back down to business. His most pressing need for now was to get his instructions on how he was to conduct himself at the auction. In addition, he needed to fill out those forms that the woman at Christie has had given him or he would not be able to get into the auction at all. Now is the time, he thought. Tam entered his hotel and took the elevator up to his room.

CHAPTER 13

Geneva � Munich
Max telephoned Inspector Servette and informed him that the bank�s lawyers determined that the Klein�s had no surviving heirs and the emerald could be auctioned with the proceeds going to the Munich Residenz Museum.
�Why there?� Servette asked.
�I�m not sure, but I think because that�s where the Wittlesbach Emerald was housed at one time. I�ll look into that further.� He added, �You�ll be interested that Christies has decided to add that stone to their next regular auction at the Four Seasons Hotel des Bergues, in two weeks.�
Servette told Max what Josef had found out from an Asian man named Tam who planed to bid on the emerald on behalf of a Hong Kong group.
�without being able to speak, Joseph can get more information in a short time than I can talking all the time.� The Inspector laughed. �You�re right there, my friend.�
�I will get in touch with our two Israeli friends and let them know about the auction time and make sure they know where it is to be held. I guess that�s about all we can do for now. Keep you ears open for anything else you hear from the streets and I�ll see you tonight for dinner as usual.�
* * *
Locking and dead bolting the bedroom door and making sure her computer firewall was up and running, Miriam entered the password and in a moment the computer screen displayed two rows of jumbled letters. She pressed the encryption program�s key and a plain text message scrolled across the monitor:
Emerald to be auctioned: Four Seasons Hotel des Bergue, Geneva: May 1: No other info available: Mayfly.

Miriam secured the computer, checked to make sure her jet-black pony-tail was in place, unlocked the door and humming to her self, walked down the long hotel corridor toward the bank of elevators.
�There must be a strange international company somewhere that only sells gaudy carpet to hotels. I can�t believe a designer would choose some of the carpet we walk on in hotels,� she thought. Exiting the elevator she found David in the hotel cafe eating a bagel with his coffee. Sitting opposite him she poured a cup from the pot on the table, and watched as he chewed.
�Can�t believe your found bagels in Switzerland.�
�What can I say? Guess the hotel has a Jewish baker.�
�Did Malcolm have anything special to share with us this bright blue morning?�
�Not much. He did say it might be difficult to get information from the bank about the emerald. Seems to be a vow of silence surrounding this auction.�
A waiter suddenly appeared at the table and said there was a telephone call for Mr. Cohen and the concierge would help him in the lobby.
Miriam smiled, reached for the half-eaten bagel and waved as David walked quickly toward the lobby.
* * *
Lifting the receiver, David said, �Geneva here.�
�We have a situation in Munich,� Levi responded quickly, �and I want you two there immediately. Dagger killed two of our operatives you know, Marvin and Herzog. They were working as undercover police officers in Munich. Take care of this and I don�t care how you do it.�
�We trained with those two,� David said.
�That�s why I want you on the case. Simon can back you up. I think their deaths may have a connection with Geneva.�
�Plane tickets?�
�Geneva airport, at the Lufthansa ticket counter under the name of Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Lowenstein,� replied Levi. �Give me a report as soon as feasible. Stay at the safe-house in Munich. Simon will meet you at the airport. And, by the way, they were killed in another safe house, so be careful. I�ll tell Piet where you have gone.�
* * *
Miriam threw the laptop and a few changes of clothes into a soft over-sized bag, and with David took a cab to the airport. In Munich, Simon met their plane and drove them directly to the safe house.
�This safe house hasn�t been used in a long time,� Simon said. �The sayanim have gone on their �annual vacation�. Check in with Chief, Bruno Beinschmidt. He is the head of an antiterrorist task force here in Munich h and he is being rather secretive about the murders. He doesn�t seem to be doing everything he can to solve their murders. At a news conference, he said everything was under control. Oh, and one more thing. Rumors are going around about some secret organization of skin heads causing trouble here in Munich. There are even rumors that Beinschmidt is involved somehow. I�ll work that angle. You tackle the double murder.�
With a chuckle Simon continued, �Bruno was probably fourteen pounds at birth and now weighs about two hundred and eighty. When you see him you will see why his mother named him Bruno. He likes to think he always has things under control. He�s one tough character and someone who bears watching. I don�t trust him for a minute. Here�s a number where you can reach me, day or night and it�s safe. Good luck and glad to have you onboard!�
Pulling to a stop, David and Miriam got their luggage, entered the small stone house with a sea of flowers bordering the walk up the front yard.
�You think we should call our new friend Bruno? Miriam asked.
�Just as soon as I check the house for bugs.�
�Aren�t you being a little paranoid? Simon said this place hadn�t been used as a safe house for a long time.�
And that�s why I�m going to check it out.�
After a few minutes David came back into the living room and dialed the number Simon had given them. �Chief Beinschmidt, please.�
�Just say, its friends of Levi. He will know who we are,� David answered.
After a short wait a gruff voice growled, �Where are you Israeli hot-shots?�
�In Munich, we�d like to find out more about that double Jewish killing you have just had.�
�Better not talk over the phone. Why don�t you come to my office and I�ll fill you in. But I need to tell you, we can handle everything by ourselves and I don�t like outsiders getting involved with my business. However, I will cooperate because of my friendship with Benesche, and those agents, I suspect, were part of his group.�
�When would it be convenient for you?�
�No time is convenient. Come to my office at four.� He hung up.
David relayed the conversation to Miriam.
�How did he know Marvin and Herzog worked for the Office?� she asked.
�That could be the reasons Simon thinks there is something fishy going on.�
* * *
After lunch they took a taxi took to the central Munich Police station. Waiting in the booking area for twenty minutes, a uniformed officer finally said the chief would see them in his office up-stairs. David looked at Miriam shrugged, climbed the stairs and knocked a battered door with ANTITERRORABTEILUNG painted in white letters.
A gruff voice from within shouted, �Kommen Sie herin.�
They entered the office, which was in direct contrast to Piet Servette�s, neat as a pin, everything dusted, polished, nothing out of place. A bear of a man, in a meticulous gray uniform, complete with black Sam Browne belt and a large head that looked like it had been polished like everything else in the room, sat behind a massive desk. He looked up and glowered and pointed to chairs in front of his desk.
�I have just re-read this case you�re interested in and I find several items that may be relevant.� His voice was like the rasp of a large, predatory animal, and he was obviously not very happy about having to share information with David and Miriam.
Ignoring Miriam, he turned to David. �We have an interesting situation here. It seems one of the victims was shot from a distance of more than fifty yards. The other was shot at point blank range, the first, from a rifle, the second, a 38. Why your headquarters thinks this ties in with someone you�re looking for, I have no idea. No one we have interviewed has been of any help and there are no eyewitnesses. A silencer may have been used both times. They had been dead for two hours before an anonymous female reported it. We don�t even know who she was. According to my forensic team, the victims were in their thirties, good physical shape, and found with no identification except, and I suspect you already know, they had just been hired as officers in this department. I�ll be honest with you, and believe me I have nothing against Jews, but rumors suggest that�s the reason they were killed. They were the first Jews in the Munich police force. The house where all this took place is at 401 Welschlag Street. That�s all I have to share with you.�
David, jotting down the address, responded, �There may be nothing to connect these killings to the murders in Germany and Switzerland, but we still would like to explore that possibility. Would you mind if we went to the murder house and looked around? And, by the way, why do you think they were from Israel?�
�Why in hell would you be here to investigate two dead Germans? We aren�t dumb. And just so we understand each other, I don�t know what you can find that my people haven�t found out already.�
�We will try not to get in your way.� David and Miriam rose from their chairs, and started for the door. Miriam turned and asked, �By the way Chief, did Marvin and Herzog have slash marks on their bodies?�
�Get out of my office,� Bruno snarled. The phone rang. He grabbed the telephone and growled, �Ja, Bruno hier,� Then shouted, �Shut the door.�
�I guess our fact-finding mission is over,� Miriam said as the pair left the office.
�I don�t think he has much use for women in law enforcement.�
Miriam laughed as they exited the station.
Just outside the police station, David found a pay phone, figured out how to use the German instrument, and called Levi.
After David hung up the receiver, he turned to Miriam, �Seems the safe house where the murders took place had also been sanitized by Simon. Levi said they were going to work within the police department to gather intelligence on that group called the GRS or German Retirement Society. Rumors were it was a Nazi skinhead group plotting to overthrow German city governments. Members could have been involved in the killings of Jewish businessmen throughout Germany. Marvin had indicated just before they were killed, they were about to discover the identity of the group�s leader. He told Levi that many of these skin-heads seem to hang out at a club in the where- house district called the Cobra Club. Levi swears Simon can be trusted, and he thinks the Dagger may be connected to these Munich murders, somehow.�
�That information doesn�t help much. Now what?� she asked.
�Let�s rent a car and look around, get the layout of this city. It�s been a while since I was in Munich,� David remarked, then tonight I suggest you and I have a date at the Cobra Club.�
Miriam laughed and looked at David, �A date, David, a real date?�
�Sure, why not? Didn�t you say you have been to Munich before?�
�I knew the city fairly well a few years ago,� Miriam responded, �I came with my father on several of his business trips. With her head in a city map she continued, �If I�m not mistaken, there was a car rental office in Hotel Jedermann, about five minutes from the central train station, not too far from here.� After a few minute walk through the business district they found the hotel stuffed between two larger buildings on Landsbergerstrasse. Half an hour later they drove the new Volkswagen out of the hotel parking lot and headed along Welschlagstrasse, to get their bearings in the city.
Miriam�s cell phone tweaked and when she answered it and mouthed the word �Malcolm� to David. David found a parking space, pulled over and parked.
After listening for a few minutes Miriam said, �Yes Malcolm, Josephine Kratz in the Department of Eastern Europe of the Bavarian State Library on Ludwigstrasse. I�ve got it, and thanks. We�ll check it out right away.�
Miriam shut her cell phone and turned to David who gave her a questioning look.
�Malcolm thinks that one of our sayan�s here in Munich might be able to give us some information on the background of this Hans Huber, if he�s the one we�re looking for. She works at��
�Yes I heard,� David started the car and as he pulled out on to Welschlagstrasse.
�get your head out of that map and check the GPS on you cell and give me directions to the Library.�
�Ok, take the next right and which should lead you to Ludwigstrasse and the library will be shortly on our right.�
Before them rose a three story Romanesque Revival building of granite and yellow brick. Three rows of arched windows broke the straight facade from one corner to the next. Its red tile roof tiles stood out in sharp contrast to the blue Bavarian sky.
�Holy smoke, look at the size of that building! If that�s the library, It�s the largest one I�ve ever seen. It must take up the whole city block.�
* * *
Enquiring at the front reception desk for the Department of Eastern Europe they we given directions and walked up a very wide stairway to the second floor and through a cavernous reading room filled with rows of tables illuminated by lengths of light shaded by green shades. Only a few people were at work in the room and the silence of study filled the huge space. Shafts of sunlight filtered into the room from a row of arched windows near the ceiling. At the other end of the room a door opened and a tall slender woman completely dressed in black, her white hair tied in a bun, walked toward them.
�You must be Mr. and Mrs. Cohen. I am Josephine Kratz. The front desk called and said you were looking for me. If you follow me I will see what I can do for you.�
The two from Israel followed Ms. Kratz as she left the reading room and seemed to flow down another corridor and enter a door half way down the hall on their right. She motioned for them to sit on one side if a long, low table covered with books of all sizes and shapes.
�I understand from Malcolm that you are looking for some information about the family of one Hans Huber. Is that correct?�
�Yes. We think it�s possible that he has been murdering Jews in Europe for a number of years and we would like to know why?�
�I understand, and after Malcolm�s call to me I did a little digging in our stacks. What I have here,� picking up a large leather-bound book, �Is the personal diary of one Hartmut Huber, who I believe is the Grandfather of this man you are looking for. Well, in fact it is much more than one man�s personal diary, for it contains quite a bit of his knowledge of his family even before he was born. I had a chance to read it this morning before you arrived and let me briefly give you some of the Huber family history.�
After several minutes of family history, Miriam whistled and said, �So what you are saying is that �our� Hans� father, the SS maniac, was disinherited by his father when he joined the SS back in the thirties. Hartmut�s diary clearly indicates that the family was fractured by his son�s involvement with Hitler.�
David joined into the conversation, �And this Hartmut person was very wealthy and the family goes all the way back into the court of King Ludwig in the 19th century.�
�Yes and his diary indicates, the most valuable artifact in the Huber family estate was a extremely large emerald, purchased at one time, from the Bavarian National Treasury when their government was in financial trouble. Not only that,� Josephine continued, �The ruling family at that time was part of the Wittlesbach dynasty.� This very library was started in the 16th century and known as the Wittlesbach Court Library until the name was changed in 1919.�
�This may be too much of a stretch, but I remember that there is some jewel named Wittlesbach or something being auctioned in Geneva in a couple of weeks.�
�Yes, I�m aware of this auction because Christies International in Geneva asked this Library if we could do some verification of the provenance of this emerald.�
�You have been most helpful, Josephine. I�m not sure how all these bits and pieces fit together, especially as a motive for all these killings, but we will take this information with us back to Geneva and see if we can fit the pieces of the puzzle together.
* * *
Later that night while Miriam combed her computer for more information on the Wittelsbach dynasty in Bavaria, David lay on one of the beds with his hands behind his head.
�You don�t think our killer is after this emerald, do you, Miriam?�
�What, David, I didn�t hear you.�
�Listen, oh quiet one, I said I wonder if he is after the emerald for some reason?�
�Why would he be doing all this killing if all he wanted was that emerald? He could just steal it or buy it. After all, evidently he is quite wealthy.�
�You don�t suppose he thinks it should be his even thought his Grandfather disinherited his father?�
�So now you are a psychiatrist delving into the brains of people.�
Miriam shut off her computer, closed the lid and said, �David I�m tired and want to go to bed. We can explore some of your weird ideas tomorrow. Please go to your own room, Mr. Cohen, and let me get ready for bed.�
�But Mrs. Cohen, this bed is so comfortable.�
�David, go!�

CHAPTER 14

Munich
David and Miriam left the library and headed back to the safe house in their rented VW.
Miriam said, �I don�t get it. It doesn�t make sense. What does all that Huber family history have to do with anything?�
�I don�t know either, but let�s talk about what we found out. We know the Huber family goes back over a hundred years here in Munich and one member was something in King Ludwig�s government in the 19th century.
�Yes, and Josephine said that the family acquired the emerald, when the government put some property up for sale because of financial problems.�
�Right, that�s when it came into the hands of a Hartmut Huber, evidently the grandfather of this man we�re supposed to be looking for. Remember his diary, that Josephine showed us told of this Hartmut disinheriting his son who joined the Nazi party in the early 30�s.�
�And Josephine thinks Hartmut�s son was the bodyguard of Eichmann, Hans Huber, to one our agents killed in Argentina, and the father of the one we�re looking for.�
�If this is the family line, what are Hans�s reasons for all this killing?�
�You don�t suppose the Wittlesbach Emerald is the key to the whole thing, do you?�
�That�s a possibility, but why the killing? Why not just steal the emerald and be done with it?
�I don�t know, that would seem logical to me.�
Miriam excitedly pointed at a restaurant they were passing and shouted, �Stop, David. There�s a restaurant I remember from when I was here with my father, and the food was wonderful. Find a place to park and let�s have lunch, I�m famished.�
�I�m not too fond of German food,� David responded, but still found a parking spot nearby. �I hope they have a decent matzo ball soup and a hot pastrami sandwich.�
Getting out of the car Miriam quipped, �David, you�re hopeless. Didn�t you ever hear �When in Rome, do as the Romans do?�
�Sure I heard of that, but I still would like a good Jewish lunch.�
Just as they were to enter the restaurant Miriam�s cell rang and she listened for a few minutes.
�That would be great. We�re just going to have lunch at Restaurant Ederer on Kardinal Faulhaber- Strasse. Do you know it? It�s about six blocks east of the Bavarian State Library. Oh, you know where it is. Could you meet us here? Wonderful, we�ll look forward to seeing you.�
Miriam hung up and turned to David. �That was Elsa, Chief Beinschmidt�s secretary. She knew we were in the chief�s office asking questions about the murders of the two officers and she wants to talk to us about that.�
�I wonder what that�s all about.�
They had just finished ordering, no matzo ball soup on the menu, but David did order a hot pastrami sandwich and a beer, when a young woman entered the restaurant and looked around. Miriam waved at her and David pulled out a chair and waited for the obviously nervous woman to join them.
�Glad you could join us, Lisa. Won�t you have something to eat with us?�
The nervous woman looked around at the others in the restaurant and then responded, �No thank you. I can�t stay long. The chief would probably fire me or worse if he found out I was talking to you, but I had to come. The chief didn�t tell you about the other suspicious killings in Munich.� Lisa looked around again, and then continued, �Two days before Marvin and Herzog were shot; another murder occurred � this time again the victim had slash marks on his upper arm. This murder had taken place in an alley behind the Cobra nightclub, in a rather seedy part of the city. I think the chief should have mentioned it to you,� she said. �And you ought to know that the chief was very angry when the Police Board recruited Marvin and Hertzog. There is something going on in the department ever since he took over about a year ago, nothing that I can actually put my finger on, but things just aren�t the same.� Agitated, she again looked around at the other patrons in the restaurant and began to get up. �I have to go. I�ll call you again if I find out anything more.� And almost tipping over her chair in her need to leave, she walked quickly out of the restaurant.
Their food arrived. David took a drink of his beer and said, �Well, what do think of that? What does your womanly intuition tell you about our new, but very scared friend?
You know, with all this weird stuff going on with the police here, I�m not too sure we should stay at that safe house.�
�But Levi said he trusted Simon completely and Simon told us that safe house hadn�t been used in a while.�
�I know, but Levi and the Office trusted Marvin and Herzog also and look where that trust got them. If you�ll trust my male intuition this time I think we should check into a hotel and not even tell Simon. I know he�ll be pissed and no telling what Levi will do, But I have a feeling about this.�
�Ok, I�ll go along with you on this one, but I think hell-fire and brimstone may be headed for both of us.�
* * *
Hans pulled the vibrating cell phone from his pocket, turned it on and listened. Emily, on the other end was telling him, as Klaus, that the bank had released the emerald and it would be in their next auction in two weeks. If he really wanted to bid on that, he would have to finish filling out the required financial statement and other papers for Christies right away. She concluded with the words, �I hope this is the right number, Klaus, just thought you might want to know,� and the cell phone went dead.
Hans called Lufthansa Airlines and found that he could get a flight to Geneva several times a day and decided that day after tomorrow would be fine and that would give him enough time to plan his bid at the auction.
* * *
�Let�s go back and see the Chief again, Miriam. We can snoop around and see if we can�t find out more about the killings and Hans. It might even give us a lead to where the Nazi groups hang out,� suggested David.
�I don�t know what we can find out from that butch-haired chauvinist, but I supposed it�s worth a try. I�ll try to bite my tongue and let you �big boys� talk over the top of my head.�
�Now who�s got an attitude problem?�
They couldn�t park in the police parking lot because of crime scene tape surrounding the lot.
�Something�s happened here.�
�Boy, that�s a real girlie deduction.�
�Oh, com on David, let�s be at least civil with each other.�
When David and Miriam walked back to the station, they were stopped by several policemen standing about. The two showed their passports, then identified themselves as official friends of Chief Beinschmidt and were allowed under the tape. The Chief was in his office and a young police woman showed them right in.
�Oh, you two, just what I need, more experts. We�re in the middle of a difficult situation here. One of our highest ranking men had his throat slashed this morning in the parking lot. There were marks cut into his arm. We�re looking all over for your �Dagger�, As you call him. He must have returned from Geneva.�
�This morning, huh? Have you sealed off the city?� David asked.
�Very funny, that�s pretty difficult to do without bringing Munich to a standstill.�
�Who was the officer, Chief?� Miriam inquired.
�Frank Wiezer, second in command � my right hand man. He will be dearly missed. I�m looking through his case files now � he took over the case of your two friends who were killed.�
�Was he Jewish?� she asked.
�Yes, as a matter of fact. Why do you ask?�
�Can you tell us where Nazi sympathizers hang out?� David asked.
�Difficult to tell these days. They�re out there, but they�re not organized and as easy to pinpoint now. They still gather at some of the clubs: the Zebra Club and the Cobra Club are very popular with that crowd now. It�s easy to move around in that scene and not be spotted. Those damned kids paint their bodies and faces and they wear the most outlandish clothes now. It�s hard to tell who the Nazis are but we suspect they might be there. Most of the old Baader- Meinhoff gang have dispersed, died or are in prison, but I really don�t think they�re still very active here.�
�Sorry to hear about you loss, Chief. Guess there�s not much we can do around here and I can see you�d like us to get out of your hair.�
Bruno rubbed his polished scalp and growled, �Think you two hotshots are pretty funny, don�t you. Yeah, why don�t you leave us city boys alone and ride off into the sunset.�
�Thanks, Chief. We�ll look around and keep in touch,� Miriam said sarcastically as they walked out the door.
�I guess we�re not going to get much help from old Bruno, Are we?
�Doesn�t look like that. What do you think we should do next?�
�I think we should get back to Levi and find out what he thinks. Then, how about checking out one of those clubs the chief mentioned.�
* * *
After they decided on a hotel David went up to the reservation desk while Miriam went into the gift shop to buy a magazine. They met again near the elevator and he handed her a key.
�What�s this?� Miriam asked.
�It�s the key to our room. That�s the only room left. Seems there is some international banking convention�s in town, and this was a cancelation.�
�So what are we supposed to do, sleep in the same bed?�
David looked at Miriam, �that�s not a bad idea, Mrs. Lowenstein.�
�No, Mr. Lowenstein there better be two beds, one for you and one for me.�
�Ok for you, party pooper. Why don�t you go up to the room and call Levi. Fill him in on what we�ve found so far and see what he suggests? I�ll go back to the safe-house, get our things and be back in an hour or so.�
Miriam responded, �I hope he suggests that we find a hotel with two rooms.�
David laughed and walked away as Miriam pushed the up button beside the elevator.
* * *
David knocked on their hotel room door twice, paused, twice again, paused, and then once. Miriam opened the door and said, �Why that secret knocks, are you a spy or something?�
Smiling as he walked past her, �I always knock like that when I come to a single woman�s hotel room.�
Dropping their bags down on one of the beds he asked, �What did you find out from Levi?�
Sitting in one of the overstuffed chairs she answered, �Several things, first he thinks we are wrong about our suspicion concerning Simon. There has never been anything at all for him to suspect Simon of any wrong doing. We should trust him and don�t worry about staying at that safe house. But he did say he�ll trust our judgment and explain our misgivings to Simon. Second, and more importantly, the auction that includes the emerald will take place in a couple of weeks and we should be back in Geneva. His reasoning is that if Hans Huber is the killer and is after that emerald, he will certainly be in Geneva. Our chances of catching him there are certainly greater that in Munich, especially if our suspicions about Chief Beinschmidt are correct. He will talk more with Servette about and we can also talk to him when we return to Geneva. That�s about it, I guess.�
�So do you want to escape this single room and drive back to Geneva tonight or what?�
�I thought we had a date to go clubbing. Are you going to chicken out on me about that?�
�No way, I�m game if you are. Why don�t we change clothes, have dinner downstairs, and then head out to the Cobra Club.�
David kicked off his shoes and started unbuttoning his shirt when Miriam got up from her chair and said, �Whoa buster, I may have to share one room with you tonight, but I certainly don�t have to see your hairy chest. Moving to the bags on the bed she began going through her clothes.
�If you wait a few minutes I�ll take my shower and steam up the bathroom, just so you can�t see anything, you understand.�
* * *
David and Miriam were some of the few who didn�t have to show ID to get into the Cobra Club. They got there early and sat at a table near the dance floor facing back into the crowd so they could look around the place. A waitress in bra and skimpy shorts served them drinks. Miriam said, �Go ahead and look, just as long as you don�t think you�ll see more of that in our hotel room tonight.�
Miriam paused for a moment and glanced around the room. �David, do you think Hans could have shaved his head?� Miriam asked, seeing how many of the young men were bald. �Maybe we should have Malcolm compose a picture of Hans with no hair. It might give us a better idea of who to look for.�
�There�s a lot of them with Mohawks too. Hey, what about that guy over there near the end of the bar? He�s shaved.�
�No, he�s too young. Hans is 47, if we have the right guy, and in this place even we�re dinosaurs. These are mostly just kids. Maybe we�re in the wrong place.�
�Would he be in a group or more probably just a loner?�
�A loner. See that guy who just walked in? What about him?�
�He looks more like what I think he�d look like. And he�s alone. I�ll watch him. You keep a watch on the entrance,� David said.
�They sipped their drinks and watched. The club filled up, the noise level was really too high for conversation anyway.
�Miriam, I�m going to tail that one.� David leaned close and spoke directly into her ear. �He seems to be looking around a lot, and I don�t think just for girls,� and gently nibbled her ear.
As David got up from the table, the man saw him watching and quickly stepped into the densest part of the crowd to disappear. David suddenly appeared about ten feet from him again, though he was looking the other way. The bald headed man made his way swiftly through the crowd over to the other side of the club and went into the men�s room. He stayed there watching everyone through the stall door he held slightly ajar, then slipped out the door and through the back exit.
When David returned to the table, Miriam was talking to a guy who was trying to get her to dance.
�Hey, didn�t you hear her say no, David said to him loudly. The guy took off.
�I lost him, now I�m suspicious. He looked at me then quickly moved into the crowd. I never saw him again after that, and I circled the whole club three times. Do I look suspicious or something?�
�Not something, but you are looking pretty hard. You gotta remember these are kids and a lot are Nazi sympathizers � it�s the new fad. They are really loud and aggressive with each other, so we stick out. You want to try another club? Or just go back to the hotel?�
�Let�s go back to the hotel.�
�That�s the best idea you�ve had all evening.�

CHAPTER 15

Munich � Geneva
In his pajamas, David walked out of the bathroom and noticed that Miriam was still asleep and slipped into his bed again. Miriam turned over, �Good morning, David. Did you sleep all right?�
�Well, until your cell phone went off on some ungodly hour this morning.�
�Sorry David, I guess Levi thinks we work round the clock like he does.�
�What time was that?�
�Five ten. He didn�t even wait for me to wake up and started in with what Research thinks is going on with the bastard we are looking for.�
David got up and sat on the edge of Miriam�s bed, and wondered what it would be like to be in there with Miriam.
�So what did Levi say?�
�He and Research seem to have put two and two together and come up with just about the same as we have. David, will you please stop patting my bed and listen.�
�Sorry, tell me more.�
�Malcolm thinks that, like Josephine at the Library, Hans probably is after the Wittelsbach Emerald because he�s convinced it belongs to him as part of the Huber legacy. You remember that Josephine found in his grandfather�s diary that he had disinherited Han�s father when he joined the Nazi party. Evidently that emerald was given to two of his valued and trusted long-time employees and just recently will be put back on the auction block.�
�Ok, that makes sense, but why all the killing of Jews?�
�Malcolm�s theory is that he is doing all those killings out of a pathological hatred based on his angry proclamation to get even when his father was killed and he was shot during our 1960 capture of Eichmann.�
�Isn�t that stretching theories a bit?�
�Not really, evidently Malcolm pulled the report of the capture in Buenos Aires out of some dusty file and it clearly indicates that the young Huber threatened to revenge the death of his father on Jews.�
�But why after all these years living in Argentina and becoming a very successful and wealthy business man?�
�They don�t have an answer for that question. The closest they can come up with is that it is a pathological neurosis that has lain dormant for all this time. They have no idea what caused it to rise to the surface of his personality at this particular time in his life. David, we need to get dressed, pack up and head back to Geneva.�
�Whoa, what�s going on? We haven�t finished what we came here to do.�
�I know, but Levi had a call from Servette telling him that the auction is back on and will be held this coming Friday. Levi told me to forget about the murders here, Simon can handle things here at the moment and if needed we can come back after the auction. He feels certain that Hans will be at the auction. Simon has purchased airline tickets already and we can pick them up at the Swiss International ticket counter at the airport. And incidentally Simon went back to the safe-house and would you believe he did find a bug in the living room that you missed when you swept it when we arrived.�
�What, I missed a bug? Where was it?�
�Simon said it was built into the smoke detector over the door to the dining room. He didn�t even find it on his first sweep. Anyway we�re not staying there, so don�t worry about it.�
�Thanks, but it does bother me. When is our flight out of Munich?�
�Would you believe seven-thirty tonight?�
�I guess we won�t have to take you nightclubbing at the Cobra Club again tonight.�
�Guess not, but if you get out of here and let me get dressed, you can buy me breakfast and maybe I�ll take a rain-check on another hot date at the Cobra Club.�
* * *
Hans went to several Munich department stores before finding the clothes he needed for the auction. Then he went to a theatre supply store and replenished his supply of theatrical prosthetics, glues and glue removers, hairpieces and makeup both dry and wet. He carefully packed his suitcase, locked his make-up case and stowed them both in his beloved �68 Mercedes 250 SE.
Emily�s phone call had caught him off guard, the auction to be held on Friday, in just four days? Did he have time to get ready? Going over his plan in his mind he tried to visualize any possible issues that might prevent him from getting his emerald. He had gone to the hotel and carefully explored the room where the auction was to be held, disguised as a security man from a bidding conglomerate. He had evaluated every possible escape route from the auction gallery in the hotel, should he need to leave in a hurry. His weapons were ready, taken apart, cleaned, oiled, still stored in the flat case under the false floor of the trunk in his car, cleverly hidden should anyone inspect the car.
Gunther, his mentor in Argentina had mailed two new daggers to him, made of porcelain with cork handles so that they would pass through metal detectors at airports or the hotel, should they use a detector there. The larger one would remain in the special sheath just below his collar behind his head, the smaller one kept in the sheath strapped to the inside of his left calf.
The only thing he had left to do was drive back to Geneva for the auction. He knew his financial resources were available in the Morganheiser account at the Bank du Mont Blanc, a little over seven hundred thousand Swiss francs. Friday was four days away, but the wait felt eternal. As soon as he took possession of the emerald, he would fly back to Argentina for a long, sweet vacation.
Everything was going according to plan. He drove cautiously through Munich until he reached the highway, then sped off toward Geneva.
He spent the drive continuing to rehearse his plan. He had to maintain his anonymity but also had to be able to bear the spotlight during the auction. In his new disguise, no one would suspect he was a brash, well endowed, blonde from Austria. If this came off without a hitch, then nothing would ever stand in his way again. He was brutally honest with himself about what he could do in each worst case scenario; if he felt there was any doubt that he could succeed, he developed an alternative action plan to cover any emergency.
* * *
Emily was disappointed when she learned from her phone call Klaus would not be attending the auction. He was hospitalized with pneumonia, so he was sending his sister, Monique, in his place. That seemed strange because he didn�t sound very sick over the phone. He requested that she relay this to Dr. Franz as well as the relevant personnel at Christie�s, and to the Bank du Mont Blanc, where Monique would have access to his account. He promised to come see her as soon as he felt better but because of some pressing business that probably would not be for a month or so. He promised then to take her away for a weekend on the Riviera. He thanked her for handling this matter of communicating on his behalf for his sister. He looked forward to seeing her sweet face.
Of course, Emily had taken care of everything. He only had only to ask.

CHAPTER 16

Geneva
After the six hour drive back to Geneva David pulled into the parking lot behind the Geneva�s Central Police station, got out of the car and stretched. The late afternoon sun cast shadows over the Jura Mountains leaving lacey grey patterns on the asphalt.
Turning as Miriam left the car he said, �Thanks for helping with the driving, Miriam. Say, I didn�t know you used to drive Formula cars on the N�rburgring.�
�Too fast for you, my friend? I didn�t see you closing your eyes or any white knuckles when you grabbed the chicken bar.�
�No really, I am quite impressed with your driving skills.�
As she turned to walk into the back door of the police station, Miriam replied over her shoulder, �Thanks, I think.�
* * *
Servette looked up from the folder he was reading and waved the duo to the two chairs in front of his desk that, as usual, was hidden under the piles of paper work.
�Long drive? Sure it was,� Piet greeted them. �I�ve done it a few times in my lifetime, believe me. Would either of you like a Coke or a bottle of water?
Both agents shook their heads and watched as the chief rummaged in a desk drawer and pulled out a battered briar pipe and began filling it with tobacco. Flicking a silver lighter, he pulled on the pipe over and over until the office was half filled with a grey noxious smoke.
Waving his hand through the smoke, Servette laughed and said, �Sorry about that. It�s my one sin and you can blame your boss for it. I had given up the smoking habit years ago until Levi and I spent a weekend together last year at an international forensics conference on Malta. Joining his pipe smoking was the only way I could counteract that noxious Turkish he smokes.�
The air in the office was almost breathable again when Servette flicked his lighter again to re-light his dead tobacco.
�So what did you find out in Munich?�
* * *
After sharing with Servette their frustration and uncertainty about Bruno and his Munich Police Department, they told about their visit to the Bavarian National Library and how helpful Frau Kratz was in putting some history behind the Wittlesbach Emerald and Han�s family connection to it.
�We still don�t know really why he is after the emerald, or why he is killing people in Europe, but things are slowly coming into perspective,� Miriam said as she vigorously waved more pipe smoke away. �Where do you buy that vile pipe tobacco, Piet? Surely you can find some that doesn�t smell like burning garbage.�
�My dear Miriam, what you probably don�t know is that I am, more or less, a Catholic. That is I do go to mass on Easter and Christmas. However I am much more liberal than much of the doctrines rained down on us from Rome, and it gives me great pleasure to puff on my pipe in which is burning a tobacco called Three Nuns. In my own way it�s a small poke in the eye of the church.�
Miriam and David laughed. Survette turned, and put the still smoking pipe down behind him on the window ledge.
�Sorry about that. Besides poking fun at the church, it really gives me lots of uninterrupted time in my office so I can organize my files. When I stoke up my pipe I leave the door open and no one, it seems, wants to come in and bother me. Enough of this, we need to talk about the auction. The Emerald in question will indeed be in the auction tomorrow at the Four Seasons Hotel des Bergues on the other side of the lake. I think I told you that Josef made contact with an interesting man from Hong Kong who will also be bidding on that stone. Seems that a Triad he works for wants it for some reason, just why, we don�t know. I think it�s likely, after talking this morning to Levi, that you both should be at the auction, just in case your killer happens to show up. We have no definite reasons to believe that he will, just that it�s a possibility. All you have to do is register with the Christie security at the hotel and keep your eyes open. I have made the necessary connection for you there both with Jacob Metz the manager of the auction house and he with their security staff so you will be able to go armed without any trouble. He�s not too pleased that outsiders will be there armed, but he agreed, as a favor to me. Also, Josef has asked that you not acknowledge him or his friend from Hong Kong, just so you won�t spook him. I think after your day on the road you�ll probably want some rest before the auction tomorrow. Keep in touch and let me know what is going on as soon as you can after the auction.
�Piet, we really don�t know what this killer looks like. All we have is that computer enhanced photo that was taken in 1960. Even if he is this millionaire from Buenos Aires there doesn�t seem to be any photographs of him. Evidently he doesn�t have a driver�s license and the information our Research Department turned up he has been very careful to keep completely away from cameras and photographers. Seems like he is well known in Argentina but no one really knows what he looks like. This is another part of his psychopathic nature, I guess.�
�Yes I know, but perhaps you can spot someone that seems to fit what we know about him, as little as that is. Anyway let me know what you find out when the auction is over.�
* * *
On their way back up to their hotel rooms, Miriam said, �Thank you for the good dinner conversation tonight, David. It was good to get better acquainted with you. I knew nothing about your family. The stories of survival from the Holocaust are so sad and at the same time very inspirational.�
As they entered Miriam�s room David replied, �I think it�s amazing that my family may have known your family since they could have sailed on the same ship to Australia in the thirties before the war really broke out. Not only that but then both of our families immigrated to Palestine and settled in towns only twenty three miles apart.�
�Small world isn�t it, David?�
Miriam walked over to David and gave him hug and a kiss on his cheek.
�Think we�d better call Levi and let him know what we�ve been up to?�
* * *
While David was in conversation with their boss for quite a while, Miriam first kicked off her shoes, took the rubber band from her ponytail and shook out her hair and lounged in the easy chair opposite David on the phone. She walked into the bathroom, shut the door and took a long hot bath. Wrapping her wet hair in one towel and herself in another she went back into her room and found that David had finished talking to Levi. David looked at her and whistled. �I�m sure glad you didn�t come back looking like that when I was talking to Levi or I would not have been able to concentrate on what he was telling me.�
Miriam smiled and responded, �Thanks again, I think. So what did you find out?�
�Not too much really, Malcolm and the guys he�s working with down in the Research �Think Tank� believe that our killer had some sort of psychotic break in Argentina a few years ago and his warped mind decided finally to avenge his father�s 1960 death. This break changed a well-respected, wealthy business man to give up his rather plush life in Buenos Aires and come to Europe to do his dirty work. They also came up with much of the same story that we learned in the Munich library and think that it just may be that Hans is after the emerald because he thinks it is his rightful inheritance, in spite of the fact that his grandfather disinherited his father in the thirties, because he joined the Nazi Party.
�So we�ve got perhaps a psychopath out for revenge by killing Jews and hunting for his long lost inheritance in spite of being a multi-millionaire. And furthermore, Miss Wagner or Mrs. Cohen, or whatever your name is, would you please try a little harder to keep that towel closed around your beautiful legs?�
David got up from the desk, walked over and gave Miriam a kiss on the top of her head, unlocked the door to his room and disappeared. Miriam touched the top of her head, turned and watched David�s back disappear through the door between their rooms, and wondered if she should follow him.

CHAPTER 17

Geneva
Three-thousand, three-thousand-two-hundred for the gentleman in the back� three-thousand-five-hundred for you, madam� three-thousand-eight-hundred on the phone. Four-thousand from an online bidder.
Bidding amounts fly in rapid succession. The eyes of the auctioneer, standing at the pulpit-like rostrum, dart from one end of the room to the other, never missing a bid. The mood is electrifying. Finally, the gavel comes down with a thud. Sold!
This is a daily scenario in Christie�s salerooms worldwide. As the world�s leading fine art auctioneer, Christie�s has sold fine art, furniture, jewelry and wine since James Christie conducted the first sale in London on 5 December 1766.
Christie�s Geneva lies at the heart of the city�s historic center, in a listed 16th century building once used as a dormitory for monks from the nearby St. Pierre Cathedral, where John Calvin preached from 1536 to 1564, inflaming the protestant reformation.
Mirroring the city�s development into both Europe�s foremost center for jewelry and the watch capital of the world, Christie�s Geneva now focuses on Jewelry, Watches and Wine auctions, held twice a year in May and November, at the Four Seasons Hotel des Bergues.
The next morning after a breakfast of bagels, orange juice and two tall Cappuccinos in the hotel coffee shop David and Miriam drove through the bustling morning city, across the Mont Blanc Bridge and immediately turned left on Quai des Bergues.
Pointing at an imposing building in neo-classic architectural style highlighted with enough gold trim to impress any millionaire just as they turned Miriam exclaimed. �That�s got to be it. It�s beautiful, David. Why aren�t we staying there?
David responded quietly, �Because, Mrs. Cline, we are working, not on holiday and drove under the hotel portico where a tall doorman in a white top hat and full frock coat came toward them, showing a perfect smile that probably paid for his dentist�s new car.
�Tell him were here for the auction and ask where we should park.�
Following the directions, they drove down into the underground parking area, showed their auction passes and identification to a heavily armed, uniformed man and were directed to a vacant spot between a black Bentley Continental convertible and a Ferrari red Bertinetta. As David gently eased their rented Peugeot between the two expensive cars, Miriam laughed, �I hope I can get out without denting the black beauty on my side.�
�I do too, or we may be on the next slow boat back to the Holy Land.�
As the duo got carefully out of their car another uniformed security officer approached and directed them to an elevator, informing them that they would be met on the first floor by Mr. Metz.
The elevator doors slid open and standing in front of them was a frowning man, slightly taller than David, with bulging muscles noticeably outlining a charcoal Valentino business suit. His head was polished to a gloss and he didn�t seem too happy to see them. After showing their passports and photo ID�s to the man identified as Mike Metz on a silver badge above his jacket pocket, he snapped them shut and said, �You�re expected.� Tapping his side-arm and pointing to David�s suit jacket he continued in an almost hostile voice, �But you both will have to leave your weapons here in our safe keeping until your ready to leave the promises.� David looked at Miriam and she shrugged.
�But I thought,� David began to argue.
�I don�t care what you thought. I�m in charge of security here and you�ll do what I ask. Just lay then on the desk there, and don�t forget those little toys on your ankles also.
Grinning he continued, �Jake, will you unload our friends weapons and then escort them into the auction gallery.�
Trying hard to stuff down their anger, David and Miriam were marched down the lovely pastel hall on thick, sky-blue carpeting into the imposing Lobby. It was full of fresh-cut flowers and potted plants, bright and elegantly furnished. The high ceilings and soaring white columns bounced back the sunlight that streamed in through to porticos and open French doors. In between two burly security men they were herded to the open door to the auction room.
* * *
After they were seated, just before the bidding started David pointed to two empty chairs near the rear on the far side of the large auction hall. After walking sidewise between rows of the rich and famous dressed in fur, silk and the latest fashion in French perfume, they took their seats. Most of the grey-white room was filled with people either quietly ignoring their neighbor or engrossed in reading the auction catalogue. Miriam spotted Josef out of the corner of her eye but did not acknowledge him. David whispered in Miriam�s ear, �Check out our security friends along the walls with their roaming eyes.� She nodded and continued reading the glossy catalogue.
�There are several items going up for sale today you could get me for my birthday, if you�re in a generous mood. I�ll get you one of those bidding paddles, if you want.�
�Right, dream on Mrs. Cohen. I don�t even know when your birthday is.�
Tam walked down the center aisle and sat midway among the rows of rapidly filling straight-backed mahogany chairs, which were smashed tightly together to maximize the limited space. Behind the pulpit like rostrum was a revolving glass case and, next to it, a bank of telephones staffed by several Christie�s employees. He noticed a heavy-set Chinese man, making his way to a seat in the far left corner, and wondered if he was a watch-dog from the Triad. A blonde, buxom lady with purple eye shadow above her green eyes was a couple of rows back and when he looked her way she pursed her ruby lips as if the whole event was a great waste of her valuable time. He watched as she arranged her oval-necked, long-sleeved, blue velvet dress carefully as if she was about to hold court. She pushed the chairs on either side of her as far away from her as she could and placed her huge, shiny black purse on the floor by the side of her chair. Ten minutes before the auction, Tam noted the heavy presence of private security guards, standing along each side wall scanning the gathering guests like they were watching a tennis match. The elegant grandfather�s clock to the left of the auction podium began striking the hour and the room became as quiet as a church at prayer.
The auctioneer entered, took his place at the podium, and looked over the crowd, impatiently waiting for the last of the guests to be seated. He had a cavalier attitude that indicated he felt his position was below his importance. Finally glancing at the large wall clock, in a deep-toned voice, he announced the opening of the ninety-third auction of Christie�s International, Geneva, welcomed the guests with the warmth of a maǐtre d� of a plush restaurant, and loudly pounded his gavel in an explanation point. From the glass case a white-gloved young lady came carrying a black leather box, placed in a titled holder on the high table next to the podium. She, with great fanfare, raised the lid, turned, and left quietly. The auctioneer referred to an item number on the printed program reciting details about six large rubies, called the Ghandar Gems now open for bidding, starting at fifty thousand pounds. In less than a minute, the bid rose to one hundred fifty thousand pounds and continued in a vigorous process driven by the slight flutters of bidder�s yellow numbered paddles.
�Fair warning now. Last chance.� Down came the gavel with a loud whack. �Thank you,� mumbled the auctioneer as though he thought that item of no more importance.
* * *
Josef, sitting beside Tam, took a small pad and pen from his jacket and wrote, Why are you so nervous, Mr. Tam?
Tam leaned over and whispered, �Do you see that other Asian over there to your left? I think he�s someone sent here by White Paper Fan to keep an eye on me. That�s what makes me nervous.�
Josef wrote, I�ll take him if any trouble.
After about an hour of animated bidding, punctuated with excited affirmations and quiet voices of congratulations, the auctioneer announced that the Wittlesbach Emerald would be the next item offered.
�Do you spot Hans, David, or someone who might be Hans?�
�Something�s wrong. He should definitely be here, but I don�t spot him anywhere.�
�I see Josef sitting besides that man he�s watching from Hong Kong, but no one who might be Hans.�
�The opening bid for the Whittelsbach Emerald is suggested at 50,000 Swiss francs,� announced the auctioneer who immediately followed quickly with, �I already have a bid for 100,000 francs, responding to a wave of a woman on one of the telephones.
�Thank you Joan. Other bids from the floor? Yes, I see 200,000 in the second row, and now from the back of the room, 500,000.� A number of paddles were quickly being raised and tension was rising with each bid.
�David there is someone there in the eighth row on the right that has my attention.�
�You mean that overdressed and over made-up woman?�
�That�s the one, but from this angle I can�t be sure, just something about her that doesn�t look right.
�Is she bidding?
�No, not yet, but she seems quite nervous.�
�More womanly intuition, Miriam?
�Maybe, but I�ll watch her. Notice her pronounced Adam�s Apple.�
�And also there�s another Asian man in the last row I noticed when we came in that doesn�t seem to be very interested in the auction itself, but seems to be watching the ones doing the bidding. I don�t know about him either.
Hans waited patiently, waiting to see how the bidding would proceed. The price was rising fast with several bidders in the fray. He still held off. Tam also held off his bid for the same reason.
�This is exciting, David. Maybe I should go get a bidding paddle.�
�Over my dead body, unless you think Levi would authorize a couple of million dollars out of his slush fund to buy you a little green bauble.�
�Levi has a slush fund?�
�Be quiet Miriam, you�ll disturb the high rollers around you.�
Suddenly the auctioneer excitedly announced, looking at a women beside the podium listening to a telephone receiver, �Ladies and gentlemen, I have a phone bid for 2,000,500 francs for the Whittelsbach Emerald. Do I hear a bid from the floor 3,000,000?�
Hans was stunned. He had not known that telephone bids would be accepted. Had he known, his disguise charade would not have been needed. He was furious.
Tam flashed his paddle and bid 3,000,500. The crowd stirred realizing that a bidding war was under way. Hans held his paddle aloft and raised the bid to 4,000,000 on his first bid but was worried because the bids were already so high and still rising. Three other bidders were hotly in pursuit until the bid reached 5,000,500, and two bidders, including the unknown telephone bidder, dropped out.
�I am now looking for a bid of 6,000,000 the auctioneer boldly stated. Do I have a bid? On the telephone desk, Joan began waving her hand as though she was trying to hail a taxi. Thank you Joan, 6,000,000. Do I hear another bid?�
Tam hesitated, then raised his paddle and bid 6,000,500.
�Thank you, sir. Do I hear another bid?� An awed silence filled the room. Now only that tall Eurasian man was left in the bidding and Hans had to make a wild guess as to how high the man would go. He decided to drop the pace down a little and bid 6,000,600. Tension filled the room like a fog hovering among the guests as all eyes moved back and forth between Hans and Tam, the remaining two bidders. Tam raised his paddle again.
Thank you sir, I have a bid for 7,000,000 francs. Do I hear another?� The auctioneer calmly slowed his pace too and allowed the tense atmosphere to penetrate. This helped more than anything, he knew. Prices always were better on days like today, he thought and milked the situation saying, �Ladies and gentleman, this outstanding emerald, I will remind you, is a naturally perfect stone, uncut and very rare. The current bid is 7,000,000 francs. Do I hear a higher bid?�
Hans, looking tense, slowly raised his paddle and bid 7,000,200. The auctioneer added another note about the flawless beauty of the stone and got another bid of 7,000,300 from the Asian man in front who never turned to look at Hans. A drop sweat broke out on Hans� face under the rubberized partial disguise he was wearing and started to roll down his painted face, he took out a handkerchief and dabbed at the oozing black line on his cheek and carefully straightened his dress. Sweat was pouring down his armpits and back. Would it show? The funds only totaled 7,000,350 in his Geneva bank account that Christies had verified, and for the first time he considered the possibility of losing the bid. The auctioneer was patient. Hans couldn�t believe he was at the end of his line of credit, but reluctantly finally bid the total 7,000,350. Why hadn�t he had the back verify a larger deposit? It would have been so easy, but who would have thought that someone else would have the funds to bid against him. Hans held his breath and the tension in the large auction hall was tight as an over-strung guitar. He knew this was his final bid. He forcibly dropped his shoulders and took three deep breaths as anger began to pour into his body. He picked up his purse and gripped it tightly, his knuckles turning white. His right hand itched to reach for the knife behind his neck, but he could never get away with killing the bastard who had just robbed him of his inheritance, and get out of the hotel alive. There would be another day. He took a deep breath to concentrate on the future. That man was a dead man. The auctioneer and the crowd waited in riveted attention for any other bids. The pause extended. Hans sat rigid in his chair and hardly breathed.
Tam waved his paddle. �Yes, again in the back of the room, I have a bid of 8,000,000 ladies and gentlemen. Do I hear another?� Hans couldn�t believe it. He sat stonily in his chair trying to show no emotion, boiling inside, looking up he saw all eyes on him. He shifted in his seat like he was contemplating bidding again just to fake them out for a moment but finally put his paddle in the floor beside his chair. He put his hands up to his face like a woman would and bent his head as if in tears and shook his head to each side in total despair.
�I have a bid for 8,000,000 francs, for the magnificent Wittelsbach Emerald,� the auctioneer repeated and paused before saying, �fair warning now. Last chance. All done?� Sold, to bidder number one fifty four for 8,000,000 francs. Thank you very much, sir.� he said looking at Tam. You have just purchased a magnificent jewel and I hope it will give you great pleasure.�
Tam nodded his head to the auctioneer and never looked at the fat garish woman several rows in front of him. He planned in advance not to make eye contact with anyone bidding on the emerald. He, in fact, did not even know who was doing all that bidding and did not really care. This was business.
�Well that�s it, David,� Miriam whispered as another round of bidding began. �That�s the emerald auction and no Hans. What do we do now?�
�I�m still not sure Hans isn�t here after all, but maybe he was that lone telephone bidder near the beginning of the auction. I think we should leave as quietly as we can, retrieve our weapons from Mr. Metz, and see if anything develops outside the hotel.�
�This was very strange, but I think you�re right and I do want to watch some of the bidders leave to see if any are in disguise.�
They watched a man in a white coat come down the center isle with a clipboard in one hand and an ornate silver box in the other. Stopping in front of Tam he asked him to sign and take his purchase. He handed him the box and said thank you, returning back to a desk beside the auction podium.
Tam lifted the lid on the box, pulled out and opened a black bag and took out the emerald. Several people nearby oohed and aahed turning to look at it before he verified it was the same stone he had viewed at the bank a few days before. He returned it to the bag and then the silver box. Tam put the box in his briefcase. Now he had to get out of the gallery and get rid of Har Yat. He sat through the bidding of one more item before he suddenly rose and walked quickly out of the auction hall into the hotel.
The large, gaudily dressed woman threw her paddle to the floor sobbing, and angrily stormed out of the room with all eyes following her in wonder.
David squeezed Miriam�s hand and whispered, �There goes a poor loser, I guess.�
* * *
Josef reached over and shook Tam�s hand. Then he wrote on his small notebook: Congratulations on your winning bid, Tam, now maybe you can get the Triad off your back. Tam smiled and thought, you have no idea, Mr. Josef. You have no idea.
Tam could hardly believe that the emerald was now his � well, really the Triad�s. This job had been too easy. He sat back and smiled at Josef as they left the auction hall and headed for the door to the hotel parking garage.
* * *
Coming out of a stall in the hotel restroom a young woman looked at the figure staring into a mirror over one sink dabbing at her running mascara, and wondered, that looks strange to me. I can understand a wig getting slightly off-skew, but I�ve never seen a woman stand like that, I wonder who she is? Hans saw in the mirror the woman staring at him and without another thought pulled his stiletto from behind his neck� walked up to the startled woman and slit her throat. As the woman sank gurgling to the black and white tile bathroom floor, Hans straightened his wig, wiped the blade on a white towel, slipped it back into the sheath behind his neck, and walked sedately out into the hall and headed toward the rear exit of the hotel.
* * *
Walking through the lobby of the hotel, careful not to slip on his high heels, Hans thought, that winning bidder is also a dead man. That idea sent another shiver of anticipation down his spine. Beside a large evergreen in a huge concrete pot outside the hotel rear door he waited and watched the people gathered under the portico. In a few minutes he saw the tall Asian leave the hotel with the scared black man. They spoke for a minute, shook hands and the African walked away. Making a pretense of rummaged in his purse Hans walked through the crowd people up to his nemesis and through gritted teeth whispered, �I hope you live long enough to enjoy your new toy.�
Tam smiled suspiciously at the gaudy blond, gripped the handle of his briefcase tightly and responded, �Thank you dear lady. I feel very fortunate to have been able to outbid you. I hope there are no hard feelings�
Hans came within an inch of slitting that yellow throat in front of him right there, but he noticed out of the corner of his eye several security personnel who has just exited the hotel. He wiped his eye with a handkerchief and managed to mumble, �Oh that�s all right, all in a day�s fun, keep your new bauble safe,� turned and sauntered down the street walking carefully but casually in his uncomfortable pumps.
Standing on the sidewalk outside the hotel, Tam held his briefcase in both hands, looked at the cloudless sky and took a deep breath.
Writing again Josef wrote: What are you thinking?
�I think I need a drink, that�s what I think. Want to join me?�
Sure, but you�re not just to carry that expensive emerald around with you, are you?
�Oh I�m not worried about that. I can take care of myself. Listen, I�ll take it back to my hotel and put it in their safe. I have already made arrangement for them to ship it back to Hong Kong for me. I talked to the concierge and he said he could ship it for me as long as I packaged it up myself. I have the packaging materials ready in my room. It�ll only take me about hour to do that, them I�ll meet you in that same bar where we met, and celebrate � OK?
Sure you don�t want me to go with you back to your hotel?
�No, that�s not necessary, and besides I want to be alone for a little while to enjoy my new found freedom. Remember, I�m breaking from the Triad and I think I�ll stay here in Geneva, for the time being at least. I want to drive around a bit and enjoy the sights of my new city and feel what it�s like to be free.
Josef quickly wrote: OK, if you be all right. If that�s what you want. I�ll meet you in the hotel bar at six for drinks to freedom. He put his notebook away and turned to walk to his car when suddenly the Asian man who had been watching Tam closely during the auction walked out of the hotel and started toward Tam and pointed at him.
�Hey, I watching you.�
Josef turned back toward the man, walked toward him and gave him a signal to leave with his thumb. Confused the man started toward Josef, looked at his scared face and threatening demeanor, turned and walked on toward the parking area. Josef followed the man and he got into a silver Audi, slammed the door and rolled down the window. Quickly walking up beside the car Josef jabbed his thumb into the crease between Har Yat�s jaw and his ear and held the pressure point. The Asian man�s mouth froze in a silent paralyzing scream, the sensation of the grip akin to having a knife rammed through his brain. The man started to struggle as the blood supply to his brain was cut off. In only a few seconds his eyes closed and his head lolled to one side. Josef checked to see that his pulse was still strong, reached in and turned off the ignition and left.
On the sidewalk outside the hotel, another security man smiled at her and he smiled back. He paused at the corner of the hotel to see which direction the Asian would take, pulling a mirror from his purse, seeming to check his lipstick as he waited. Tam walked straight toward the parking lot across the street, and Hans followed to see which car he got into. A security man speaking on a walkie-talkie outside by the hotel door stopped Tam. Hans kept walking to not bring attention to himself. He heard the policeman ask Tam if he needed an escort back to his hotel. Tam answered that he did not. He would be fine. As Tam entered the parking area and opened the door of a red coupe, Hans rushed to his own car. He proceeded to follow as the man drove from the parking lot. There was too much security around to try anything there.
* * *
Miriam whispered again, �What do you think we should do?�
Looking around the still buzzing auction room, David said, �I�m not sure. I think Josef is taking care of Mr. Tam, and I don�t really think he needs our help, but I�m not sure why that other Asian man just left. That worries me.�
�And what about that woman who lost the bidding and just ran out? There�s something not right about her.�
�What do you mean something�s not right about her?�
�I don�t know, but she didn�t move like a woman when she rushed out of here.�
�Well she didn�t look like that photo of the killer we�re looking for. Let�s get �our toys� from Bulldog Metz, just leave and fill Servette in on the auction. I wonder why Hans didn�t show up?�
* * *
Standing outside the hotel front door Miriam called Servette and filled him in on what happened at the auction. Hanging up, she reported to David the Inspector suggested they go back to his office, have a cup of coffee and plot what to do next.
* * *
�What�s that wonderful coffee smell,� Miriam said as the two of them walked into the Inspector�s office. �Certainly doesn�t smell like police coffee.�
In the corner bending over a small table was Josef who rose up and walked over to the pair, a twisted smile from ear to ear on his scared face, carrying two steaming cups toward them. Max rose from in front of Servette�s desk and gestured toward the table.
�Josef and I are tired of struggling to down his police coffee, as you put it, and we bought him an early birthday present. David lifted the cup to his nose and took a deep sniff.
�Miriam, if I�m not mistaken this smells like the best coffee I�ve smelled since Caf� Tazza d�oro back in Tel Aviv. Miriam savored a taste of the large cup, �Now if I had one of their Italian granitas with it�s coffee-flavored crushed ice layers of frozen espresso and whipped cream I�d think I was back home.�
Servette laughed. �If it weren�t for Josef�s wonderful cooking I�d probably just stay in the office day and night. I don�t know why the boys went and bought that expensive espresso machine for me, but I suspect it was really for them and not for me. Now come sit down, enjoy your coffee and tell me about the auction.
* * *
After listening to what happened at the auction, Servette stood up, looked out of the window for a few minutes and asked, �So now what do we do since Hans didn�t show up? Josef, you said that Tam was just going to drive around for a little while and then go back to his hotel.�
�Yes and when I went to the hotel to meet him I was told he had checked out.�
�That�s strange,� Max interjected.
�Everything�s a little strange about that auction,� Servette said as his phone rang. As he listened his eyes got bigger and bigger and when he put the receiver down he said, �You think the auction was strange. Listed to what I just found out about our Mr. Tam.

CHAPTER 18

Geneva � Munich
Tam turned right, glancing quickly at the briefcase on the seat beside him. He turned right again and headed down the wide thoroughfare he knew went across town away from the hotel where he stayed. He would get another place to stay tonight and seriously think about his next step toward freedom. He knew that he told Josef that he would meet him at �their� bar after he went to his hotel, but somehow he still wasn�t sure about Josef. Had their meeting in that bar just been a happenstance, or something else � he wasn�t sure. With the emerald in his possession, he just couldn�t take a chance. Something about Josef bothered him, but he couldn�t put his finger on it.
Hans stayed back in traffic and followed the red coupe keeping several cars between them. He was easy to spot in traffic moving along the boulevard. They drove for several miles at regular speed before Tam turned off the highway onto a hilly district of the city. He drove up the curving road, slowed at a fork for a few seconds, deciding which road to take. He turned to the right heading higher along the winding road with large brick and stone homes nestled below and back among tall trees. Hans could wait no longer. The road itself was secluded. He pressed the accelerator and sped up alongside Tam motioning for him to pull over.
Tam glanced at the woman from the auction who pulled alongside him and he wondered why she was motioning him over. This was strange. Could she be another Triad member keeping watch on him? He sped up but the woman stayed right beside him. As they neared some tall cliffs on his left, Tam drove faster and shifted down. The road had gotten steeper; the hilltop loomed into view up ahead. There was no space at the edge of the road for him to pull over, even if he�d wanted to and there wasn�t any barrier between the road and the sharp drop-off. Suddenly, a car came around the curve in front of him. Hans had to pull back and let it pass then he sped up again, but this time she rammed the side of Tam�s car. Tam pressed heavily on the accelerator trying to get away, but Hans stayed alongside and swerved crashing against him. Tam panicked and drove even faster. As he rounded the curve, he expected the road to level out � but it didn�t � it kept curving into a hairpin. Han�s car slammed against him again and Tam hit the brakes and skidded. The car went out of control, sliding while he kept pressing the brakes.
His car skidded off the edge of the pavement and kept going until the right front wheel was over the embankment. Then it slowly nosed over the cliff turning over as it plunged downward banging into a jutting rock ledge below before it crashed almost into the backdoor of a house far below and came to a stop upside down, the wheels still spinning.
Hans jumped from his car, slipped, loosing a shoe and limped to the road�s edge hiding in bushes by the roadside marker, watching Tam�s car start to smoke. It was too far to climb down and get his emerald and while he watched, two people rushed out of the house to see what just crashed into their back yard. They bent down looking in the car at the passenger. One began pulling the driver out while the other ran back into the house. Hans smiled broadly, smoothed his dress and got back in his car and driving on toward Geneva.
* * *
Har Yat walked away from the reservation counter at Hotel du Fontaigne into the lounge area and plopped down heavily in overstuffed chair. He had no luck convincing the clerk behind the counter that he was a cousin of Tam Stratton and wanted to wait for him in his room and surprise him. He said he had just flown into Geneva on his way to Rome on business and his cousin didn�t know he was here. The reservations clerk would not let him into Tam�s room, and told him he would have to wait in the lobby for Tam. Yat had no other option and eventually dozed off.
Startled, he woke, looked at his watch, and couldn�t believe he�d slept for almost an hour. He rising, he walked back to the reservations counter and asked the clerk to ring Tam�s room. When there was no answer, he asked again if he could wait in Tam�s room, but the answer was still no. Har headed toward the hotel coffee shop to get something to eat while he waited. As he passed the newspaper rack by the coffee shop�s door he grabbed a afternoon newspaper, and followed the waitress to a table.
Har, after reading the menu, ordered both, coffee and tea, a croissant and two fried eggs, sunny-side up. Unfolding the paper he began to scan the columns to see what was going on in this country. When his food arrived he mixed the coffee and tea with milk and began to eat. He had just finished his meal and was on the fourth page of local news when he looked up at the TV screen over the counter and saws a car turned upside down resting beside a house. The newscaster said that the accident had just occurred and then the picture image changed to several police standing beside the overturned car talking to an elderly couple. The man pointed up on the side of a hill and said that all he knew was hearing a huge crash outside his back porch and when he went out to see what had happened found this car in his back yard with an Asian man in it unconscious. He was able to pull the man out of the car while his wife called the police. That was all he knew. The newscaster said that the man in the crashed car had not yet been identified and had been rushed to University Hospital. The reporter said there would be more on this story in the five o�clock news. Nothing really of interest to Har, except for the man in the crash being Asian, so he went back to his newspaper and ordered a second coffee and tea.
Har paid his check, went back to the reservation desk and asked if his cousin had come in yet. With another negative response he requested for a room of his own, registered, and took his suitcase up to his room on the third floor. Kicking off his shoes he sat in the easy chair to finish reading the Geneva paper. A little before five, he turned on the television and found the news. After a report about a U S Air Force named Scott O�Grady who had been shot down over Bosnia and Herzegovina while patrolling the NATO no-fly zone being rescued by U.S. Marines, and a story about A powerful earthquake, registering 6.2, that hit Aigio, Greece, resulting in several deaths and significant damage to many buildings. After a commercial, the newscast switched to news in Switzerland with Peter Jennings reporting on the Bilderberg Conference being held in Zurich. Another commercial and a lovely blond newscaster came on with the news of the Canton of Geneva. She reported that the man who had been injured in the automobile crash in Northern Geneva had been identified as a Mr. Tam Stanton from Hong Kong. Nothing any more was known about the man or why he was in Geneva. She went on to say that he was severely injured and had been transported to University Hospital where he was undergoing surgery.
Har couldn�t believe it. What was Tam doing driving around Geneva with that emerald in his car? After mulling over the news account, he decided better tell this to White Paper Fan. Using the cell phone given him just before he left Hong Kong he punched in the number he memorized. He waited, nervously, and when he heard the high squeaky voice, he reported to Fan everything about the auction and what had happened to Tam.
�No. There was no mention of the emerald in the newspaper,� he replied to Fan�s question.
�Har Yat, go immediately to that hospital and get him transferred to the Munich Municipal Hospital. I don�t care how you do it. Just do it. Yes, you can pose as a relative�a cousin? Yes, a cousin is fine, if you�ve already used that. Give them my number to confirm it. Just get Tam to Munich, and Dr. Yang will take care of the rest. You�ll get a bonus when Tam is in Munich. Then come back immediately. Goodbye.�
With White Paper Fan�s influence, Har Yat now had influence. The next day, after the doctors conferred with Har about his cousin�s condition, they informed him that moving Tam would not be possible for another seventy-two hours, at the very minimum forty-eight hours. Only then could they tell if he would even survive. Har Yat said he�d be back later to talk with them and left the hospital.
Har called Dr. Yang in Munich. That bonus would come in handy. He could get that new car he wanted. When Dr. Yang answered, Har told him who he was and asked that he call the hospital in Geneva to see if they could hurry up the process. Dr. Yang said he�d call and hung up.
* * *
Dr. Yang told his receptionist that he would take a rest for half an hour in his office and did not want to be disturbed. Then he would take the next patient. After Dr. Chen Yang lay down on the couch in his office, his mind wandered back to those days when he won his freedom from the Triad. His freedom, however tenuous it seemed, was still freedom. Dealing with Tam was a part of the price he paid for that hard-earned freedom, and taking care of the man now also defined the constraints of his freedom.
He could remember back almost ten years ago as if it were yesterday. Chen held the position of one of the five directors of the Triad. The pay and power proved not as fulfilling as he had supposed, even if he had obtained enough money for six lifetimes for six families. After serving four years, he wanted out, but he wanted to live too. Until now, all Triad members were in for life. No one left alive. He studied for quite some time how he could get out. Chen finally came up with a proposition that worked. He convinced his colleagues that he needed to be back in public practice. He knew each of the directors well enough and was trained so highly that he could convince them that this was the best way to go and even would strengthen their position and that of the Triad. Chen was tired of doing only gunshot wounds and patching up stab wounds. That was a waste of his skill and talent as a physician. In addition, he secretly knew that in a few years, he would not be able to do much more surgery, at least not the highly technical kind, because of the beginning slight tremor in his left hand, that so far, no one had noticed.
He wanted to move back into internal medicine and enlarge his diagnostic skills, maybe even do some firsthand lab work for research because of his personal preferences, and the field was so wide open with the advent of new drugs. He wanted to continue his studies in Germany, so he made them the offer. He would be their contact physician for any Triad members in Europe or other continents if the patient could come to him, if they allowed him to set up his practice in Munich and live there. There were other physicians in China they could use and who wanted the opportunity to work with the Triad. He had to feed this idea to them in bits to get them to accept it. He convinced them this gave the whole organization better protection and increased their scope, and finally they had agreed�but he was still a Triad member. Almost a year had gone by since his last Triad patient, but he would keep to his word and the bargain they had made. He got up from the couch and placed the call to Mercy Hospital and arranged to have Tam airlifted to Munich Municipal Hospital after forty-eight hours.
* * *
Hans awoke early the next morning in anticipation of reading about the accident. He knew it would be called an accident and would be in the Geneva paper. He still marveled that he found out more about himself by reading the news. He quickly left the chalet and drove to the nearest grocery store to buy a paper and read the article sitting in his car. Neither the emerald nor the auction was mentioned in the report about the accident and that the injury victim, which he learned was a Mr. Tam Stratton, was being transported to Munich Continental Community Hospital by air ambulance as soon as he was medically able.
Hans was elated with the news because he was ready to return to Munich anyway. He could just as easily kill the man in Munich too, after he got his emerald from him. He knew the man�s personal effects would go with him. He hoped the man named Tam Stratton did not die, just so he himself could kill him and so he could keep track of the emerald until he took it.
Things were beginning to come together now. He packed and left for Munich immediately.

CHAPTER 19

Geneva
Har Yat walked away from the reservation counter at Hotel du Fontaigne into the lounge area and plopped down heavily in overstuffed chair. He had no luck convincing the clerk behind the counter that he was a cousin of Tam Stratton and wanted to wait for him in his room and surprise him. He said he had just flown into Geneva on his way to Rome on business and his cousin didn�t know he was here. The reservations clerk would not let him into Tam�s room, and told him he would have to wait in the lobby for Tam. Yat was frustrated but really didn�t have another option, so relaxed and eventually dozed off.
Startled by a car horn outside the hotel, he woke, looked at his watch, and couldn�t believe he�d slept for almost an hour. He rising, he walked back to the reservations counter and asked the clerk to ring Tam�s room. When there was no answer, he asked again if he could wait in Tam�s room, but the answer was still no. Har headed toward the hotel coffee shop to get something to eat while he waited. As he passed the newspaper rack by the coffee shop�s door he grabbed a newspaper, and followed the waitress to a table.
Har, after reading the menu, ordered both, coffee and tea, a croissant and two fried eggs, sunny-side up. Unfolding the paper he began to scan the columns to see what was going on in this country. When his food arrived he mixed the coffee and tea with milk and began to eat. He had just finished his meal and was on the fourth page of the paper when he looked up at the TV screen on the wall and saw a smoking car, turned upside down resting beside a house. The newscaster said that the accident had just occurred and then the picture changed to several police standing beside the overturned car talking to an elderly couple. The man pointed up on the side of a hill and said that all he knew was hearing a huge crash outside his back porch and when he went out to see what had happened found this car in his back yard with an Asian man in it unconscious. He was able to pull the man out of the car while his wife called the police. That was all he knew. The newscaster said that the man in the crashed car had not yet been identified and had been rushed to University Hospital. The reporter said there would be more on this story in the five o�clock news. Nothing really of interest to Har, except for the man in the crash being Asian, so he went back to his newspaper and ordered a second coffee and tea.
Har paid his check, went back to the reservation desk and asked if his cousin had come in yet. With another negative response he requested for a room of his own, registered, and took his suitcase up to his room on the third floor. Kicking off his shoes he sat in the easy chair to finish reading the Geneva paper. A little before five, he turned on the television and found the news. After a report about a U S Air Force named Scott O�Grady who had been shot down over Bosnia and Herzegovina while patrolling the NATO no-fly zone being rescued by U.S. Marines, and a story about A powerful earthquake, registering 6.2, that hit Aigio, Greece, resulting in several deaths and significant damage to many buildings. After a commercial, the newscast switched to news in Switzerland with Peter Jennings reporting on the Bilderberg Conference being held in Zurich. Another commercial and a lovely blond newscaster came on with the news of the Canton of Geneva. She reported that the man who had been injured in the automobile crash in Northern Geneva had been identified as a Mr. Tam Stanton from Hong Kong. Nothing any more was known about the man or why he was in Geneva. She went on to say that he was severely injured and had been transported to University Hospital where he was undergoing surgery.
Har couldn�t believe it. What was Tam doing driving around Geneva with that emerald in his car? After mulling over the news account, he decided better tell this to White Paper Fan. Using the cell phone given him just before he left Hong Kong he punched in the number he memorized. He waited, nervously, and when he heard the high squeaky voice, he reported to Fan everything about the auction and what had happened to Tam.
�No. There was no mention of the emerald in the newspaper,� he replied to Fan�s question.
�Har Yat, go immediately to that hospital and get him transferred to the Munich Municipal Hospital. I don�t care how you do it. Just do it. Yes, you can pose as a relative�a cousin? Yes, a cousin is fine, if you�ve already used that. Give them my number to confirm it.� Fan was screaming, �Just get Tam to Munich, and Dr. Yang will take care of the rest. You�ll get your bonus when Tam is in Munich and not sooner. Then come back immediately when you�ve gotten him there. Goodbye.�
With White Paper Fan�s sharp instructions ringing in his ears, Har now had business to attend to. Later that day, outside the intensive care unit the doctors conferred with Har about his cousin�s condition. They informed him that moving Tam would not be possible for another seventy-two hours, or at the very minimum forty-eight hours, depending on his condition. Only then could they tell if he would even survive such a transfer. Har said he understood, but wanted it done as soon as it was possible. He left the consultation and went down to the main waiting room to call Dr. Yang.
When Yang answered, Har told him who he was and asked that he call the hospital in Geneva to see if they could hurry up the process. Dr. Yang said he�d already heard from White Paper Fan and he would contact University Hospital right away.
* * *
Dr. Yang told his receptionist that he would take a rest for half an hour in his office and did not want to be disturbed. Then he would take the next patient. Chen Yang lay down on the couch in his office, his mind wandered back to those days when he won his so-called freedom from the Triad, at least in Hong Kong. His freedom, however tenuous it seemed, was still better than living and working under the Triad�s thumb in Hong Kong. Dealing with Tam was a small part of the price he paid for that hard-earned freedom, and taking care of the man now also defined the constraints of his freedom.
He could remember back almost ten years ago as if it were yesterday. Chen held the position of one of the five directors of the Triad. The pay and power proved not as fulfilling as he had supposed, even though he obtained enough money for a lifetime. After serving four years, he wanted out, but he wanted to live too. Until now, all Triad members were in for life. No one left alive. He studied for quite some time how he could get out. Chen finally came up with a proposition that worked. He convinced the others that he needed to be back in public practice. He knew each of the directors well enough and was trained so highly that he could convince them that this was the best way to go and even would strengthen their position and that of the Triad. Chen was tired of doing only gunshot wounds and patching up stab wounds. That was a waste of his skill and talent as a physician. In addition, he secretly knew that in a few years, he would not be able to do much more surgery, at least not the highly technical kind, because of the beginning slight tremor in his left hand that so far, no one had noticed.
He wanted to move back into internal medicine and enlarge his diagnostic skills, maybe even do some firsthand lab work for research because of his personal preferences, and the field was so wide open with the advent of new drugs. He wanted to continue his studies in Germany, so he made them the offer. He would be their contact physician for any Triad members in Europe or other continents if the patient could come to him, if they allowed him to set up his practice in Munich and live there. There were other physicians in China they could use and who wanted the opportunity to work with the Triad. He had to feed this idea to them in bits to get them to accept it. He convinced them this gave the whole organization better protection and increased their scope, and finally they had agreed�but he was still a Triad member. Almost a year had gone by since his last Triad patient, but he would keep to his word and the bargain they had made. He got up from the couch and placed the call to Mercy Hospital and arranged to have Tam airlifted to his Munich Municipal Hospital after forty-eight hours.
* * *
Back in his chalet, Hans awoke early the next morning still furious at losing his emerald, turned on the TV hoping see details about the accident, especially where the emerald might be. But the accident wasn�t even mentioned and that made him suspicious. He telephoned the Hospital posing as Dr. Julius Wong, Tam�s personal Physician calling from Hong Kong and convinced the resident in ICU to share Mr. Stratton�s condition and prognosis. Han�s learned that Tam was out of surgery and seemed to be doing as well as expected. Then the resident mentioned that there seemed to be some urgency to transfer the patient to a hospital in Munich, Germany, and was that all right with Dr. Wong? Thinking quickly, Han�s thought that probably meant Dr. Yang�s already involved and answered, �Yes that would be a very good thing as Dr. Yang has dealt with a number of Mr. Stratton�s medical situations in the past. He thanked the resident for his professional help and quickly hung up.
He was pleased with the news because he was ready to return to Munich anyway. He would be better able to kill the man named Tam Stratton in Munich, after he got his emerald from him. He was sure the man�s personal effects would come with him. Things were beginning to come together again. He quickly packed and left for Munich.

CHAPTER 20

Munich
�I can�t believe we�re going back to Munich already, we just left there a couple of days ago.� Miriam said as she began packing.
�Well, at least this time we�re flying.� David responded.
�What time is our flight?�
�Servette�s secretary said it a Lufthansa flight at 7:10 tonight. We can either get a early dinner at the airport or wait and get a late supper in Munich. It�s only about an hour flight. She said we have reservations at the Sheraton, near the airport. It has a good restaurant and bar and even an indoor swimming pool, if you�re so inclined.�
* * *
David dropped their bags on the floor, knelt down, and unzipped one of the black Samsonite cases.
�What are you doing, David?�
�Getting my handy-dandy TSCM room sweeper to see if anyone is trying to listen in on our bedtime stories.�
Miriam laughed and started to unpack as David swept the room. �I think we should check out the Cobra club again. It�s getting late and I�m bushed. How about checking in with Bruno�s secretary in the morning to see if she has anything new for us about her boss or Hans?�
�That�s all right with me. Flip a coin to see who showers first, or why not join me?�
* * *
Over a late breakfast in the hotel coffee shop, they looked at some pictures Malcolm had sent by email of Hans, bald, with full beard, several other disguises, and a full stature version based on the teen-age enhanced photo RESEARCH had put together.
�Well, these certainly will help. It�s really amazing what Malcolm and his buddies have been able to come up with, using their computers.
David signaled the waiter for another cup of coffee and said, �I hope so since we haven�t been able to find him yet. Why don�t you call Liliane and see if there is a time and place we can meet with her.�
Finishing his breakfast and grabbing an uneaten piece of toast from Miriam�s plate David pushed his chair back and looked around at the few people in the chrome and neon coffee shop, and wondered why they were in this Sheraton in Munich.
Miriam put her cell phone down, smiled at David, and waved for more coffee.
�Liliane says that besides the murders of Herzog and Marvin there have been other strange things going on in the department. She didn�t want to discuss them over her office phone, but she hung up and called me right back on her cell. She said that two days before Marvin and Herzog were shot another shooting had taken place that quite clearly was an assassination. She didn�t know why the Chief was keeping the lid on that killing but she knew he was into things that seemed very strange if not down right illegal. She said that she would help us if she could, but she knew she was being watched and she would have to be very careful. She has my cell number and would call me if she found out anything more. She also said for us to be very careful because the Chief was a very ruthless and dangerous man.
* * *
Later that evening David was sitting in on the sofa in their hotel room reading an English newspaper he had found in the hotel lobby when Miriam walked out of the bathroom. David whistled.
�Gad, Miriam, you could make a fortune in that outfit! Turn around.� David stared at the tight black mini-skirt that barely covered the cheeks of her ass. �God, but I�m afraid to let you out of my sight, Miriam, in that.� He observed her open cleavage in the thin white low-scooped top with similar words.
�Why, thank you, David. Would you like to come up and see me sometime?� She grinned, obviously pleased. �Sometimes our job can be fun, can�t it, David?�
�No joke, I guess you know you�re going to have to handle a lot of guys ogling you tonight, and you may have to rough up a few who try to manhandle you. But if any gal can take care of herself, it�s you, Miriam. Hell, you can still get me in Karate half the time, and that just slays me.�
�I�ll look out, David. Don�t worry. Now don�t you go manhandling all those prostitutes either? You know what you can pick up, but I don�t have to tell you that. If I get busted, I hope Bruno�s boys will get me out, but I don�t know about him anymore. Do you think we should tell him where we�re going tonight?�
�Definitely not. Are you ready? We�ll park the car not too close and walk into the area. You have your set of keys, don�t you? Just in case. Remember we don�t know each other, but we�ve got the codes straight. How much are you going to charge me if I try to pick you up,� David said as he snuggled Miriam�s neck.
�I�m not sure I even want to go clubbing anymore.�
�Remember it�s work, David. Maybe when we get home, well, we�ll see.�
�That feels good, David, but I think you�d better concentrate of getting us to the club.�
�I�ll take a credit card and get the cash when I get home, okay? Let�s get out of here. I�m full of adrenalin and ready to rock.�
* * *
The multi-colored neon signs and flashing lights in shop windows cast a colorful flashing surrealistic nightclub atmosphere in the pre-midnight darkness along the boulevard where David lingered and Miriam sauntered. Tattoo parlors, curio shops, liquor and tobacco stores and tourist businesses were all still open and flourishing. Miniature sidewalk cafes spotted the area and were packed. The streets were full of people milling between each other as they strolled down the sidewalks in the area that everyone knew was full of whorehouses. Skimpily-clad girls of all sizes and colors walked along swaying their hips and showing their stuff. Young college-aged men talked loudly, gave the girls catcalls and made blatant comments. Their laughter and questionable sobriety created a party atmosphere along the popular Vin Avenue district. Older men gazed wishfully, and the wealthy ones made offers to the prostitutes they stopped passing by. However, the most booming business going on appeared to be drugs, both using and selling.
A few Munich police officers were evident among the crowd but left the people alone unless an actual scuffle started. They knew quelling the drugs proved impossible. Their job was merely containment. Young Nazi sympathizers strode the streets with an air of superiority and stayed in groups. Their similar black leather clothes, lots of chains, and close shaven heads made them stand out from the crowd, but nowadays, the officers noticed more and more young people were assimilating that style into their own eclectic attire, including elaborate tattoos, chains and boots. Music blasted from record and video stores where huge signs of naked women in various poses from covers of videotapes on sale were displayed prominently in their windows. Party revelers danced on the sidewalk outside the music stores. A rock version of Anything Goes played on Vin Avenue tonight.
�Hey, good-looking, you look strong enough to tie me up because you�re gonna wanna spank me when I tell you what I want. How about it?� the not too bad looking fifty-year-old guy said to Miriam. He reached out and put his hand around her upper arm. �Yes, lady, you got just the muscles I like. How much?�
She smiled back and said, �Sorry, too expensive for you. I�ve got a date in a minute. Maybe later.�
�Okay, but you�re a looker. That�s for sure. Never seen you around before.� He walked on.
She scanned the crowd looking for any man that could be Hans. One man about her age fit the general description she and David had decided on � the body size, not the face. They knew Hans could probably be in any disguise, and they could not depend on his facial looks. She wandered through the stream of people and paused near where he was standing leaning against the building until he noticed her. She smiled at him. He looked her up and down openly but did not otherwise respond and kept puffing on a cigarette like he was waiting for someone. She asked him if he knew this district well. He said, �Beat it kid. Find your own kind,� and turned and walked away from her. That made her a little suspicious, so she followed the man as he moved through the throng of revelers. He did not appear to be attempting to escape from her, however, and did not leave the area, nor did he look back to see if he was being followed, so she dropped him. She turned back in the direction she came and walked slowly along looking carefully over all the men. At least, no one would think a thing of that in this area.
David pulled the same ploy several times since it always worked and kept him out of any connection with the prostitutes. He waited till he saw a transaction completed by a man of Han�s stature and then walked up to the girl and said in front of the guy, �Hey, Karla, what about me?� He used the same name every time too. He discovered it was fifty-fifty on who got indignant first, the guy or the gal.
However, one heavily made up girl responded, �Hey, where were you, Fritz?� and turned to the guy and said, �I�m sorry, but I�ve got to go now. Here�s your money back.� She immediately took David�s arm and said, �Thanks for rescuing me. What�s your name? Mine�s Yvonne. Do you want to go have a drink?�
�I would, but my wife is in this crowd somewhere. I�m Steve. So were you really having trouble back there?�
�No. You�re just a hell of a lot better looking. You are definitely my type, honey. Hell, I�d give you it for free. Sure you can�t ditch your wife?�
�Well�so where would you take me, Yvonne?�
�Right around the corner. My room�s on the second floor, and we won�t have no problems. I�m clean.�
�I�ll tell you what. Next time I can get away, Yvonne, I�ll look you up, okay?�
�Definitely. Sure you don�t want that drink? I need to sit down a while anyway. I�m bushed. I�ve already done five guys tonight.�
�Sorry, but here, have one on me. And good luck, Yvonne.� David handed her a ten. She took it and walked away. He looked through the crowd for Miriam but didn�t see her.
Then David spotted a guy who really looked like he could be Hans. He was alone and scanning the crowd but not really looking at the prostitutes passing by. He glanced at David, but his eyes kept moving. He was looking for someone. The man turned, stared toward David again and then walked quickly in the opposite direction. David tailed him untill he stopped and looked around again. He looked at David and moved away again. David stayed with him. The man turned off on a side street and continued walking. Half a block later, the man stopped, turned around and abruptly asked David why he was following him. David made up some excuse about him looking like a guy from Munich University. The man assured him he was not. He told David to quit following him. David asked him what difference it made. He said he was too heartbroken to talk about it. Otherwise, he�d go with David somewhere. He hoped David understood because he looked like a nice guy. He said he would meet David tomorrow night when he felt better, if David wanted to meet him by the Star Caf�. David said he might just do that and said he�d leave him alone for now. The man thanked him and said he liked David�s understanding. He�d see David tomorrow night. David said okay.
* * *
When they got home, David asked Miriam if she thought Hans might be gay. He�d never thought about it before. She asked what difference would that make, so he told her about the brokenhearted gay guy he met. He could still be Hans, although he didn�t seem scared. If he was into disguises, he could disguise himself that way too. Maybe David should check him out again. What did she think?
�Hey, to each his own. So are you trying to distract me from asking you about your affairs tonight with all the prostitutes, David?� She smiled, and then it faded from her face when he answered seriously and told her about his possible date with Yvonne and that he gave her a ten.
�David, I hate to admit this to you, but that time on the street tonight made me a little horney. I think it�s time for me to go to bed.� She looked over her shoulder, blew him a kiss and walked into the bathroom.
David got undressed down to his kaki underwear, pulled back the covers and crawled into his bed. Miriam returned, turned out the light and got into her bed.
�Goodnight, David.�
�Goodnight, Miriam.�
Unable to sleep, David wondered, what if� Oh to hell with it, Got up and crawled into bed beside Miriam.

CHAPTER 21

Munich
Tam was taken through a nondescript side door and quietly admitted to the University Of Munich Hospital. The phone rang at the central registration desk and Dr. Chen Yang�s nurse, Lin Moon answered. Hans, standing nearby, overheard the striking oriental woman say, �Yes, Dr Yang, Mr. Stratton has arrived and is in stable condition. He is in 412, but still somewhat sedated from his transfer from Geneva. In addition, there is someone here that has requested to see him, a relative, I think. Yes, Doctor, I understand. Thank you.�
Wearing a European-cut, dark, pin-striped business suit, Hans was disguised with a pencil-thin mustache, horned rimmed glasses which sat on a Roman nose above a sharp cleft chin. He was carrying a black Pineider leather briefcase. His shoes reflected a high polish from the overhead lights of the reception area. He waited patiently in front of the reception counter and glanced at his wrist-watch. When Lin Moon hung up the phone, he spoke up, quietly. �Pardon me, nurse. Actually, I�m from Global Health Insurance Company. One of our policyholders, a Mr. Tam Stratton, has been transferred here I understand. I will need to verify his identity and medical condition.
�I�m sorry, sir, we cannot give out that information except to relatives.�
�I understand,� Hans said, looking down his glasses, peering at her nametag, ��Nurse Moon,� trying hard to maintain a soft and eminently reasonable voice. �I am the European representative for Global health and I was on business here in Munich of another nature. My company notified me to see if I could get this validation for them. It is just to save the company the money it would cost to send someone else, as coincidentally, I am already here. I won�t take more than a few moments with Mr. Tam. I hope you understand and will indulge me. I personally have met the gentlemen on several occasions, so with my verification my company can proceed with the disbursement of our funds, which I am sure the hospital will appreciate.�
�Well�I�m not sure, Mr�?�
�Horst, Julian Horst. I promise you it will take but a few minutes, but I do need visual verification. I also need a statement on his current medical condition. If you could help me, I would be much obliged.�
�OK, I suppose�He�s in room 412. I�m not supposed to allow you in, but the patient is still somewhat sedated from his trip, so I guess it will be alright.�
�You are very kind. Describe his condition, please.�
Picking up a file from the desk she read: �He has multiple fractures: both legs, both arms, three ribs, his pelvis, and a concussion. We are doing all we can for him at the moment, but he�s in quite serious condition. Go in but don�t stay long.�
Taking the elevator to the fourth floor of the hospital, Hans walked down the corridor and stepped inside a semi-dark room 412. He was just a few feet from the bed when he heard a voice hiss, �You can�t come in here!� Hans swung around, thinking he was alone. A nurse stood in the shadows, her piercing eyes staring authoritatively into his.
�Get out of this room�now!�
Instinctively Hans began to reach behind his neck for his dagger. In a flash the nurse crouched into a Wushu defensive position, and for a moment, they glared at each other. Hans finally spoke, �There must be some mistake here, nurse. I have permission to be in this room.�
�Who are you?�
�Horst, ma�am, Julian Horst, from Global Insurance. The nurse at reception, I believe it was Nurse Moon, said it would be all right, just to verify Mr. Tam�s identity for my company.�
�Insurance Company, my ass! You are not an Insurance agent! What do you want?�
�Well, who are you?� Hans shot back. �You�re certainly not a nurse!�
�Yes, I am a nurse, but a little more than that.�
�Well, to tell you the truth, I am from the company that Mr. Tam works for and he was carrying something very valuable when he was in that accident in Geneva. It�s key to a secret process we are working on and one that a number of other companies would like to get their hands on. It should be among his personal effects. Just between you and me, I think our company would be very willing to give quite a large reward to whoever helped me retrieve it. Are you interested? I can assure you that no one needs to know but you and me.�
�That sounds like a bribe to me.�
�No, no, I�m just saying that my company would most gladly compensate anyone for their help in recovering the item we think Mr. Tam was carrying when he had that terrible accident.�
Hesitating, the nurse relaxed a little. �What do you want me to do?�
�I need to check Mr. Tam�s personal effects. Can you help me? Can you get them for me?�
�I believe personal effects are kept in the hospital safe, but I�m not sure his have been put in the safe yet, since he just arrived. What are you looking for?�
�I really can�t tell you that because of the tight security of our company, but I can assure you that it should be in a small, locked silver box. I don�t think anyone here at the hospital would miss it and I will come back and tell Mr. Tam that it is safely back with our company as soon as he regains consciousness. What is your name, so I can make sure my company can reward you?�
�Kat Yun. I work for Dr. Yang. He is a very important doctor here with much influence. Come back tomorrow, at this same time during my shift, Herr Horst. If I can manage it, I will have it for you then. I would like that reward before I give you the silver box. Do we understand each other?�
�Yes, we do. Till tomorrow then, and my company and I thank you so very much.�
* * *
Hans was so enthusiastic about the prospect of getting the emerald that he felt like celebrating. This might be easier that he thought. In his hotel room, he removed his disguise, showered, and began applying a fresh disguise. He felt like stepping out tonight, perhaps even at his old rendezvous, the Cobra Club. It was about time. He�d been excessively tense lately. Tonight he would don his party disguise: bushy blonde eyebrows and mustache with shoulder length hair. It was almost eleven when he finished, and the Cobra would be jumping, just the way he liked it.
At the club, he slipped through the entrance onto the floor and stationed himself along the nearest wall observing the people carefully to see if anyone seemed to recognized him. No one, so far, so good. He worked his way toward the bar, got a beer, and continued moving through the crowd with the bottle in his hand looking for a place to settle.
David and Miriam sitting near the stage were also scanning the crowd. David spied Hans at the bar and told Miriam the same guy he�d seen last time, he was sure, but now wearing long blond hair and a mustache. After losing him before David was primed to keep up with Hans this time. �I�ll be right back�, he said, and lightly patting the pistol under his arm, pushed through the yelling, laughing people toward the bar. The noise level was high tonight. A shot with a silencer would go unnoticed in this loud frenzied environment, he thought. At the bar, he failed to see the man. He turned, looking carefully for him. Damn, he had disappeared again. Moving around to the tables against the wall, he stopped, and scanned again until he finally saw his prey talking to a girl leaning against one of the support columns mid-way to the dance floor. They were about fifty feet away. Moving stealthily through the crowd, David closed in.
Hans, ever-watchful, spied David coming toward him over the shoulder of the girl he was talking to. That�s the Jew who followed me before, he realized. Abruptly he left the girl, moving into the crowd, still watching David. Hans ducked around a group singing happy birthday, and David lost sight of him again. Hans came around behind David and reached for his gun under his jacket at the small of his back. With David six feet ahead in clear range, Hans shot David in the back twice and once in the leg with his silenced gun, then turned and carefully walked through the milling crowd and out into the street.
Those who saw David fall thought he was just another passed-out drunk or a drug OD and moved away to avoid responsibility. However, when the blood started pooling on the floor around David, someone screamed above the noise. Others shouted to call an ambulance amid the panicked cries and screams that erupted. A crowd gathered around David.
Miriam, now unable to see David, got up from her table to see what the commotion was all about. Starting through the crowd, she heard people yelling �someone�s shot! Someone�s shot!� Did he shoot that bastard, she wondered, continuing to push through the throng until she came upon David lying face down and saw the blood. Quietly she dropped to the blood-slick floor and felt David�s carotid artery. His heart was still beating. Tears were running down her face. �He�s with me�, she blurted as someone supported her and helped her to stool at the bar. She couldn�t believe it! David shot! Before the reality set in there were several men in white coats pushing through the crowd still gathered around David. They carefully placed him on a gurney, and one of them shouted, �Who knows this man.� Several bystanders pointed to Miriam and she walked over and said, �I know him, he is my boyfriend. As they carried David out of the club one of the white coated men grabbed her arm and hustled her out of the club and led her toward the waiting ambulance. Miriam climbed into the back of the ambulance and sat down, sobbing as the attendants worked on David.
At the hospital, she showed her ID, and gave them David�s information. An orderly went through David�s personal effects to verify insurance. He told her to go sit in the waiting room and someone would let her know his condition as soon as they could. After minutes that seemed like hours, a doctor in scrubs walked up and said they were taking David to surgery now, it would be at least four hours before they could really determine his condition. Miriam nodded in a daze and slumped in a waiting room chair.
Miriam sat with her head in her hands, crying quietly. She was shocked and couldn�t believe what had just happened. After an hour of grief, she looked around at a few others waiting like her, and then got up to find a phone. As she rose a police officer approached and asked her what she had witnessed at the club. Through her tears, she gave him what little information she could, not wanting to divulge who they were or why they were in Munich. She said that they were from Geneva and here in Munich on holiday. She gave them the name of their Munich hotel, telling him she didn�t know what she would do now. He told her the shooter had gotten away. Did she know of anyone who might want to kill him? No, they did not have a description at this time. The policeman gave Miriam his card telling her to contact him if she remembered anything else that might prove useful � anything at all, when her head was clearer. He thanked her and said he must be going now to help with the investigation.
Finding a telephone booth near the hospital entrance she called Levi on his private line.
Hearing what had happened Levi said he would contact another agents in Munich to support her and continue with the investigation. They would contact her at the safe house but someone would come by the hospital to sit with her until she knew about David�s condition.
�Levi, I don�t need a baby-sitter. As soon as I know that David�s OK, I�m go to get that bastard Hans�.
�Wait a minute; you don�t even know it was Hans�.
�Who else would it be? David thought it might be Hans when he saw him in the club. I know it was that Nazi bastard, and I�m going to get him, if it�s the last thing I do!�
�OK, Miriam. But at least wait until your back-up arrives and you know more about David�s condition. And as soon as you know anything, please let me know. I�ll be standing by at this end with all the help you need�.
�Yes, I know, Levi. I�ll wait till I know something, and I promise I won�t go off half cocked. Thanks for your help � and understanding.�
After her conversation with Levi, she walked back into the surgical waiting lounge and a nurse asked if she would like to go into the doctor�s lounge to lie down. Doing so, she realized how emotionally drained she was and slept through the surgery and the rest of the night.
About dawn, a doctor tapped her on the arm and awakened her to say David was going to be okay but he would be laid up for quite a while. She could now go in and see him.
When Miriam first saw a pale David lying on the bed, asleep, with all the tubes and intravenous needles, she broke down. A nurse sitting near the bed got up so Miriam could sit. She pulled back the sheet to check him and Miriam could see just enough of the bandages that were wrapped around him. The doctor entered and told her he needed rest. Out in the hall he told her that two chest shots had gone clear through David�s torso. One had passed above his heart, miraculously not hitting any vital organ. The other had split a rib, punctured his stomach, damaging surrounding tissues, but they were able to set the rib and repair his stomach. His left femur had been broken by the third bullet, and they had repaired that with pins and a small metal plate. All he needed now was rest and time. They thought he would heal and be good as new, since he was in such good physical shape, but possibly with a slight limp. After the doctor left, Miriam went back in the room and slumped in the chair watching David sleep.
* * *
The next day, when Hans stepped inside the hospital room where Tam lay in his body cast, Kat got out of her chair and immediately told him there had been no silver box in Tam�s personal effects.
�That�s impossible. You�re sure?�
�I went through it all twice � there�s no silver box, I tell you.�
�Can you find out who handled his things when he was brought into the hospital?�
�Okay, I�ll ask around, but for some reason his personal effects have been put in the hospital safe, and that�s unusual. Come back tomorrow, I�ll see what I can find out, and don�t forget that reward you promised me. Now get out of here. My head nurse is already asking why I am looking through Mr. Tam�s things and who I let into his room. I have to be very careful�
Angrily, Hans almost shouted, �Are you sure? You better not try to double-cross me.�
�Hey, I�m frustrated myself. I�m doing the best I can. I want that reward you promised, believe me, so I can get out of this crummy job. Do you think I want to spend the rest of my life cleaning up bedpans? Trust me; I�ll get you what you want.�
He left, angry and frustrated, but now knowing he would have to kill her and whomever she turned up that knew anything about his silver box. Trust, he thought � I never trust anyone except myself! As he walked down the hospital corridor he thought, I know Tam had it in the car when I ran him off the road. It must have been with his personal effects when they transferred him from that hospital in Geneva to this one. It must be in this hospital somewhere. I just hope to hell that Kat Yun can come up with something. As he walked down the hall, he unknowingly walked right past David�s room, and into the elevator, without knowing how close he was. Outside the hospital, he forced himself to remain calm until he could return to talk with Kat again.
* * *
The next day, all Miriam could do was talk quietly to a sleeping David who was hooked to all the machines the hospital could provide. He seemed to be held captive by apparatus untouched by who he was. She kept repeatedly to her comatose partner that she was there for him over and over hoping he could hear her. But there was no response at all. When she came to see him the third day, his eyes were opened, but he still seemed dazed, and only spoke a few words to her. She squeezed his hand and gently kissed him on his forehead. She told him she had decided they had to get out of Mossad. They could get married and raise a family, be happy; most of all, be safe.
�Did you go after that fucker, Miriam?� was his immediate answer.
�David, he was gone before I even knew you were shot.�
�Have you tracked him down yet?� David persisted.
�I�ve been here with you. We�ll get him when you�ve healed.�
�That may be too late. Go get him now, Miriam. Levi will get a replacement for me while I�m laid up.�
�He already has, David.�
�David, please�.forget Hans and Mossad. We�re both going to be killed before we can raise a family�please.�
�Miriam, you�re just upset.�
�Yes David, I am upset. Promise me�please�.�
He closed his eyes to avoid her pleas. �Miriam, I�m a little tired now�I need to rest.�
She had never seen him like this before. He did not deserve to be in a hospital bed. She felt so helpless, frustrated, and angry. Miriam began to cry.
David gently patted her hand, but kept his eyes closed.
The same scene repeated the next day, but David still would not acquiesce to her pleas to leave the Mossad.
* * *
�You have something for me Max,� Servette said, looking up from behind the pile of papers strewn on his desk.
�I hope so. I just had a call from Bruno Beinschmidt.�
�Our so-called friend in the Munich Police department?�
�The very one! Anyway, he just told me that David and Miriam were in a club in Munich and David thought he spotted Hans. David went after him and whoever it was, shot him. David is in pretty bad shape in a hospital right now.�
�That�s terrible! What do we do now? Does Levi know?�
�I�m not sure, but I would think that Miriam has been in touch with him�
�Well I might have something important for both you and Levi. One of my contacts, a policeman, was assigned to that big auction at Christie�s a couple of days ago, and he thinks maybe our killer has something to do with a huge emerald that was part of the auction.�
�What made him think that, Max?�
�Because there were two final bidders for the emerald, an Asian man, named Mr. Tam, and a rather over-dressed and garishly made up female, whose name he didn�t get. The Asian man won the emerald and both parties left the auction house, but my informant said it was obvious the lady was not a happy camper. Some later that same informant was called to a serious accident, where the Asian man�s car seemed to have been forced off the Cliff Road and he was seriously injured. A witness to the accident identified the car that ran Mr. Tam off the road as the same one the overdressed woman was driving when she left the auction house. He thinks that woman may have been a man in disguise.�
�Interesting, very interesting. If that is true, and it was Hans in disguise, I wonder why Hans wants that emerald. Maybe that�s where all that robbery money was for � to bid on the emerald.�
�Thanks Max. Good work! Will you continue to follow up on this, and see if Josef can find out anything from the streets? Levi might know some more about that emerald, also. I�ll check with him.�
�We�re on it, Piet.�
* * *
Hans returned to the hospital on schedule. Kat Yun said she was still checking on things. She learned that groups of patients� personal effects were accidentally left in the hospital accounting office on the night Tam entered the hospital. There were more questions to ask, but she could not come on too strong with her queries. He would just have to wait. Seething, Hans left, again walking past David�s room.
* * *
�Levi, its Piet Servette. How are you today? I have some bad news for you, but perhaps you have already heard. Some shot David, and it may have been Hans in disguise. David is in a hospital in Munich and, evidently, will recover, but it is pretty serious. Miriam is with him and I am sure she will contact you soon with all the details. Now, have you uncovered any information on a possible connection between our psychotic killer and this emerald?�
�Glad you called, Piet. Yes, I know about David. Miriam called me from the hospital. She was hysterical at first, but true to her nature calmed down and gave me all the details. I offered to send in a replacement for David, but she asked me to wait for a day or so, but I did so anyway. Now about an emerald, according to our sources in Interpol, it seems that Hans Huber�s grandfather, who lived in Munich, once owned a huge emerald that at one time belonged to Bavarian Government. No further information at this time, but one theory centers around the fact that it seems that his grandfather may have disinherited Hans�s father. It is just possible that Hans thinks that emerald should be his and all this mayhem is revenge for the Mossad agents killing his father in Argentina in 59 or 60. Still haven�t made the total connection, in fact no one seems to know where the emerald went after Hans grandfather died. That�s about all I have, so far, but it sounds interesting. Since that auction took place in your bailiwick, perhaps you could persuade the people at Christies to tell you where their emerald came from.�
�Well, this situation is getting more and more interesting. Now we seem to have several entities after our emerald. Christies is pretty tight-lipped about their clients, but I will see if I can bend an arm or two. Thanks for your help Levi, and I�ll get back to you as soon as I known anything new both about the emerald and about David. Let�s continue to keep in touch, perhaps with this new situation, and with Miriam. I�m not sure what she plans to do now that David is laid up.�
�Will do, Levi, and thanks for your information.
* * *
Miriam continued pleading with David to marry her and get out of Mossad so they could be safe. Using the same arguments about raising a family and staying away from danger she even begged him on her knees: quit Mossad and marry her.
�That bastard will try again to kill you as soon as you get out of the hospital. As soon as you are well enough we can sneak out of the hospital and go straight to my brother�s kibbutz, near Hebron, where you can continue your recovery and we will both be safe.�
�Miriam, will you quit it! We are not going to get married. And, I sure as hell am not going to resign from Mossad! You know me better than that. What is wrong with you?�
�David, I don�t want to lose you.�
�Well, you�re going to if you keep that up.�
�David, listen to me��
�Miriam just leave! I�m not up to this today. And please don�t ask me again. The answer is no, and that�s final. No! Do you hear me?�
�David, you don�t mean that.�
�I do! How many times do I have to tell you? No, I will not marry you, and I will not leave Mossad! Now go, and if you ever think of bringing this subject up again, don�t come back. That�s it. Now leave, and let me get some rest.�
�David, you are not yourself right now. You�re weak and still dopey. When you feel better, you will change your mind.�
�That does it, Miriam! We�re through! Don�t come to see me again. I mean it. Never! Do you hear? No! No! No! Now get out! Goodbye!�
�David��
�Leave!�
�David��
David closed his eyes and refused to answer any further pleas. She sat without speaking for over an hour watching him, but when he opened his eyes, he was still angry.
�You have certainly killed what we had. Now get the hell out and stay out!�
He closed his eyes again. She continued sitting there crying quietly. Finally, she got up and left the hospital in despair. She walked like a zombie to their car, drove almost blinded by her tears to the safe house, ran in, flopped down on the bed and cried herself to sleep. The next day, when she went to see David, there was a guard at his door, and told her that David had asked him not allow her into David�s room. In a sobbing stupor, she returned home and did not get dressed for several days. She lay in the unmade bed, staring off into space, then, crying some more. She did not care anymore whether she lived or died � sometimes death even sounded preferable.
* * *
�I found out what happened to the silver box,� Kat announced when Hans walked into Tam�s room three days later. �It is in Geneva.�
�No way! Hans reached for his dagger and glared menacingly at her. What are you trying to pull, Kat?�
�I�m not joking,� she glared back, holding her ground. �As they were putting Tam�s personal effects into the safe with all the other patients of that day, that silver box evidently fell out, but nobody knew which person�s personal effects bag it fell out of. The hospital was terribly busy that night. One of the nurses looked on the bottom of the box and saw a label that said Christie�s Geneva written on it. I was told someone in the hospital administration packaged up the box and sent it back to Christie�s by currier. As Kat Yun spoke, she noticed the way Hans� face fell, then the murderous look that began forming in his eyes. She began to tremble.
�You are absolutely positive this is what really happened?� asked Hans, the rage building.�
�I got it from three different people. I�m positive. What are you going to do now?�
�Never mind,� snapped Hans, �There went your reward!�
He turned and stalked out of the room down the hall to the elevators. As he waited at the elevator, Hans saw Kat leave Tam�s room and walk into the room across the hall. He rushed back to Tam�s room. He stood there looking at Tam alone in the room, then in great anger he suddenly drew his dagger, slashed Tam�s throat from ear to ear and carved a huge SS on his neck. Before Kat Yun returned, he wiped his knife on Tam�s bed sheets, replaced it in his neck sheath, and rushed down the hall, taking the stairs two at a time.
Darkness was just beginning to settle on the city as he entered the hospital garage and headed for his car. Just then, he saw two men come out of the hospital door and walk toward their car. Look like Jews to me. Screwing the silencer to his Glock, he walked up to them as they entered their car and asked for directions to the Cobra Club. Before they could respond he shot each of them twice. He still felt the rage and the frustration at again loosing contact with his emerald. That evening on the way to his car after an evening of drinking at the Cobra Club, he slashed the throat of another man on the side street where he had parked his car. Well, he looks like a Jew, he thought just before he carved the SS mark on him. Then he drove back to his hotel.
* * *
Miriam dragged herself out of bed. It was mid-afternoon of what day she didn�t know. She found a stale piece of bread in the cupboard, walked back into the living room, and slumped into the overstuffed chair. Absentmindedly she clicked on the television. The news came on. A patient at University hospital had been murdered in his bed. Identification would not be given out until next of kin were notified. Miriam jerked to attention and watched upset nurses say they hadn�t seen anyone enter or leave the room. She threw a coat on over her pajamas and rushed to the hospital.
Parking in a red zone close to the hospital entrance, she ran inside and up the stairs to the fourth floor. When she got to David�s room, she pushed past the guard and jammed open the door. David�s bed was empty and she fell on the floor into a sobbing heap. The guard and a nurse rushed in, helped her into a chair, and asked her what the problem was. Through her tears, Miriam sputtered:
�What happened? Did the killer leave SS marks?�
The nurse noted the coat over her pajamas and her unkempt appearance. She asked Miriam what she knew about slashes. Miriam sobbed, �That son of a bitch killed him, and I�m going to kill that bastard.� The guard asked Miriam what she knew about the slash marks, but Miriam just kept calling �that bastard� even worse names. One of them left and found Dr. Yang.
�May I have your name?� Dr. Yang asked as he rushed into the room.
�Never mind that. Let me out of here so I can go kill that bastard!�
�I must have your name.�
�Miriam Wagner!�
�Miss Wagner, who are you referring to? Who are you going to kill?�
�That fucker Hans!�
�Hans who?�
�Go to hell, doctor, let me go! You can�t keep me here!�
�No! What is his last name?�
Suddenly she asked, �What did you do with David�s body?�
�David who?�
�The man that bastard killed! David Bernstein.�
�David Bernstein was not killed, Miss. He was discharged about six hours ago and the hospital van took him to the airport, where I�m told he left for Tel Aviv.�
�David�s not dead?� she said looking up with swollen, red eyes pleadingly into Dr. Yang�s eyes, �Tel Aviv?�
�No Miss, he�s certainly not dead, but he�ll need plenty of rehabilitation and rest, but someday he�ll be fine.�
Miriam began sobbing uncontrollably. Yang gave her something to calm her nerves and instructed the nurse to take her to the nurses� lounge. In about thirty minutes, Chief Beinschmidt walked into the lounge and sat down beside her. He told her that everything would be all right and he wanted to know why she had really come to the hospital. Miriam told him that she had seen the news bulletin on TV and she thought Hans had killed David. The Chief told her �No, evidently Hans had killed a man from Hong Kong by the name of Tam Stratton. Did she know this Mr. Stratton? Miriam told him no, she had never heard of the man. Bruno seemed puzzled, but left after saying that he would keep in touch and let her know if he found out anything else about the shooting.
Just as the Chief was leaving, Simon came into the lounge and said that Levi had sent him to drive Miriam back to the safe house. When they arrived, he asked if she wanted him to come in, but she refused, saying she needed to sleep, and would call him later.
Miriam immediately got on the telephone to Levi and asked how David was doing. She asked him to have David call her. She received a reply: David�s plane had not arrived in Tel Aviv yet, but when he had talked to Levi from the Munich airport, he had said, and these were David�s words, not his, please do not tell Miriam anything about me again! We are through!

CHAPTER 22

Munich
At exactly ten in the morning, shortly after Hans got in his car to head downtown, his cell phone rang. When he answered, no account number came from the voice on the other end as he expected. Exasperated he waited nervously for thirty seconds before a man�s deep voice spoke, in German, saying only two words, �You�re next�. Hans banged the steering wheel and rolled his eyes. The phone went dead.
Hans looked all around him to see if someone nearby was using a pay phone. Adrenalin rushed through his body, he started his car and drove to a secluded area near the park and stopped to calm down and to figure out who the voice belonged. Suddenly his phone rang again. When he picked it up, the same voice said, �Do we understand each other?�
�Who is this?� Hans asked, trying to stay calm.
�You are becoming a liability, Mr. Dagger. When you took out people we did not assign to you, we consider you working for someone else. That will not work in our organization. Do you understand?�
�I�m not sure what you mean,� Hans wavered.
�If you repeat that kind of action, you are next on our list. We consider you a loose cannon after those three recent incidents and doubt our ability to depend on you. If you cannot follow the organization�s orders, then we�ll end our relationship. Now, what do you have to say for yourself, Mr. Dagger?�
�I will follow orders. That won�t be a problem again.�
�We now have your voice on tape attesting to that fact and to remind us in the future whether or not you break your word. No one in this organization lives if they break their word. Consider this conversation the last of its kind that you will have with us, and do as you�re told, if you want to live. Goodbye, Mr. Dagger.�
The phone went dead and Hans realized he was in jeopardy or at least under their control now and he did not like to be under the control of anyone. Did they know who he was or where he lived? If they knew that, then his life was indeed compromised. He started the car again and continued driving cautiously through the park area to settle his thoughts and deal with this unexpected threat.
The call and its turn of events confounded his already stressful situation because he needed to find out about the emerald being back in Geneva. Would it be at the bank? At Christie�s? Could he still get it? I guess I will have to ask for Emily�s help again.
Picking up his cell phone he dialed a number he had hoped he wouldn�t have to use again.
�Oh Klaus, how good to hear your voice! How are you doing?�
�I�m feeling better, sweet Emily�and you?�
�The same. I�ve been thinking about the Riviera. I�m looking forward to being with you, Klaus.�
�Yes, me too, Emily. Can you do me another favor?�
�Of course, Klaus.�
�The Whittelsbach Emerald. It was sent back to Geneva. Do you know anything about it?�
�Yes, it was brought back to Christie�s yesterday. We put the emerald back in the bank. We were told that Mr. Stratton died�or was killed. Isn�t it awful, Klaus? The bank will instigate an investigation to find out if he has any heirs so they can pass the Emerald on to them. If no heirs are found, it will go back to auction, but probably not until the bank finishes their search. That is the official procedure. Do you want me to keep you informed of their progress and get you an invitation when that auction will occur?�
�Yes. Thank you, Emily. I would appreciate that very much. Goodbye.�
�Will I see you soon, Klaus?�
�Soon, my little cherub, as soon as I am finished with some important business in Munich.�
Hans hung up, frowned, and swore loudly.
* * *
Miriam finally got out of bed and took a bath. She began to feel better soaking in the hot, cleansing water covering her body as she lay in the tub. Afterwards she did her hair. It took her mind off David. Simon called and told her she needed to get her things out of the safe house because the sayanim were returning. He had booked her a hotel room that The Office would pay for. He�d be over in a few minutes to help her move, but she didn�t have to be out of the house until later in the day. David�s things were still here too, but she knew he would not be back to get them now. She packed his bag after her own � finishing just as Simon knocked at the door.
�Don�t worry about all your things as well as David�s. I will see that yours are moved to your hotel room and I�ll pack up David�s and send them off to Levi. I brought your car back from the hospital and it is in the hotel parking garage.� She thanked Simon and told him she would call him the next morning and they could make plans.
* * *
After she had hung up her clothes in the hotel room closet, picked at a room-service dinner, she wandered into the bathroom and looked at her refection in the mirror. She began to cry. My hair still looks like hell and so do I, she thought. Throwing the brush across the room, she took off her clothes, put on fresh blue silk pajamas, climbed into bed, and unplugged the telephone. The hotel bed was much more comfortable than the one in the safe house. It was a bed she had never slept in with David � it almost gave her a sense of starting over. But, in her heart she knew the new bed emphasized her loneliness and solitude. It was just a more comfortable place to grieve. She planned to stay there as long as it took.
She refused to answer Simon�s insistent knocking or to respond to the notes he slid under the hotel room door. Several days later, still wearing the same blue pajamas she arose and sat on the side of the bed and looked around the large, plainly furnished, hotel room. Everything was still as it was on the day she had walked into the room except for the messy bed and the room service dishes stacked on the coffee table and spilling over on the floor. She got up and tried a bowel of soup room service had left outside her door sometime that day. It was cold, and after a couple of spoonfuls turned on the television still sipping the tepid soup. Watching for a while, she got disgusted with the stupidity of the program and shut it off. She got up, drank a glass of water, then it was back to bed.
She continued this routine for another day. Finally she got the energy to pick up the phone and call Levi. When he answered, he immediately shouted, �Where the hell have you been? Are you finally OK? What do you want? Are you ready to go back to work?� Holding the receiver away from her ear, she listened to his tirade. When he slowed down and was somewhat calmer, she asked him for a transfer but not back to Tel Aviv. She was adamant. She needed a change.
�You want what? Why don�t you just come back to Israel and spend some time at your brother�s kibbutz? It�s near Hebron, isn�t it? Simon is quite concerned about you. He tells me that you have barely come out of that hotel room in almost a week. I am concerned also, Miriam. This isn�t like you!�
�I can�t do that right now, Levi. It�s too close to David, and I don�t want to be that near him anymore. I hope you understand. I am much better now. I have had time to think things out and really would like another assignment. I think that would be the best way to help keep me out of this funk. I�ll see if I can help Simon some here, and perhaps we can sort out some of this Munich situation until you can come up with something else. Now where else can you use me, please?�
Levi reluctantly said that only station that had an opening soon would be Rome. Miriam knew it was the regional headquarters for southern Europe and led by a katsa she had met once during her training, a most competent and experienced officer.
�Do you want it?
�Want it? How soon can I leave?
�It won�t be open for about three weeks, and that perhaps will give you and Simon time to sort out the Munich situation. However, listen carefully! It is a two-year position as Communications Director in the Rome Bureau. The position is critical, and the length of commitment a must, so you�d better be sure if you accept the assignment. He added that he wanted her to remain in Munich and help Simon until it was time to leave for Rome. She accepted his condition, thanked him, and hung up the phone. relieved at the possibility of work again, she fell asleep. The reality of her new decision was so hazy; she could not concentrate on it just now.
* * *
A month later Hans called Emily again. She told him the bank had checked out Mr. Stratton�s background and evidently, he was not connected to any organization in Hong Kong that he said he represented for the auction. They swore that they never heard of him. The bank was continuing a complete background check on him and they learned that he was a widower and a former art history professor. He had no living relatives. The emerald would be auctioned off again in about six months because their auction schedule was already settled until then.
* * *
When Levi called, Servette filled him in on the death of Tam and the whereabouts of the emerald. Levi pondered the news and told Servette that Bruno had never said a word to either he, David or Miriam about an emerald � he now considered that strange. Levi asked Servette why had Bruno been holding out.
�I had believed him to be pursuing �The Dagger� case quite aggressively at the time, Levi, but now I, too, am beginning to wonder. Let�s keep a lid on this and I�ll have Max and Josef do some snooping on our own for a while.�
�Sounds right to me. Keep in touch.�
As Levi hung up, David hobbled into his office on crutches.
�Hey, you shouldn�t be out of bed yet.�
�If I stay in bed any longer, I�ll mold. I need to keep busy and I think that will help me heal more than vegetating at home. Give me something to do!�
�David, I don�t think that�s a good idea, but since you�re here, what are your thoughts about Chief Beinschmidt?�
David told him about his experience with the Chief�s secretary. He didn�t trust the Chief, David opined. Levi agreed, saying there appeared to be more to Bruno than either of them knew.
�There doesn�t seem to be any urgency with him in tracking down �The Dagger,� even though it seems certain to me that he is the one who killed Marvin and Herzog. Do you think the Chief knew that they worked for us?�
�I don�t see how he could. They had been sayanians in Munich working for a private security company for several years before they were hired as police. Their papers and background documents we prepared for them were flawless, and they were two of our best. We were very lucky that they were able to penetrate the Munich Police Department.�
�It seems to me that our Chief is only telling us what he wants to tell us, and I wonder why.�
�I don�t know. Why don�t you ask Piet?�
�I guess I should. I don�t know anyone else to ask.�
David changed the subject asking Levi if he could come back to work.
�No! You know what the doctor said.�
�I�m getting so bored being laid up. Isn�t there something I can do, Levi?�
�Well, if you think you�re up to it, you can read and summarize a lot of information I need processed on the general political situation in Europe. It just came in from the Rome Bureau and I don�t have the time to get into it right now. It�s all filed in that large file over there on that corner table and I haven�t got the time read the whole damn stack. Condense it down to a few pages for me and that will be very helpful. Take it down to that vacant office a couple of doors down the hall and don�t bother me until it�s finished. Now get out of here and leave me alone. I�ll have someone take the file down for you, gimpy. However, for heavens sake take it easy! Then later on, if you feel up to it, you can do some work down in �The Hole� with Malcolm. Sitting at a computer shouldn�t be so hard for you. After that we�ll see.�
�How thrilling,� Grumbled David, as he limped out of Levi�s office. �But, you�re majesty; I�ll get right on your Italian file. Thanks, I think, Levi.�
�Have any more communiqu�s come from Miriam?� Levi asked.
�Levi, No. I haven�t heard from her, and I don�t want to. We are not partners any more and we certainly can never work together again, remember that!�
Levi waved David out of his office and under his breath said, �I can�t figure you two out. What happened in Munich between you?�
David glared at Levi, and icily left the office without saying a word.
They had been his pride and joy, the best team he ever had, and he hated to see them split up like this. Maybe time will heal and change things.
* * *
After Levi�s job proposal, Miriam was up and back into her old strenuous exercise routine. She was distressed that her once taunt body was getting soft. Well, she knew how to work out that softness, and all the motivation she needed was a new job and getting back to work. After an hour of hard calisthenics, she took a long hot shower and turned her attention to the large packet that had arrived by currier from Levi. Inside were all the facts on where she was going, what she would be doing as Main Communications Director, the MCD they called it, at the Rome headquarters. She would be privy to all communiqu�s coming and going at that Mossad unit. She would have to track all information relayed via satellite, routing each to its correct target. The Rome branch was second only to Tel Aviv, to which she also would have complete access. She would have a new state-of-the-art computer at her disposal and a crew of seven working under her. They would be tracking terrorists� movements around the world.
It was a desk job she knew; however she figured she could turn it into fieldwork again once Levi saw how motivated she was. She suddenly realized that she was thinking of her job first again. That was the best part of it. She�d never have time to think of David again. Now she might finally heal. It felt good to think about something else! The sun was just going down and she decided to put on her best clothes, took the elevator down to the hotel lobby and asked the desk clerk for a nice place to get some dinner � something expensive, for a change, she decided, after all �The Office� could afford it. Only eight more days and she would be off to Rome.
As she left the hotel, she noticed, unlike for many days, the world was in color. The soft, lavender, net of evening was just beginning to invade the day. The restaurant the desk clerk had recommended was just two blocks away and as she walked along the streetlights popped on and introduced the beginning evening. She walked along, her step lighter, feeling better than she had in many weeks.
After a luscious dinner of jager schnitzel with spatzle and mushroom cream sauce and almost a whole bottle of Riesling from the Mosel-Saar-River valley, Miriam lingered at the table thinking of something else she could do for the first time in over in any weeks. Why not go back to the Cobra Club, just to relax she justified, with people her own age. Maybe even dance, and forget about everyone and everything in the past.
* * *
As she entered, the Cobra Club, as usual, was rocking with jagged music and psychedelic, pulsing lights. Those lights seemed to turn the large room filled with the fog thick, cigarette smoke, into a stage set from outer space.
Maneuvering carefully through the noisy throng, the laughing, shouting, drinking men and women, she wondered if she should sit at the bar or try to get a table. She quickly ruled out the bar because there weren�t any empty stools and she certainly wasn�t interested in being a pickup. Looking around she didn�t see any vacant tables so she circled the small tables on the periphery of the packed dance floor until she came upon a couple arguing heatedly. Miriam paused nearby to see if they were mad enough at each other that they would pack up and leave. When they did, he slipped into one of the chairs seconds after the girl rose, even before the girl reached over to pick up her purse lying on the table. The girl glared angrily at Miriam, said something under her breath and pointed at her with an arm covered with tattoos. The black jacketed, bald man with her grabbed her arm and jerked her toward the nearest exit. Miriam shook her head and sat with her back against the wall, which seemed to offer a sense of stability against the deafening vibrations of the place. Now, if only she could get a drink.
Before she could find a waitress, a pimply, skinny, obviously drunk young man, with long hair and glazed eyes, weaved his way to her table, leaned on it, and in a slurred voice, asked her to dance. She turned away from his foul breath and said no rather loudly, and the drunk, without even a frown, staggered on to the next table. Another man standing nearby also unsuccessfully tried his chances, after Miriam turned down pimple-face. Then a tall, athletic, black man stepped up and also was declined. If this keeps up I either need to leave right now or I need a drink fast, thought Miriam. I feel really strange being here alone, this really isn�t my style, yet, here I am. She strained her head looking about, trying to catch the eye of one of the overworked waitresses carrying a fistful of empty beer steins. The waitresses nodded and just kept pushing through the crowd. Why have a table if you can�t get a drink, she wondered, getting exasperated. She was ready to leave.
Suddenly a large salt-rimmed Margarita glass was placed on her table by a man who proceeded to sit at her table.
�I knew you needed one. I just hope you drink Margaritas. My name is Hank Westheim, and I know you didn�t invite me, but I saw you sitting there getting hit on by half the jerks in this place and you didn�t even have a drink to chase away the advances or even a hope for one in this madhouse. Do you mind?�
Thanks for the rescue. I�m Miriam.� She sipped at the short straws protruding from the slushy drink.
�Hey, this is quite good! I figured the drinks would be pretty well watered down in a place like this.�
�No. That�s one of the things they�re famous for � as well as the soft music, he said with a throaty laugh. Would you like to dance?�
�No thanks. I just want to enjoy the quiet, elegant atmosphere,� she chuckled.
�That�s all right. I like to people watch too. How about you? Are you a people watcher also?�
�Well there certainly are all types to watch in this place, aren�t there?�
They stared out at the crowded dance floor watching the gyrations of crazily-clad dancers moving in frenetic fury to the heavy metal beat and penetrating, throbbing lights. Over the din, they commented on various peoples� dress weird hairstyles and dancing techniques, almost competing to see who could find the most outlandish. Miriam and Hank began sneaking looks at each other across the table, laughing or nodding and pointing � acknowledging each other�s presence despite the difficulty of communicating over the noise.
Hank had to yell a new invitation to dance over the screaming music. She reluctantly nodded in the affirmative, and took his hand as he led her to a small gap in the dancing melee. Seconds later, they were just another gyrating pair moving to the incessant beat. Miriam suddenly had a smile on her face, just moving to the music, thinking of nothing else.
Directly into his ear, she almost shouted, �What do you call this music, Hank; it�s pretty hard to dance to.�
�It�s called Krautrock. This band is Tangerine Dream, and if I�m not mistaken this is from their Zeist album. Yes, it is hard to dance to. I think most people just get on the dance floor and try not to make too much of a fool of themselves.�
�Hank, that�s just what I�m doing. Let�s go back to the table, please.�
Back at the table, after another round of drinks, Hank reached over and put his hand on hers and asked if she�d like to go somewhere to get something to eat, in a quieter place, he added. Hesitantly, more to free herself from the smoke and blasting music, she accepted, and rose to leave, their table getting gobbled up quickly, almost before they left. Taking her arm, Hank guided her through the frenetic throng on the dance floor and out the front door.
Outside, with the pounding beat and the synthesizers still echoing in her ears, Miriam tried to shake the throbbing beat and declined his offer to take her to a restaurant he knew would be open at this hour in his car, and said she would follow him in hers. She had no idea where they were going and after three drinks she did not care, but thought she would follow to have a vehicle of escape should she need it. She knew those drinks had loosened her up a bit, but not enough to turn off her powers of caution. She wasn�t a fool for going with him � or was she, she wondered.
Hank walked her to her car, waited while she unlocked the door and said he would be back in a few minutes so she could follow him to the restaurant.
After a few minutes, he pulled up and honked in a late-model silver Mercedes. She pulled out behind him and followed the Mercedes through the streets of Munich for only a few minutes. Hank pulled into the parking lot of a touristy, chalet looking restaurant painted in garish colors. He walked over to her car and she rolled down her window and asked, �Are you sure this is where you want to eat?�
�Don�t worry about how it looks. They serve some of the best food in all of Munich! I think the paint job is really to scare off tourists.�
�OK, if you say so, Hank.�
While placing their orders, they both smiled silly grins. They could see each other in a clearer light. Miriam noted Hank was quite handsome and had the bluest eyes she�d ever seen. His neatly-kept mustache and wavy brown locks gave him the looks of a movie star. She began to feel a little too attracted to him, and shivered. He seemed never to take his eyes off her. That felt good for a change. Before their food arrived, Miriam excused herself, and Hank was tantalized by the sway of her hips as she walked to the ladies room. His sensuous goal was to get between them before the sun came up. Toward that end he kept up the charming banter all through their meal when she returned.
Lingering casually over coffee they talking familiarly as if they had known each other much longer than a few hours. After they left the restaurant, Hank noted that it was almost four in the morning. He asked her if she�d like to get a room at the motel next door. He knew he was taking a chance, but something about their natural chemistry gave him the courage.
Miriam hesitated, wanting to, but it was so crazy after such a short time. He squeezed her arm gently encouraging her. It was time they got some rest, he suggested. They could get two rooms or twin beds if she preferred. After he said that, she accepted. Nevertheless, of course, they did not get two rooms or twin beds.
As they entered the garish motel room Hank laughed, �The same mad decorator must have designed both the restaurant and this motel.� But there was no mistaking that the king-sized bed certainly dominated the small room. Hank told her to make herself comfortable, to go on to bed if she wished. He was going to shower first so he proceeded toward the bathroom, turning on the light, commenting on how nice and large it was. She walked over and peered in. He was right. It was all beige and blue tile with a huge sunken tub beside a glassed-in shower. Plush towels were piled everywhere and the floor was covered with warm beige carpeting.
Hank touched her arm and said, �You�re welcome to join me in the shower, Miriam. I�ll just get in and let you decide�whatever you wish.�
As Miriam walked away, she heard the water go on, then the shower door was shut. She kept standing there thinking, what am I doing? Hell, she knew she couldn�t just get undressed and get in that bed and go to sleep. She quickly got undressed and joined him in the shower.
It was near noon the next day when they had breakfast in the same restaurant. By now they were feeling completely comfortable with each other. He had been gentle in his love-making, had never rushed her into anything. He called it exploring each other in more profound ways. There was just something about him she really liked. She decided, if he asked, she would see him again, at least until she left for Italy. What did she have to lose? She felt good being with someone again. However, falling in love was definitely out of the question, she rationalized, no more of that stuff. Once was enough.
* * *
After he made a date with Miriam for dinner later that night, Hans returned to his hotel room. He was very relieved his mustache and hairpiece had passed the test while making love to Miriam. He had never had to put his disguise to that kind of test before, and it had accounted for much of his gentleness with her. He had no need to bother with a disguise when he had been with Ingrid and it had been so much easier. Before that he had only been with prostitutes. Back in Argentina or with women like Emily who he cared nothing about, he only used women to get what he needed. This was something new that he had neither experienced nor even considered � he actually had feelings for her. She was quite sweet and tender, not what he expected at all. From the news articles, he knew she could pretty well match David if the occasion called for doing battle. After last night he hoped that would never occur. It was a thrill for him � shooting that Jew and then taking his girl. Maybe she did live in Munich like she had claimed and had only been David�s date for the evening. Either way, he liked Miriam. It was that simple. He could not explain it even to himself, but he knew there was something there.
He remembered that he had missed his ten to noon phone time with whoever was that called themselves �The Organization� and had been giving him his assignments of people to kill. That was a very strange arrangement. How did they know he had a passion for killing Jews? He didn�t like taking orders from anyone. He thought about declining their directions, but the money for each hit had been good � good and it certainly helped him grow his bank account.
Had he missed today�s call? But by four, he had heard nothing and now it was after six, so he figured he�d lucked out and wasn�t going to be called at all today. Rather than start worrying about that, he decided to concentrate on a plan to win Miriam�s affection. He would do whatever it took to gain her trust. Only then could he find out what he wanted to know � no matter how things went between them. He needed to figure out what Mossad was up to in Munich. Were they after the emerald, him, or just trying to infiltrate the organization? If he could answer that question maybe he could take advantage and sabotage those fucking Jews who shot his father. He had the time and was gaining the financial resources to wait it out.
For the next five days, this strange pair went out every evening but Hank really learned nothing about Mossad from Miriam. He tried every trick he knew to get her to admit that she was a Mossad agent, but she was very tight lipped. All she would say was that she worked for a new company that developed computers, and she was in Germany to locate and heir people for that company. No, she wouldn�t tell him the name of the company because it was still under development and they were in a race get their product into the market before several others beat them.
They also talked about relationships, past and present. She told him she planned to never fall in love or marry, ever. She was still raw from being burned the last time. She didn�t mind having a bit of fun, but please don�t ask for anything more. He agreed and said he felt the same even though he had begun having feelings for her. She informed him that in a few days she would be leaving to move to Australia to be with her family. They would never see each other again, so cool his emotions.
Two days before Miriam was to leave for Rome, they stood outside a hotel where they had just finished a lavish lunch buffet. She said her final goodbye, telling Hank she would probably never be back. She told him not to be too sad. He had been so much fun. It was for the best that they part now. He said he would miss her. If she had stayed, he would�ve wanted to marry her.
�Now, Now,� she said, �We agreed not to get emotionally tied up with each other.�
Hank slowly shook he head in affirmation. After a long hug, hey kissed goodbye, never believing they�d see each other again.
Hans realized later, after he began missing Miriam, that he had spoken the truth. Maybe he should just jet off to Australia and marry her. The more he thought of her, the more intense his feelings became. She was very much on his mind after he got home and at four, his phone began ringing. Maybe it is she, he thought, but it was not. After he hung up, he drove once by Henzel�s house to check it out then drove back home to put on his shooter�s outfit.

CHAPTER 23

Munich
Two days later, the newspaper reported the assassination. It came from a long-range rifle shot, as Henzel had walked from the synagogue to his car. As Chief Beinschmidt read the report he found on his desk, he felt he could finally relax. Now both Jews within his department were gone, and he could easily hire Neuschondorf from the GRS to replace Henzel. At the morning patrol assembly, he gave his beat officers hell, followed by a pep talk exhorting them to get out there and find that maniac who was killing his best men. After he dismissed the briefing, he returned to his office, closed the door, and called Servette. After the usual pleasantries, their discussion turned to matters of the emerald.
�Did you figure out what the emerald had to do with �The Dagger�, Chief?�
�No. I was going to ask you.�
Servette continued, �We think he was after the emerald when he killed the man in your University hospital. That murdered man, a Mr. Tam Stratton, had just made the winning bid for the emerald at a Christies auction in Geneva a couple of days before. Actually, it seems, someone tried to kill him by running his car off a cliff shortly after the auction. I do not know if it was the same person, striking twice of if it is a group of some kind that was after him. Then, and this is quite strange, someone made arrangements to have him transferred from Geneva to your University hospital.�
�So you think this killer is after the stone as well. I wonder why? Maybe we, here in Munich, can track them both down. What else, Piet?�
�Nothing more, I guess?
�Well let me know if you hear anything. Keep in touch, Chief.�
After their conversation, Bruno quickly dialed a number and said to the silence, �The emerald is the clue. Locate it. Then we can keep a better eye on our man.�
He heard a metallic click in the receiver, and hung up the phone.
* * *
The next number Bruno dialed was Miriam�s. No answer. It was the fifth time he had called. What was she up to now? He drove over to her Hotel. Inquiring for her room at the desk, and was told that she had checked out several days ago. �No, Chief, I don�t know where she has gone. She left no forwarding address. Frustrated, Bruno sat down in the lobby and from his cell phone called Levi.
�I have no idea where she is Chief, that is strange. I thought you were keeping an eye on her. I know she was very distraught over David getting shot. Can you find her? She�s certainly not here. Call me back as soon as you learn anything, if you will, please.�
Later that evening, Bruno met with Neuschondorf and Gottschlag, his two replacements in the department for Henzel and Wiezer, and several others at his home. The meeting served as the executive council meeting of the organization they led � the Gestapo Revival Society, or GRS. If anyone asked, they would always be told GRS stood for Government Retirement System. After all, the three joked, aren�t we into the �retirement� business? We can retire whomever we please, whenever we please. They all laughed. The plan they finally decided on was to eliminate the couple in the house in which Miriam had stayed before she went into the hotel, because they were either Mossad or Mossad protectors but they would wait a couple of months until things cooled down, and wouldn�t Hans be the perfect man for the job? They also agreed that they needed to keep a tight control over Hans, as he sometimes went out of control and did his own thing killing Jews he met on the streets.
* * *
When Dr. Yang took Tam�s personal effects out of the safe at University Hospital, he was shocked to learn the silver box had disappeared. He called a meeting of his staff but no one knew about a silver box. He checked with the Geneva police to find out if a silver box was found at the scene of the crash, but they too knew nothing about any silver box.
�Damn White Paper Fan! Why, the hell, didn�t he tell me that Tam was the one sent from Hong Kong to get the emerald? He raged and swore never to deal with anyone in Hong Kong again. Now he had lost seven and a half million dollars. He knew the money could never be recovered because Tam had used phony papers, and Yang was not about to reveal his connection with the Triad. Not that the money mattered so much, but for that kind of money, he damned well expected better service. This certainly bollixed all his plans. Who the hell had the emerald now?
Three weeks later, Dr. Yang was still upset. Nurse Lin Moon became alarmed at how short tempered and curt he was with everyone. He was usually so calm, even in the most crucial surgical situations. He had changed radically. Maybe she could do something. She was closer to him than any other staff member.
She asked Yang if there was anything she could do to help him with any problem he was having. She was surprised when he spoke about the hospital safe and whether or not it was really secure. The safe? What did that have to do with anything? Yang finally took her into his confidence and said something had been taken from the safe. Could she discreetly inquire around with other nurses, especially in the intake department?
Eventually the intake head nurse told her about a package that was left in the office one exceptionally busy night and not put in the safe. There had been no theft but they couldn�t determine which patient it belonged to. There had been a Christies of Geneva label on the package and the head nurse ordered the box returned to Christie�s; she had a receipt if anyone asked. So, it was a silver box that was missing! Why would Dr. Yang be so interested in that box, Nurse Moon wondered. She reported the incident to Dr. Yang, but only after he promised not to reprimand the head nurse. When she told him what she had learned, she thought he would be relieved to know there had been no theft, but the news did not relax the doctor as she had hoped. He said curtly he had to make a phone call and left her standing there at the nurse�s station.
When Dr. Yang learned by calling Christie�s that the emerald was in the Bank du Mont Blanc until they searched for any relatives of Mr. Tam. Yang knew he could outbid anyone who wanted to get their hands on the emerald and that fact alone kept him going on with his research and planning of the therapy that he would use whenever the emerald finally became his. The whole future of his Yang Life Institute would rest on the possession of the gigantic, fiery green, stone. But on second thought, Dr. Yang realized the timing of the next auction might just be right. There was still much to do before he could open the institute. He had been working undercover because he didn�t want any competitors to learn about his plans. As far as anyone knew, The Yang Life Institute was just a school for health education in the development.

CHAPTER 24

Munich
Two days later, the newspaper reported the assassination. It came from a long-range rifle shot, as Henzel had walked from the synagogue to his car. As Chief Beinschmidt read the report he found on his desk, he felt he could finally relax. Now both Jews within his department were gone, and he could easily hire Neuschondorf from the GRS to replace Henzel. At the morning patrol assembly, he gave his beat officers hell, followed by a pep talk exhorting them to get out there and find that maniac who was killing his best men. After he dismissed the briefing, he returned to his office, closed the door, and called Servette. After the usual pleasantries, their discussion turned to matters of the emerald.
�Did you figure out what the emerald had to do with �The Dagger�, Chief?�
�No. I was going to ask you.�
Servette continued, �We think he was after the emerald when he killed the man in your University hospital. That murdered man, a Mr. Tam Stratton, had just made the winning bid for the emerald at a Christies auction in Geneva a couple of days before. Actually, it seems, someone tried to kill him by running his car off a cliff shortly after the auction. I do not know if it was the same person, striking twice of if it is a group of some kind that was after him. Then, and this is quite strange, someone made arrangements to have him transferred from Geneva to your University hospital.�
�So you think this killer is after the stone as well. I wonder why? Maybe we, here in Munich, can track them both down. What else, Piet?�
�Nothing more, I guess?
�Well let me know if you hear anything. Keep in touch, Chief.�
After their conversation, Bruno quickly dialed a number and said to the silence, �The emerald is the clue. Locate it. Then we can keep a better eye on our man.�
He heard a metallic click in the receiver, and hung up the phone.
* * *
The next number Bruno dialed was Miriam�s. No answer. It was the fifth time he had called. What was she up to now? He drove over to her Hotel. Inquiring for her room at the desk, and was told that she had checked out several days ago. �No, Chief, I don�t know where she has gone. She left no forwarding address. Frustrated, Bruno sat down in the lobby and from his cell phone called Levi.
�I have no idea where she is Chief, that is strange. I thought you were keeping an eye on her. I know she was very distraught over David getting shot. Can you find her? She�s certainly not here. Call me back as soon as you learn anything, if you will, please.�
Later that evening, Bruno met with Neuschondorf and Gottschlag, his two replacements in the department for Henzel and Wiezer, and several others at his home. The meeting served as the executive council meeting of the organization they led � the Gestapo Revival Society, or GRS. If anyone asked, they would always be told GRS stood for Government Retirement System. After all, the three joked, aren�t we into the �retirement� business? We can retire whomever we please, whenever we please. They all laughed. The plan they finally decided on was to eliminate the couple in the house in which Miriam had stayed before she went into the hotel, because they were either Mossad or Mossad protectors but they would wait a couple of months until things cooled down, and wouldn�t Hans be the perfect man for the job? They also agreed that they needed to keep a tight control over Hans, as he sometimes went out of control and did his own thing killing Jews he met on the streets.
* * *
When Dr. Yang took Tam�s personal effects out of the safe at University Hospital, he was shocked to learn the silver box had disappeared. He called a meeting of his staff but no one knew about a silver box. He checked with the Geneva police to find out if a silver box was found at the scene of the crash, but they too knew nothing about any silver box.
�Damn White Paper Fan! Why, the hell, didn�t he tell me that Tam was the one sent from Hong Kong to get the emerald? He raged and swore never to deal with anyone in Hong Kong again. Now he had lost seven and a half million dollars. He knew the money could never be recovered because Tam had used phony papers, and Yang was not about to reveal his connection with the Triad. Not that the money mattered so much, but for that kind of money, he damned well expected better service. This certainly bollixed all his plans. Who the hell had the emerald now?
Three weeks later, Dr. Yang was still upset. Nurse Lin Moon became alarmed at how short tempered and curt he was with everyone. He was usually so calm, even in the most crucial surgical situations. He had changed radically. Maybe she could do something. She was closer to him than any other staff member.
She asked Yang if there was anything she could do to help him with any problem he was having. She was surprised when he spoke about the hospital safe and whether or not it was really secure. The safe? What did that have to do with anything? Yang finally took her into his confidence and said something had been taken from the safe. Could she discreetly inquire around with other nurses, especially in the intake department?
Eventually the intake head nurse told her about a package that was left in the office one exceptionally busy night and not put in the safe. There had been no theft but they couldn�t determine which patient it belonged to. There had been a Christies of Geneva label on the package and the head nurse ordered the box returned to Christie�s; she had a receipt if anyone asked. So, it was a silver box that was missing! Why would Dr. Yang be so interested in that box, Nurse Moon wondered. She reported the incident to Dr. Yang, but only after he promised not to reprimand the head nurse. When she told him what she had learned, she thought he would be relieved to know there had been no theft, but the news did not relax the doctor as she had hoped. He said curtly he had to make a phone call and left her standing there at the nurse�s station.
When Dr. Yang learned by calling Christie�s that the emerald was in the Bank du Mont Blanc until they searched for any relatives of Mr. Tam. Yang knew he could outbid anyone who wanted to get their hands on the emerald and that fact alone kept him going on with his research and planning of the therapy that he would use whenever the emerald finally became his. The whole future of his Yang Life Institute would rest on the possession of the gigantic, fiery green, stone. But on second thought, Dr. Yang realized the timing of the next auction might just be right. There was still much to do before he could open the institute. He had been working undercover because he didn�t want any competitors to learn about his plans. As far as anyone knew, The Yang Life Institute was just a school for health education in the development.

CHAPTER 25

Munich � Tel Aviv
Levi decided to not to tell anyone that Miriam had taken the assignment in Italy. He knew David might eventually have reason to communicate with her via coded messages, in the general transmission of messages between Tel Aviv and Rome; however, with Miriam�s new code name, �Middle of Nowhere,� he would not know even whether the Mossad agent in Rome was man or woman. Levi was not going to let their personal problems interfere with job assignments. One of these days, David would tell him the real story, and then he would find out that she was in Rome.
Now that they suspected Chief Beinschmidt of being less than honest about the situation in Munich, Levi would never reveal anything to him that was not already public knowledge. He came up with the idea to set the Chief up with phony information and he called Servette to get his advice on his plan.
�That might work, Levi,� responded Servette. �What did you have in mind?�
�I�ll say we spotted Hans in Nice, based on our photo composites and we�ll see if he sends someone there to check it out. I�ll send a team from Paris to watch for Munich police at the Nice airport. We have complete files on every member of the Munich police department that I�ll share with you, if it would help. By the way, about the two new cops he hired to replace our agents who were murdered. I find that whole incident very suspicious. He never speaks of any of that now. I know damned well I�d be quite upset if I had that kind of loss. Wouldn�t you?�
�Most definitely. Something doesn�t gel there. I can send Josef to Nice to see what he can find out. Do you have agents there, Levi?�
�Not yet, but they can be there in a couple of hours. I need at least a couple of your men to help us cover the airport adequately�
�Okay. I�ll let you know, Levi.�
�Just send someone who can work with Josef, even though from what you�ve told me, Josef really doesn�t need any backup. We�ll just need to maintain surveillance. It will be worth it to know for sure. Talk to you later.�
Levi was still thinking about the details for setting up Beinschmidt when he called David to get his input. David liked the idea. He pointed out that he could create anything that Levi might need for photos of Hans � with Malcolm�s help, that is. David had become very interested in this area of work and had asked to spend more time in the lab with Malcolm perfecting his computer photographic enhancement skills.
�Get me back in the field, boss�, David said strongly.
�I�ll wait until I get your next medical update, David. I will not rush things. I need you physically fit for a new assignment I have coming up. Feel free to give me any other ideas on what we�ve talked about,� he said, hanging up, as David started to protest.
* * *
In the air on her way to Italy, Miriam reclined in the first class seat, a glass of wine in her hand, closed her eyes, and thought about her new assignment � Rome! She couldn�t believe Levi had arranged first class tickets, but who was to argue? What had the guidebook that Levi had sent with the tickets, called it, oh yes, The Eternal City, The City of Seven Hills. Hope I have some time to explore those seven hills! I certainly want to explore the Coliseum and the Pantheon. I�ve got to throw a few coins into the Trevi Fountain. The guidebook says that when I do, my hopes and dreams will come true � I wonder. Now, the catacombs do not interest me at all. Who wants to see graves underground � that sounds rather creepy. It would be nice to explore all this with Hank, she thought. She knew he had developed strong feelings for her, but she knew that even if she was not leaving Munich, it was time to end their affair. No way did she want some handsome German simpering over her and getting in her hair, either personally or professionally. She was just beginning to enjoy the feeling of non-involvement with anyone. She felt psychologically and physically strong and knew she now had the ability to go on alone and felt sure that David was finally out of her system.
She admitted Hank was good-looking and hot in bed, but looks and sex were not everything. Ironically, his charm was what attracted her in the first place. However, had Hank not been so attractive, and she needing a strong residual diversion from David, she would never have bothered, and she really didn�t give a damn if everything he had told her was a lie. It had been a fun fling.
She asked the stewardess for another glass of wine and her thoughts turned back to Levi and her new assignment, going over in her mind all the material her had sent her. Before she knew it, the Lufthansa, Boeing 727�200 was approaching the Rome airport, starting its long descent, and her new adventure.
* * *
When the GRS met in their office building at the insistence of Chief Beinschmidt he first informed Gottschlag and Neuschondorf he made the proper changes in their visas to hide the fact they both came from Argentina. Their passports now stated they had came from France. They were going to be a great asset to his Munich team since spoke French fluently and could easily pass as French.
Furious that their assassin, they only knew as Mr. Dolch, had suddenly walked out on them and started killing without their sanction the Chief ranted that they had to find out who he really was and where he was.
�He�s a loose cannon, and if he keeps up his indiscriminate killings, can destroy all the hard work we have done in an effort to effect change in the internal politics here in Germany. We do not even know what he looks like or what his real name is. We were really stupid to take him on just because those bastards in Argentina recommended him. Just dealing with him over the telephone, I should have had my head examined. I have filled Neuschondorf and Gottschlag in on the problem we are having with Mr. Dolch, and they have some interesting thoughts about our lone wolf seemingly on the loose.�
�Why don�t you share your suspicions with us?�
Gottschlag began, �Well, you probably remember when that damnable bunch of Jews from the Mossad went to Argentina and captured Obersturmbannf�hrer Eichmann. During his capture, as I remember, his personal bodyguard, by the name of Hans Huber, was killed. As the story goes, Huber had a young son who was badly wounded in that same gun battle, and when he recovered, he swore revenge on the Mossad, and for that matter, all Jews. I remember people said he was left with a bullet scar on one of his thighs after the bullet was removed. No one who lived in the compound in Argentina at that time is still around, but Neus and I wonder if our killer today could be that same boy. He does slash his victims with a sign like the old SS runes, you know.�
Bruno responded, as he walked around the room, �Very interesting, I think I�ll just have to look into our friend more carefully. We really didn�t know very much about him before he joined us and now he�s turned his back on us and puts our long-standing work in jeopardy. I�ll see if a dragnet of the old haunts our friend seemed to like, could net him. Before adjourning, they agreed they would not meet again until they had something concrete on Mr. Dolch.
As the men got up to leave the Chief announced, �If anything comes up, I�ll call you, and we can get together for lunch at the Hofbr�ukeller.
* * *
When Piet Servette called Chief Beinschmidt the next day and told him Hans had been spotted in Nice, Bruno thanked the Inspector for the tip, but ignored the information because he believed that �Hans� might really be Mr. Dolch, and probably was still in Munich. He inquired about Miriam�s condition and whereabouts and how David was doing with his recovery. Piet said that Levi told him Miriam had gone into retirement, and David was still recuperating from his injuries; he would probably be out of commission for a number of months, and perhaps even retire. The conversation was pleasant, but dissatisfying to both parties. Piet rang off, turned from his desk, and looking over a glorious spring day in his Geneva, wondered, what was really going on in Munich.
* * *
The night Mr. Dolch was picked up in a raid by the Munich vice squad with others in the red-light district clubs was a night he would not soon forget. He was in disguise, as usual, he had perfect identification papers with him, but he still felt extremely uneasy at being hauled in to the police station. If he had just left early, he would not be in this fix. It was all a matter of bad timing.
In a renewed effort to find the serial killer that seemed to be running rampant, the Munich police, in their sweep, hauled in 60 people for questioning. Beinschmidt used the search for �The Dagger� as his main rationale for the city dragnet. He directed his men to throw out a net and bring in at least fifty males a night from local nightclubs. So far, almost thirty had been booked on drug and prostitution charges, making Bruno look like a very effective terrorist chief.
Those caught up in this dragnet were brought one by one into the main police station holding room, searched, and left for questioning. They were taken one by one into a small interrogation room and asked by Gottschlag state their name and read a short paragraph into a microphone. The chief sat in an adjoining room listening to each voice in his earphones. Through his microphone on the small desk, he told Gottschlag either yes or no sealing the fate of each man. The hours wore on without anything but no from the Chief. Both police officers began to wonder whether this whole exercise had been a complete bust. The Chief rubbed his smoke filled eyes and his head pounded from all the cigarettes and coffee, but they kept at it. All of a sudden, he heard the name Oscar Hedel, and listened to him read the paragraph. The Chief�s muscles grew tense; perhaps this is what we have been waiting for? He asked Gottschlag to have the man read it again. This man�s voice rang bells in the back of the Chief�s tired mind. He was sure that this was their man he had spoken with a number of times on the telephone when the GRS had asked for a new �hit, but was it Mr. Golch or Hans?�
Chief Beinschmidt left his small listening room, entered the interrogation room, and motioned for Gottschlag to leave.
As soon as the door shut, he told the man to stand up and drop his pants.
�What the hell for?�
�Shut up and do as you�re told!�
Hans angrily, very slowly, unbuckled his belt and let his pants slide to the floor. He did not step free of them. What is this man after, wondered Hans.
The Chief ordered him to put his foot up on the chair. Hans raised one leg, resting his foot on the chair. Bruno peered closely at the leg, then, told him to show the other one. After the examination, he told Hans he could put his pants back on, to sit down and relax.
�I see the plastic surgeon in Buenos Aries did a fine job on you, Hans.�
�The name�s Oscar, sir. Oscar Hedel�
�No, yours is Mr. Golch or perhaps even Hans Huber! I know who you are. Just watch your step. Don�t get arrested again. Do you understand?�
When Hans heard those words do you understand his eyes focused sharply, staring into the Chief�s eyes, those words were identical in inflection and tone to the words spoken to him on his telephone the day someone from the organization had threatened him. Max stared back and they stared intently at each other for almost a minute. The Chief said, �You may go.� Hans quickly pulled up his pants, left without a word and drove back to his house as the Eastern sun began to creep through the awakening city.
I�ll be damned, thought Hans. The head of the terrorist squad in Munich. He�s my boss in the GRS! He�s the one who threatened me just a day or so ago. Well, this certainly changes things. Now that I know this, I can just follow our good Chief until he leads me to the others in his little organization. Hmmm. I knew the goddamned scar that Jew commando gave me would be my downfall, even with the plastic surgery I guess the Mr. Golch disguise is finished forever now.
Tired and angry, Hans almost drove right past his house.
* * *
Several days later, a short, heavy-set man came out of the house next to where Hans was staying and walked over to where Hans was washing his Mercedes.
�Beautiful car!�
�Thanks, yea, it�s my only love, I guess,� Hans said, still sponging the car.
�I�m your neighbor, Tom Metz. Are you a relative of Mr. Golch?�
�That�s right. I�m his cousin, Mike Kermitz from Berlin. He invited me to housesit for a few days while he went on a business trip to England. So how is this area? I�ve only been in Munich a few times, so tell me what I should do first to see the city like a tourist.�
I�ve got a city guidebook I can loan you. It�s a couple of years old now, but it should be enough to get you started. I�ll just get it, but, I promise not to pester you. I hate having neighbors pester me, especially with gossip, don�t you? I try to mind my own business. So, I�ll get the book for you and then see you around.�
When Tom returned with the book, Hans ended the exchange by saying, �Thanks, Tom, I�d better get the soap off my love before it causes spots, and thank again for the city guide book.
He had purposely put a hairy wart on his Adam�s apple, in addition to two others on his cheek and chin, as part of his new disguise as Mike Kermitz. Hans knew the neighbor would concentrate on the wart as it bounced up and down while he talked and swallowed, and forget most other details of his looks.
He had more free time than he was comfortable with. The organization had not contacted him for several weeks, but he still felt under their constraints. Miriam was no longer around, and he missed her. He didn�t know where she was, and that also bothered him. Rutger and Ingrid, his closest associates among the Nazis, were gone too. He now had to fill his free time with something to keep from thinking about the wait for the emerald auction � or about Miriam. He decided to start a �research project,� checking out the background of the police officers he could identify in Munich.
He became obsessed with the role of a �lurker,� watching in public places and listening to conversations. He could add to or subtract from his new Mike disguise easily with an array of prosthetic items. His Mike had graying blond hair, much like Bruno�s. He wore huge horn-rimmed glasses and crooked nosepiece with widely flared nostrils. Sometimes he wore a black watch cap that he pulled down over his thinning hair. However, he had to be careful, because his neighbor had seen him as Mike, washing his car. If Tom recognized him through all these disguises, he�d have to take care of him.
Hans had seen fake horn-rimmed big-nosed glasses in a costume shop, bought several pairs, and then molded various noses for each with putty he brought from Argentina.
He thought back to his boyhood in Argentina when he would spend hours in Gunther�s workshop, watching the man make various disguises for everyone in the compound. Gunther had developed a type of skin colored; stretchy putty with acrylic dust mixed into it that could take various shades of makeup. Moreover, the best thing about of �Gunther�s Putty� was that it was easily removed without leaving a trace. Other putty he tried seemed too porous to stand up to repeated uses and left traces when he pulled it off. Hans had also learned the trick of flexing the putty as he put it on to create wrinkles and sags as well. Yes, Gunther had been an artisan as well as a good friend in sharing his craft with those in the compound back home. He could also forge the best documents, almost undetectable, except by the most expert examiners. Gunther had showed him how to peel off names with clear acrylic liquid paper and replace them on any paper item, which allowed Hans to update his identification as needed. It was tedious work, but it kept his security intact and Hans had never been caught � at least not until he came face to face with the Chief of Police, that day at the station. He still didn�t know why was the police were looking for him? Nevertheless, why just release him? It did not make sense, and it bothered him greatly.
Hans researched Bruno, first using the Ludwig Library computers in their main branch, but really wished he had one for himself. Computers were too large, however and Hans did not want to keep anything incriminating on one he possessed. Therefore, he spent a lot of time in the library using different disguises, including Monique, but for �her� he now wore jeans or loose-fitting slacks, not the dress he had used at the auction.
He discovered that the Bruno had been with the department since 1960, the year his father was killed, and had become Terrorist Chief ten years ago. Before 1960, he lived and worked in Denmark. There was little Hans found about the Chief during the WWII years, which somehow made Hans suspicious.
Hans called Rutger at the Klement Compound asking if they had any information about the Chief. Rutger said give him a day and he would see what he could find out. When he talked to Rutger again he told him that a Bruno Beinschmidt had served in a multinational SS division called Wiking under the command of a SS-Brigadif�her Felix Steiner and had the rank of Oberstleutnant. Toward the end of the war, Beinschmidt had become Steiner�s personal bodyguard. Rutger was sure that he had known Han�s father. They were the same age and high up in the same military branch. So that�s how the Chief knew, thought Hans.
Hans also asked Rutger about the two Germans who had replaced the Jews and was told they both were from the Klement Compound. Very interesting. So they had been at the compound after Hans had left to go into business in Buenos Aires. It meant Hans was safe from the Munich police. They would never hold him, even if they did pick him up again. He began watching all three of them. There was a lot of travel between Munich and Berlin by the new police officers and to Hans� surprise, the chief traveled to Geneva occasionally. He wondered what for?
* * *
After getting David�s medical clearance, Levi allowed him to return to work full time at the computer lab under Malcolm�s supervision.
David was anxious to learn how Malcolm created those computer age-enhanced photos, but he soon realized he�d never be able to figure that out as well as Malcolm. Malcolm claimed the program was simple. David did not think so and he had a devil of a time with keyboard commands. At first, he was only able to make changes in shades of gray. Then he learned to add and take away lines in the picture itself. He spent hours tweaking pictures learning how to get the effect he was after. He was progressing, but still had a long way to go.
Now he saw why Miriam always got so engrossed with the computer. But why did he just think of her? He liked fiddling with the computer because it took his mind off her. Now he started wondering where she was now and what she was doing. He would never admit to anyone that he had cried over her and almost went crazy with grief. That was the reason it had taken him so long to heal. If she had not insisted they would have to leave the Mossad and get married�she had broken their agreement to love but stay single.
Interrupting his thoughts, Malcolm asked if David was having a problem. �No,� David answered, �Why?�
You were so deep in thought I figured you couldn�t decide what to do next, Malcolm answered. David mumbled an answer and returned to study the picture on his monitor. He had been experimenting with a generic photo of a man�s face. When he mastered that, he would try out his new knowledge on a picture of �The Dagger.� It was David�s ultimate goal to identify and find the Nazi bastard who�d shot him. Killing the man had become an obsession, and he felt justified in doing whatever it took. He also decided that he would go after him, whether or not he worked for Mossad.
David wanted to talk again with Chief Beinschmidt to find out what he knew about �The Dagger.� Levi, however, did not like that idea of speaking directly with Beinschmidt. He said he already had him under surveillance and he did not want him disturbed in any way. He was so adamant that David did not press it further.
* * *
Hans developed the habit of driving an irregular course � from the Chief�s house to Gottschlag�s then Neuschondorf�s. He learned their wives� schedules, too. The three women met for lunch every Thursday at the plaza. The men never came to each other�s homes though, which seemed a little odd to Hans. He went back to the library to continue his research on the Nazi regime and the personnel in Hitler�s staff looking for something more he could discover. He read a write-up on Eichmann�s capture that mentioned his father, but he never discovered any solid connection between his father and the three men here in Munich.
* * *
The evidence they had accumulated against Bruno convinced Servette and Levi that he had no interest in capturing Hans. Nobody arrived in Nice from the Munich police and whenever Servette talked with the Chief, he stuck to general business in his conversations. Servette made a point not to initiate any conversation about Hans, just to see where Bruno would go, but he no longer mentioned Hans at all. It was time for some undercover work. He called Levi again.
�We should send someone to Munich to snoop around. Do you have anyone like David who knows Beinschmidt, Levi? How is he, by the way?�
�Chomping at the bit to get out. He�s well and mostly healed. The only thing about sending him to Munich now is he�d spend all his time tracking Hans. David is obsessed about Hans. I can�t say I blame him, though.�
�Let�s hold off then. I really do not have anyone here in Geneva that could interface with our Chief. No. wait! I could send Josef. He has a special way with things like this.�
�Yes, I know he is an exceptional man, but how does he communicate with you?�
�He communicates with Max in old fashioned Morse Code by using a little metal clicker close to a telephone hand set. They can talk that way just about as fast as you and I do on the phone.�
�That�s wonderful, Piet. If you could get on it as soon as possible, I would appreciate it.�
�No problem, Levi. I will send out the troops today. Josef can drive and get there before midnight. We should have something to report in a day or two.
�Great, I�ll wait for your next call, and thanks again Piet.�
* * *
It was six months later when, quite by accident, Hans saw David talking to the Chief outside the police station. He couldn�t believe his eyes. He figured David was dead or at the least incapacitated, but there he stood, big as life. The two shook hands and David walked to his car, and Bruno went back inside the building.
Hans followed David and found himself in a non-return lane at the airport. David left the rental car and boarded a plane to Tel Aviv.
So is David the double agent? He must find out. Bruno must know David was in Mossad. It had come out in the newspaper while David was in the hospital. No self-respecting Nazi would knowingly be friendly with a Mossad agent. No informed Mossad agent would be friendly with that particular Munich police officer.
He began a thorough investigation of David. David was not with Miriam, he found. That verified what she had said when they were together � retired and moving to Australia. Hans� adrenalin was flowing, his mind was working overtime. He felt back in his element again. In all of the months, since he had learned about Bruno he had only taken out one Jewish couple. They had been as easy to kill as the Kleins, the servants who worked for his grandfather, but he was not as motivated as he had been with the Kleins. The Kleins had led him to his emerald, but it was a tortuous path on which he remained and still just out of reach.

CHAPTER 26

Rome � Munich � Tel Aviv
When her Rome assignment was finally over, Miriam flew home to her beloved Israel. As the El Al jet flew high above a deep azure Mediterranean, she thought even though the time away from Israel had passed quickly; so many things in her life have changed. She had worked hard in Rome, but still had time for a few days away from the office. Closing her eyes, she thought how she had grown to love Italy, especially northern Italy. She would always cherish that weekend she spent at Lake Garda in the glorious restored 16th century Palazzo. She had no idea that her breath would be taken away with the wondrous view of the lake after driving up that winding mountain road. The travel brochure she had read at the tourist agency in Rome was right. Set in the hills above Salo� the view from II Palazzo was spectacular; with vineyards just below the Palazzo and olive trees in abundance, and the lake � the lake! An aquamarine jewel set between towns and hills that surrounded it. That was one of the best vacations she had ever had ever taken. She could see herself, in her mind�s eye, sunning around the pool, tourist-like wandering carelessly through the small towns lining the lake, scuba diving and even trying to windsurf. She had gone back to the same place twice and would go again if her time in Rome had not ended.
The stewardess gently touched her shoulder and asked if she would like lunch � lunch � �Yes, thank you� � but how could she ever forget that feast in Venice on that weekend escape from Rome�s heat last July. Besides that lunch to remember for ever what was it about Venice but gondolas, the Grand Canal, music, churches, and oh yes, the Piazza San Marco, with the great Basillica and the Doge�s Palace. She would go back, someday, she promised herself.
The stewardess returned with her lunch tray. Well it isn�t like the food in Venice, she thought, but I am hungry enough to eat anything. Looking out of the plane�s window, seeing the Mediterranean as a blue-green dot below she knew she would be glad to get back home, even after the different job and adventures in Italy. She wanted to be in the field again. She had to admit that she was even looking forward to seeing David again even though she was completely over him now. Would he want to see her? It was the biggest question on her mind, and she had entertained all possible variations on its answer during the remainder of the flight.
In Tel Aviv, after the plane came to a stop on the tarmac at Ben Gurion International Airport, she reached up into the overhead bins to get her carry-on bag. Just another few minutes going through customs, wait patiently at the baggage carousel for her bags, and she would be home again in Yisra�el � first though, at hotel King Saul, just around the corner from �The Office,� where Levi said a room would be waiting when she came home. Then after a long hot shower and a good night sleep, Matso Meal Pancakes, fresh squeezed Jaffa orange juice and a cup of strong black coffee in her favorite little caf�, just down the street. Later in the day, she could begin looking for a suitable apartment. Levi had offered to find her one, but she told him she�d do it herself. She had better taste that he did, if his office was any indication. That was the main reason she had arrived two weeks early: to go visit her brother and his family in their kibbutz near Hebron and get re-adjusted back into the Israeli way of life, without interference from anyone from the Office. She would only communicate via the Rome office, a system she set up before she left � no one would know where she was, even Levi. Then on the first Monday in May, she would make her grand entrance, and walk into Levi�s office unannounced, just to see that look of surprise on his face, his green eyes questioning.
* * *
Levi knew he should be preparing David for Miriam�s return. She had not told him the exact date of her arrival, just that she would notify him when she was back. He needed to figure out a way to get his best team back together. He would spring it on them rather than announce it as a pending assignment, otherwise it would give them time to think up excuses why they couldn�t work together again. They worked so well together before, but were too proud to overcome their past disagreements, whatever they were. That had to come to a halt because he needed them desperately for this case. Servette agreed. If they could be re-united to pull off this new Munich assignment in a couple of weeks, then they could head the Klement Compound case, since that the kill and slash maniac in Europe had evidently gone underground. Nothing had been heard from him for four or five months, so it was time to tackle another case. Communiqu�s from Buenos Aries, had convinced Levi that steps should now be taken to find out what was going on there. The Buenos Aries office seemed to feel that there could be a connection with the killings in Europe. No longer could the compound simply be under casual surveillance, it required some more action, and he knew just the best team to do that.
* * *
When Miriam walked into Levi�s office without being announced by Mirtha he was filled with joy and he hugged Miriam warmly. He told Miriam she looked wonderful and with a glow about her that he had never seen before. The Rome assignment had obviously done her good. Levi also realized how much he had missed her. He was hoping David would feel the same.
The two of them spent the morning debriefing and catching up. Then Levi took Miriam to lunch, leaving shortly before eleven so David would not run into them. This had to be handled carefully, Levi knew. Miriam had not mentioned David, and neither had he. Tomorrow, he would get them together and proceed as planned.
* * *
Dr. Chen Yang sat at his desk and signed the documents that would start construction on his Yang Life Institute on the land he had purchased six months ago at the eastern edge of Munich. This was a private moment he needed because soon much talk and construction activity would commence. But, for now no one knew his intentions. The public believed the new buildings would house classrooms and laboratories that would eventually become a medical college. That�s the way he had explained his project to investors and the press. Only five more months and the Whittelsbach Emerald would come up for auction again. When he had that healing gem in his possession he would unveil his emerald miracle healing techniques and his fame would spread world wide. He knew that when everything was in place, people would make pilgrimages to Munich for his emerald treatments and he would be famous and rich beyond his wildest dreams.
Dr. Yang was fully aware of the tricks the brain played on most people and he planned to exploit them to the fullest extent. Nevertheless, his intentions were mostly honorable for he knew that the most stubborn ailments, the ones where cures could not be found through traditional means, would respond to his emerald treatments. This was really not a trick � the process of helping people believe that they felt happy or sad, well or ill. His techniques would close the gap between medical science and belief. He had the training and respect already in the European Medical profession, so would never be accused of being a charlatan. This would be his most daring medical experiment, and he damned well planned on succeeding.
The new building would be completed in about a year, and in another six months the facility would be in full service, established on the trendy European treatment center scene, full of well-heeled customers hungry for his break-through treatments. In the meantime, Yang set to working out the details of those treatments. It provided a mental rest from his laboratory experiments and the heavy load of surgical patients. He also continued investigating backgrounds and recruiting every qualified individual from the University Hospital staff that he felt might add to his new center.
The plans he had for the emerald could be known to no one. Not even his wife knew about them, and he planned to keep it that way. He knew there would be difficulties in obtaining the emerald via an auction, because he could not attend himself to bid on the gem. A trusted emissary would be required on his behalf. However, he must have the Wittlesbach Emerald, for it was to be the centerpiece of his entire healing center.
* * *
The loud ringing of the phone on the nightstand woke David. Who would call at this ungodly hour? The clock�s red digital glow showed five in the morning.
�David, get here as soon as possible! I have an assignment for you in Munich. You have been anxious to get back in the field, haven�t you? Well, here�s your chance.� Without waiting for a reply, Levi hung up the phone. He�d already told Miriam yesterday to be here at six for her next assignment.
As David�s feet hit the floor, he groped for the switch on the bedside lamp before aiming for the shower. Minutes later, he pulled on his chinos, donned a tee shirt and baseball-cap and left his apartment. Taking the elevator down to the underground parking lot, he headed toward his beat-up jeep, climbed in and started the engine. The roar echoed through the cavernous garage. Time to get up everyone, he thought and smiled. He pulled out in the pre-dawn light, the commuters not yet clogging the highways, and took his well dissected short-cut to the steely-grey Mossad building on King Saul Boulevard. There was little traffic on the streets still silver from the late night rain. Waving at the guard at the entrance to the parking garage who nodded his head, then started the heavy steel barrier dropping slowly into the driveway. Spinning the Jeep�s tires as he always did, he drove down to the lower level to a parking spot near building�s garage entrance. Retrieving his pass-card out of his battered wallet, he slid it through the magnetic slot, waited for the electronic recognition to open the bomb-proof door, walked passed the elevator and bounded up the stairs three at a time. It felt great to have his energy back. Stair-bounding had always been part of his daily workout at the Office, and he never took the elevator except when he had been on crutches. The bastard who shot me, thought David, when I catch him�, if Levi is sending me to Munich� I wonder what�s up�another slash murder?
Slightly out of breath, he entered Levi�s office. David was looking forward to the assignment whatever it might be, but when his eyes fell on Miriam, sitting on Levi�s couch facing away from him, he almost stopped breathing. He stared speechless, then walked past her quickly over to the window and stared out, seeing nothing. If this was some kind of joke that Levi was playing on him� He tried to calm himself, his back to both Levi and Miriam, but instead felt his apprehension and blood pressure rising. The atmosphere in the office was like a courtroom just before the jury returned with its verdict.
Levi noted that Miriam did not look at David until he walked to the window. �Come on you two! Say hello! It�s been a quite a while since you saw each other, so whatever happened, this is a new day, and I need you both for an important mission in back in Munich. You get to go in disguise! Now say hello. Let�s get this awkward moment over with.�
�Hello, David,� Miriam said with no feeling what so ever. Just saying the words she realized she could handle the situation, that she was over him. �How have you been?�
David knew anything more than a casual reply would reveal his feelings. She was being pretty calm about this, so why couldn�t he be that way also? �The body is fine, Miriam, thank you. How are you?�
�Couldn�t be better.� Now all she had to do was stick with the party line and everything would be fine.
�How was retirement? You get bored and decide to come back? Were you living in your brother�s kibbutz, that one you tried to get me into?�
�Retirement?� She started laughing, �Levi, you old goat, did you say I was retired?� They both looked at Levi.
�David, I didn�t want you knowing about Miriam�s assignment, and Miriam, I didn�t want you knowing what David was doing either. So there! I can be devious, too. You can tell each other anything you want now. I�m going to step out and get us all some coffee. I�ll be right back.� He left, hoping that while he was gone they would find a way to communicate again.
After a long silence David asked, �So where were you?� Just being able to speak to her again seemed to calm him down a bit.
�Rome. I worked at the Rome station. I really liked the work, had a great crew, but there wasn�t any field action. I missed that. Now, I hope Levi has something for us. You don�t have to worry about me, David. I�m not the same person I was.
David focused on the job she did in Rome and asked more questions. By the time Levi finally returned with the coffee, they had relaxed a little more. Levi took the floor.
�Are things a little better now?� Levi inquired, looking between the two of them. Then he realized that wasn�t what he should have said. �Look, I have a very important assignment in Munich and only you two can pull it off. You both know the city, you both know Chief Beinschmidt and I damned well know you can work together like no other team I�ve had before.�
David was angry that Levi would simply assume he could work again with Miriam. How could he show so little respect for his feelings? He glanced over at Miriam sitting there looking like she owned the world. There was a tranquility about her that he�d never seen before. Yes, she had changed, and, maybe it was time for him to change, too. Reluctantly he began to focus on what Levi was saying.
�On this trip to Munich you are going to see if you can get the goods on Chief Beinschmidt.�
�Good old Bruno?� asked Miriam, shocked. �What�s he done?�
Levi and David filled her in, including details about the SS-slashing deaths of the couple who owned the safe house where she and David had stayed. Miriam said it had been her fault then because Bruno had followed her home from the hospital, and thus he knew the address, but they reassured her that he could have found that out easily from the phone number and that was some time ago, when they still trusted him. Levi told her that Inspector Servette sent Max to Munich over a year ago and once when he was in the Chief�s office questioning him he noticed Hans� file half hidden on the Chief�s desk, even though Bruno had made no mention either to Piet or me he even knew anything about Hans when he spoke to us. Then the chief suddenly dropped all talk about Hans, making all of us suspicious. No suspects for the SS slasher killings had ever been picked up for questioning as far as we know.
�Beinschmidt has some files, including Hans�, and I want to get my hands on that. I want a copy of that file, and I need anything on the two officers who replaced Marvin and Herzog, you know, anything that would show us that there was a connection between Hans and their deaths It�s beginning to look like there might be a connection between Hans and Beinschmidt.� When David and Miriam started to break in Levi held up his hands. �I know�I felt the same way when I first heard. Bruno is more closed off than ever before, and we�re determined to get to the root of it before we share any more information with him. It will be tough to break into the Munich police station, but that�s exactly what I need you two to do. David, Malcolm tells me that you are a wiz at copying documents with that new miniature camera you�ve been working with.�
Levi had their attention now. �We�ll do a broad daylight maneuver. You will come to Munich as Mr. and Mrs. Phillipe Sanchez from Madrid. Miriam, you name is Maria. I believe you both can pass as Spaniards with no problem, and I know you can speak the language pretty well.�
David looked at Miriam. Of all the roles Levi could have cast them in, being a married couple was the worst and they both knew it. Could this be some game Levi was playing? They became suspicious. Was he serious? They began to protest.
Levi was expecting this response and had it covered. There was no choice in the matter he said. This was business, very serious business, their futures were on the line, and if they pulled this off, he had an even more critical assignment in Buenos Aries for them. They had once proven to be the best team in the Mossad. It was about time they proved they still were. Too much time had been spent lately in front of computers and too little out in the field. If there was a problem he wanted to know, but only if it was one that could affect the success of the assignment. He hadn�t the time or the patience to deal with any petty personal matters now.
David and Miriam fell silent as he continued to fill them in, then Levi gave them airline tickets for next Monday.
Mirtha brought in lunch on a tray, and they spent the rest of the day being briefed. They were told to report back at five the next morning. Levi wasn�t going to allow them time to talk amongst themselves and mess up this assignment. Before they left back to Munich on Monday, he had every hour filled.

CHAPTER 27

Munich
Back in Munich, as the bellhop opened the door to the suite for the Spanish couple at the Hotel Haverling, David realized there was only one queen size bed. The entry room was furnished with a large couch and a table with two matching chairs. At least they could sit and be comfortable and have a place for Miriam to put her laptop. However, the sleeping arrangements�what was Levi thinking? After the bellhop left them, Miriam stood staring at the bed. She had a funny look on her face.
�There must be some mistake,� David said before she could respond. �Levi would never get us a room like this. I�ll be right back.� David went down to the front desk to inquire.
�We didn�t have a room with twin beds, Mr. Sanchez, so we upgraded you to a suite, at no extra charge. I hope everything is fine.�
�I have a snoring problem and must have my own bed. Is there a chance the room next door is unoccupied?�
The clerk looked through his records and smiled, �Yes, as a matter of fact it is, but that room is also a suite with living room and queen size bed, identical to the one you have, sir.�
�Let me have it then.�
�Do you want two suites, sir?�
�Yes. Is there a connecting door we might use?�
�Of course, but the price will be doubled, sir.�
�That�s all right; give me the two suites then.�
When he returned and told Miriam of the change, she said the Office was paying for their trip anyway, so do not worry about it. Why was she being so reasonable? Maybe she really was over him completely. Was he the only one with a problem? He had to make sure. Since they had the rest of the evening free, why couldn�t they have a nice dinner and enjoy being friends again, she suggested. David figured that he would look like a fool if he declined, so he agreed. During dinner, in the hotel dining room, they filled each other in on all that had transpired since their separation. David told her he had become proficient at the graphics program, spent too much time on the shooting range and working out to get back in shape and generally vegetating hoping for another assignment. Now he knew who had taken that mysterious photo, the one that only had �Hans� written on the back, which had been mailed from Rome. She had taken the shot the night they were at the Zebra Club, the night he was shot. He told her they could not make out enough details in the picture even though they had tried for quite a while, probably because of the strobe lightning in the club. Servette had later sent a photo he thought might be Hans taken at the Swiss border around the time they had been visiting with Servette and Max in Geneva. That would explain why there had been no more killings in Geneva after that. At the crossing, Hans had auburn hair and freckles and claimed to be a college student. David had worked that picture over, with Malcolm�s help, changing the hair, nose, and mouth to see how he might appear sans disguise. They needed a basic picture that they could depend so they could apply any disguise. That was the reason he had insisted on Miriam putting that picture file into her laptop. They might run into Hans, even though their assignment was only about the Chief and getting his files.
The conversation turned to what they were to achieve while here in Munich. According to Levi, evidently, the police had netted scores of people from the local nightclubs, and one might be Hans. According to one of Max�s sources, close to the Munich police department, that dragnet was to try to capture the killer known as �The Dagger.� Now they were charged with finding out if those suspects had been photographed, and if so, Levi wanted the pictures, names, and addresses of any who could possibly be Hans. The Chief had not shared his information freely, with either Levi or Inspector Servette, thus it would be imperative to get to his files and see what he really knew.
David and Miriam reviewed the strategy they would take with the Chief. As Phillipe and Maria Sanchez, they were searching for their stepson, Julio, the son of Maria�s deceased former husband whom she had raised since age ten. They had not heard from Julio for ten years and decided it was time to see if they could locate him. He had left home after throwing a temper tantrum when he was eighteen. For almost four years, they had tried to find him, but they had not been able to locate him no matter how much they looked. Finally, one of Julio�s friends told them that he might be in Munich. Could the Chief please help them? They wanted to look at mug shots Bruno had on file to see if Julio had ever been picked up.
Phillipe and Maria Sanchez were in their fifties. They were dressed in Spain�s style of the day. Phillipe, in his high-collared embroidered shirt, was getting a little gray. His coat and pants were two sizes too big, making him look weaker and less muscled. Maria�s hair was still jet-black, held in place with colorful combs. She had a mole on her left cheek and thick eyebrows with green thin-rimmed glasses on a chain around her neck, which she would put on or take off depending on how close she was to whomever she was talking with. She wore heavy pancake and had reddened her cheeks, applied green eye shadow, and fake eyelashes. She also sported long scarlet fingernails, big earrings and several gaudy bracelets that she jangled frequently. She had a habit of sighing heavily to flaunt and emphasize her generous padded bosom. Phillipe had a scar on his cheek in front of his left ear going down to his chin. He wore dark glasses because of the detached retina surgery he had just had and he would bore the hell out of anyone who he could get to listen to all the details. He also had a limp from a car accident. Ever since his appendectomy, he had become a health nut, in case anyone wanted to hear about that. Thank God, his sweet Maria was so solicitous and understood him better than other people did. She knew when he was tired or upset and needed to rest a bit so he would not get his high blood pressure up and he would surely need to rest while in the Chief�s office when Maria persuaded him to go out to the car to see her pussycat, Brutus was all right and had enough water. Oh, how he hated to travel with Brutus, but his dear sweet Maria wouldn�t have it any other way. By the way, wasn�t that an interesting coincidence that her pussy�s name was almost the same as the Chief�s? Moreover, with Maria talking incessantly about her kitty, the Chief wouldn�t stand a chance. Then also, strong men really attracted her since her husband was so frail.
As they reviewed the roles they would assume with Chief Beinschmidt, David and Miriam burst into soft laughter. All during dinner, they planned how they would get to his files. Miriam would get the Chief to take her on a tour of the station since, as Maria, she was so fascinated with police work and wanted to learn everything about what he did to stop crime and find missing persons. Then �poor Phillipe� would have one of his attacks and have to go to Bruno�s office to lie down. Since Phillipe�s vision was so poor he could never read anything that happened to be lying around, so he was harmless and he would prove that by demonstrating the great difficulty he had discerning the images in the books of mug shots. He would be very slow going through them anyway, so that maybe he could look at them again while he rested. It was quieter in the chief�s office than out in the visitor�s room where people usually looked through the albums. The Chief�s wonderful, understanding, secretary, Liliane, would stay to help. It should be easy to get her to give him the privacy to nap a bit, also. Moreover, they felt Bruno would probably prefer to spend time with Maria anyway. She would play on his ego bu telling him he must be so brave and charming to get to be the Terrorist Chief and personally direct his men on their dangerous missions. She would tell him must be very intelligent and strong, too. Could she feel his muscles? How would this big hulk of German manhood be able to resist?
By the time they finished dinner and drinks, they were relaxed and now on much more friendly terms. However, when they got back to their suites, the picture changed. David thought they should both use Miriam�s door. He would enter his suite through the connecting door and that way no one would know they had separate quarters. Much to his surprise, Miriam agreed. As soon as they entered, he told her goodnight and went to his room.
Try as he might, David couldn�t sleep, frustrated he got out of bed and put on the medical video showing detached retina surgery. These videos, Malcolm had provided for them: of a car accident, where the victim was pried from his vehicle; one on health foods; and another on high blood pressure would give them the details they needed to maintain their assumed roles while in Munich.. He had watched all of them at least once a day for the past week in Tel Aviv, until now they were like second nature. In her suite, Miriam also had videos on cats that she had been watching every day, in addition the same ones on health food and high blood pressure that David had. Before coming to Munich, they had perfected their facial disguises spending at least four hours a day practicing their roles and their Spanish, as Phillipe and Maria Sanchez. Tomorrow, they would be ready to meet The Chief.
* * *
Dr. Yang stood at the glass lectern in the television studio. He was dressed in a white hospital coat over a shirt and tie with stethoscope draped around his neck. He removed the glasses from his handsome, authoritative face. Behind him hung a four by six whiteboard with a gigantic green hexagonal emerald with the word EMERALD written below. On a small table beside him, four cases of emeralds were stacked near a huge computer monitor. As they rolled tape, the cameraman gave him the signal to begin.
�The origins of illness are more than just physical, because discord in the emotions and mind lead back to physical discord as well. Inner disharmonies block the flow of the life force.� Dr. Yang picked up one of the cases from the table and opened it to display an emerald. He lifted out the large stone. �The emeralds we use here at the Yang Life Institute address the physical manifestation of illness by resolving the inner causes of disease.� He put the case back on the table and stepped forward. �I am Dr. Chen Yang, founder of the Yang Life Institute in Munich, the first of its kind. For seven generations my ancestors have been doctors. Many of the emeralds you see here go back that far. My family has preserved the ancient wisdom, and now I, Chen Yang, carry our family tradition of healing into the current day to acquaint you with the benefits and scope of Emerald Therapy.
�Emeralds increase the force of life energy throughout your entire being.� Dr. Yang moved to the whiteboard and drew radiating lines outward from the large emerald to emphasize his point. He turned back toward the camera and continued, �They do this by enhancing needle-like fibers, the key components that direct life energy into the physical body. In addition, they perform various other functions: in the emotional dimension and in your karmic dimension, they manifest as life pattern lines; in the dimensions of your mind, they create formulas that your mind uses to make life decisions.
Emerald energy provides these fibers with a �tune-up,� loosening, cleansing, and lubricating these delicate fibers. The fibers are thus freed from obstructions and become more flexible and efficient so that more energy can move through them to all aspects of your being.� He paused and gestured to the monitor, which displayed moving green fibers emanating from the large emerald, filling the rest of the screen.
Emeralds focus their healing effects on the area of greatest disharmony in your body, the source of your disease� A large red spot appeared on one of the fibers. �When you first receive Emerald Therapy here at the Yang Life Institute, energy floods your aura, locates areas of physical disharmony, then like an eagle spotting its prey, it swoops down.� The green emerald fibers on the monitor suddenly spilled around the red spot, which shifted and faded into a clear color finally filling with green and conforming back to the shape of the other fibers. �Emerald energy enters your body through osmosis where it disintegrates the disharmony that manifests as disease and discomfort.�
A picture of Einstein appeared on the monitor as Dr. Yang continued. �There are four cosmic energy systems. They are: Gravity based Atmosphere, Human Aura, Energy Fields, and Universal Energy.� As he pronounced each, its name appeared on the monitor. �In the Einsteinium theory of vibrational medicine, the human being is multi-dimensional, made up of a dynamic interplay of complex, regulatory energy fields.
�The Yang Life Institute heals illness by directing energy into the body instead of through drugs or surgery. Orthodox medicine uses external energy for treating illness, such as radiation for cancer treatment, electricity to alleviate pain and shrink tumors and electromagnetic fields to stimulate fracture healing and alleviate the pain and inflammation of arthritis. Our bodies have self-healing electrical feedback loops, which promote cellular repair whenever the body has been damaged. The movement of life-force is guided by subtle patterns within the esthetic body and higher frequency inputs into the human energy system, a hierarchy that coordinates electrophysiological and hormonal functions as well as cellular growth within the physical body.�
Pictures of the healing modalities flashed by on the screen while he spoke slowly and distinctly. �Healing modalities such as homeopathy; light, color, music, and magneto therapies; and emerald crystals can improve human functioning and thus heal illness. The connection between the physical body and the subtle forces of the spirit is the key to understanding the relationship between all matter and energy.�
Dr. Yang stepped back to the glass lectern to make his conclusion. �Thank you for allowing me to introduce you to the Emerald Therapy we provide here at the Yang Life Institute. Patients who undergo our treatments will receive complete instruction from our practitioners before beginning each step. Further information may be obtained by calling our main office, located at Munich University Hospital. Thank you.�
The cameraman concluded the taping and asked Dr. Yang if he would like to pre-view it, but the doctor said he was rather busy and would look at it next week. He would then bring along three colleagues whom he hoped to interest as practitioners. He would show it to them and get feedback on the film. Much of the success of his institute would rest on this initial introduction. He would need plenty of feedback to edit it perfectly. In the process, he hoped also to find a silent representative to bid for him on the Whittelsbach Emerald, the gemstone he believed that was perfect for its healing qualities � an uncut natural stone with just the correct inclusions for prime radiance.
* * *
David slipped the small rubber wedge underneath the Chief�s office door to hinder anyone who might try to enter. Shoving his dark glasses up over his forehead, he pulled the bottom drawer of the file cabinet open and began rifling carefully through the folders as quickly as he could. He knew the lower file drawers were more likely to hold what people wanted hidden; nevertheless, he did not miss any of the drawers in the file cabinets. He took the miniature camera from inside his jacket and shot pictures of anything that looked relevant.
Bruno had not appeared to be very busy when his secretary, Liliane, escorted them into his office. She had brought them coffee and busied herself in their service and comfort immediately, especially when she had heard how frail poor Mr. Sanchez currently was. She had even offered to dim the lights in the office, but Phillipe assured her he had the strongest dark lenses his ophthalmologist could prescribe. They could withstand any indoor lighting but his poor eyes prevented him being able to read, which was much more likely to affect his comfort. Before she withdrew, he told the Chief he envied him having such a wonderful secretary. Visiting a country that was so hospitable, he added, reminded them of their heritage. He would be sure to visit the German Embassy back home in Madrid and report what gracious service he and his wife had been afforded on their trip here.
Miriam had then begun her charming routine as Maria and had finally coaxed Bruno into giving them a complete tour of the station. She only let up on the lively banter to gaze attentively into his eyes when he pointed out details as he led the tour. Phillipe soon wilted and had to go sit down. He assured them he would be fine on that nice sofa in the Chief�s office, to go ahead without him. Bruno didn�t bat an eye and continued alone with Maria. He figured she needed a break from Phillipe as much as he did, after being forced to listen to the interminable details of Phillipe�s detached retina surgery.
By the time they returned, David had finished going through the file cabinet and was lying on the couch. He had removed the wedge from the door and no one even knew it had been in place. Maria handed Liliane some marks to order lunch for all four of them, which she did. Maria also asked her if there were other older books of mug shots because her Julio had come to Munich once several years before and he had told them about going to several nightclubs in town. He had always been a bad boy, and maybe the police had picked him up for some reason. Liliane said she would go downstairs and get them after lunch.
When Maria went through the books, she left slight lipstick smudges on the pages she wanted David to photograph.
Maria also found time to ask Liliane about the computer system. She was learning computer technology and wondered if she might get an idea of how to use one efficiently. Liliane replied that if she came back tomorrow, she would have more time to work with Maria on the computer, so they made a date to meet again for lunch.
Bruno wanted to show her the line-up room and the crime lab and they both would be free tomorrow afternoon as well. At this point, Phillipe was being tolerated as a necessary evil to the proceedings and was being roundly ignored in their plans for tomorrow.
The next day, when Bruno and Maria left, Phillipe asked Liliane who was the worst criminal they had to deal with in Munich. She immediately told him about a Nazi sympathizer who slashed his Jewish victims. He asked her if she had a picture of this fellow, and she said no, so far they had not been able to capture him, they had found no way to identify him. He might still be in Munich, or not, she added apprehensively. He had also killed two of their officers, which made it too close to home for her. Phillipe asked who was killed and who took his place. She replied with a shudder that the new officers file were in the computer, but she could not share it with him, as it was a private personnel file. He backed off and said he was just going to lie down on the Chief�s couch for a few minutes to let his eyes relax a while. He did appreciate her patience with him.
As soon as he got the door closed and the wedge in place, David got on the Chief�s computer using a disk that scanned the whole computer to look through the personnel files. This system was open, as Liliane had confided freely to Phillipe that he did not know how to use his computer, so his system bypassed the technical programs he did not want to be bothered with. He quickly located two files each for Gottschlag and Neuschondorf � the originals, then the edited ones. David copied the files onto a disk he pulled from his pocket, put the computer back to its original state, and returned to the sofa in less than five minutes, his task completed. He could not believe how lax things were in the Munich police station!
Then it dawned on David � the Chief�s briefcase! He got up from the couch, walked around the desk looking for it, and saw it sitting inside the leg space of the desk. He sat down in the Chief�s chair, bent over, and started looking through the manila folders Max had inside his briefcase. Just as he spied the document titled Huber Family Tree, Liliane tapped lightly on the door. He could see the wedge was under the door!
He quickly rose and went to the door, knowing it was Liliane � Bruno would have simply walked in. He quickly removed the door wedge, opened the door slightly, and peeked at Liliane. �I had almost fallen asleep. It�s the only thing that gives me any relief. Do you need something?�
�Well, I hate to disturb you, Mr. Sanchez. Never mind. I�ll wait till the others get back.�
�Thank you, Liliane. Call me Phillipe, remember?
�Of course, Mr. �Phillipe. Sorry to disturb you.� She pulled the door closed.
David had no idea what she wanted and he sure wasn�t going to ask. He had to get to that file he had seen. He went back to the desk, but just as he got the paper in his hands, before he could snap a shot of it, Liliane knocked on the door again. He quickly stuffed the paper in his coat pocket, shoved the briefcase back into position, and raced around the desk to the couch just as the door opened and Bruno walked in with Maria.
* * *
At dinner later that evening, David talked. �Looks to me that the Chief is making the most of the political aspects of his job, and neglecting crime prevention.�
�I agree. I found out most of the prisoners in the holding cells were petty thieves and drug dealers. No one was being held for murder, no terror suspects, only domestic cases really. When I questioned that, The Chief told me that murderers were quickly transferred out of the station jail. When I asked him who the worst murderer they�d had was, he recounted a recent axe murder.�
When they returned to their suites, David noticed Miriam�s black panties and bra lying on her bed. Did she put them there on purpose? He had not seen them before they left. Just when he was feeling safer with her, she had to go and do that. He did not pause to say goodnight this time just walking straight to his room and shut the door.
* * *
David knocked on her door to go to breakfast the next morning. As he waited for Miriam to complete her �Maria Sanchez� makeup, he began telling her about Isobel, the girl that he had been dating while they were apart. Miriam acted interested rather than jealous and wanted to hear all about her. David wished he had never opened his mouth.
�She works at the radar station in Tel Aviv.�
�So, you�ve been going with her for a couple of months?�
�Not really � maybe a month. I also go out with anyone that interests me now. Let�s get some breakfast.�
During breakfast, the Bernstein confessional floodgates opened. David told her of his exploits with every girl he had been out with since they parted. He was trying to prove something it seemed, but she did not interrupt and never mentioned a single person she had dated. However, she was certain she never would, after hearing all David had to tell. He was totally wrapped up in himself these days. Moreover, he questioned the motives for everything she did or said, so communication between them only really worked when it stayed on the subject of work. She felt a little sorry for him.

CHAPTER 28

Tel Aviv � Ein Hod � Munich
When David and Miriam returned to Tel Aviv with the Beinschmidt files, Levi immediately turned them over to Malcolm in the Research Department to analysis and send him a report as soon as possible. He was especially interested in their analysis of the Munich Police photos to see if Research could identify Hans in any of them..
�Good work you two. I take it that the file collection went off as we planned.
�It was easier that we anticipated,� Miriam replied�, Chief Beinschmidt turned out to be lecherous enough that I was able to handle him like a charm.�
David laughed. �And you certainly turned on those charms.�
�Well, Research has the files now and I have asked them to process the material as quickly as possible, however they are rather overloaded at the moment. Malcolm assured me that they would get on them as soon as they can. Meanwhile, you two have earned a few days off. Why don�t you take it easy and I will call you in when the files are finished. If you leave town, don�t go too far away, and pay attention to your cell phones.�
�Levi, may I talk to you in private, please?�
�Ok, Ok, I can take a hint! David responded as he headed out the door.
Levi�s response to the disappearing man was, �And keep that cell phone on, David,� was lost in ethereal space between his office and the hallway to the stairs.
Shaking his head and rolling his eyes, Levi turned to Miriam. �Ok, you�ve got privacy now, what is it?�
�I�m going up to visit my brother in Ein Hod, and I need to use an Office car, please.�
�How is Jacob? So, is he still making pots in that artist Kibbutz?
�He is just fine, Levi. Thank you for asking, and in fact I hear he is in the process of preparing for an exhibition of his pottery in the Chagall Artist�s House in Haifa. Since his wife Sara teaches full time, he asked me if I could help him mount the exhibit. I should be gone only a couple of days, and, yes, I�ll keep in touch. You have Jacob�s number in my personal file, I presume.�
�As long as I can get in touch with you fairly quickly. Just ask Mirtha to give you a requisition for a vehicle from the Office pool, and have a good time � and give my best to your brother. I tried my best to get him to join our work here, you know.�
�Yes, I know, Levi, and that is the reason he won�t set foot in Tel Aviv. Sara says he�s afraid of what you will talk him into the next time. Miriam grinned, kissed the grizzled Marionette on his cheek, and bounded out the office door.
* * *
As Miriam drove the Ford Bronco through the Tel Aviv suburbs, a light drizzle began to dot the windshield. Turning on the windshield wipers she thought, I hope this doesn�t keep up all weekend. Turning North onto Coastal Highway #2 she was glad that she had gotten away from the city as early as she did. She relaxed and the miles seemed to pass by quickly, in spite of the rain. Just past Herzliyya, a golden light began to break through the gray sky and the rain stopped. The sun came out fully and bounced off the next road sign announcing the city limits of Netanya. Driving on the city by-pass Miriam couldn�t help remembering the weekend she and David spent in that small beach front hotel just after they finished their training. Surprisingly, she felt a nostalgic tug, but quickly pushed it aside, and kept her mind on the road ahead. Keeping to the speed limit, she was surprised at how many cars flew by her in a flash. Before she knew it, she was driving by one of her favorite places in all of Israel, the ancient city of Caesarea. As a teen-ager she spent a summer on a dig there sponsored by Hebrew University, and could, almost by heart recite the history of the area, pounded into her young head by Professor Hertzell.
Caesarea was believed to have been built on the ruins of an ancient tower, known as Straton�s Tower that was probably an early agricultural storehouse for the King of Sidon. Later, since it was on the coast, a shipbuilding industry flourished during the Hasmonean kingdom. Straton�s Tower remained a Jewish city for two generations, until the Roman conquest of 63 BCE when the Romans declared it an autonomous city.
The pagan city underwent vast changes under Herod the Great, who renamed it Caesarea in honor of the emperor, Caesar. In 22 BCE Herod began construction of a deep sea harbor and built storerooms, markets, wide roads, baths, temples to Rome and Augustus, and imposing public buildings. Every five years the city hosted major sports competitions, gladiator games, and theatrical productions.
Caesarea also flourished during the Byzantine period. In the 3rd century, the Jewish sages exempted the city from Jewish commandments, as by this time the majority of the inhabitants were non-Jewish. The city was then chiefly a commercial centre relying on trade.
The French king, Louis IX, ordered the construction of high walls, the ruins of which she could just make out as she drove by, and a deep moat. However strong the walls were, they could not keep out the Egyptian sultan Baybars, who ordered his troops to scale the walls in several places simultaneously, enabling them to penetrate the city.
Then for years, Caesarea lay in ruins until the settlement of Qisarya was established in the 19th century by Muslim immigrants from Bosnia who built a small fishing village on the ruins of the Crusader fortress on the coast. During the 1948 Arab-Israeli War it was conquered by Jewish forces
With the establishment of Israel, the Rothschild family made an agreement to transfer most of their vast land holdings in this area to the new state. In his will, Edmond James de Rothschild stipulated that this foundation would further education, arts and culture, and welfare in Israel. As she continued along the Coastal Highway, she could just make out the Rothschild estate nestled on a tree-covered hill to her right. She remembered visiting that wonderful estate, as a thank-you, by Baron Rothschild, once during her dig. It was during that party she realized that there were some people that lived in a very different world than her own.
Leaving her university memories behind she began to watch for the turn off to Highway #70. At the stop sign on route #4, she waited until a large semi-truck lumbered by probably on its way to one of the large cities down south. Turning left Miriam accelerated to just above the speed limit and tried to relax, but she was keyed up about seeing her brother and his family. Before she knew it the sign with brightly painted flowers and handsomely lettered Ein Hod flashed by and she slowed for the right turn on the narrow macadam road into her brother�s kibbutz.
The sides of the road were spread with a glorious blanket of with flowers in all colors of the rainbow. What a welcome, she thought. This little village was nettled on a hill covered with cypress trees and flowers � flowers everywhere!
Parking on a paved area labeled Tourists and Busses, on the outskirts of the village she got out of the Bronco and a gentle, fresh wind from the Mediterranean blew across her face. She turned towards the sea, leaned against the warm hood of the bronco and breathed the magical air deeply several times before walking up the rough stone path into the village. Several villagers nodded to her without saying a word. Had it been that long since she had walked these steps up to her brother�s house? Was she already a forgotten family member or even just another tourist here to wander from gallery to gallery looking for something on sale? Up a short alley behind the amphitheater, she entered a stone arched structure with a long tile sign that read [image: ][image: ] She knew the sign translated into English was �Golden hands & Black Coffee� and because her brother painted that sign he free coffee any time he wanted it. As she entered the small building, a shout of �MIRIAM,� came from behind the small bar, �Where in the world have you been? It�s been ages since you graced our fair community.�
�Avi, It�s good to see you. How is Baraq?�
�I am fat and sassy and my bolt of lightning is running around loose somewhere, I don�t know, but you can be sure he will flash in here as soon as he hears that you are back in town. Are you going to be here long? Isn�t it time you settled down and got pregnant like the rest of us cows.�
Sitting at the bar Miriam giggled. �No, my leash is only as long as a couple of days, and I haven�t found anyone worthy of my fabled loins, since you ask. How about pouring me one of those hideous beers you and Baraq make out in the back alley somewhere.�
Avi got a dark bottle out of the cooler, popped the top, and as she handed it to Miriam, she laughed and said, �You can be so cutting when you haven�t had any loving for a long time.�
�How do you know it�s been a long time, girl?�
�Tell me; tell me, quickly before your straight laced brother shows up.�
After a long pull at the amber bottle, Miriam responded, �There�s nothing to tell, girl. I�ve decided to become a virgin and lead a life white as snow.�
�Yeh, I bet! Anymore lies like that one and you�ll grow a tail and swing from the trees.�
Before the friendly banter and laughter rose to a fever pitch, a tall, olive-skinned, good-looking man walked into the Caf�, grabbed Miriam in a great bear-hug, and lifted her off her feet.
�My little sister. Bar hopping even before your come and say hello to your brother.�
Almost unable to breathe in his crushing hug, she struggled, and finally responded, �Jacob, you know you won�t let anyone into your studio before four o�clock. The last time I tried that you threw a ball of clay at me.�
Putting her down on the bar stool, he sat next to her as Avi placed a beer bottle in front of him.
�Avi, what will Sara say when I come home smelling of a brewery before supper? But I guess I can celebrate my little sister�s visit with one of you infamous brews�
Just then a bushy bearded, bear of a man came bounding into the caf� and walked up behind Miriam and threw his arms around her and in a deep bass voice asked, �Why are you sitting here with this wizen, string bean, when I am on the loose.�
Jacob jabbed the huge man in the ribs and responded, �Your sure on the loose, that�s right, and be careful with my little sister or you�ll crush every one of her ribs.
In another half-hour of friendly chatter and laughing, the small bar-caf� was filling up and Jacob and Miriam bid good-by and walked hand in hand out into the bright sunshine and along a stone path to the small stone house that she loved so well.
�How long can you stay, little sister?
�I�m not sure. Probably only a day or so.�
�The Office�s still got you on a short leash still? Where are you off to next?�
�Come on now, Jacob, you know better than to ask questions like that.�
Jacob pushed open the small iron gate in the stone wall covered with ruby Bougainvillea. They walked up to path and as they entered the cottage a voice cried out from inside, �I thought you two would never get here. Jacob, you wash up, supper�s almost ready. Miriam, come her to my kitchen and give me a hand with my baba ghanouj. The two women hugged like long lost schoolchildren and scurried around the kitchen dancing and giggling.
After supper and the table cleared, Jacob brought the unfinished second bottle of wine out to the stone patio behind the house and sank into an easy chair. Miriam and Arella soon joined him and as the evening grew quietly dark, they sipped the dusty wine with small talked until the chill chased them inside.
As she lay on the saggy bed in the guest room, before she dropped of the edge of sleep, Miriam thought, I want this life! It is time to make a break!
* * *
Back on King Saul Boulevard David and Miriam had settled into a calm platonic relationship being together while maintaining a polite civility. Levi had long ago guessed that the two had once been in love. However, the warm quality between them was missing. It did not really matter. Levi felt sure they were capable of pulling off the upcoming assignment because they had done so well in Munich.
�When we confirmed that both Neuschondorf and Gottschlag came from the Klement Compound, in Buenos Aires, we resolved to penetrate it,� Levi began.
�Excuse me Levi!� Miriam interjected. �David, do you remember that report Ringo sent us about the Klement Compound � you know, some time back?�
�Yes, I remember reading that, but we never did any follow up on it. It was back when we were green; we�d never overlook that now, huh?�
�As soon as we leave here, I�ll send a communiqu� to Ringo.�
�That�s good, Miriam,� Levi commented, �but you�re going to meet Ringo face to face in a few weeks. I am going to send you two down to Argentina to look into that group. Now we have to figure out who will go with you to Buenos Aries. Both of you will have full command over the operation, assigning each task. Check with Ringo though. I don�t know which of our agents runs the computer system there. Find out how many agents he can let us have. We�ll need at least eight. Remember there will be no discussion on the details of the operation itself.�
�Okay, Levi. Can you explain exactly what we are to do there?� she asked.
�You and David are going to help me develop a plan. All I am at liberty to say now is we will get inside their compound so we can plant bugs all over and hear everything that goes on there. Talk about bugging a place! This will be the granddaddy of them all.
�How will we get inside, Levi� David inquired.
�That�s the primary problem we have to overcome, David, the goal that you will be free to modify after we see the layout and fully understand the obstacles.�
David was still seeing no way this assignment would work out.
Levi continued. �We must make all that goes on in that compound transparent. We have looked on from afar long enough. Now we need to find out what preparations are being made there for this anti-Jewish movement we keep hearing about in Germany. We think that compound may just be the planning base for the rise in Nazi furor in Europe. Why did four people show up in Munich a few years ago? Why did one leave then return from Geneva? Why do they have a full training field in their compound? How many are they training, and for what? All questions that need answering. Most importantly, our sadistic slasher, Hans, came directly from there, many years ago and he�s still out doing evil and we can�t catch him!� Levi�s voice had elevated as he talked. �How is he evading capture? What did they teach him that he could become so invisible to us? When we answer these questions we can put a stop to the killing of civilians and our agents!�
Levi rose from his chair, filled with adrenalin and rage. �As for Hans, Servette has come up with nothing in Geneva. Interpol has come up with nothing, and for sure, Beinschmidt isn�t cooperating in Munich � at least with anything that he will share � the bastard! Therefore, the burden rests with us to capture the creep who is murdering our people. We believe Hans has some kind of special protection because of his connection with the Klement Compound and his rise in Buenos Aires as a wealthy and philanthropic businessman. But is that all there is to him? There are many questions to be answered and I�m sure they will lead to even more, but we will explore those, too. We�re going to get that son of a bitch. We have to become as sneaky as he is. We must get inside and stay inside with our bugs until this mystery is cleared up and the Nazi compound is put out of commission.�
David and Miriam looked at each other, then at him. Neither had seen Levi so worked up. Suddenly he began wheezing and coughing.
�We�re with you, Levi.� David stood up and put his hand on Levi�s shoulder. �Are you all right?�
Miriam also rose from the couch. �Levi, we will do our best. Can we resume tomorrow? I have to get a lot of information from the Buenos Aries hub so we can come up with a working plan.�
Levi recovered. �Of course. I have some things to go over, too. I will see you both tomorrow.� He walked over and slumped heavily into his desk chair.
David and Miriam walked out heading towards the computer lab. �I feel the same as Levi. I�m ready to carve that bastard up the way he carves up his victims ever since he shot me!�
�That�s understandable, David, but we have to find him first. Maybe the compound is providing some kind of protection for him. Now I see why we�ve been assigned to this mission!�
�I don�t see how we�re ever going to get inside � I�m so damned angry!�
�Maybe just drop a bomb and be done with it. You think we could really get away with that, David?�
�Could we make it look like an accident? I don�t know, Miriam, I�m too mad to think straight.�
* * *
Hans� research on David Bernstein led nowhere. He discovered David�s age was thirty-five, his residence listed only as Tel Aviv, but no street information, and the university he was attending, but nothing more. He must be deep undercover, Hans concluded. He couldn�t decide if David was a double agent or if Bruno was. Solving this dilemma filled the majority of his time thinking, investigating, spying on the Chief. He would get to the bottom of things with him while he was still in Munich. It would eventually lead him to David. Just a few more months, then he�d get his emerald. Maybe then, he�d go to Australia, marry Miriam, and retire in luxury for the rest of his life, if he could just hold on that long.
For Hans, boredom was the most punishing thing he could endure. It only lead to deeper research on the Mossad and its operations. He had decided they were definitely the Jewish equivalent of the Nazi SS. He had researched them, too and learned enough about how both organizations operated so that he was awed that he had never been close to capture. It must be my lucky emerald that has kept me safe, he concluded.
He got in his car to wait for a call from them, waving at Tom as he reversed out of his driveway. Tom motioned that he wanted to talk, but Hans, disguised as Mike, pretended not to see. He stopped at the top of the hill, and removed his Mike disguise then put on a very elderly-looking facial apparatus that had the shaggiest wrinkles of any he had worn. No one bothers an old man, Hans thought.
Out of habit, he drove by the Munich Police Department. Nothing going on there. Last time he had caught a glimpse of the Chief with some Spanish-looking woman in the parking lot. She was showing him pictures of something and Bruno must have liked her because he was laughing. He saw him put his hand at the small of her back as he guided her inside the station. It wasn�t his wife. Maybe he was having an affair. He�d stay closer and follow him home in the evenings for a while to find out more. If Bruno left to go out after the evening meal he would follow him then, too.
* * *
At the next meeting of the GRS, Bruno brought up the Whittelsbach Emerald mystery to Gottschlag and Neuschondorf, and reached into his briefcase for his Huber Family Tree file. He looked up at the men quizzically and resumed searching again, angrily pulling every paper from the case, and piling them on the table. Suddenly, with fire in his eyes he screamed, �Somebody has been in my briefcase! The file on the Hubers was here. It�s where I�ve kept it since I got it from Brunner.�
�Who could have taken it?� Neuschondorf asked.
�No one gets near my briefcase. I always see to that.�
�What about your secretary?� Gottschlag wondered.
�Liliane has been with me since Denmark. She would never do such a thing. Someone has taken it from me. Now we�ve got another problem. Could Hans have disguised himself, slipped in, and gotten it? Why would he want it? There has to be another person involved. If it�s anyone on my staff, they are dead. Thank God it wasn�t some Compound plan we were supposed to put into action. Just the same, we can�t permit this incident to stand or go unpunished. We�re done for the evening. I am too upset. We�ll meet again next week and pick up where we left off�
* * *
Hans watched Neuschondorf and Gottschlag leaving Bruno�s house. So, they do meet in private! I wonder what�s up. Maybe I�ll be getting a call soon. I�ll know to watch them more closely from now on. Hans looked at his watch and saw it was just ten, perhaps early for the end to a meeting after dinner. Had the two men come just for dinner? He would continue watching, nevertheless.
* * *
After thoroughly going through everything in her own office, Liliane began frenziedly searching through everything in the chief�s. She had never seen him so upset. What was so important about a family tree file, she wondered.
By five, she had found nothing. When Bruno got back, she worried that he would fire her. If she left now, maybe she could side step the issue. She gathered up her things and went home for the evening, hating the thought of coming in tomorrow.
However, the next morning when she entered the office, her boss was already at work. She hesitantly opened the door to his office and peeked in. �Here�s your coffee, sir.�
�Thank you, Liliane. How are you today, my dear? I�m sorry I put you through all that yesterday. I�ve remembered where I laid the paper I lost. So just go on about your usual work.�
Liliane did not like the sound of that. She knew him too well. In ten minutes, the buzzer on her intercom went off.
�Liliane, could you put a call through to Mr. Phillipe Sanchez in Madrid? Put it directly through when he comes on the line, please. Thank you, my dear.�
Liliane hated to have to tell him the number she Mr. Sanchez had given her went to some laundry in Madrid. Her problems had just begun.

CHAPTER 29

Tel Aviv � Munich � Buenos Aires
Wearing stiffly pressed khaki shorts, and an Israeli army field shirt minus any insignia, Miriam was sitting cross-legged on the conference room floor, next to Levi�s office, reading Ringo�s latest communiqu� from Buenos Aires out loud to the team members gathered around her. We have an aerial map of the twenty-acre Klement Compound gathered from a satellite fly-over. From the Buenos Aries Land Office we obtained construction, electrical and plumbing schematics of the estate. We suspect that a tunnel may go from the back of the main house under an asphalt-topped area the size of a city block to a training field surrounded by spruce trees. A six-acre farmland garden complete with chicken house, cows, pigs and a pond for ducks, surrounds the training field on 3 sides. From the street it looks like the two places � the houses and training grounds � have nothing to do with each other. In the past fifteen years, the estate has increased in size by the purchase of surrounding land. The original open ground has been enlarged and besides obvious military-like training, the children of the compound play baseball, basketball and ride their bikes there.
The Klements purchased the two houses on either side of the main house when they came up for sale a decade ago. Mrs. Ricardo Klement, now age eighty-one, resides in the main house with servants and unknown others. Her daughter occupies one of the side houses, and her daughter�s three grown sons, all single, Adolf, Werner and Korloff, live in the other house. The whole compound is registered in Karlene Klement�s name, the daughter, age fifty-two.
She laid the paper down, looked at the group, and said, �Ringo told Levi he can only spare us two full-time people, but their communications system is at our disposal and his Buenos Aires team can help us get transportation, housing and anything else we might need. We will have satellite hook-ups for wireless reception. It looks like everything is in place for us in Buenos Aries on Monday evening. Remember, our purpose is the electronically bug a large compound of buildings.�
�Good!� Levi commented. �David, do you want to add anything?�
�Just a reminder that we must at all times maintain our identities as couples, tourists from various places in Europe. There and there must be no recognition of each other while traveling, other that we might have met while traveling to Argentina. Miriam and I will leave on Swiss passports. Lenny and Jan will have British passports. Forbes and Marla will be carrying Spanish passports. We will be flying Alitalia Airlines from Ben Gurion and fly to Rome where we will have about a three hour layover, but we won�t have to change planes. Then it�s about a thirteen hour flight down to Argentina. Remember, no weapons with you of any kind. For our weapon needs, give Levi a �want list� by tomorrow, and he will send it to Ringo. Let�s see, what else. Oh, yes, Ringo has a safe house set up for the six of us � a small apartment complex just a couple of blocks from the compound, where each couple will have their own small apartment. We will be part of a tour group after we arrive � therefore, we don�t have to be worried about being seen together. Theo and Rolf, from the Buenos Aries unit, will be our Argentinean tour guides, even with a small tour bus for our group. They will primarily operate as drivers on an as-needed basis and will be located in an office, identified as Turismo Buenos Aires setup as a tour company between our apartment building near the Klement Compound. That one will be our observation base for the compound. It is a four story building, so we can use an upper office to observe the Compound. It also backs on an alley so we can enter from there unobserved. Any questions before we dismiss? Okay, we�ll go over all the procedures again tomorrow and then Wednesday we�ll make any final changes to our plans. Thursday we leave for this adventure. That�s about all I have on my list. Spent some time going over the photos and information Ring sent and then we�ll get together tomorrow to begin to work out our plans to bug that Nazi compound. Levi, do you have anything to add?�
�No, I think you have covered it very well. I�ll meet with you tomorrow to answer anything questions I can, but I think Ringo�s material will get you started. Most of the details will just have to be worked out after you are on site. I guess that�s all. I�ll see you back here in the conference room tomorrow at nine sharp�
David was wired after the session. As he rose from his chair he stretched his muscular arms over his head and arched his back. He asked if anyone wanted to join him at Frankie�s for a nightcap and Forbes, Levi and Miriam responded, saying they�d meet him there.
At the bar, Levi wrapped his big paws around the tall Cutty and soda, took a swallow and said he wished he was going with them. David pulled on his Goldstar dark Larger and glanced at Miriam as she took her first sip of a salt encrusted Margarita � a drink that reminded her of Hank. It was her new favorite as it allowed her to keep her psychological distance when around David. The four of them chatted about the political situation in Israel and the latest Palestinian protest in Ramallah. It was always understood that no agency business would be discussed at Frankie�s, even though their next assignment crowded their brains. When the waitress came by their table again they all agreed to another round.
�I�ve been wondering, does travel really broaden the mind,� Forbes asked of no one in particular after the new round arrived.
�I�ve often wondered that myself,� volunteered Levi.
�Of course, it does,� Miriam replied. �Travel makes it real rather than imaginary. What do you think, David?�
David looked up from his beer and said without missing a beat, �If you have a well-developed intellect, you can imagine your own journeys, Miriam. But we like to fool ourselves; and it keeps us entertained. A person who allows events to push him hither and yon has no control of his or her mind.�
�What does that mean? What does that have to do with travel?� Forbes asked, wondering if the others were on a trip he had just missed. Levi, David and Miriam laughed and asked if he wanted another drink, but he replied he had better get home, he needed to explain to his wife about going to Argentina with another woman as his wife. They all laughed and responded, good luck. He left, throwing some bills on the table and bid them goodnight.
Levi announced he had to leave too, �Forget the bill. I�ll put it on the company tab. Stay and enjoy yourselves, you two. See you tomorrow.�
�Goodnight, Levi,� David said turning to Miriam, �You going to have another drink, Miriam? I think I will.�
�Why not? Order me a vodka and tonic this time.� Miriam felt a small movement inside her breast, a little seismic shift, as she relaxed. �I�m waxing philosophical, and vodka keeps my head clearer,� she explained, a smile spreading on her full lips, her hazel eyes twinkling.
�So what�s your philosophy tonight, Miriam? To do or not?�
�I�m leaning toward to do. How about you?�
�That�s where I�ve always been, Miriam.�
�Wait a minute! Remember our pledge!�
�Who the hell made a pledge? I sure didn�t.�
�Our agreement, David, you know what I mean. Let�s talk. There�s something I want to ask you.�
�I don�t want to talk. What�s wrong with you tonight, Miriam?�
�What�s wrong with me? It�s time to leave. Be careful on the drive home.�
�Go on without me, Miriam. I still have some things to work through. Waitress!�
�See you tomorrow then.� Miriam got up and left David staring at his drink. She waited outside in her car until she saw him walk out, and peer around the parking lot. She rolled down her window, �Come on, David, let�s talk some more.
* * *
Dr. Yang was horrified when an unidentified body was found on his property. The publicity would be very damaging. He refused to discuss it with anyone at the hospital but that did not stop the talk, despite his warnings to his staff. They remembered clearly that patient who had been slashed in the same way. So the killer was still on the loose. They couldn�t ignore it.
The police came and questioned several hospital employees, looking for a connection they might have missed to the Stratton murder. The headlines blared, Dagger Strikes Again! Dr. Yang could not avoid the officers, but he gave them only terse answers, insisting he had patients that needed looking after. He did admit he knew the killer�s first name: �Hans, somebody.� The officers wanted to know how he knew that. Had he had reported it before? Dr. Yang told them he had, they could just look at their own records. �Actually, I said it was �that fucker Hans�,� he said and excused himself.
* * *
At the end of the day, Chief Beinschmidt decided that Hans must have the missing papers. Somehow he needed to force Hans to give back the papers, perhaps by threatening to arrest him. At their next GRS get-together, Gottschlag and Neuschondorf agreed.
Hans received a call the next morning ordering him to drop the papers in the mail, but he denied having them. Bruno threatened he would have him arrested by noon and Hans replied that he wouldn�t be around at noon and hung up. Enraged, Bruno ordered Gottschlag and Neuschondorf to handle Hans. But they didn�t have the faintest idea where he might be. His cell phone number didn�t give them a clue. They left frustrated promising results as soon as possible.
At lunch, Gottschlag complained to Neuschondorf that the Chief was getting too paranoid and bossy. Who really cared about Hans� family tree anyway. He�d always done the job. Now if Bruno started pressuring him, they might lose him. How could they get Bruno to lay off?
Neuschondorf said he�d try talking to the Chief to see if he could bring him down a notch. But if he kept rocking the boat, they would need to do something about him. The three stingers coming from Argentina next month to implement their GRS plans in Germany, wouldn�t be happy if the Chief screwed things up. They needed Hans more than ever now.
* * *
Late Thursday evening the team from Israel landed in Buenos Aries.
After the couples passed through security and picked up their bags they took various cabs to the apartment building that Ringo had arranged, and settled in as a tour group, excited to explore Argentina.
* * *
Servette learned about the new Dagger murder by reading the small article in the newspaper. Chief Beinschmidt had not called in an update on the killing, so Piet called Levi to see if he had heard anything.
�No, Piet. I didn�t know anything about it. I wonder why Beinschmidt didn�t tell you about it? I appreciate you telling me because now it definitely looks like there may be a connection between the Munich police and the Dagger. It seems very suspicious to me.�
�Do you think we should mention any of this to Interpol?�
�Let�s wait until my team gathers more concrete proof, then we�ll have more to give them. In the meantime, keep your eyes and ears open. I think the Chief is getting a little paranoid as well as being almost dangerously careless. We don�t want him to suspect anything now. Who knows what he might do?�
* * *
When Marla, wearing a red wig, pushed the baby carriage down the sidewalk alongside the seven-foot fence circling the Klement Compound, only the taped crying of a baby could be heard while she spoke into the microphone attached to her collar while the crew in David and Miriam�s apartment listened and took notes. She reported there were two additional houses on either side of the large main house, a large, low building with a number of doors and one two-storied building set back from the others, just like the satellite photo. The sentries guarding the main gate were sitting on a bench outside a shack, just inside the gate, smoking and talking. Marla saw four others outside the main house, but could not determine if they were guards or simply men standing around outdoors. The fence itself had iron spikes six inches apart on top, but no other deterrents, and could be scaled with car. All the buildings were set back about a hundred feet from the fence.
Later that evening at the apartment, the six agents reviewed the details. Since Marla had seen no dogs, they could easily silence the guards and slip in. On the training-ground there were 3 barracks-like buildings that could probably house twenty people each. At night there had been no indication of a regular time for lights-out, so they decided that the people who lived there weren�t being kept under very strict discipline. Marla reported regular physical training and military exercises by groups of twenty or more that went on throughout the day, but there was no other evidence of a military presence. What looked like a large gymnasium could possibly be a warehouse and hold almost anything. The whole compound was surrounded by wrought iron fencing, Rolf told them. Marla couldn�t determine whether or not the fence was electrified. New Aerial photos had been taken to get further layout of all the buildings, barricades and electrical lines on the property, and Ringo would bring them later in the afternoon..
According to Ringo, no problems requiring police intervention had ever been reported during the thirty years the Nazis had occupied the place. People came and went from the compound in no regular pattern or schedule.
It would take some unusual circumstance to get a disguised group of workers on the grounds. David�s crew had pondered this numerous times, but still came up with nothing. Now after a visual survey determining what type of entry could be pulled off became the week�s main assignment for the Tel Aviv crew � to be urgently thought about twenty-four hours a day by each member, for creating a successful ploy superseded all else. After a week, if they could come up with nothing, they would have to enter the grounds by stealth. Learning all they could as passersby�s would help augment their information. Photos were taken by agents strolling the grounds, in simple disguises so their efforts would not be noticed by the Nazis. Rolf picked up the film every night at nine and returned prints at six the next morning after they had been scanned into the computer at the agency.
The agents scanned the perimeter for infrared security devices. None were found, but later they decided that there could be some along the gardens and farmland bordering the training ground. To find out, Forbes, Lenny and David would scale the fence tomorrow night and check, each one taking a different side. Each woman would stand watch for her man, keeping in contact via walkie-talkies that looked like hearing aids. They also were to remove and later replace the leather sheaths that had been laid over the spiked-top fence where the men had scaled. The men memorized the path they�d take. With darkened faces and camouflage clothes, on a moonless night, they entered the grounds. David shimmied on his belly between the rows of vegetables to not disturb the plants. He managed to crawl much of the way, speeding the process. He paused to get the lay of the land and saw that the spruce trees lay just twenty feet ahead. He saw no fence or wires, so he edged closer. Latin music drifted across the field from one of the barracks off to his left where he could see several men hanging around smoking and talking under a circle of light that shined on the group. As he neared the tree-line he stood up within their shadows and surveyed the grounds. This stand of mature spruce was fairly thick, from four to ten feet deep. He whispered the details of the scene, specifying the location and size of every building to Miriam on the walkie-talkie attached to his collar. He told her he had detected no infrared sensors or security trip-wires yet.
Suddenly, David froze when he saw a man not more than ten feet on his right facing him pissing into the trees. The man buttoned his fly, turned and walked away. David did not move for several minutes. From his position he could not see where the man went. Slowly, he took a small step to the right, testing the ground so no twigs would snap. Insects buzzed around his head. He crouched down on his stomach and saw the man leaning against a shed holding a rifle. The man had earphones on and was smoking a cigarette, tapping his foot to the beat of the music coming from within the building. David rose and moved to the other end of the shed, stepping cautiously then freezing, repeating his movements. No one else seemed to be around, but David could not be certain and waited. No light came from the shed. Suddenly another voice speaking Spanish asked the man what was going on, to which the man replied: �Nada.� It had to be very near because neither of their voices were elevated beyond normal conversation level.
�We might as well go in then.� said the voice.
�Okay,� the man in view responded as he slipped down the earphones and fell into step alongside the other man who also carried a rifle.
David watched as the two walked off toward the barracks. They entered the circle of light and joined the conversation with the others. Laughter suddenly broke out among the men. David moved swiftly to the shed and planted two listening devices, one inside and one out. He stepped quickly back into the tall trees. No face under the light turned in his direction. David scooted back through the vegetables like a child racing in a crawl. He asked Miriam if the coast was clear, and on her affirmative, he climbed over the wrought iron fence and grabbed her in a kiss of relief. Theo pulled up in his van, Miriam removed the fence spike-shields and they jumped in and sped off.
David cleaned up, took off his camouflage shirt and pants, and went with Theo to a local bar, a couple of blocks from their apartment building, to join the others. Several of the others were already there. A hovering waitress took their order. The group spoke with each other in quiet, cryptic innuendos about how their explorations went but did not discuss the details. After a couple of drinks, they left the bar and walked together along the Buenos Aires sidewalk from each streetlight circle of light to the next, to their apartments with a sliver crescent moon overhead. Before parting, they agreed In the morning final plans for the Compound �invasion� would be made.
The next morning Miriam opened her eyes and saw a glimpse of David�s bare ass as he pulled on fresh shorts and reached for his tee shirt, to pull it over his head. She got up with her back to David, took off her pajama top and put on her bra hoping he watched. She slipped down her pajamas, pulled on white panties, then jeans and turned to strut into their small bathroom. Had he ignored her? She really didn�t know, but hoped not. Their small apartment had no real privacy, but there was something about their studied lack of attention that had a foundation of intimacy. It felt comfortable to each of them now that they had become open and honest about their relationship. Miriam knew she was in trouble if David tried anything, but he didn�t seem to going in that direction. Evidently they had established a working platonic friendship.
* * *
By end of the week, the operatives decided that stealth was the only way to fully enter the compound. They met in David and Miriam�s apartment before going to dinner to made their dated decision. Tomorrow at two-thirty in the morning, they would move, first disabling the front guards with tranquilizing darts then enter the three houses to plant their bugs. The next night, they would try for the buildings on the training grounds. Forbes had managed to plant a bug on the lean-to the same night as David.
Then at seven, just as they were about to go to dinner, Miriam�s cell phone rang. Ringo was calling with news that changed their plans. Mrs. Ricardo Klement just died ten minutes ago. He had intercepted the call to the coroner. �If you guys want to be morticians, you can get inside right now. I will send George with hospital coats in an ambulance. I will take care of the regular mortician�s staff.�
�We�ll do it!� Miriam exclaimed and hung up. Then she quickly explained the situation, and everyone got their equipment and weapons ready. David gave the final word: he and Miriam would do most of the talking with the family and attend to the body. Marla and Forbes would venture from the immediate scene throughout the house using any excuse to move into other rooms. They had done the drill. They had the skill. Now in for the kill, David said. Lenny and Jan would also go in the ambulance, and go to plant bugs in the other two houses during the uproar. The signal to get the hell out would be when George hit the ambulance siren then immediately turned it off. Whoever failed to re-enter the ambulance within 5 minutes, would be assumed to have gone over the fence and to then returned to their apartment on their own. If any of the team ran into anyone at any time in any house, they were to tell them they are counselors who were looking for whomever to speak to about their grief. �You�ve got to make it look like you were looking for a person to run into,� David told them.
The phone rang again. It was George on his way. They should leave now.
* * *
Everyone in the Klement compound had gathered in the main house to express their condolences, so Lenny and Jan accomplished their task with no interference, bugging every room in the two side houses. They got back to the ambulance before the siren sounded. David and Miriam were drawing out their procedure as long as they could. Forbes and Marla talked with several people in the large two-story house, carefully planting the wireless bugs as they moved through the rooms.
Finally, David and Miriam came out with the body on a gurney and carefully slid it into the ambulance. They had instructed the family not to come with them now. It would be better for all to view the body after it was prepared at the Martinez Mortuary. George handed Karlene Klement a black wreath for the front door, walked to the waiting vehicle, got in, put it in gear, and slowly drove down the circular driveway and out the gate toward the mortuary. Two blocks away, he let the six operatives, stuffed inside, out to make their way back to the apartment complex..
�I can�t believe it! We could have planned for a month and still not have been able to pull it off that well,� said Marla, and the rest of the crew agreed.
�Can we take further advantage of this situation to get onto their training grounds?� asked Lenny.
�We go back on the day of the funeral,� said David calmly, �once we learn the date and time.�
�The funeral will be in the daylight hours, so it�s going to be tricky,� Jan said.
The phone rang, and everyone quieted as David picked up the receiver. �Okay. Okay. Make sure the recording is working. Tell Sofie and Barto to let us know when anything comes up. Thanks, Rolf.�
David told the group that the Mossad couple in the third apartment, Rolf and Theo would share the listening duties and will notify us of anything significant. They will be listening in shifts twenty-four hours a day.
�That means we can leave after the funeral, hopefully?� Marla asked.
�Yes, hopefully,� Miriam said.
* * *
Ringo overheard that following the afternoon funeral the there would be a wake to be held at a large convention center in downtown Buenos Aires. From what he over-heard, everyone from the Compound would be in attendance. At four o�clock in the afternoon, the day of the funeral, the six operatives watched as two buses pulled out of the entrance of the Klement Compound decorated with wide black ribbons draped across the front bumpers. A man in a black suit got out of the second bus, closed the gate. The buses pulled in line to follow the three family limousines also draped with black ribbons. After the cars and busses left the Compound looked quiet, but those watching the proceedings could not tell if anyone remained in the Compound.
Forbes, Lenny, Jan and Marla each walked a quarter of the Compound perimeter looking for signs of life and seeing none, David sent one person over the fence to scout the place.
As the copper sun sank over the Rio de la Plata and the streetlights began popping on along Garibaldi Street, the Mossad team wearing camouflage khakis, faces blackened, got their walkie-talkies, cameras, filled their pockets with electronic bugs, and drove to the back end of the compound in Theo�s van and waited for anonymous darkness. Finally, Miriam got out, laid leather shield across ten fence spikes, scaled lightening the fence and sprinted across the vegetable garden to the safety of the trees bordering the training ground. She would give the ok for the next person to enter, when she felt it was safe. David nervously repeated quietly: �Plant a bug. Take a picture. Move on, and repeat some where else.�
Miriam headed straight to the �gym-like building�. With her ear next to the door, Miriam slowly turned the knob and opened it about four inches only to find pitch darkness. She slipped inside quietly and hugged the wall to get her bearings and allow her eyes to adjust. No light, no noise no movement, so she flicked on her flashlight. She was in a small office, placed a small bug under the desk, and slipped through another door on the far side, which opened into a large cavernous space. No sign of anyone. She gave the signal for the next two people to enter the compound.
Now Miriam had the choice of either going across the open area to the closest two-story building or getting in from the back end by circling around behind the gym structure. Taking the long way around she reached an outside door that opened with an easy twist of the knob, and silently crept through the lower level rooms lit only by the beam of her flashlight. Finding more empty offices and she again bugged the underside of each desk. Moving swiftly up the stairs she gave the signal for the others into the compound. She sent word that the top floor was all office space, then departed to the two-story building next door.
She discovered it was a laboratory of some kind. A light burned inside, causing her to crouch down quickly behind the first counter. Listening intently for a full minute but hearing nothing, Miriam slowly raised her head and peered over the countertop. No one appeared to be around. She moved to a glass-door cabinet on the side wall with shelves full of various-sized bottles and looked closely. From the labels, she could see that many contained metals, such as silver, gold and aluminum in powder form and there were also liquids like mercury and nitroglycerin. She whispered into the walkie-talkie attached to her collar, giving David instruction to enter this building, but warning him to be quiet as she had not yet scanned upstairs. He radioed back that Marla was on her way, and he would soon be there. Moving on up the metal stairwell to the opened center of the two-level room, she entered a four-sided landing with small labs opening up all around the periphery. Each small work space consisted of a metal, electrical or plastic construction shop with tools and eye shields laying about. One room on the corner was a calligraphy and engraving shop with all sorts of pens, tools, blank passports and identification papers lying on a desk under a large magnifying lamp. Returned to the stair-well Miriam saw Marla on the ground floor. Miriam waved for her to come up and start in the corner office. As Miriam was leaving, David entered and she pointed up to Marla, saying nothing as she exited out the door he had just entered.
As soon as she stepped outside the lab, she heard a baby crying. Quickly moving around the building out of sight of the barracks she notified David then decided to get the others out of the Compound. He passed the word on to the others. Miriam saw the leather shield still in place as she approached and swiftly scaled the fence. David would remove it as he came across last.
Miriam entered Theo�s van, slipped out of her camouflage garb and cleaned her face. A couple of minutes later, Forbes entered, followed shortly by Lenny and five minutes later Jan appeared. Theo yelled from the driver�s seat that the bus just turned down the side street. He was rolling. David and Marla were still out, but he had to drive away before the bus noticed them. Miriam told David and Marla to rush for the trees immediately that the van would pick them up when they came over the fence.
Marla came down the stairwell as fast as she could and raced to David who was by the door. When he peeked out and saw the bus pulling up in front of the barracks about fifty feet away he knew they could not leave by that door, so he told Marla to look for another exit on the left side while he looked on the right. David saw the metal cellar-like door in the floor and yelled at Marla to come quickly. They climbed down, closed the door behind them and continued down steep steps into the tunnel. Dimly lighted bare bulbs every forty feet or so hung from the ceiling on an open wire. The tunnel looked clear. They ran most of the way to the opposite end where a similar door lay at the top of some steps. David climbed up, lifted the door a couple of inches and peered around. He saw they were in a laundry room. No one was inside the room. David climbed out, held it for Marla and then gently closed it. Marla looked out the small window of the door leading outside and discovered that they were near the main house. The driveway lay off to the far left out of sight, and straight ahead, a short hedge grew. They slipped quietly outside and hid behind the hedge, hoping to be able to make a dash into the backyard and over the fence. As they lay there, they heard car doors slam and people talking. They were within 20 feet of the house so they had to make a break for it as soon as possible or else they�d have to stay there till it was safe. If anyone suspected them of being in the tunnel, the Klements would surely check the outside of the laundry room. David gave Marla the signal to make a run across the clearing to the cover of three tall sycamores. The trees were closer to the west fence and the activity was taking place near the front of the house.
Marla had never run so fast in her life. She froze behind one of the trees with David behind another tree in the clearing. They felt very exposed. The fence was still a good forty feet away. David whispered into the walkie-talkie telling Miriam of their predicament. She told him to stay where he was, they would make a disturbance out front so he and Marla could get over the fence. David signaled Marla to stay put and not move.
A couple of minutes later, Miriam and Jan walked down the sidewalk in front of the Klement house and stopped. They stood facing the street chatting with each other, with their backs to the guard shack. The gates were still open into the compound. Rolf pulled up to the curb in a taxi. Just as the girls were getting in, the horn suddenly got stuck. The guards and several people standing around out front stared toward the disturbance wondering what was going on. David and Marla raced toward the fence climbing over it quickly. When their feet hit the sidewalk, they walked undetected across the street to the apartments.
As they left for dinner, the team drove past the back of the compound by the training field and Jan screamed for them to stop the van. She had spotted the leather shields still on the fence spikes. Theo pulled up and David ran out and grabbed them off the fence.
Everyone was talking at once about the shield; it was a dead giveaway. No one on the Klement buses must have noticed it. They were excited that they had successfully pulled off the whole assignment that it was difficult to settle down to eat until they had all consumed at least three rounds of drinks. Tomorrow, they would pack up to leave, but before that they planned to go to the Mossad office in Buenos Aries and meet Ringo for the first time. David called him and asked him to set up return flights for tomorrow.
The non descript Mossad officein Buenos Aries shared a building with the Bank of Buenos Aries. The agency had the top two floors, the bank the bottom two. It was late afternoon when the six Tel Aviv agents walked into Mossad headquarters with Rolf and Theo and found a semi-circle of nine men and two women standing there to greet them. One of the men asked them to guess which one was Ringo, and each agent made a guess by pointing to one of the assembled group. Nobody guessed correctly. After Ringo stepped forward, everyone had a big laugh, shook hands and introduced themselves. Then they shared a catered, sumptuous feast. Champagne, talk and laughter flowed freely.
Their flights would start leaving the next day � 7:00 pm for London, 9:00 for Madrid and midnight for Geneva. Hotel reservations had been made in the respective cities and they would fly to Tel Aviv the following day, arriving around noon. Rolf and Theo had packed all their equipment for shipment back to Israel, and Ringo would report all pertinent information gained from Sofie and Barto from the bugs to Tel Aviv. The chatter tonight from the compound was good. No one mentioned anything even remotely relating to the bugs � no one was suspicious. The Klement clan and employees seemed totally distracted by their matriarch�s death and were unconscious of any intrusion into their Compound.

CHAPTER 30

Geneva � Tel Aviv � Munich
David and Miriam arrived in Geneva in the early afternoon of an overcast day, checked into the Hotel Lousahne, where they stayed their first time in the city of Protestant Reformation. Their room seemed huge compared to the tiny apartment they had just left in Buenos Aries. Nonchalantly they undressed down to their underwear and fell exhausted on the beds and napped for an hour.
By the time David awoke, Miriam had drawn a tub of water. He saw her step through the bathroom door and get into the tub. Groggily, he walked into the bathroom and sat down on the toilet paying no attention to the fact that she was bathing. He asked how the couple in Buenos Aires could listen to all those bugs at the same time. He had a nightmare about it. All those bugs they had so tediously planted, they would all be talking at once. It would be gibberish. Miriam saw that David was occupied in thought and he was not leering at her. She ventured that each listening device had its own recorder, so each bug could be listened to separately. Also each listening device had a small red light that went on, telling that it was being used.
He glanced at Miriam then, down over her full breasts past her belly, on down to her dark patch under the water and lingered there. He knew he should just get up and walk out, but he was transfixed. Miriam said nothing and didn�t move either.
All their past feelings stirred, but they both remained still, afraid of breaking a moment they knew could not last. As the moment extended they became afraid to look in one another�s eyes, like statues fixed in time and place. Neither wanted it to end: the magic had no illusion behind it.
�Miriam�I�m sorry.�
�For what?�
�For everything�for nothing� I want you right this minute��
�David��
�I�m sorry� I�m not going to touch you.�
�Okay,� Miriam replied, then proceeded to soap up her breasts as if he wasn�t there. She stood up in the tub, rinsed off and reached for her towel. When she stepped onto the bath mat, David got her another towel and laid it gently around her shoulders. She didn�t resist while he continued to dry her, softly kneading her shoulders then sliding the towel down her back patting every inch along the way. When he wrapped the towel under her arms around her breasts he clung to them holding her for a full minute before kissing her gently at the base of her neck. Not a word was spoken, no resistance felt, but there was no reciprocation either. Silently he turned and walked from the bathroom and sat on the edge of his bed. Miriam stood in the bathroom for a minute then walked out and stood in front of him the towel wrapped around her waist. David stared straight ahead at the towel. She loosened it and let it fall, standing in front of him for a long moment.
He bent forward and kissed her belly as tenderly as a butterfly. Then he put his hands around her ass and pulled her to him, his face buried in the softness of her skin so that she fell on top of him on the bed. They lay together, afraid to move and break the spell. Miriam lips brushed David�s, softly at first, then more deeply until their kisses made the world go away.
* * *
Levi was glad when his six agents proudly walked into his office. He announced a generous bonus for their successful work after listening to all the details.
Then he told them the news he had heard just that morning. Those bugs you planted are already paying off. Ringo woke me in the middle of the night and told me that evidently three men identified as �The Three Stingers� are going to Munich � a week from Monday.�
�The Three Stingers? Who are they? What for? Why does that bother us?� The questions flew from those sitting in the Mossad conference room.
Ringo said their names are Korloff, Werner and Adolf.�
�Okay, Levi. So who are they, really?� David asked.
�Karlene Klement�s three sons. They�re the grandsons of Adolf Eichmann!
�Oh my God! Yahweh protect us.� Marla exclaimed. First �The Dagger� and now them!�
After a pause Levi said, �So far, we�ve heard nothing about Hans from our bugs at the compound, but I�m sure he will be made aware of their visit. Ringo said there�s some indication that the reason for their visit to Munich have something to do with our old friend the Terrorist Chief. Ringo is sending us the transcriptions for Malcolm to stay on top of. Again I want to tell you how pleased I am for your successful adventure in Argentina. But, from the yawns around the room I suspect yesterday was a long day with a long flight. So let�s call it a day. Go on for dinner tonight�company treat. How about the Blue Goose? Let me know and I�ll make a reservation. Now leave me so, at least I can smoke my pipe in peace.�
* * *
When the next Argentinean messages came up from Research later in the day, Levi called David, Miriam into his office and told them the next saga from the Klement Compound.
�Evidently three men are being sent to Munich to kill you both! And, Beinschmidt did ask the Klement Compound to come and help his, so called GRS group, for this assistance. They plan to complete their murderous work within three weeks so when you go back to Munich to get Hans, we will keep you in a safe house until they have left.
David broke in, �What do you mean, stay in the safe house? Miriam and I can handle them, if needed, without being baby-sited.� Miriam nodded strongly in agreement.
Levi continued, �The problem is we don�t even know what they look like any more than you don�t know exactly what Hans looks like, and I�m sure they will be in disguise with fake passports. We do know from the conversations within the Compound they will arrive on Brazilian Airlines, coming from Buenos Aries to Paris. When we hear the date and flight times, we will be at Orly to try and get a fix on them. I will send Forbes and Lenny, to Paris to get the airline security videos of everyone coming off that plane, and see that they are sent back here to see what Malcolm and his crew can find for us. Then they will fly on to Munich to assist in the strangeness there�
�When the stingers get identified, what next, Levi,� Miriam asked.
Then we will be able to track them to Munich where Forbes and Lenny along with Simon will be able to work that angle, leaving you two to catch up with Hans again. I�ll stay in touch with all of you and make sure each is aware what the others are doing.�
Levi moved away from his desk and sat down in a chair opposite the couch. Miriam remained in the other chair, her long legs stretched out, ankles crossed. David noticed the way her khaki blouse was tucked under her left breast, how her lower lip pouted slightly as she turned, her big eyes alert, toward Levi.
�I�ve changed my mind. I don�t want anyone to know where you are even if you are capable of handling most any situation. My decision isn�t based on your abilities or anything in the past, but I�m sending you two to Rome. Think of it as a well deserved vacation on Company�s expense We�ll talk more about this later, but I just want you to know and be prepared to travel the day the stingers arrive in Paris. That�s all for now. See if you can�t get a plan together to have some fun.� Levi suddenly rose, signaling the end of the meeting.
David looked at Miriam who raised her eyebrows. �Thanks, that will be a treat � but you don�t need to be so protective of us.�
�There will be no discussion on this, David,� Levi responded and walked behind his desk, lowering his bulky frame to the chair with a huge sigh.
�See you tomorrow, Levi,� Miriam said and, ignoring David, walked out.
David caught up with her in the hall. �Why should we be scuttled completely from the scene? Does he really think those guys could get us? I don�t like it.�
�He�s looking out for his best team, remember? Do you blame him? I�d do the same, too. Just think of it as another vacation. What the hell?�
�But how can you be so casual, Miriam? We need to be on this case! We stand to get Hans along with the other three. I want to personally blast that fiend. I�ll go nuts being in Rome while all this is going on.�
�Look, Levi isn�t going to listen to us now � it�s obvious he�s thought this through. And remember Hans hasn�t been doing any killing for a number of months now, and we don�t know why or for that matter where he is. For all we know he�s maybe back in Argentina. Where do you want to eat?�
But all during dinner David complained and fumed. Then when they left the restaurant, David asked Miriam to come back to his apartment.
�David, I don�t think that�s a good idea. We can�t just jump back into what didn�t work before, now that I don�t want to get married anymore.�
Standing there on the sidewalk outside the restaurant David grabbed Miriam and turned her around to face him. �Damn it, Miriam. You�re so � hell�look at me! This may not be the time or place, but it�s very simple. I love you! Don�t you know that by now?�
�David��
�I almost went crazy when you left for Rome. I thought I�d never see you again. All those girls I told you about? They meant nothing to me. I love you. Isn�t that enough?�
�David! Enough! I love you, too�and that is definitely enough. Damn you! I love you too, David�it feels so good, just to say it and to say it again at last. Come on, let�s go!�
* * *
Gottschlag and Neuschondorf met Bruno for lunch at the station and told him about the �Three Stingers� set to arrive from Buenos Aires, later in the week.
�They will be coming disguised as priests on a sabbatical � Fathers John, Joseph and James. They�ll fly into Paris and rent a car to drive from down to Munich. All you need to do is make sure David and Miriam came back to Munich. Then the Mossad�s top team will be extinguished forever and the Klement clan can gradually start moving back to Munich for the revolution that will change the world again. Since three bullets hadn�t killed David before, surely three firing at the pair will be sure to succeed. Might as well take care of that Mossad woman as well while they are at it. We can�t be sure whether Hans did any of those killings in their fair city, but it didn�t matter. �The Stingers� can get rid of Hans as well as the Mossad duo and no one would have the slightest idea who they are or where they came from. We think things were finally falling into place. We have to get our hands on Hans and bring him under control and killing him will do just that.�
Bruno was pissed off by Hans� cavalier attitude. And he was sure he had stolen the Huber family papers. Gottschlag and Neuschondorf could not locate him either. Bruno was beginning to feel all the work rested on his shoulders again. Maybe the stingers could locate Hans and eliminate him. He would hope and wait.
* * *
Levi flew to Geneva to meet with Servette after Bruno�s call inviting David and Miriam to Munich because they located Han�s base of operation. Levi asked Servette�s advice. Should he allow the Mossad duo to go to Munich rather than into hiding in Rome?

CHAPTER 31

Geneva
Peit, yawning, hair sticking out like a disheveled haystack, walked into his kitchen looking for a cup of coffee to open his eyes, he found Josef reading the morning paper. Josef looked up and with a smile from ear to ear that stretching his scared face, shook the front page at the Inspector and pointed to the lead article. Peit took the paper, spread it out on the counter and began reading. He did not even looking up when Josef placed a steaming cup of coffee beside the paper. The silence in the kitchen was audible.
A loud slap on the counter accompanied by a loud, �WELL, I�LL BE DAMNED� broke the early morning silence and he looked at his dark-skinned warrior friend and exclaimed again, �I�ll be dammed!� Returning to the paper he continued reading the article about an investigation by the Grenzschutzgruppe 9 of corruption within the Police department of Munich.
�Did you read this, Josef?�
Josef, sitting at the counter turned to Peit and still grinning, nodded his head in the affirmative.
�I can�t believe it! Why all of a sudden are they investigating Chief Bruno and his boys? Levi and I have been saying all along there was something fishy going on in that German can of worms. And the GRS 9? I can�t believe it! Josef, do you know what the GSG 9 is all about?�
Josef shook his head from side to side facing Peit on the other side of the counter.
�Yes you do. Remember after the Palestine terrorist group Black September kidnapped and killed those Israeli athletes at the �72 Olympics and there was a loud outcry against the German police in their inability to deal effectively with that situation? As a consequence, German officials created the GSG 9 so that similar situations in the future could be responded to adequately and professionally.�
Josef was shaking his head up and down now. �Yes I thought you would remember.� I wonder why they have gotten involved now with our situation in Munich? If Levi is unaware of this development, I think I�d better give him a call. What time is it now in Tel Aviv?�
Josef pulled his trusty pad from a hidden pocket in his thawb, thought for a moment and wrote: Just an hour later, Boss � 8:00 a.m.
�If I know Levi, he will already be in his second cup of that terrible Turkish coffee he drinks all day, and worrying what might be going wrong in some part of the world.�
Peit dialed a long number on the telephone hanging on the kitchen wall, waited, and then asked, �Are you awake yet, Levi? Have you seen anything interesting in your local paper this morning? That�s right; I just saw that the GSG 9 is cracking down on our friend Bruno and some of his men. You wouldn�t have had anything to do with that would you?�
Josef could just make out the muffled conversation at the other end of the phone and continued making breakfast for himself.
�When did this all happen, Levi?�
Peit looked at Josef and rolled his eyes.
�How does this possibly connect with the emerald case we have been working on? I know it�s pretty early to know, but I think I will try and get hold of someone in the GSG 9 to see what I can find out � at least I can fill them in on what has been going on from our perspective. And when either of us finds out anything interesting let�s keep the other informed. I wonder where Hans fits into what is going on in Munich. OK, Levi, I�ll let you get back to that grey mud you call coffee, and have a good day!�
Josef stopped eating a piece of toast and looked at Peit with raised eyebrows. Pouring a second cup of coffee from the large French Press, Peit smelled the surging aroma and said, �I am so glad I don�t have to drink that disgusting brew Levi serves in his office. Thank you so much for your gourmet tastes, Josef. What Levi told me was that he has been trying for several months to get the GSG 9 to look into the corruption, as he called it, in the Munich Police Department, especially in Beinschmidt�s terrorist department. I guess the murders of those two Mossad agents who had gone undercover in the department finally tipped the scale. Levi was able to get some action because about twenty years ago a very good friend of his was the very person who started an organization in Israel called the Sayeret Matkal which became the elite Special Forces unit of the Israeli Defense Force.�
Josef waved his arms trying to get Peit�s attention and raised his eyebrows again.
�Hold on Josef, I�m getting to it! That good friend of Levi�s also provided information and leadership to Germany after the �72 Munich Olympic debacle and helped them put together the GSG 9 unit. Levi Just put some gentle pressure, as only Levi can do, on his friend, and the wheels began to turn again in Munich. Now what all this means for David, Miriam, Hans and that damn emerald, I have no idea at this point, but we�d better soon find out. Will you get Max to meet me in my office in about an hour, please?�
* * *
�Good morning Max, I suppose you�ve read the morning paper and have seen what is going on in the Munich Police Department?�
�Yes I have. Can you fill me in a little more about the details?�
The Inspector pushed his chair back and put his feet on the edge of the desk. �I just finished talking to Ocar Lindner, the current Commander of the GSG 9 and he filled me in as much as her could on the current situation. It seems that after some pushing from Israel and some inside information from the Police Department itself they started a very discreet undercover investigation and found out a number of disturbing facts. It seems that the good ole Chief Beinschmidt has had a long, hidden, sympathy for Adolph Hitler and the Third Reich.�
�Why wasn�t this known, Peit?�
�It seems, Max, that because of his position in the Police department, pressure on certain people in high positions, and falsifying his dossier he has been able to hide that fact. However, the GSG 9 has uncovered a possible connection between the Chief and a small group of like-minded despots that they call the GRS or Government Retirement Society, but in reality it has been their own attempt to revive the old Nazi Gestapo. The GSG 9 also has reason to believe that directions for this pseudo-Nazi movement originated in Argentina�
�How was all this uncovered?�
�Evidently an anonymous phone call about possible problems within the department started with the Chief�s personal secretary. She was unable to justify all the long distance telephone calls to Argentina during an audit. She later provided enough information to start an internal investigation, even though she was scared to death. Evidently, enough questions about Bruno�s so-called terrorist branch within the Munich Police department that the GSG 9 was called in to continue the investigation. In the course of their investigation, the GSG 9 officers found a member of the chief�s underlings who panicked and spilled everything he knew about the �Government Retirement Society.� He revealed that the group�s purpose was to rid the entire Munich government of anyone with Jewish blood starting with the Police Department. They contracted with a hit-man, known only to them as Mr. Golch, who did their dirty work for them. He didn�t think even the Chief knew the identity of this assassin. This information was enough to conduct a full-blown investigation of the Police Department, starting with the terrorist unit. I understand that Chief Beinschmidt has been charged with murder and criminal conspiracy along with several others in the department. The Chief, at the moment, is being held under very tight security in a secret location outside of Munich.�
�So where does this leave us now in our emerald caper and search for our Nazi, psychopathic killer?�
�It seems to me that I need to contact Levi again and perhaps we need to have a conference with Levi, David and Miriam to coordinate all of this information and plan how we proceed from here.�
* * *
Two days later gathered in Inspector Peit Servette�s living room were Levi Benesch, the legendary Mossad Katsa; David Bernstein and Miriam Wagner, Mossad Agents; Max, friend and confident of Servette; Simon, Munich Mossad, Case Officer; and Josef of course, listening and watching over the evening and the needs of the guests in Geneva.
Servette looked around with pride at those gathered in his living room. �Isn�t it interesting that although we have been working this emerald case for several years we have never all gotten together, until today? In spite of that I think we have been an amazing team and I am honored to be part of this quest.
Now, with Levi�s permission and all your help let�s see if we can come up with, first, a plan to put this emerald in its proper place so it will not cause the mayhem it has caused anymore and second take care of �The Dagger,� better known as Hans Huber. I certainly want him out of my city, either on a cold slab somewhere, or at least in prison for the rest of his miserable life. Third, I think we are all aware that the Munich situation with our �friend� Chief Bruno Beinschmidt and his Nazi buddies is pretty well in the hands of the German GSG 9. I have also informed them of the arrival of our friends, the �Three Stingers�, and they will be on the watch for them. But just to make sure let me go over all that I know about their particular situation. If you have any questions or any details to add that I am not aware of, just chime in.�
* * *
After the discussion of the Munich Police affair, David asked, �I guess that leaves the emerald and Hans!�
Miriam spoke up, �What does Christies want to do with the emerald?�
�Forget the emerald. I want to take care of that bastard, Hans, forever. Forget a trial and prison,� David said as he quickly got up and walked to the window overlooking Geneva.�
�All in good time, David,� Levi said as he looked at Miriam with eyebrows raised. Do you think the GSG 9 will be able to handle the �Three Stingers� for us?
Inspector, that will not be a problem at all.� With a laugh, Simon continued, �I think the GSG 9 boys will arrange a very nice �Welcome To Munich� party for their arrival. They have the approximate arrival time and there aren�t that many flights from Orly to Munich where they might be missed. And besides I have arranged that two of my people with also be part of the welcoming team, just to keep us on the inside, so to speak�
�That�s great,� Peit broke in, �I think we can erase them from our list of problems. Josef, would you please get us something to eat and drink while we save the current world?
* * *
Levi asked, �What about the emerald? What is our responsibility concerning that gem? It seems to be the main source of the trouble we have been having, especially if Hans is doing all this killings, just to get his hands on it, I might add.
Would it be wise for you, Peit, since this is your town, to get in touch with Dr. Franz at Christies and talk to him about what we can do to help resolve the emerald situation?�
�I can certainly do that and see if he has any information about the final resting place for our emerald. How does that sound?�

CHAPTER 32

Munich � Geneva
They drove through the outskirts of Augsburg and began looking for the signs to the AB autobahn, Karloff looked at the sky from the back seat of the Mercedes and remarked, �It looks like rain will be with us soon. Why don�t we stop and put the top up before we hit the autobahn. Find a place also where we can empty our bladders and this would be a good time to call Bruno, let him we�ll be there in about an hour, least according to this map.�
Werner pulled into a large truck stop, stopped beside gas pump, turned to the others and said, �My bladder�s fine, why don�t you two empty yours and call Bruno while I put the top up and fill her up.�
Coming out of the restroom, Adolph spotted a pay phone and asked Karloff if he had any marks. �All I have is paper money,� he remarked. Karloff handed him some coins and started looking at the magazines in the rack nearby as Adolph entered the phone booth.
After only a minute or so Adolph joined Karloff at the magazine rack and remarked, �That was odd.�
�What�s odd?�
�Someone named Kirk answered and immediately asked who I was.�
�That seemed so strange that I hung up. I called right back thinking I had dialed the wrong number and Bruno�s secretary, Lillianne answered and said Bruno was no longer Police Chief, could she help me. Again, I hung up. What do you suppose is going on?�
�I don�t know but we�d better talk with Adolph and decide what we do when we get to Munich.�
Climbing into the Mercedes, they mulled over different possible case scenarios as they drove on towards Munich, nervous to find out what was going on.
* * *
After checking into the small hotel that Bruno had arranged for them, they called the only other phone number they had been given for Munich and asked for Gottschlag.
�Who are you and why are you calling my husband?�
When Werner explained they were friends of her husband, from Argentina, there was a gasp at the other end of the phone.
�Then you don�t know? Chief Beinschmidt was arrested yesterday along with my husband and several others. I don�t understand why, something about corruption in his department, but that can�t be my husband. He called from jail after he was arrested and all he said was not to worry, it was all a big mistake, and he would be home soon.�
�Did he say anything else at all?�
�Oh yes, he did say that if anyone called asking for either the Chief or him and say anything about Argentina they were to get out of Munich as fast as they could and head for Geneva. I don�t know what that means, but that�s all I know. When you get to Geneva you are to call 41 22 715 1600 and ask for Klaus. Does that make any sense to you?
�Yes and no, but I hope it will when we get to Geneva. Thank you very much and when you see your husband tell him we called and are headed to Geneva. You�ve been very helpful, but please don�t tell any authorities about this conversation, especially where we are headed.�
Hanging up, Werner told the other two about the conversation.
�So what do we do now?� Adolph asked.
�We do just as she told us to do and get the hell out of Dodge.�
�You�ve been watching too many American cowboy movies, Werner, but whatever is going on here in Munich, I sure don�t want to be part of it. I think we�d better go down the back stairs and not even tell the desk we�re leaving. That may give a little bit of a head start, especially if the police are watching this hotel.
Gathering their brown robes and trying up not to trip as they dashed down the stairs, they pulled their hoods up to cover their faces as the three Franciscan monks hurried out the back entrance of the hotel. Walking sedately to the parking lot they put their suitcases into the trunk of the car, climbed in and drove onto the street.
�Drop your hoods, fools. We don�t know if Franciscan monks drive Mercedes in Germany or not. I certainly don�t want to get stopped by a, too curious, Catholic cop. I hope our Italian passports will fool anyone who stop us.�
�Yeh, as long as we don�t to have to say anything in Italian. Werner, get the map out and get us the hell out of this city and on the highway to Geneva. This trip is turning out to be a fiasco already.�
* * *
�Ok, we need to take this road down a few miles and get on highway A95 going south. Then after a few miles we take exit 39 onto A96 and that takes us all the way down to the German/Austrian border. How�s our gas?
�It�s fine and should hold us for a while, least until we get to Switzerland. I�d sure like to get out of these brown dresses, they make me feel creepy.�
�Me too, but they are our best disguise, especially if anyone taken in Munich has talked about the three of us arriving. Let�s get across the Swiss border and then we can change.�
�Where do we cross into Switzerland�?
�According to this map we have to get into Austria first, and it looks like in less then two hours. We cross into Austria near Oberhochsteg, but we�re only in Austria for a little while then we get into Switzerland near Hōchst. That�s the border I�m worried about, so I think we�d better not get out of these Catholic dresses till we�re a ways into Switzerland. Then we stay on route #1 all the way into Geneva.�
�Who do you suppose Klaus is?� Adolph asked.
* * *
As Servette walked down the hall in the Police Department, he heard his private office phone ringing and dashed in just in time to answer it.
�Inspector, I�m so glad you are there. I�m Jacob, one of Simon�s men in Munich. We�ve got trouble! The Stingers weren�t on any flights into Munich from Paris. The GSG 9 watched all the flights into Munich very carefully, and they weren�t on any of them. Did we get the date wrong?�
�No, I�m certain you had the right date because their reservations were confirmed by your Buenos Aires station and by Levi. I wonder if they missed their connection in Paris.�
�What if, for some reason, they decided to drive from Paris to Munich? They could have been spooked by the Police situation if they got a lead.�
�That would be a logical reason not to have been on that flight. Just to be on the safe side I�d better ask the GSG 9 to watch for them at the border crossings into Austria and Switzerland.
* * *
As Servette walked past the radio room he heard his name called followed by �Inspector, something just came in on the wire that you might be interested in.�
He walked into the radio room and one of the operators came forward and said, �Something about a Doctor in Munich committing suicide,� and handed him a sheet of paper. Without looking at it Servette asked, �What has this to do with us, James?�
�Read it, Inspector. It says that that Doctor was about to open a new medical clinic or something that would heal people using emeralds.� Laughing a little he continued, �Everyone around here has heard about your hunt for that big emerald.�
As Survette turned to walk out of the radio room he responded, �Thanks, James. That stone was just for my secretary.�
�Sure Inspector and elephants fly!�
Returning to his office Peit sat at his desk and read the communiqu�.
Late yesterday afternoon police were summoned to the Munich University Hospital where a staff member, a Dr. Chan Yang had reportedly committed suicide. The hospital representative told this reporter that Dr. Yang was a distinguished staff member who for years had been doing important research on the healing properties of emeralds and other gemstones. It was rumored that Dr. Yang was planning a new facility, but no specific plans were known at this time. The hospital is very confused and in mourning. No other details are known at this time. The hospital will hold a public news conference tomorrow at 10:00 a.m.
�I wonder what caused Dr. Yang to do that,� Peit thought as he leaned back in his chair. He picked up the telephone, dialed, and said to the voice that answered, �Max, glad I caught you.
Did you see that small article this morning about the suicide of that Doctor at Munich University Hospital? Check into it, will you? Don�t think it�s of too much importance, but that name does ring a bell for some reason. Thanks, and it will be so good to see you Max � talk to you later.
* * *
�We should be almost to the Austrian border about now. As much as I like Germany, I�ll be glad to get out of it this time. Too much bad stuff seems to be happening, at least in Munich.�
�Werner agreed and then responded, �What�s that up ahead? It looks like a roadblock of some kind.�
�Probably only an agricultural inspection before the border.�
They slowed down and then realized that it was a type of military blockade and began looking for somewhere to turn around. Suddenly a military jeep drove from the side road they just passed and began following them.
�What do we do now?� Adolph asked, exasperated.
�I don�t know, but let�s stay calm. Our passports are in order and we just have to act like priests or monks or whoever we�re supposed to be.�
As they approached the road block they saw that the military were all holding machine guns.
�My god, those are H &K battle rifles, just like what we got at the compound last month! That�s some impressive fire power! We�ve got to stop and the only thing we can do is bluff our way through.
As soon as the Mercedes stopped at the check point they were surrounded by a dozen of the black suited military and one man walked over to that car and ordered everyone out.

CHAPTER 33

Geneva
Emily wiped her wet hands and picked up the ringing phone.
�Klaus, how nice to hear your voice. You�re in Geneva? Are you coming by? Yes I�ll be here all day, and it will be so good to see you. In about an hour, that will be fine. I can hardly wait.
* * *
When Emily opened the door she was startled to see a stranger standing in front of her. �Who� You�re not Klaus.�
Pushing his way past Emily, her mouth opened in surprise, Hans replied, �Yes I am, Emily, just let me in and I�ll explain everything,� and slammed the door behind him.
�Now sit down and shut up you little slut while I talk. My name, at the moment is not Klaus, it�s Hans � Hans Huber, and I am going to stay with you for a few days � least until I can figure how to get my emerald and go home to Argentina.�
�What emerald � Argentina � what are you talking about?�
Hans walked over to Emily and slapped her across her face. �I told you to shut up and listen.� Emily�s terrified eyes filled with tears and her fingers gripped the arms of her chair like the claws of a bird of prey gripping it�s catch. Pacing back in front of the terrified woman Hans almost shouted, �I am not who you think I am, but that doesn�t matter � you are just here to help me get the emerald that Christies has because it belongs to me � nothing more, nothing less. If you continue to do this � do just what I say � I may let you live. But believe me if you call the police or do anything to screw up me getting my emerald I will squash you like the vermin you are. And one thing more. All that sweet talk, all that love making before was just to mold you into my little helper. I do not love you; I do not even care for you. You�re body is disgusting and I do not want to touch you again except maybe to remind you every once in a while that you belong to me and I control your destiny, your very life.
Hans went over to Emily bewildered and cowering in the chair, her eyes wild with fear.
�Do you understand my little cherub slut?
Emily nodded quickly and tried to cover her face with her arms. Hans pulled her arms down and slapped her again leaving a bright red mark on her cheek.
�OK fine, now that we understand each other, this is what I want you to do. Call your boss at Christies, that Dr. Franz, or whatever his name is, and tell him that you have taken ill and won�t be in for a couple of days. I�ll listen to that call so don�t try anything funny. Then I want you to go to that little market on the corner and get enough food and beer for my little visit. That should take you only about 20 minutes. If you are gone more that it will the end of your life, so enjoy your last twenty minutes. And, if you make any calls or try to tip off anyone that I am here, I will find out, you can be sure, and I will make your prelude to death so painful you will scream for it to end.� He grabbed Emily�s chin and forced her to look at him as he smiled viscously at her. �Now get going and make that phone call. Oh and one more thing. If your phone rings at any time, I�ll answer it, do we understand each other?�
* * *
Trembling, she could hardly pink up anything in the small market near her apartment. Near the display of apples, she looked longingly at the telephone on the counter near the cash register.
�Is everything all right Miss Emily?� Startled at the clerk�s words she dropped the box of cereal on the floor.
�Oh yes, all right, I�m just not feeling very well and need a few things before I go to bed.�
�Well let me know if I can help.�
Her shopping basket filled with whatever her troubled brain could envision, she walked over to pay for the groceries. As the clerk started ringing the items up she reached for the telephone. �May I make a quick call, please?� Without waiting for an answer she dialed Dr. Franz�s private number. When Dr. Franz answered Emily whispered loudly, �Call Inspector Servette, Hans is in my apartment and is going to kill me!� She quickly hung up, and trembling, paid for her items to the bewildered clerk, snatched up the two sacks of groceries and ran out of the store.
* * *
Emily rushed into her apartment, slammed the door and headed for the kitchen.
�You had just 30 seconds or I would have blown you head off. Well, not really, because you see I rarely use a firearm. I would take much more pleasure in slitting your throat from ear to ear. What took you so long?
�I couldn�t remember what kind of beer you liked,� Emily responded as she opened the refrigerator door and began to put things inside.
Hans walked into the kitchen and leaned against the counter. �I really don�t care, just so long as it will give me a little buzz. What�s wrong with you? You seem a little nervous. Didn�t get any ideas about telling anyone about me did you?�
�No I didn�t Klaus, or Hans, or whoever you are. I just want you out of here and out of my life.�
�Now is that any way to treat your old lover?�
Emily tried to walk back into living room, but Hans caught her arm and twisted it behind her back. He walked her into the living room and threw her down into the green, faded, overstuffed chair. She cowered in that chair afraid to look at him. Hans walked over to a matching chair and sprawled into it.
�Let�s get another thing straight lady � I love hurting people and you can be sure I am very good at it, so don�t get any ideas about escaping out that back door either.
* * *
Dr. Franz telephoned Inspector Servette and In a low conspiratorial voice, and spoke, �Inspector, this is Dr. Franz, and I have just had a most distressing phone call. It was from Emily, my secretary, and told me in a frantic, loud whisper that someone by the name of Hans was in her apartment and he was going to kill her. That�s all, because she quickly hung up. But she sounded terrified. What can we do?�
�You have done all you can. Thank you for your call. Just leave it to me and I�ll take care of everything. What is her address? Is it a home or an apartment building? OK and her apartment number? Thank you so much for the tip and I will let you know what�s going on when this is all over.�
Servette dialed a number and in a few seconds said, �Josef, Hans is back in town and holding Dr. Franz�s Secretary hostage in her apartment. The address of her apartment building is 75 Rue St. James, #27. Now don�t do anything there until David and Miriam get there. I think the three of you can take Hans out without his hurting Emily. I really want him alive, but don�t take any chances. You know he�s a vicious killer, so if you have to take him out, do it. I think you three have a better chance than if I sent in a whole hostage strike unit there. I don�t think he is aware that we are on to him. I�ll call David and Miriam and have them meet you on Sionnet just around the corner from her apartment building.�
Hearing two clicks on the phone, he knew Josef received his instructions loud and clear.
* * *
�David, I�m glad I caught you.� Survette relayed the same message to David that he had with Josef, but added, �I know you would like to kill Hans, but promise me that, if at all possible, you�ll try to take him alive. I think the GSG-9 would like to question him about all the damage he has been causing throughout Germany, especially in Munich. Also I am sure they would like to know what Bruno and his Nazi friends are up to. You can bust Hans up all you want, if that will make you feel any better, but please do not kill him. Will you please promise me that, David? David, David, you silence is deafening. Are you still there?� The loud silence at the other end of the phone made him slam the receiver into the cradle cracking it. �Damn you, David!�
* * *
When David and Miriam arrived at Sionnet Street, just around the corner from the apartment building where Emily evidently lived, Josef was already pacing the pavement, dressed in regular pants and an Eisenhower jacket over his shirt. When he saw the Mossad duo, he pulled out his pad and wrote: How do you want to do this? The three sat on bus stop bench and put their heads together.
�Any Ideas,� Miriam asked Josef.
He wrote quickly: It doesn�t look to me like you are dressed for battle, so let me knock on the door first. I�m wearing an armored vest and if he opens it, he won�t be expecting a throwing knife in each hand. If he sends the woman to answer the door, I plan to push by her quickly and let him have it with a knife wherever he is. Any better ideas?
David stood up, looked at Josef, and said, �NO, I appreciate you tactics, but he�s mine and I want to take him out � I don�t care what Survette says.�
Miriam looked at the two warriors facing each other and knew that she was a better shot than David, but doubted that she could beat the blades thrown by Josef.
�David, I certainly understand your feelings toward Hans, but let�s follow the Inspector�s request that we not kill Hans, at least not right away.�
David glared at Miriam. �Whose side are you on, anyway, partner?�
�Yours of course, but I suspect Hans won�t be taken quietly and it may take all three of us, especially if we what to save the woman.�
David shook his head. �Two against one, I guess I know when I�m out numbered.
However, mark my word; if that bastard makes one false move, I�ll blast him to Sheol, OK? Josef, I guess you get the door first. I will be slightly behind you and low to the ground. Miriam stay on Josef�s left just beside the door and try to work around Emily if she comes to the door. OK, team, let�s do this.
* * *
Josef, with a throwing blade in each hand approached door #7. David crotched down to the right of Josef, his left hand cradling his 9 mm Polymer Jericho, while Miriam was ready on the other side of the door pointing her Jericho �B� with both hands. Josef knocked door with the butt of one of his throwing knives and stepped back a couple of feet. Silence! Josef knocked again, and stepped back again. The door opened a crack and a female voice said in a trembling voice, �Who is it?� David reached over and pulled the door open violently. Josef dropped one of his knives, grabbed the woman�s arm and yanked her through the door, shoving her to the ground. Gunfire erupted from both inside and outside the apartment. Miriam fired several times, as did David, returning the shots from inside the apartment. Hearing a door slam, Miriam shouted, �He�s gone into another room. David knelt down and gently asked the sobbing woman what other rooms were in her apartment.
�Only a small kitchen and a bedroom,� She whimpered.
�I can see into the kitchen,� Miriam said. �He�s gone into the bedroom. Is there a window out to a fire escape in that room?� The woman nodded in the affirmative, her eyes filled with fear. David touched Josef�s shoulder and pointed to the bedroom door. Josef nodded and quickly headed in that direction, David turned and ran back out of the apartment shouting to Miriam cradling the petrified Emily, �I think he�s gone out the bedroom window and trying for the alley to the stairs. Bounding down the stairs two at a time, raced out the front door and sprinted around the building towards the alley.
Dusk was beginning to fill the sky as David fan down the block toward the alley between the buildings. As he rounded the corner, he saw a figure ride a fire ladder down to the ground firing several shots in David�s direction. Flattening himself in a shallow doorway, he returned a couple of rounds. Peeking around the doorway, he saw the figure hit the ground limping toward the other end of the alley. David stepped out of the doorway, took a two-hand stance and began firing at the fleeing figure. The figure groaned, stumbled, turned, and fired again at David. David, without moving fired back and the figure fell to his knees, said in a loud voice, �You Jew bastard!�, got up again and continued running into the darkening shadows. When David reached the street at the end of the ally, the figure had disappeared.
Josef at that very moment came around the corner, shaking his head when he reached David. He touched David�s shoulder and mouthed the word SORRY over and over.
David looked up and down the street and the realized that a city bus had just passed by and Hans had probably been able to get on it. He was gone! David cursed at the top of his lungs at the waxing moon.
He and Josef walked back up to Emily�s apartment and found that Miriam, with Servette�s help had taken Emily into her living room.
�She took a shot in the right thigh from Hans. We�ve stopped the blood and the ambulance is on its way.� Miriam explained to David who was now sitting on the flood, his head in his hands.
�I shot at him over and over, but the bastard got away.�
�How did he do that?� Miriam asked.
�Would you believe it, after I shot him he ran to the end of the alley and evidently commandeered a city bus that was passing by. By the time I got there, the bus was on its way and I couldn�t catch it. He was that close to me and I let that son of a bitch get away. That son of a bitch got away!�

CHAPTER 34

Geneva � Tel Aviv
Early the next morning, in the Geneva Police station sitting around the conference table, littered with Styrofoam coffee cups, paper plates with bits of leftover food, half-full bottles of water and empty soda cans were eight human beings that had bonded together during the past several months, seemingly because of a green crystal no bigger than a candy bar. In spite of the thick haze of smoke, coming from one end of the table, the atmosphere was up-beat and expectant. Conversation flowed easily.
Sitting at the head of the table, Inspector Servette banged on the table with a soda can and spoke. �I know you�re all wondering why I have invited you here today.� Several of those around the table snickered.
Miriam smiled and said, �You just want us to join the Geneva Police Department, don�t you Inspector?�
�Well I wouldn�t mind that at all, but I know Levi would object to that possibility.� Levi just smiled.
�I really want to wrap up this caper we have all been on for so many months, years I might add, and make sure all the loose ends have been taken care of. Now where do we stand? Dr. Franz, where do we stand concerning the Wittlesbach Emerald?�
�Thank you Inspector, and thank all of you for helping to find the proper resting place for that wonderful emerald. If you are not aware of it, according to Max�s detective work in Munich, and I won�t go into all the details of his search, he met with a Herr Streun, curator of the Residenz Museum in Munich. Would you believe that is the very place to where the poor unfortunate Kleins willed their emerald? Not only that, but that Museum is the same place that the emerald was on display before it came into the possession of the Huber family, many, many years ago. SO � in spite of Hans, and thanks to the Klein�s, it seems our precious Wittelsbach Emerald will finally go home after all these years. Christies is making arrangements to sent it, or to take it, to the Residenz Museum via armored car as soon as they can, Right, Dr. Franz?�
�That�s correct,� The bearded, bespectacled man said as he furiously waved Levi�s pipe smoke away from his face. �And may I say we are, not only very glad to be rid of this troublesome gem, but to be able to send it back into the waiting arms of the Residenz where it belomgs.
Clapping filled the conference room but the accompanied animated conversation was cut short by the Inspector�s soda can banging again on the table.
�That is wonderful news, and all of you are to be congratulated. I understand that official congratulations will be sent to each of you from both the Residenz Museum and the City of Munich. However I must inform you that the final resting place of the Wittelsbach Emerald will not be mentioned publically n the media at all, for security purposes. You understand.�
Max broke in, �SO � Hans got away?�
�Yes, dammit,� David almost shouted, �He got fucking away!�
Servette responded, �Well he hasn�t gotten away yet. We have an all points bulletin out for his capture, and I suspect we will have him within 24 hours. After all, he�s wanted by the Munich Police, The Mossad, The GSG 9, as well as my own Police Department, and even Interpol is finally after him as well. David shot Hans at least two times, and he undoubtedly will need medical attention of some sort.
David mumbled, �Some marksman I was. He was supposed to die.�
The Inspector continued, �All of our hospitals, clinics and physicians have been contacted to be most careful and to notify us if they should see anything suspicious. And remember, he may not survive David�s shots after all.�
�Let�s hope he doesn�t,� Miriam interjected, looking at David.
�If he does,� Levi spoke up, �We�ll just have to go after him again.�
The conference room door flew open and a young police-woman ran in waving a paper and handed it to Servette. He read it quickly and then looked at those around the table, and smiled.
�My friends, it seems the GSG 9 has just captured three men wearing Franciscan, monk�s robes, driving a rented Mercedes near Oberhochsteg, German just before the border into Austria.
The fake monks aren�t talking, but GSG 9 believes they are better known to us as �The Three Stingers.�
Another round of clapping broke out.
Crumpling the communiqu�, Servette continued, �Max, what has your intelligence turned up about the suicide of that Doctor at Munich University Hospital and his strange connection with our emerald?
All eyes were on Max. �It�s a rather complicated story, but as far as I have been able to piece it together, it started with an envoy from a Chinese Tong in Hong Kong sent to bid on the emerald at Christies then sell it to Dr. Chen Yang, the Doctor who committed suicide, so he could use it as a centerpiece for some weird healing con game in a new clinic he was going to build. I won�t go into details about that supposed healing using emeralds, other than to say there has been much speculation about the healing properties of various gem stones, including emeralds throughout history. Anyway, to make a long story short, when this Doctor realized that he was not going to get his hands on the Wittelsbach Emerald, his dreams for his new clinic collapsed and evidently he committed suicide by overdosing on a powerful sedative in his research lab. There are lot�s more there, but I think that�s enough for now.
Josef was busy writing a note that began circulating around the table. The note said: Strange that such a beautiful work of nature has been the cause of so much death.
Each of those around the table nodded thoughtfully as they read Josef�s note.
Simon asked, �So where do we go from here? It this the end?
David remarked angrily, �Well it�s not the end for me!� I�m going after that bastard, and believe me; I�ll finish him this time.�
Servette looked at Levi and said, �Levi, option is up to you, but I�m sure we all empathize with David, but I wouldn�t know where to start looking for him now. I�m sure he won�t be sticking around Geneva with my whole department on the look out for him. He can�t go back into Germany or the GSG 9 will grab him. My gut tells me that he may, somehow, find his way back near the Klement compound in Buenos Aires, and morph back into his myriad business interests there.�
�Servette�s right David. You, Miriam and I need to return to Tel Aviv, take a short rest and then plot some strategy.�
David eyes flashed and he started to stand up when Miriam put her hand on his shoulder. �Levi�s right David. I know you want Hans dead, but we�re both tired and if we keep going this way we�ll make mistakes we�ll be sorry for. We can get Ringo to keep watch on the compound for us, and when and if Hans crawls back into his lair, we can fly south and get him. Remember we still have those bugs on our side.�
David slowly nodded his head, sank back into his chair, and mumbled, �I guess your right.�
Josef had been writing another note while this conversation was going on and he got up and walked around to Servette and handed him the note.
Servette read the note, smiled and looked at his friends sitting at the table.
Josef says that he would like to prepare a special dinner for all of you before you return to your homes. Would tonight at 7 for cocktails and 8 for dinner fit into your plans?�
Miriam said excitedly, �That would be wonderful! I have already been privileged to be blessed with one of Josef�s gastronomical delights and I would postpone my flight home several days, no matter what David and Levi say, to sit again at your table, Inspector.�
Servette looked at the others, �What do you say?�
They all spoke up in the affirmative or nodded enthusiastically.
�Well, I guess that�s it. This gives you time to make your travel arrangements before you come to my home and stuff yourself with wonderful, mysterious delights. If you need any help with flights or your hotels, just let my secretary know. Again I want you all to know how grateful I am for both your friendship and your help. I think we made a great team, but I sincerely hope I don�t have to call on your services again. If there�s nothing else, I�ll see you tonight.�
* * *
The El Al 747�200 left the tarmac of Geneva Cointrin airport at 11:15, ten minutes behind schedule and began its steep climb to her cruising altitude of 27,000 feet. Pressed firmly against the silver leather seat David stretched out as much as he could, closed his eyes and felt Miriam reach over and squeeze his hand. He wondered what lay ahead for them, now that Levi had indicated this assignment was over. The many conversations he and Miriam had had over the course of the last several years about retiring from the Mossad bothered him. He had to admit he was getting tired of this cloak and dagger stuff and it might be nice to relax and not have to worry about who was going to try and take you out next. But, marriage and a family � that was another serious, very serious step, and he really didn�t know if he was ready for that yet. He knew what Miriam wanted. She had made that very plain many times.
The big jet leveled off, he opened his eyes, the �fasten seat belts� sign was now off and he saw Levi moving quickly down the aisle toward them.
�How about you two joining me upstairs for a glass of champagne to celebrate?� Without waiting for a response, he turned and walked toward the stairs leading to the lounge. David raised his eyebrows and looked at Miriam questioningly.
�Well why not, especially if Levi�s buying.� Miriam responded and began pushing David to get out of the cramped seat.
Joining Levi at the small bar, the pair noticed that there already were two flutes of champagne waiting for them.
�Don�t waste any time, do you, boss.�
�I thought I�d share a little surprise with you before we get home. The Prime Minister called just before I left for the airport this morning and told me, as a favor to her, to give you two a month off before I find another simple little assignment for you. He chuckled, and continued, I argued with him that with all that free time on your hands there�s no telling what trouble both of you might get into, but she was adamant, and who am I to ignore Golda.�
Miriam almost choked when he used the prime Minister�s first name.
Noticing her reaction, Levi continued, �And if you ever repeat that I used her first name, you�re next assignment will be in Siberia. So enjoy your flight home, finish up your written reports to the powers that be and be on you way. Oh, one more thing. Would you at least let me know where you are every week or so?�
They finished the bottle of champagne, chatted calmly for a few more minutes, David shook Levi�s hand and Miriam gave him a tight hug and a kiss on his bearded cheek, which he tried to avoid and they retreated down to their seats.
* * *
As Miriam and David walked down the hall on the familiar eighth floor of the Hador Dafing Building, a number of those working saw them and reacted with either clapping or a two fisted thumbs up. The returning Mossad team reacted with waves and smiles, embarrassed that they were thusly greeted. David knocked on a door with out a number or name and without waiting for response held the door open for Miriam.
Without turning from his view of the Mediterranean Levi responded to their entry with, �Ready to go to work again, you two?�
�What do you mean go to work again? You promised us a rest!�
Levi swiveled in his chair to face them, grinning. �I know I did. I am just kidding you. You both have earned the gratitude of our country and you shall have your rest. If we gave out metals for your kind of service, I�d be the first to pin one on each of you, but we don�t. So instead, I have reserved a suite for you at the Blue Bay Hotel and Spa in Netanya for a week. I understand that this is one of your favorite places and one where you two have tried to hide from me on a number of occasions.
Miriam looked at David and blushed. �How did you know� She asked.
�Well we are an intelligence agency after all. That�s what we do, gather intelligence. I want you to just have fun, not think about Geneva, Munich, Emeralds or me, for a whole week in Netanya. And I don�t want to see you for another month. Think you can do that for me?�
David stood up and hugged Miriam and looking over her shoulder I know it will be hard not to think of the past couple of years, but for you, I think we can manage that.�
Laughing, Levi got up for his chair and came around and enfolded his two combatants in a bear hug. �Now get out of here, you two.�
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