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Аннотация
The dynamic Commander Shaw is on the trail of an international organization that has outwitted both the British and U.S. Intelligence Services. Warmaster, "the ultimate deterrent"; a secret weapon developed by the US, has fallen into the hands of a pan-Nazi nationalist group, which threatens to destroy the newly restored peace between the major powers.
Shaw�s mission: to prevent another world war.
However, time works against him in his struggle to prevent the group�s world conquest when he becomes embroiled in solving the mysterious and brutal death of a young girl.

First published in 1963 by Harrap, London.


Philip McCutchan
Warmaster


Chapter One

The sea would have appeared like oily glass if it had been visible; but the night was dark and the fog was swirling thick and damp, so thick that the visibility was no more than a yard whichever way one looked. Albert Morris didn�t even see the door open, though he heard it right enough, and he didn�t see young Bates until the lanky figure was hard up alongside him, and even then he was nothing but a tall, thin outline below the big lamp.
Young Bates sniffed and said mournfully, �Tea up, Bert.�
�Thanks, mate.� The scalding tea steamed up into Albert Morris�s face and he savoured it gratefully. ��Bout time, too� this is what I call proper flippin� brass-monkey weather an� all! Eh?� He peered through the murk at the young man�s face, feeling the deadly cold and clamminess stealing down from the North Sea to numb his bones. �Still dreamin� about the missus and the nipper, then?�
Young Bates swore, briefly and jeeringly. �Do you mind? Sooner I get off this flippin� tub, better I�ll like it! They can flippin� keep this. I�m chuckin� in. Be home every flippin� night, that�s what I want.� He drew the back of his hand across his nose.
Albert Morris, ex-chief Petty Officer in the Royal Navy, gave a deep chuckle. �Do us a favour, mate. �Op it! Go below an� get warm. Your natterin� �as what you might call a depressing effect, this time of a filthy night.�
Young Bates moved away. Morris was left alone with his thoughts, in his cut-off little world, with his thoughts and his cough, which set the phlegm stirring in his chest. He set his tea-mug down on a ledge and swung his arms, slapping them vigorously around thick shoulders. He did this seven times and then he stopped and drank some more of the tea-noisily. After that he blew hot breath on to his fingers, half frozen beneath the thick woollen gloves. He stamped his feet, and hunched his body deeper into the protection of his duffel coat. That duffel coat, and the many sweaters and jerseys which he wore beneath it, gave Albert Morris the appearance of a friendly barrel.
But it still didn�t keep out that vicious cold.
That cold ate right into a man, right into his marrow, seemed to freeze his very thoughts and mental processes so that he was trapped in a tiny world, a private world of wooden decking and steel rails and bulkheads and that hateful fog, which penetrated damply into every nook and cranny, every fold of clothing, and left a film of wetness behind it wherever it went. Moisture hung from Albert Morris�s balaclava, from his nose, from his duffel coat. The great lamp above his head dripped condensation, its beams merged into a solid orb of brightness where the enclosing murk held the light prisoner. It couldn�t have been visible for more than a matter of yards in that pea-souper of a fog.�
Over all, muffled but mournful, was the rapid clanging of the deep-toned bell, the bell which sounded out its individual, self-identifying fog-signal at intervals to warn groping strangers to stand well clear of the Wrangles lightship, moored as usual in her station for the guidance and safety of mariners as they made their way up to Newcastle or Immingham or across the North Sea to Scandinavia; or came up from the Downs to make the London River. Strangers who would move onward to safe harbour and a good night�s sleep and a run ashore next day, while the men of the Wrangles remained in their solitude out at sea.
Albert Morris shivered and then yawned hugely, his thoughts now following much the same pattern as those of young Bates. Those thoughts sped across the cold seas to the little terraced house in Gravesend where Mrs Morris would be warmly and snugly asleep in the big double bed in the front bedroom. Only a few more days and he would be sharing that bed with her � for a spell, anyway, until duty called him back again to the Wrangles, so far out from the Kent coast. They were some fifteen miles east-nor�-east of the North Goodwin, and it was dead lonely at the best of times.
It was 2.46 a.m precisely when Albert Morris heard the stranger�s voice in the night: A syren�s brassy voice; one prolonged blast followed by two short blasts. Less than two minutes later � another three blasts. The nameless stranger was towing something and was under way, and not slowly either, judging by the sound of that second warning. Groping his passage blind through the fog, depending on his radar. Morris gave a loud sniff and wiped moisture from his face. There were plenty of lunatics at large in these days of automated this, that, and the other. He waited, fully alert now. The seconds passed. The stranger was certainly getting closer � the third series of blasts was much nearer, seemed to shatter the night with its roar. It was, as always in fog, difficult to make out just where those syren-blasts were coming from, but Morris fancied it was from astern, and to port. On the port quarter� but he could be wrong.
The lightship�s bell rang urgently.
No matter, of course, if Albert Morris was wrong; there was nothing he could do about it in any case. The Wrangles couldn�t move out of anybody�s way, and the lightship men were well accustomed to ships groping past. Morris muttered a private curse against radar. It was all very fine � but before radar was thought of ships used to stop engines in fog, and lie there, and wait in comparative security until it cleared. Now they bashed on regardless, looking upon their radar screens as divinely infallible little idols that couldn�t tell a lie.�
Albert Morris cocked his head up sharply as another, more distant, set of blasts roared out into the fog. Again one long followed by two shorts.
Another stranger. A second, almost certainly the partner in the tow, adding its cry to that of the first. The first bleated again now, and Morris fancied she was clear, hauling across the lightship�s stern, possibly after plotting her on the radar. But there was still the other one, and she seemed to be approaching the lightship from the port side unless Albert Morris was very much mistaken.
He listened hard, moving silently to the full extent of the little vessel�s beam. All his attention was concentrated now as a pinprick of fear touched him. He could have sworn he heard the approaching swish of water past a ship�s hull � even the beat of engines; and voices, high and urgent voices in an unknown tongue. The hair seemed to bristle at the back of his neck and he didn�t waste any more time. Above the furious clanging of that warning bell, he yelled out, �All hands� all hands on deck! There�s a mad bastard out there, going to hit��
He ran into the little deckhouse, reaching out for the alarm rattlers and a voice-pipe. Then the next blast came. The din nearly burst Albert Morris�s eardrums and he felt the rigidity of real fear invade and lock his limbs. A fraction of a second later he saw the high steel bows slice through the swirling fog, even saw the stranger�s starboard anchor hove home in the hawse-pipe, heard the startled shout from the bridge high above, and then those bows had knifed into the lightship�s fo�c�sle, and all Albert Morris could hear after that was the grinding, tortured shriek of lacerating steel as the stranger cut in deep, cut right through. Her sides scraped past, little more than inches from Albert Morris�s face. Then came the scream of trapped and injured men as the Wrangles lightship tilted for�ard and to starboard, deprived of her whole length before the midship super-structure. The oily sea was rushing now into her exposed innards. Morris clung to the rail. Already the stranger was lost in the fog; she had passed on heedlessly, was evidently not stopping to help, to make some amends for what the madman on her bridge had done. Red fury filled Albert Morris�s brain, and he yelled after her, calling obscenities into the night and the fog, his voice high and hoarse and breaking with passionate anger. Then a giant�s hand slapped him, slapped into the left side of his face, sending him spinning to the reeling deck to fetch up in a corner by the athwart-ships rail. Dazed, he shook his head. He was aware of men�s urgent voices in the after part of the vessel, men who would be getting the seaboat lowered � if they could! He was also aware of something else: a singing in his ears, a curious hum � a sound that his innate sense of seamanship, his instinct, at once identified for him. He scrambled up, trembling, and reached out with his gloved fingers. He grasped a thick wire hawser above his head, a hawser that ran fast and raspingly through his hand, tearing the material of the glove, tearing his flesh. His brain ticked over mechanically. This was one of the towing wires�and it was running right across the lightship.
As Albert Morris took in the implications of that towing wire�s presence he ran for the near-horizontal after ladder, making for the seaboat�s davits, but he was already much too late. The tow materialized out of the fog immediately astern of the sinking lightship just as Morris reached the head of the ladder. A huge, a monstrous, black shape with vast sides like a railway cutting� Albert Morris stared uncomprehendingly, and then the vast shape hit.
The lightship was pushed, thrust away. The great shape slid over the remains of her hull, forcing her over and under. Her red-painted sides, her great life-saving lamp, were bumped and scraped in torment along the bottom of the vast unknown thing that had finally run her down. The body of Albert Morris, with the head smashed in, went down with it into the Dover Strait, as did that of young Bates. Young Bates lay entombed in the shattered steel; steel plating that had buckled and then folded around him like a leaf. He was still alive as that metal shroud carried him downward through the sea.
There were no survivors.
Early that morning, the fog cleared.
The rising sun, coming up palely over the eastern sea-rim through a pink-pearl dawn haze, showed up a calm and friendly sea, a sea empty but for two objects: The vast wall-sided shape, motionless where it lay, and the Trinity House vessel Hilary speeding out towards the spot where the Wrangles lightship should have been on station.

Chapter Two

�And what the hell,� Shaw said coldly into the telephone, �has a floating dock hitting the Wrangles lightship got to do with us?�
It was Carberry at the other end � Captain Carberry, the Outfit�s Number Two. He said, �Possibly nothing, old man. I told you this isn�t terribly important, at least I don�t think it�ll turn out that way, and I wouldn�t normally have asked you to handle it. But since you�re at a loose end and it just might be up our street, I��
Shaw broke in, �Let�s have the details. I�m in the middle of breakfast and the coffee�s getting cold.�
�Oh � right.� There was a pause, and Shaw, running a hand irritably through his hair, heard a shuffle of papers coming along the �hush� line from Room 12 in the Admiralty. �A floating dock of indeterminate origin was found this morning, deserted, where��
�Just a minute. Did you say deserted? Nothing towing her?�
Carberry said, �Yes, deserted. Obviously there were towing vessels, but they seem to have disappeared for some reason or other. They wouldn�t have found it hard to do there was a nil-visibility fog out there last night and it didn�t clear till around dawn.�
�It�s a trifle odd just to abandon the dock, certainly��
�Exactly, and that�s what brought us into the picture in the first place, you see. I think it would be a good thing if you took a trip to sea to have a look at it. But to continue� it was found where one would normally have expected to find the Wrangles. And there�s no Wrangles and, I�m sorry to say, no survivors either. Trinity House was on the spot right away and their people have had a look-see, but they�re not much the wiser as a result � except they�ve signalled us that the dock�s fittings appear to indicate she was built in Hamburg. That doesn�t tell us much, though.�
�It doesn�t, does it,� Shaw said irritatingly Then he frowned and glanced at his watch. He would have to ring Debonnair and cancel a date now this had cropped up. �Does anyone,� he asked, �claim this dock?�
�Well,� Carberry said slowly, �that�s the odd thing, you see. No one does � at least, no one has yet. No one�s made any song and dance about any such thing having gone adrift, and you needn�t remind me, as I�m sure you were about to, that it�s early days yet. What�s worrying me a little is the fact that we�ve contacted the West German Embassy and they�re being� well, I can only call it cagey. Very cagey. They�re prepared to admit, from our description of maker�s tallies and so on, that the thing could be German built, but that�s all, and it�s only admitting the obvious, of course.� He paused, shuffling more papers into the phone. �So there�s a chance there�s something more behind this, old man, and I dare say you can see now why I feel N.I.D might become involved.�
Shaw squeezed the telephone savagely, as though he would like to strangle somebody. �Not really. By the way, what about Latymer?�
�What about him?�
�What does he think?�
�Oh,� Carberry said airily, �I haven�t bothered him, old man. It�ll do when he comes in. I�ll leave a report. I�m more than sorry I�ve had to bother you with it, but��
�Oh, don�t worry,� Shaw broke in. �I�m well accustomed to having my private life hashed up at short notice.��
* * *
A fast chauffeur-driven car was already on the way, according to Carberry. It pulled up outside Shaw�s flat less than ten minutes after Carberry had rung off.
Shaw, sitting back comfortably on thick cushions, watched idly as London, and then the Kent countryside, flashed past. He was somewhat preoccupied, though not as yet with the problem of the floating dock; that could wait till he�d had a look at the thing. He was thinking of Debonnair Delacroix� and he was thinking, with a great deal of irritation directed towards the Outfit, that things hadn�t been so good in that direction just lately, and now he�d had to disappoint her again. Feeling pretty certain of a few days� leave after tying up the ends of a routine sabotage job in a guided-weapon destroyer in Portsmouth, he had arranged to take the girl out to a quiet spot in the country. It had been a long-standing date, because he�d fixed it three weeks ago, while still in Portsmouth. With luck he might make it tomorrow, of course � but she hadn�t sounded pleased at being put off and left in the air, and there had been something else in her tone too, as if she wanted to tell him something, but he�d been in a rush and had to hang up. He�d had to break dates so often� far too often, and Debonnair was getting discouraged. She wanted marriage and so did he, but it was no good, he thought gloomily as he stretched out long legs towards the back of the front seat, it was no good at all so long as they hung on to him in the Outfit. Men like Shaw were fools if they got married; that was almost axiomatic. Marriage dulled the edge of a man, and that led to trouble, dangerous trouble not only for the man himself but also for the people with whom he worked. In this game, you had to be on the alert � always. Twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Let enervating thoughts of wife and family creep in when you were on a job and you were a dead duck. Shaw had seen that sort of thing happen � quite literally � to more than one of his friends, and he hadn�t even been able to go to the funerals in case his very presence should make him a man to be marked in the future. And he�d seen what it had done to the girls they had married, too. He wouldn�t inflict that kind of life on any girl he was fond of.
Within an hour of leaving his flat Shaw was stopped at the entrance to the R.A.F station at Ashenden, in Kent. He handed his identity card through the window. The sentry examined it, handed it back, waved the driver on, and then crashed to attention and saluted as the driver let in his clutch. Soon after that Shaw was in a helicopter and heading seaward across the Kent coast and over the approaches to the London River and the ships from all the world making port. Far out in a steely sea he saw the floating deck, looking, from above, like a great aircraft-carrier, and now in the care of four tugs dispatched from Harwich and Gravesend. Another vessel, which would be the Trinity House vessel, was lying off the dock�s starboard quarter.
The helicopter dropped to within six feet of the top of one of the dock�s high sides, and a rope ladder was lowered through a hatch. Shaw clambered down and alighted on the dock, a cold wind ruffling his crisp brown hair, the hair that was prematurely grey over the ears as a result of dangerous living and years of heavy responsibility. The sea was far below him to one side, the long drop into the dock on the other. Once Shaw was down, the helicopter rose and headed home. Shaw had been dropped near a small group of men, and one of them, a large bluff man with white hair and a leathery brown face, came towards him, picking his way over the impedimenta of the dock.
�Hullo there,� he called in a bull-like roar. �I suppose you�ll be Commander Shaw. We were warned to expect you. I�m Bennett � Trinity House.�
Shaw nodded, smiled, and reached out a hand. It was taken in a massive, crushing grip. He said, �Glad to meet you, Captain.� Curious business, this. Have you found out anything new?�
�Tell me what you know so far, and I�ll complete the picture if necessary.� Bennett�s eyes looked right into him � watchful, suspicious that things were going to be taken out of his hands by the Admiralty. �I must say your people haven�t wasted much time.�
Shaw told him what he knew from Carberry. He added, �I gather the dock�s from a Hamburg yard. Right?�
Bennett smiled, the eyes almost vanishing in the folds of weathered flesh. �Right so far,� he said. �She�s German all right. Brand-new construction with a good many new features, and obviously going a long way. Or meant to be, rather!�
Shaw looked at him sharply. �How d�you work that out, Captain?�
Bennett gestured impatiently. �Why, just look around you! She�s well secured for a lengthy passage and bad weather for one thing and for another her build strikes me as being out of the ordinary run. Almost as if she�s strengthened to withstand ice.� He paused.
�There�s another thing that strikes me as odd too, now I�ve had time for a good look round. She�s fitted out as a kind of floating workshop��
Shaw lifted an eyebrow. �Not surprising for a dock, is it?�
�Well � no. Not in the normal way, perhaps. But this one appears to have extensive facilities for maintaining radio and radar installations.� He rasped a heavy hand across his chin, staring unblinkingly at Shaw. �I�ve never heard of that in a floating dock before.�
�Come to that, neither have I,� Shaw murmured thoughtfully. �I see what you mean�� He looked round at the sea, kicked up into small white horses by the wind; a biting wind that seemed already to have left his face pinched and numb; he didn�t like that freshening weather and neither did he like the look of the horizon. A floating dock was not going to be a very comfortable spot in a gale. �Looks like a blow coming up,� he said. �Perhaps I�d better start right away by having a general look round, if I may, before the weather really does deteriorate?�
�Of course. I�ll take you round now. There�s undoubtedly some dirty weather in the offing.� Bennett, too, was glancing up at the sky and noting the thin, elongated trails of cloud, indications of the blow to come. �With that in mind, I�d like a decision as soon as possible as to what�s to happen to this dock � for which, let me tell you, I�m by way of being responsible. I assume that once you fellows have done, I can make my own arrangements?� He gave the agent another of his direct looks. He was a man well accustomed to having his own way.
Shaw grinned briefly. �I wouldn�t be too sure, Captain, except that we�ll naturally bow to your wishes on the point of navigational safety. Anything else�ll have to depend on what I find � if anything.�
Bennett asked curiously, �What the devil d�you expect to find?�
�I haven�t the faintest idea.� Shaw told him frankly. �I dare say I won�t find anything at all� but I must confess my curiosity�s been aroused by the way the dock�s just been cut adrift and left.�
�And mine. I don�t understand it. Damn queer.��
Bennett turned away, Shaw following. The Trinity House man led the way to a hatch, a hatch protected by a windbreak and with a steel ladder leading down a hollow shaft to the interior of the dock�s raised side. As they went down this ladder, which was a long one and vertical, the daylight became a mere pinpoint in the hatchway overhead, and Bennett switched on a powerful torch. The beam showed up bare steel bulkheads dripping with moisture � the very air they were breathing was damp and clammy � and their footsteps echoed eerily on the rungs of the ladder as they descended the cylinder. At last they stepped off on to a steel deck and found themselves in a long alleyway leading into dark distances fore and aft.
Bennett said, �This goes the whole length of the dock. There�s a similar alleyway on the starboard side. See those doors?�
He shone his torch on to a succession of heavy doors set in the inboard side of the alleyway, and Shaw nodded. �Store-rooms?�
�Yes, store-rooms. None of them were locked, only clipped and bolted on the outside. I�ve been in them all. Come and look for yourself, Commander.�
He knocked off the clips of the nearest of the doors and walked in ahead of Shaw, flashing his torch over the compartment. Shaw walked round. The whole store � and it was a sizeable one � was crammed with radio and radar spares of every conceivable type.
�Not,� Bennett observed, �at all the normal complement of a floating dock, as I said! All the other compartments on this side are the same, except for a couple that are workshops pure and simple.�
�Don�t tell me they�re radar maintenance workshops?�
Bennett gave a short laugh. �That�s exactly what I am telling you! Now, I�m no expert on radar, apart from making use of the navigational information it gave me when I was a seagoing shipmaster � but I�d say it�s all very advanced equipment. Some of the stuff in the other compartments looks like something out of a nightmare, but I�ll be quite honest and say it has me beat as to what kind of installation it�s all intended to maintain and service. It doesn�t look like a ship�s outfit to me, or at any rate not an ordinary trading vessel. Could be for a warship, I suppose.� He flicked his torch around again and added, �I�d like to know where it was all bound for � and why!�
�Quite. And there�s still the big question � why did the towing vessels sheer off.� He glanced at Bennett. �Any ideas?�
Bennett shrugged. �I told you, I don�t understand it. It�s a mystery to me. Unless they were simply scared of the consequences of hitting the lightship.�
�Yes, but�� Shaw frowned and rubbed his chin in perplexity. For the moment he was utterly stumped; strictly speaking, this wasn�t quite his usual kind of job. �What about the twin alleyway on the starboard side?� he asked, going back to the matter in hand. �What have you found there?�
Bennett shrugged. �Same sort of compartments, but mostly full of quite normal stuff for ship maintenance and repair. But there again� well, there�s something queer. Some of the stuff is what I�d call bosun�s stores pure and simple � rope, wire, paint, anti-fouling, spun-yarn, codline� you know what I mean. Perhaps you�d expect to find some of all that aboard a floating dock, but there�s a hell of a lot of it. And two compartments are odder than that. Much odder. They�re the two biggest compartments of all and they�re both crammed to the deckheads with � tinned food! There must be tens of thousands of tins, literally. Beef, vegetables, soup, stews, fruit � there�s even tinned rice pudding.�
�More than would be needed by the passage crews?�
Bennett snorted. �Good heavens, yes, a hell of a sight more! You and fifty others couldn�t eat that lot in ten voyages round the world.�
�Curiouser and curiouser! I think,� Shaw said, �I�d like to go right through everything aboard, every compartment, as thoroughly as possible.� He turned for the door. �By the way � I should have asked you this before � is there any damage to prove beyond doubt that she hit the Wrangles?�
Bennett laughed. �None at all, but that doesn�t mean much. It�d most probably be the towing ships that actually hit, d�you see. The dock could have been pulled over the lightship, but a little cockleshell like the Wrangles wouldn�t leave a scratch on this contraption, except perhaps along her bottom.� The boom of the sea as it slapped on the sides came to them weirdly, and he added, �I�d be glad if you�d hurry now. There�s a lot of ground to cover, and it�s blowing up out there.�
�Of course. I�m not forgetting the weather, Captain, and I�ll be as quick as I possibly can, I assure you. As soon as I�ve done, I�ll report by radio from the Hilary and ask for instructions as to the dock itself. All right?�
* * *
Descending a ladder that led into the depths below the dock�s starboard store-room � where he had examined the food and other stores for himself � Shaw came to another steel deck. This was a big area that appeared to cover the whole of the dock below the strengthened flooring on which a ship using the dock would rest once the flooding chambers had been pumped dry to lift her clear of the water. There was little headroom here, and Shaw and Bennett were able to move along only on hands and knees. Breaking the surface of this secondary deck, beneath the huge girders that supported the main deck close above, were rows of round manholes covered with heavy hatches, watertight hatches tightly clipped down.
�I suppose those�ll be the entries to the flooding chambers,� Shaw said. His voice echoed and re-echoed, breaking the oppressive, tomb-like silence. �I�m just going to open them all up, Captain, and take a look.�
�You won�t find anything down there, you know.� Bennett�s voice was peremptory and edgy now; he was clearly concerned about the weather, and indeed the dock was already lifting a little to the beginnings of a short, breaking sea over a ground swell. �Except possibly a slop of stinking water � and not much of that seeing she�s riding high and clear.�
�You never know,� Shaw murmured, with an attempt at a cheerful levity. �Might find a German who went down for a quiet smoke and never felt the bump� anyway, it�s worth a look.� He added soberly, �Don�t forget, a lot of men died last night when the Wrangles went, and we might��
�I don�t need the Navy to remind me of that,� Bennett snapped abruptly. �I�m not forgetting that at all. Well � come on, then. I�ll give you a hand.�
�Thanks, Captain.�
They crawled forward behind the beam of Bennett�s torch. Reaching the first of the hatches, they knocked off the clips. When the cover was pushed back on its hinge Shaw directed the torch down into the cavity and the murk. There was a faint slop of water and a filthy smell like sewers. The torch beam flashed on the dank sides of the chamber, glimmered faintly on the scummy water far below, little more than two or three inches deep, Shaw fancied. A steel ladder led vertically downward, but Shaw didn�t descend it. He could see all he needed to see from up top, and there wasn�t anything to arouse his interest down there. But he and Bennett, once the hatch was down again and the clips secured, meticulously opened each of the manholes, and they had examined all but three or four when Shaw made a totally unexpected and horrifying discovery.
He was knocking the clips off one of the manholes when he heard the suck and gurgle of water immediately below, and he realized that this chamber, like one or two of the others they had examined, was flooded, no doubt for purposes of trim. The hatch came up more easily than the others, almost as if it were being pressed open from beneath, but neither Shaw nor Bennett saw the head until the hatch was fully open. Then, as the hatch released it, some pressure of the water forced the body up and up and it emerged to waist level, perfectly rigid, with the arms by the sides, like a resurrection from the dead, until its weight toppled it sideways and it fell across the lip of the hatch.

Chapter Three

It was a woman�s body, a young woman�s body, and it was naked, which wasn�t going to make identification any easier.
Helped by Bennett, Shaw pulled the legs clear of the hatch and turned the body face upward. He was certain the girl hadn�t been dead for long; there were no signs of deterioration or decomposition, only a very slight waxiness of the skin.
Shaw said, �From the look of her, I don�t believe she drowned. I�d say she was dead when she went in, though we can�t be sure of that till the lungs are examined, I suppose.� He added, �I wonder why they put her in there, with all this sea around?�
Bennett, his face white in the beam of the torch, said, �She�d have drifted ashore somewhere. They wouldn�t dump her till they were well clear of the Channel, anyway.�
�No, of course� silly of me.� Shaw raised the head, then gently lowered it to the steel decking again. The face had been a decidedly attractive one; there was a generously curving mouth, wide brown eyes and a straight nose, and the cheekbones were high. She had a patrician look and there was personality there, a strong personality, obvious even in death. Perhaps she�d been killed because of it. The hair, though wet and streaked and scummy now, was basically ash-blonde, and very fine. She was tall and altogether well-made, with good curves.
Shaw felt an overwhelming surge of pity as he looked down at that still body. Below the hatch, the trapped water shifted sluggishly from side to side as the dock moved in the swell. How had such a girl come to be down in that chamber, how had she been aboard the dock at all, how had she come to die? She had been, he judged, barely twenty-five years old. This was tragedy, and it was going to alter his whole concept of this job.
�We�d better get her up top,� Bennett said tautly. The monotonous boom-boom of waves slapping against the dock�s plates sounded like a knell as Shaw took hold of the girl�s shoulders. Rhetorically Bennett asked, �Is she why the towing ships hopped it, I wonder?�
* * *
They got the body up on deck, in the cold wind on the high dock-side where Shaw had been put down, and it was then, when they were in full daylight, that Shaw noticed for the first time the tiny indentation � it was scarcely big enough to be called a hole � in the smooth flesh. It was just below the left breast and above the line of sun-tan, where a bikini bra had so evidently once enclosed her slim body.
�Shot,� he said laconically to the group of Trinity House men. �Probably a .22. Poor kid� Captain, may I go across and use the Hilary�s radio?�
Bennett nodded. �Of course, whenever you like. Who d�you want to contact?�
�My chief in the Admiralty. I�ll send a message in the departmental cypher and ask for a helicopter to take myself and the body off. It�ll be held in naval custody for the time being.�
Bennett stared. �What about the police?�
�The civil police don�t come into this until I�ve seen my chief. That�s one reason why I don�t want to send a plain-language message. And Captain� I�d like to make one point clear. I don�t know yet what all this is about any more than you do, but the whole thing stinks to heaven. For the time being, at any rate, I�m putting a security screen on it � and so I�m going to ask you, and these other gentlemen�� he looked round, his eyes suddenly hard �� not to mention a word about anything you�ve seen aboard the dock, not to anyone at all, pending further word from my people � except, of course, that you can make any report you like as to the actual collision and the seaworthiness of the dock. Is that all right, Captain Bennett?�
�Just as you say. I�ll rely on you to expedite matters, though. I�ve got my job to do as well as you, Shaw.� Bennett mopped at his face, which was streaked with sweat despite that cold and rising wind gusting about them. �What about the dock itself, meanwhile?�
Shaw said, �I�m going to suggest it�s taken in tow by the tugs you�ve got in company, and brought into the Thames for handing over to the naval authorities. I�ll advise a berth later and see that a guard is put on it after arrival. If the proper owners do ask questions, they�ll be told it�s been moved to prevent its becoming a hazard to navigation off the Goodwins, as well as for its own safety. That�s good, sound common sense anyway as you�ll agree. From that point on,� he added grimly, �we stall! All right, Captain?�
�I suppose so,� Bennett said reluctantly. He kept looking down, as they all did, at that pathetic body lying stiffly in the biting wind. �Sooner we get cracking, the better I�ll like it. I�ll not be too keen on a tow into the Thames if this wind freshens much more. This dock�s got a sight too much sheer area for catching the wind. She�ll be a bitch to handle.�
* * *
Ninety minutes later Shaw, his reports made, was once again aboard the recalled helicopter, this time with the body of the unknown girl, which had been wrapped in blankets provided by the Trinity House vessel. As the machine lifted them clear of the dock, Shaw could see the water boiling up below the counters of the tugs as, under orders of Captain Bennett, they manoeuvred into position to start the tow; and then, as they came once more over the North Goodwin lightship, he looked back and fancied he could see the great dock turning on its course for the London River. He hoped she would make it all right. As Exhibit A, she was rather too valuable to lose now.
Touching down at R.A.F Ashenden, Shaw found an ambulance laid on in accordance with his signalled request; and he accompanied the corpse in its makeshift shroud into London, to a certain unpublicized mortuary, with the Admiralty car following behind. At the mortuary he was met by a photographer and shots were taken of the body from all angles; and when this had been done a plain-clothes guard was at once posted on the mortuary. The environs were nicely anonymous, and if anyone had been told that the building was a mortuary, however seldom used, they would have been very surprised indeed.
With the prints of the photographs in his pocket, Shaw got into the waiting car and was driven fast for Whitehall and the office of the Chief of Special Services, Naval Intelligence Division.
* * *
Latymer�s scarred face was extremely worried; the livid tissue of the skin grafts � result of the bomb attack on his Eaton Square flat years before � could be seen plainly as a shaft of sunlight came through the big windows overlooking the Horse Guards, glinting on the opulent furnishings, the high polish of old mahogany, and the shagreen surface of the huge desk behind which he sat. The Chief of Special Services was rolling his heavy ebony ruler in his hands� it was like a sceptre, Shaw thought fancifully � and in simple truth it could have been a sceptre of a kind. For within the sphere of Intelligence this man, �Mr Latymer,� who had once been a sea-going vice-admiral, was almost a king in his own autocratic right. It was said in high circles in the Admiralty that even the toilet-paper had to be given a rating as classified material before Latymer would sanction its distribution.
When Shaw had made his full report on the floating dock and on the action taken, Latymer said abruptly, �Right, Shaw. We�ll proceed from there, and like you, I�m going to assume there�s a good deal more behind this than meets the eye � I mean in a security sense � though I confess I have no very special reason for doing so at the moment.� He paused. �I can tell you one thing: I�ve made a frontal attack by telephone, I hasten to add � on the Embassy of the Federal German Republic. They�re still obviously reluctant to say too much, but they�ve had to admit the dock was built in Hamburg, and that it currently belongs to a German firm. Gottlieb Hauser, to be precise. They�re big people, as I dare say you know. Well, one of their directors is in London at the moment, and I�ve had him questioned by a shipping man I know. Discreetly, of the German doesn�t know N.I.D�s taking any interest. Well now � the dock was in transit from Hamburg to the port of Luanda, in Angola, where it was to have been handed over to a subsidiary of Gottlieb Hauser. That�s been checked already and the story�s genuine � or at least, shall we say, it�s been substantiated. By the way,� he added, �there are naval ships being fitted out with radar in Luanda, so that could check with your report about the spares the dock�s carrying.�
�Perhaps. But Angola�� Shaw frowned. �I wonder what that means, sir?�
�Possibly no more than it appears to mean,� Latymer pointed out testily. �In itself, it�s not especially sinister.�
�Perhaps not, sir, but Captain Bennett talked about the dock having rather the appearance of being strengthened for ice. There�s not much of that around Angola way� and then there�s the fact that the towing ships did a bunk. That might be because of the body, I�d agree, but I�ve a feeling there�s more behind it than that. A valuable floating dock left loose in the Strait of Dover raises quite a few questions.�
�Exactly � as I agreed before. The Embassy hadn�t anything to say about that, and frankly I don�t blame them for not talking till they get their own reports in and some instructions from Bonn. But the Gottlieb Hauser boss had something to say all right! He said plenty to my man. He�s in a tizzy � he just can�t understand it. Very upset and going off the deep end. Or is pretending to.�
�Pretending to?� Shaw�s eyes narrowed. �Don�t you think he�s genuine, sir?�
Latymer shrugged. �Frankly, I�ve no idea, yet. Something may emerge before long, though. Meanwhile I�m treating him with reserve.�
�Quite, sir. So it seems the towing ships haven�t returned to Hamburg, or reported from elsewhere?�
�I gather not, and also no one else seems to have spotted them so far.�
Shaw said, �That�s odd, sir, isn�t it? I mean, something must have been heard of them somewhere, surely? I�d say it�s most likely they turned and headed north again � because if they�d held a southerly course for the Downs, they�d have been picked up.� He cocked an eye at Latymer, sardonically. �Assuming there�s an alert out for them, of course?�
�Quite. There is.� Latymer�s tone was cold. �I�d worked all that out for myself, as a matter of fact, my dear Shaw. I agree they would go north if they meant to disappear. The Gottlieb Hauser man may have been lying, which is what you�re suggesting, but on the other hand the ships could have made for the Netherlands for all we know.�
Shaw looked blank. �Any reason why they should, sir, or why the Netherlands authorities shouldn�t admit it if they had?�
Latymer shifted restlessly. �None, none! Not that we know of, that is. But all this is by way of being a trifle mysterious, my dear fellow, and I�m merely throwing out ideas. It�s full of imponderables�� He broke off. �By the way, what was your assessment of the dock and its purpose? Any ideas in your head as to what anyone could be meaning to do with it � just in case it�s not precisely true in essentials that it was simply going to be handed over peacefully to an Angola firm?�
�Yes, sir, I have. From the way it�s fitted out, I got the impression it was probably intended to be used for some very particular purpose��
�Such as?� Latymer rapped.
�To act as a self-contained base and depot, sir. Possibly � this was Bennet�s for warships, and again that does seem to fit with what you said about Angola. All the same, I had the idea that somewhere rather more remote than a place like Luanda was indicated��
�Can you be more precise?�
�No, sir, I can�t. All I can say is that it looked to me as if it was intended to provide specialized repair, maintenance, and provisioning facilities as well as dry-docking, and I shouldn�t really have thought all that was necessary in Luanda.� He frowned. �I�m still really foxed by the way the dock was just cut adrift and left. So was Captain Bennett. As for the girl�s body� in point of fact we wouldn�t have known about it, probably, if the towing ships hadn�t disappeared. It�s all got me utterly confused so far.�
Latymer stared, his green eyes as hard as steel. He said quietly, �Then you�d better unravel yourself as fast as you can. I�m assigning you to this job and I want an answer double quick. Even I can�t hold that dock indefinitely without a cast iron reason � and I�d hate to part with it to Gottlieb Hauser before I know what�s in the wind. Understand?�
�Yes, sir, but��
Shaw broke off as a red light came on in a small metal box on Latymer�s desk. Latymer reached out a heavy hand and pressed a switch, and the prim, precise voice of Miss Larkin, his confidential secretary, came into the room.
�The Medical Director � General�s department to speak to you, Mr Latymer. Surgeon Rear-Admiral Gibson.�
�Put him on, Clarice.�
Latymer released the switch and picked up one of his telephones, �Latymer,� he said briefly, and listened. After some two minutes he snapped, �Positive? I see. Thank you, Gibson. Mum�s the word till I say otherwise, understand? Right.�
He slammed the handset down, planted his elbows on the arms of his chair, and swivelled his thick body from left to right half a dozen times. After he�d tired of this he stared thoughtfully at Shaw for almost a minute, his eyes blank and hooded. Then he said, �That was about your cadaver, Shaw. Your judgments were reasonably correct. Twenty-four years old, excellent general health, shot with a .22 rifle. Bullet nicked the heart. Didn�t die right away, but was dead before she was put into the water, near enough fifteen hours ago. The medical evidence suggests that we can discount any theory of rape as having led to her murder. Anyway, there�s something else, which to my mind puts a very different complexion on all this business. Did I say just now that I had no special reason for treating this as big stuff?�
�You did, sir.�
�Correction, then. I�ve got that reason now.� Latymer leaned forward, aiming his ruler at Shaw�s head like a gun. �That girl had had plastic surgery carried out recently to her face, and her hair had been bleached � all over. And there�s something else too. Her teeth showed German-style fillings and dentistry at first glance, but someone hadn�t done his cover-up job very well. When those fillings were examined more closely, and some dental excavations carried out behind them, they found traces of fairly extensive American treatment to her teeth. Now, Shaw � if it hadn�t been for the superimposed German work, she could have been assumed to have had some dental treatment while simply on a visit, say, to the States. But the report doesn�t bear that out at all. All work on her teeth was basically American, and it wasn�t just the odd filling you might get on a visit or even a year or two�s residence. And the German dentistry was phoney � in the light of that close examination.�
�So you think��
�So I believe, Shaw, that that girl was very likely a U.S citizen, and that she could well have been carrying out an undercover job for U.S Intelligence, as an agent. Otherwise, why all the remodelling? And if I�m right, I don�t like it very much.�
Shaw was puzzled. What the Americans did was their own affair, and after all they were allies in the cold war. He asked, �Why not, sir?�
�Why?� Latymer glowered at him. �Dammit, I�ll tell you why � and this is hot information, let me warn you. Absolutely Top Secret.� He lowered his voice as if instinctively, though this room was safer than the Bank of England and he knew it. �There�s been an odd thing or two going on recently in Washington. The alliance is friendly enough, but it�s not very� well, there isn�t a great deal of trust and confidence being shown just now, whatever the man in the street may like to think about it. The alliance will endure, of course, but there�s one hell of a lot of suspicion eating into it. Certain people, myself among them, have reason to believe that the U.S isn�t coming across with full defence information to their old pals and NATO allies � largely, I�m bound to admit, because they�re suspicious of British security precautions.�
Shaw made a grimace. �That hits us in a tender spot, doesn�t it! But I think it�s understandable.�
�So do I, much as I hate to admit it. We�ve had too many inexcusable leaks for their liking � or mine, for that matter! Dammit, if I was in their shoes, I�d react in exactly the same way. Anyway � all this could tie in.�
�Could you be more explicit, sir?�
�I�ll try.� Latymer leaned forward massively, thick arms folded on the desk. �The States could have been on to something in connection with this dock � trying to find out what we�re now trying to find out � that is, what the dock�s really meant to be doing and where. They could be in possession of some information which they haven�t seen fit to pass on to us, and they could have wanted more � follow? Well, if I�m right, their agent�s been liquidated, and that almost certainly must mean that someone�s on to them. Now, to put an agent, especially a female, aboard a floating dock due for a long tow is a damn tricky business, I should have thought. The Americans must have had some very good and pressing reason for trying to find out all about the dock. By the same token � so, now, have we.�
Shaw nodded resignedly. This began to look like a long job after all. �So what do we do now?� he asked.
�For a start, two things, Shaw. One: We order the hazarding of the dock by accident on purpose. Put her so hard and fast on the mud that neither Gottlieb Hauser nor the Federal Chancellor himself can shift her without digging out the Thames estuary.�
Shaw raised an eyebrow. �Do you think you can get Trinity House to agree to order a shipmaster to hazard his certificate of competency as well, sir?�
Latymer brushed that aside. �All certificates�ll be safe. I�ll see to that. There�ll be an inquiry to keep the public and the Germans happy, but all concerned will be cleared most honourably. If Trinity House and the Ministry of Transport don�t like it, I�ll see that the P.M makes �em like it! I can�t allow that dock to go back to Hamburg until I�ve got all the answers I want � and neither can I simply arrest it, because I can�t risk Gottlieb Hauser getting any suspicions that I�m deliberately holding it. They mustn�t know we�re on to anything, even though I haven�t � yet � the faintest idea what that �anything� may turn out to be.� He paused, glared at Shaw. �Clear as mud, I suppose?�
�Just about, sir.�
�Then you�ll have to dredge it, and fast. Now, what I want you to do is this: Contact the United States Embassy the moment you leave here. Makes it unofficial � ring and suggest you meet your man casually, not in the Embassy. Take him out and buy him a drink. It�s the naval attach�s sidekick I want you to talk to.� Latymer smiled suddenly. �Know who he is?�
�No, sir.�
�Well, while you were away on your last job, an old friend of yours was appointed to the Embassy.� He paused. �Remember Stephen Geisler?�
�Geisler!� Shaw looked pleased. �I�ll say I do!�
�Good. Well now, the fact that he�s in London means that it can all be done on a friendly basis, which is why I want you to handle it rather than me. Have a yarn with Geisler, show him those photos of the girl if you need to� I want to know who she was and what she was doing, and you can put it to Geisler in a friendly way that his people simply have to come clean and trust us and give us full co-operation, or none of us will get anywhere at all. I don�t want to put the pressure on at my level if it can be avoided, but you can drop a hint that when I�ve got something concrete to handle I can make myself very awkward indeed. Well � for now, it�s up to you, Shaw. And I want your report as soon as possible.�
�Yes, sir.� Shaw got to his feet. �By the way, what about the body?�
�What about it?� Latymer stared at him.
�Are the police going to be informed now?�
�No, they�re not, not just yet at all events. You can leave Scotland Yard to me quite safely.� Latymer gave a cold smile. �I�ve got some good friends there, Shaw. Now get busy � I�ve got plenty to do, including seeing to the arrangements for crashing that dock into Southend Pier or somewhere equally salubrious. Come back here when you�ve seen Geisler, and be ready for a long trip by air � and check that Webley of yours! You�ll be needing it, unless I�m much mistaken.�
He made a gesture of dismissal.
As Shaw passed through the secretary�s office Latymer�s voice was already on the intercom demanding the Minister of Transport and the Deputy Master of Trinity House.
* * *
Shaw walked away from the old Admiralty building, through the Arch to Trafalgar Square tube station. From there he made two telephone calls. The first was to the American Embassy in Grosvenor Square, to make his number with Captain Stephen Geisler, U.S.N � a man he�d worked with closely a few years ago, when Geisler, then a commander, had been in charge of the joint U.S-British Bluebolt satellite control station. Geisler was genuinely delighted to hear from him again and agreed at once when Shaw suggested that they should meet for a drink at Martinez�, in Swallow Street. Geisler reminded Shaw that he was still a non-drinker but said he would see him at 6 p.m and would be only too glad of a yarn about old times.
Shaw�s second call was to Debonnair�s flatlet in Albany Street, just across from Great Portland Street station. He said, �Deb? I�m sorry, my dear. We�ll have to scrub the whole week-end after all.�
She didn�t answer right away but he heard something like a sigh. Then she said very quietly, �That�s all right, Esmonde.�
�I�m sorry,� he said again, awkwardly. �Disappointed?�
Again she didn�t answer directly; and there was a catch in her voice when she went on, �I� I�ve been meaning to ring you. You were in too much of a rush this morning.�
He said, �I couldn�t help that, Deb.�
�I know, but� well, anyway, I was going to tell you the week-end was off, Esmonde.� Then she added, �I�m leaving England on Sunday.�
�Leaving?� He felt a twinge of alarm. �What d�you mean � on business for Eastern Petroleum?�
�No,� she said in a small voice. �Not the firm, though it�s to do with someone I met when I was in Texas for E.P.C. Carlos Villaroel. Remember him? I think you met.�
�You know damn well we did.� Shaw�s voice was tight, blood was drumming through his brain. �You�d better explain a little more, Deb.�
She said, �It�s only that he�s asked me to stay with him.�
�Stay with him!�
�I�ll be well chaperoned,� she told him. �His mother and sister live with him.�
�I see. How long is this visit to last, then?�
�He�s asked me for a month or six weeks.�
�Uh-huh. What about Eastern Petroleum?�
She said, �I asked for indefinite leave. They took a bit of persuading.�
�I�ll be they did!� he said. �Isn�t this all a trifle sudden, Deb?�
There was, he fancied, a hint of tears in her voice. She said, �Oh, Esmonde� I�m terribly sorry. That�s genuine. I don�t think you�ll ever understand and it�s not that I�I�m not fond of you. I am, but� well, I was hoping to see you today and explain everything properly, don�t you see, and��
�All right,� he broke in, �you don�t have to go on. I do understand, and there�s damn all I can do about it. A job�s a job and I can�t quit��
�There was a time when you wanted to, Esmonde.�
�I know, and I�m not saying there aren�t times even now when I�d like nothing better than to get out, but someone�s got to do the job. Look, Deb, I�ll ring you again before you leave � perhaps I�ll call round if I can. And if you want me to.�
�Don�t be silly,� she said. �You know I want you to. This can�t all be done on the telephone� we�ve been too much to each other for too long, Esmonde darling��
He said bitterly, �It all begins to sound a little final, doesn�t it. Look, you talk about leaving England. Where for, for heaven�t sake? Where does this character live?�
�He�s got a hacienda in Bolivia, not far from Concepci�n. He owns a big ranch there and a year or so ago they struck some oil, hence the link-up. He got a connexion with a Texas oil company, and that�s how I met him.� She hesitated. �Look, Esmonde, I�ve got rather a lot to do. I really must fly, but mind you get in touch before Sunday.�
He said goodbye and the phone clicked off. Slowly he replaced the receiver and left the box. As he walked towards the exit from the station his thoughts tumbled over each other. Villaroel was an attractive man in his way, and not a bad fellow. Shaw hadn�t disliked him, that time they�d met. Debonnair could do a lot worse than fall for a man like that, a man with plenty of money who hadn�t got a dangerous and uncertain job to do. For his part Villaroel had been clearly in love with Debonnair. Shaw hadn�t bothered much about that at the time, but now�
And � Bolivia? It was a devil of a long way off.
He left the station and walked along Cockspur Street, turning up Lower Regent Street. He regretted, as he went towards Piccadilly, that he had suggested Martinez� to Stephen Geisler. It held rather too many memories of intimate dinners with Debonnair, and he would probably find it hard to give his whole attention to the American.

Chapter Four

Shaw walked into Martinez�, into the tiled replica of a Spanish patio, choosing a table set well back in a covered alcove where he could talk in privacy to Stephen Geisler. The Spanish waiter knew him well. He came across discreetly, his seemed face wrinkling into a genuine smile of welcome. ��Tio Pepe,� Senor?� he asked.
�Thank you. I�m expecting a friend, Paco, but I�ll have one while I�m waiting.�
The man bowed and moved away. Shaw�s glance strayed to the walls, looking at the bright tiled scenes, scenes from old Spanish towns. He recalled, nostalgically, that Debonnair had been with him in Spain, on the Gibraltar job� he sighed, gave himself up to reverie.
Geisler was ten minutes late and arrived breathlessly apologetic. He said as he pumped away at Shaw�s hand and then sat down, �Well, Esmonde, it�s good to see you again. Very good.� They talked for a while about old times and then Geisler asked, �Still at the same old game, are you?�
�For my sins, yes.� Shaw studied the American. Geisler had shed some of his years, rather than acquired more; the Bluebolt job hadn�t suited him, either climatically or because of the strain involved in running a vitally important control station in the midst of hostile elements and, in the end, catastrophic threat. Sheer worry had aged him immensely in those days, but now he was looking at peace with himself, and his eyes twinkled cheerfully at Shaw across the rim of the glass of Bitter Lemon, which the waiter had brought on Shaw�s order. �And you, Steve? How long have you been doing an attach�s job?�
Geisler said comfortably, �Last two years, about. They took me off the specialized guided-missile stuff after Nogolia and I went back to sea for a spell � Exec in the Ravager. Then I got out of date technically and was lurked for something approaching your line of country. I was posted here only a month or so back, Esmonde, and I guess what with one thing and another I haven�t had much time to get in touch. Reckon I�d have got around to it, though!� he added, smiling.
Shaw nodded and sipped at his sherry. �I�m sure you would, Steve, but as a matter of fact I�m seldom in London myself. By the way,� he asked casually, �where were you last?�
�SHAPE headquarters.� Geisler dropped his voice. �Security stuff � you know?�
�Uh-huh.� Shaw was watching the whole room obliquely. There was no one sitting anywhere near his table. �I dare say you found that interesting, Steve.�
�So-so.� Geisler was non-committal. �It could be interesting at times all right, but mostly it was kind of dull, I�d say, just routine stuff and that, know what I mean? I certainly wasn�t sorry to be posted over here, neither was Beth. We�ve always wanted to see London.�
�Beth? Your wife� of course. You�ve got her with you again, then?�
Geisler nodded. �Sure,� he said. �There�s a kid now, too. A boy� eighteen months old.� He added a little diffidently, �Called him Julian, after Julian Hartog. Remember?�
�Yes, I do,� Shaw said quietly. �That was a nice thought, Steve.� He paused, sipped again at the �Tio Pepe.� �Where d�you live, then?�
Geisler said, �Got a flat in Allen Street, off Kensington High Street. You must come along and see us sometime, Esmonde. Beth�d love to meet you again.�
�I�d be delighted.� Shaw handed his cigarette-case to the American. As he flicked his lighter he murmured, �As a matter of fact� I�m free this evening. No time like the present, Steve.�
Geisler didn�t latch on right away. He said, �Sure, I�d be only too pleased, but the trouble is Beth�s away for a day or two.�
�Better still,� Shaw said quietly � and meaningly.
Geisler looked surprised for a moment and then their eyes met. Geisler said, �So it�s that way. Okay, I follow. Come right along.� He made to get up, but Shaw put out a hand to stop him and smiled slightly.
He said, �Buy me a sherry first, Steve. You haven�t been in this game long. I have � too long! Believe me, there are times when you act as swift as light and hope someone else isn�t swifter � and there are times when you don�t. This time, you don�t.� He sat back. �We take it easy, Steve. Just as though we�ve all the time in the world. Just in case.�
They picked up a taxi outside the Piccadilly Hotel and inside ten minutes they were in Geisler�s expensive flat in a big block in Allen Street. In the taxi they had chatted of this and that, two people who�d once worked together and then hadn�t met in years, exchanging personal details and looking at a bunch of snaps of young Julian. But once Shaw was settled in a comfortable chair and Geisler had fixed him a drink, the American said, �Well, now, I guess you�d better come clean, Esmonde. What�s on your mind?�
Shaw said, �For one thing� a floating dock, which sank the Wrangles lightship last night with the loss of all hands � and was then abandoned by the ships that were presumably towing her, which is a mighty odd thing in my opinion.� He added, �You�ll have heard about it, of course.�
�Read it in the papers, that�s all.� When Shaw didn�t react he added, �That�s all I know about it.�
Shaw shrugged, but kept his gaze on Geisler. �Well, if you say so, Steve��
�What�s that?� Geisler set down his glass rather hard. �Say, you�re not suggesting I�m��
�I�m not suggesting anything, really. Unless it�s that I�m in the game too, as well you know, Steve! I mean I�d like to think you�d be willing to come clean with me too, as you suggested I should with you.�
�You�re the one who wants something,� Geisler pointed out reasonably enough. �What is there for me to come clean about, anyway?�
Shaw rubbed his jaw reflectively. �I don�t know� and I�m sorry to appear vague. But can�t you tell me anything about that dock � or its builders, Gottlieb Hauser of Hamburg?�
�No.� Geisler shook his head firmly. �I don�t know a darn thing about it, or this firm. Not a darn thing.�
�Maybe not, but your people would like to know a hell of a lot about it, wouldn�t they, Steve?�
Geisler shrugged. �Don�t ask me,� he said. �I don�t see why they should. Anyway, I�m not the Pentagon, or even the Department of the Navy, not on my own. I reckon there�s one helluva lot of things they�d like to know back in Washington, but they don�t consult me about them.�
�Point taken!� Shaw grinned. �We in our good old limey outfit suffer the same frustrations exactly.� He frowned and blew cigarette smoke. �Look, Steve. We can trust one another, you and I. We sorted all that out a long while ago. Right?�
�Right.�
�Then cut out the clam act,� Shaw said quietly. �Sealed lips went out in the thirties, but not before they helped to cause a world war, let me remind you! We�re allies, America and Britain, and we�re fighting a war right now, even if it is only a cold one. Hot or cold, it�s one we�ve got to win to survive. My chief means to find out all he can about that floating dock, and believe me, he will � in time. But time�s always short these days and stone-walling from your end doesn�t help us, though it may help the other side quite a lot.�
Geisler�s round face set stubbornly and his cigarette � end glowed almost white. �I�m sorry, Esmonde. I just don�t know a darn thing except what was in the papers. That�s honest.�
Shaw sighed. He slid a hand into his breast pocket and brought out half a dozen photographs. Selecting one, he passed it across to Geisler. It showed the head and shoulders of the dead girl, and some trick of photography had made her appear remarkably lifelike. There was nothing of the look of death about her at all, and the photograph seemed even to have corrected that slight waxiness of the skin that Shaw had noticed. The eyes, which were open, had been staring right into the lens. Shaw asked casually, �Ever met her, Steve?�
Geisler took the photograph, frowning in puzzlement at Shaw. And then, the moment he looked at it, his face went a muddy white and he started. He looked mutely at Shaw and then tried to cover up, but it was too late.
Shaw said quietly, �All right, Steve. Let�s have it all, then. What�s her name, and what was she after?�
Geisler mopped at his face with a handkerchief. He said, �Just a minute. I don�t understand. How did you come by this photo?�
�I�ll tell you that soon. Come on, Steve. Open up.�
Geisler went on staring at the photograph. Shaw didn�t believe he had tumbled to the fact that it had been taken after death. After a while Geisler muttered reluctantly, �Okay, I guess you win after all if you�ve got that far. As you said, we�re allies.� He tapped the photograph. �We know her, Esmonde. She was detailed from the Embassy, here in London.�
�But she�s an American citizen?�
�Oh, sure. Living in London, working for U.S Navy Intelligence.� He was silent for a moment, then he said wistfully, �She�s a darn good looker. Always was� more so, before the plastic surgeons were let loose on her.�
Shaw studied him carefully. �I�d appreciate it if you�d tell me her name.�
�I don�t know her real name, never did, though I first met her back in Washington. Oh, I guess it was on file somewhere back in the Pentagon, but we�re a lot more watertight than your outfit. That way, you get few leaks,� he added with a half-smile. �Her code name was Dolly Gray, and that�s how we knew her.�
Shaw murmured, ��Goodbye Dolly, I must leave you� though it breaks my heart to go.� Only this time it�s the other way round, Steve.�
Geisler looked up. �What�s that? How d�you mean, the other way round?�
Shaw answered briefly, watching Geisler�s face, �Because it�s Dolly who�s gone. She�s dead, Steve. Stone cold dead. That portrait was taken after death. I found the body myself this morning. Heart knicked by a .22 bullet, and the body dumped in a flooding chamber.�
Geisler stared. He repeated stupidly, �Flooding chamber? Why��
�Aboard that floating dock.�
�Floating dock�� Geisler didn�t appear to be taking anything in for a while, but then he suddenly realized what he�d been told and sat up straight, his eyes blazing at Shaw incredulously. �What did you say?�
Shaw repeated his statement and then gave Geisler the full details as he knew them. When he had finished he said, �Steve, you want to help, don�t you?�
�Sure. Sure.� Geisler looked back at him, blankly. �That�s just what I do want to help � but I don�t understand! I don�t understand at all.�
Shaw moved his long legs, easing himself in the chair. �Look, Steve. What were the orders to Dolly Gray � what was she after, aboard that dock?�
Geisler shook his head. �I don�t know, Esmonde. I just haven�t any idea. She had no orders about any dock� when I told you the first I�d heard of that dock was when I saw about it in the newspapers today, that was the plain truth.� He lifted his arms, let them drop again. �Looks like maybe she was following something up, and got knocked. I don�t know. Or maybe she exceeded her instructions, acted foolishly. Happens with the best agents. She should never have landed up aboard a floating dock, anyhow. A woman�d stand out a mile.�
Shaw nodded. He said slowly, �Perhaps, but perhaps not. Depends on the circumstances under which she went aboard, or was taken aboard, and we don�t know yet what they were. Anyway, the mere fact that she was aboard,� he pointed out, �means that that dock�s red hot! Steve, can you give me any idea at all of what the girl was sent out to do, or to find?�
Geisler kneaded at his eyes with his knuckles, then shook his head. He got to his feet and took a turn or two up and down the room. Coming back, he stopped and faced Shaw. He said, �Listen, Esmonde. I�d do anything I could and I hope you�ll believe that. Dolly Gray was a real good girl� and that�s an understatement. She was a darn good kid to have around, she had a wonderful personality� and she was the tops at her job. Now you say she�s dead. I don�t need to tell you that�s the kind of news we hate to get about any operator, but there�s one thing I can�t do on my own, and believe me, I still couldn�t do it even if the Queen of England went on her bended knees, and that is to open my mouth about what Dolly Gray was sent to do. Those orders came to my chief from the Pentagon, but the Pentagon didn�t originate them. Oh, no! They came from much higher authority. Get me?�
�I think I do, Steve.�
Geisler said with simple candour, �If I yapped, they�d have me in the hot seat. This is something big� I mean what she came over to do is big. It�s that important, and it�s that secret.�
Shaw sighed. He said, �All right, Steve. I�ll have to accept that, I suppose. If you can�t give me anything else, I�ll take another good, stiff Scotch off you.�
He went across and poured it himself at Geisler�s gesture. He poured it slowly and thoughtfully. The girl was an American agent right enough, but where did that lead him? And what exactly was going on in the Pentagon? Already the peace was uneasy again; time had marched on and the temporary respite provided by the Test Ban Agreement � an instrument without teeth or sanctions � had ended cruelly and abruptly once Red China had started her own test series. It had long been Shaw�s contention in any case that once the world�s computers had assimilated the data, the backlog of information gained from the earlier tests, then a frame of mind would develop in which fresh testing would be seen as inevitable. Germany, U.S.A, Britain, France, Russia� they would one day evolve new weapons, and there would be pressure from the military chiefs to have them put through their paces; and now already China�s actions had prematurely forced both East and West to limber up again. In the world situation thus re-created, any misunderstanding or clash of interest among the Powers would have to be kid-gloved as never before.

Chapter Five

The voice of the N.I.D Duty Officer rattled out of the phone. �The Chief�s gone home, sir, but he left word that you were to call at his flat.�
�Right.� Shaw put down the phone and left the call-box. Hailing a taxi, he directed the driver to Eaton Square, where Latymer�s man let him into the flat and showed him into the drawing-room, with an offer, which Shaw gladly accepted, of a whisky-and-soda. Shaw drank slowly, looking around the room he knew so well. It was a beautiful room and tastefully furnished; Latymer had an eye for antiques. And there was always something new to see � some small but enchanting Dresden shepherdess, for example, or a gem of a French clock. This time it was a Renoir, an exquisite little landscape. Shaw was examining this appreciatively when Latymer came in, wearing a flowered silk dressing-gown and fleece-lined slippers � relaxed, but as much on the ball as if he�d been in his office in the Admiralty.
�Well, Shaw?� he rapped. �Sit down, man, and tell me all. Renoir can wait.�
Shaw obeyed; there being in fact little to tell, he was soon finished. Latymer stood there sunk in thought and frowning, his hands planted deep in the dressing-gown pockets, his heavy shoulders hunched broodingly.
After some forty-five seconds he gave a harsh grunt. He snapped, �Wait there. Help yourself to whisky if you want it. I�ve got some telephoning to do and I may be some time.�
He marched out of the room towards his study and his private �hush� line, the line that had been used in the past to talk to almost every capital this side of the Iron Curtain and even, on occasion, beyond it. Shaw waited, helped himself to another and smaller whisky. Latymer was like some powerful spider, sitting firmly in his web until his emissaries brought home the flies, which could wriggle before him until he struck.� He was a cold man, though he had a hot temper certainly, and could be ruthless when he had to be. Indeed, he often had to be; he refused to suffer fools at all, let alone gladly, and he was swift to drop, and drop hard, on lethargy or inefficiency. Many people hated Latymer�s guts, many people on the other side had tried to kill him, but he was admired and respected in the Outfit and everyone knew there would never be another Latymer. Shaw had a lot of time for him; the Old Man was human enough at heart, and they had been together for a long while now. Shaw had a feeling that Latymer was going to stick his neck out rather a long way on this job, and that worried him. They had so pathetically little to go on, they had no idea what they were after, and however high up you were, however powerful your edict might be, you simply couldn�t go putting other countries� floating docks on the beach just by lifting the telephone and mortgaging your word that all would come right in the end� much less could you go around treading on the toes of your allies.
Which, Shaw guessed, was precisely what Latymer would be doing on the telephone at this very moment.
Four cigarettes and nearly an hour later Latymer came back into the room. There was a glint of satisfaction and triumph in his eye, and he was rubbing his hands together briskly. He was smoking a cigar.
He said, �Well � that�s that! Things are moving, Shaw. I�ve just been on the line to a friend of mine in Washington and I�ve done a little string-pulling. This is right off the record, by the way,� he added, confirming Shaw�s earlier fears. �I�ve fixed for you to see him personally. He�s a certain Admiral Clifford Pullman, who�s one of the Deputy Chiefs of Naval Operations � my opposite number, in point of fact. Know him well.� He paused. �Any questions?�
�Plenty, sir!� Shaw�s eyes snapped and he gave a short laugh. �But they�re mainly ones I�ll have to find the answers to myself. When do I go?�
Latymer puffed a cloud of cigar smoke. �I�ve booked you a seat on the B.O.A.C flight leaving London Airport for Idlewild via Boston at 1030 tomorrow. That�ll get you in at 1425, their time. I can�t give you any precise instructions, obviously, since so far we haven�t a clue as to what we�re up against. Pullman was as unforthcoming as the West German Embassy. But I want you to get a full picture of what�s behind that dock and what Dolly Gray was doing and where she was doing it. If you can find out what it is that the U.S Government�s keeping back from us, so much the better. You can give Pullman my personal guarantee that this time there�ll be no leaks.� He stubbed out his cigar brusquely in a large jade ashtray, which Shaw happened to know had been given to him by a youthful Grand Duchess from some European country, who would have liked to have given him a great deal more had he been willing. �Well � that�s all, Shaw. As usual, it�s up to you from this point onward. Keep in touch via our Embassy in Washington � but go carefully! I can�t stress that too much, nor can I overemphasize the unofficial nature of all this. At the present, I�d prefer neither government, ours or theirs, to know how far I�m sticking my neck out. Let�s keep it all on the old-boy network as long as we can. When I�ve got all the facts, when I know what I�m about, then I�ll come out into the open � but we don�t want to start a panic over what could still turn out to be a false alarm.�
�But you don�t believe it�s a false alarm, sir?�
Latymer snapped, �As I�ve said before, that girl didn�t die because someone was after her body. She was aboard the dock for a much better reason than that.� He blew out his cheeks. �I�m damn sure it�s not a false alarm, but I�m not the P.M.�
* * *
Next morning while shaving Shaw switched on his radio and listened to the early news. The floating dock was being given headline treatment. The announcer said, �The floating dock, which hit and sank the Wrangles lightship in the early hours of yesterday morning, and was then abandoned, went aground off Canvey Island in the Thames late last night. First reports indicate that it will take some considerable time to move her. The West German authorities in Bonn have already lodged a protest with the British Ambassador.�
Shaw switched off. As the electric shaver ran smoothly over his chin he thought to himself that Bonn could protest as much as they liked but nothing would shake Latymer now he�d got his teeth in. Yet Shaw hoped desperately that the story wouldn�t be bust wide open by some pushing diplomat before he had got his answers. If anything happened publicly to disrupt the Atlantic Alliance, to bring suspicion to a head, there would be a storm. The public wouldn�t like it; and the public was a curious animal. It was inclined to lift its head and roar at its allies when it felt like it, but it had a deep respect for the United States just the same and it would feel horribly naked without the American defence umbrella. If Shaw or Latymer, by their actions, were responsible for an American withdrawal from Britain even the nuclear disarmers wouldn�t, in their hearts, thank them. And the public was always happiest when it hadn�t to think, when it could go on holiday in due season and bury its collective head in the sands of Blackpool or Margate or Clacton, or on the Continent, with the pleasant feeling that all was well in regard to those international affairs to which it hated to give a thought. The public never bothered about what was going on behind the scenes � fortunately for the peace of the world � so long as it was behind the scenes. Shaw reflected that whoever it was who�d dreamed up Open Diplomacy had been the biggest menace to peace of all time, not-withstanding the fortunate fact that the day of secret diplomacy wasn�t over yet by a long chalk. He wondered what would have happened in the past, had the public known of the times that amicable relationships had been at a breaking-point behind a facade of smiling, confident Prime Ministers and Presidents, or how many times their leaders had, in the ultimate interests of peace, connived at brinkmanship in the cold war.
Over breakfast Shaw read his newspapers. There was a photograph, which appeared in most of those papers, showing the dock tilted to starboard at an angle of around fifteen degrees and with the tide rising around her. Captain Bennett, however much it must have gone against the grain, had done a very thorough job � and he�d been dead lucky to have that wind to use as an excuse afterwards. That was lucky for Latymer too, in the circumstances. And Bennett hadn�t said a word to the Press boys; neither had the Press boys got hold of anything of the true story. Shaw recognized Latymers� hand in that as well. Latymer had a short way with the Press when it came to national security and his own jiggery-pokery. So there would be no supercharged stories about Dolly Gray�s steel-sided tomb, and that pathetic naked body.
Dolly Gray� she�d been a beautiful girl all right, and now she was an enigma, a key to some unknown door, an unknown door that he had to identify.
Before going to London Airport Shaw cleaned and oiled his Webley .38; then he rang Debonnair, whom he�d tried unsuccessfully to contact after leaving Latymer�s flat the night before, to say that there was now no chance of seeing her. He didn�t tell her anything of his movements but he did ask her for her address in Bolivia so he could keep in touch by letter. She said, �Care of Villaroel, Concepci�n, will find me. Carlos�s family are influential out there, Esmonde. But for a few days we�ll be staying in La Paz. Hotel Cochabamba. It�s right up in the mountains.�
Then she rang off. Shaw was left wondering miserably about that hotel. It sounded a shade too romantic, somehow� and so did Carlos Villaroel. Before he�d left Latymer�s flat last night the Old Man had made some remark about Debonnair and Shaw had realized that he knew the set-up. Latymer had admitted that he had heard a thing or two from the girl�s former chief in the Foreign Office, who knew Villaroel�s family. Carlos had been in his country�s Diplomatic Service and was a good fellow, so Latymer had said� but that wasn�t any comfort at all.
Ten minutes after that phone call Shaw left his flat in a hired car. Under his left armpit the Webley .38 nestled in its shoulder-holster and he was fully on the alert.
All the same, he missed the black Mercedes.
The black Mercedes, parked around the corner in Gunterstone Road, waited until a man who had been walking a dog at the corner came back quickly towards it, and got in. Then, at this man�s snapped order, it nosed out into Gliddon Road and drove along in time to see Shaw�s car turn into the Hammersmith Road.
* * *
There was a high whine of jets and a rush of wind as the 707 went down the runway and became airborne. From the ground the man who had been walking the dog at the corner of Gunterstone Road, and who had tailed Shaw into the airport building, looked upward as the great aircraft roared off into the sky, on its course for Boston. He waited for a while, a smile twisting up a full, coarse mouth. Then he turned on his heel and walked across to the Mercedes. He was driven fast into London, stopping once at a call-box on the outskirts of Hounslow. Going inside, he dialled a number in the City and, when he�d got his man, he said in a cultured voice, �New York, flight number BA 511 via Boston. That�s right. Yes, you�d better call New York at once.�

Chapter Six

At Idlewild it was cold, with New York in the grip of an unusually early winter. Shaw caught the first available plane out again � south for Washington.
Within a few minutes of his arrival in the capital he was on his way to his appointment in a fast Cadillac laid on by Admiral Pullman, threading through lines of automobiles which seemed to fill the traffic lanes to bursting-point, all hurrying to get somewhere � or nowhere � fast. In no time at all, it seemed, he was approaching, for the first time in his life, that vast and almost incredible, fantastic hive of industry, the Pentagon � the enormous edifice from which all the U.S Armed Forces were administered, the very home of United States defence direction.
Shaw fumed at the interminable security checks, felt he would never get through before the place went to bed for the night; but at last he got his clearance and was on his way up in an elevator and then walking along a corridor behind a messenger, one of many persons � clerks, typists, high civil servants and Service personnel of all ranks � moving ant-like about the Pentagon.
* * *
Admiral Clifford Pullman was a spare, thin man of jerky movements and with thick grey eyebrows, overhanging eyebrows that twitched. He had a lined, sallow face � a shrivelled face, the kind of skin that had spent many years under Eastern suns. He had in fact, as he told Shaw while each was summing up the other and talking generally, spent much of his service in the Philippines, some of it under the legendary Supremo, General Douglas MacArthur. Pullman had a thin slit of a mouth, like a rat-trap, and very shrewd eyes. He looked a hard man but he also looked competent and alert, though there was a reserve about him which Shaw felt would take a lot of penetrating; he guessed that if Pullman didn�t like a man, then that man would get just nowhere at all with him. Yet Shaw felt instinctively that in his case the American admiral would prove friendly and helpful.
When the preliminaries were over Pullman said with abrupt directness and a flick of his eyebrows. �Seems you know Steve Geisler.�
�That�s right, sir.�
�Your chief told me, on the line from London.� Pullman had a voice that fitted his appearance � a hard, grating voice. �Then I checked over the files. Seems you did a good job on that Bluebolt assignment. Helped us quite a bit. We appreciated that, so the record says.� The Admiral paused, regarding Shaw keenly through half-shut, speculative eyes, the mouth more of a rat-trap than ever. �There�s something else arising out of that.�
�Yes, sir?�
�It showed,� Pullman said deliberately and precisely, resting his chin on his clasped hands, �that you can work with us. That isn�t exactly automatic with all the British Navy, let me tell you.�
�As if I didn�t know, sir.� Shaw smiled, crinkling up his eyes. �I hate to say it, but there�s a number of people around who can�t take it that we�re no longer the first sea power in the world. I don�t pretend to like it myself, but it happens to be a fact. That�s all.�
Pullman returned the smile, though thinly. He said, �You�re dead right there, Commander. But don�t get me wrong � we have a whole lot of respect for your service. It still figures, and come to that we have our diehards too. I guess all you need to do is to thin out a few of your admirals � they�re just a little thick on the ground these days, and they�re not cheap to maintain while they�re gumming up the works. However,� he added with that sudden touch of abruptness again, �that isn�t what you flew over to listen to. Now � what�s all the panic at your end?�
�Didn�t my chief tell you, sir?�
�Of course he did.� Pullman seemed to snap his teeth. �I want to hear it from you, right from the source. You went aboard the goddam dock, your chief didn�t. Eye-witness accounts are what I like, son. And I want the lot. No holding back.�
�Very well, sir.� Shaw gave him the whole story in detail, including his visit to Stephen Geisler. He stressed that Geisler had refused absolutely to tell him anything whatever about the background story.
Pullman nodded. He said harshly, �I should hope not. Steve knows the security grading on all this. Twenty-five years up the river�d be about the least anyone�d get for talking out of turn.�
�He did mention the hot seat,� Shaw murmured. �But I��
�And that might turn out to be no exaggeration at all, Commander. Anyone who opens his mouth on this will be called before a Senate Investigating Committee in closed session, and the public�ll never know a thing about it. I tell you, it�s that hot.� Pullman gave him a hard look. �Now, have you any good reason to give me why we should let you in on anything, Commander Shaw?�
Shaw said, �Yes, sir, I think I have. The dock happened to cause damage to a British vessel and loss of British lives. It�s now within our jurisdiction��
�That�s a debatable point.� Pullman interrupted raspingly. �You�d need to argue that with an international lawyer.�
�I dare say that�s being done right now, sir, but the plain fact remains that no international lawyer in this world can move it by a legal decision, not unless that decision carries a built-in salvage unit��
�I see Latymer�s hand in that,� Pullman said dryly.
Shaw smiled. �Maybe you do, sir. I can�t say��
�Okay, okay, go on. Continue the reasoning process. I�m interested.�
�Right, sir. Well, next point: I found Dolly Gray � and of course we�ve got her too, poor kid. Both her death and the dock itself raise questions to which we�re bound to look for answers. It�s doubtful, to say the least, if we can go on holding off the Press or the police entirely, and we ought to have our answers ready by the time the hounds pick up the scent. In the long run, that�s in the interests of security. I believe we can help if we�re given the background as far as you know it. Until we know more about Dolly Gray there�s not much we can do.� He paused. �I don�t want to sound pompous or anything like that, sir, but it seems to me that there�s no reason why the two biggest members of NATO shouldn�t get together on this.�
Pullman asked slyly, �This � and other things?�
�Possibly, sir, yes.� Shaw hesitated. �We haven�t collaborated so badly in the past, after all, and Britain�s not right up the creek yet.�
Pullman nodded abstractedly and appeared to go off at a tangent. He said, �Your chief�s a good judge of a situation. And of a man too � or he wouldn�t have sent you to see me. He could have gone over my head, to the Secretary of the Navy or even the Secretary of State himself. Latymer�s big enough for them to at least listen to what he has to say, But he didn�t. He chose to send you to me; and it�s because of that and because I was worried already that I agreed to let you come.� He leaned forward. �It�s this way, Commander. He and I, we�re old friends. We met on the China Station, years before the war, as junior officers. He was in a river gunboat chasing pirates, I was in an old heavy cruiser.� He chuckled suddenly, reminiscently. �I�d hate to tell you what we got up to in Weihaiwei and Shanghai! Not that that�s anything more than water under the bridge now. Anyway, I�ll tell you one thing: He taught me, Latymer did, to appreciate cricket, and I guess that talks for itself. Me, I gave him the right slant on baseball and I didn�t mind all that much when he insisted it was only rounders dressed up. He�s like that. You get on with him or you don�t, but if you do, well, you take him whole. I did � and I still do. And I trust him. What�s more, Commander, I happen to trust the British people. I�m on record,� he said, giving Shaw his keen look again, �as being against the current Pentagon policy of withholding certain information, and I guess that old fox knew that very well! I don�t believe it�s in the best vital interests of the West not to pool all we can. Get me?�
Shaw nodded.
�So I�m going to tell you something that�ll maybe pin your ears back, but first I�m going to give you a word of warning as follows.� His voice hardened and the mouth went harder. �If anything of this leaks out through you, or if you come unstuck along the line, you don�t look to me for help. I don�t mind telling you straight, I�ll deny the lot, and I�ll only open up on that clear understanding. Right?�
�Right, sir.�
�Moreover, Commander, I�ll see you�re personally broken if you�re indiscreet. If you�re in this country, you won�t ever see Britain again because I�ll have you behind bars. If you�re in Britain, well, I�ll leave you to Latymer with a strong recommendation to no mercy at all. That sounds God-almighty melodramatic, I know, but it�s gospel just the same. Get it?�
�Yes, I get it.� Shaw�s mouth, too, was hard now. �But I�m an Intelligence Officer and��
�And you don�t leak things!� Pullman grinned suddenly and good-naturedly. �No, I guess you know the penalties without me underlining them,� he said in a warmer voice, �but Britain�s getting a little too notorious for leaks, these days. Now, Commander. I couldn�t tell any of this to your chief over the telephone, not even on a �hush� line, and for obvious reasons it�d have been suicide to put it on paper. I�m taking a risk giving it to you, but I�m taking that risk in all the circumstances because you�ve already started in on this job from the other end, and I reckon you may as well follow right through. Your chief won�t drop it now anyway, and we don�t want to get our wires crossed.� He paused and then said abruptly, �Here are the facts, then, and I�ll start at the beginning. First, does the code name Warmaster mean anything at all to you?�
For no reason whatever Shaw felt a curious cold shiver in his spine. �Not a thing,� he replied.
�Good. It shouldn�t. But from now on, it�s going to, though that name doesn�t in fact go outside this room any more than anything else I�m going to tell you. And there�s another point. So far as Britain�s concerned, you�ll be the only one who knows anything, and if you want to work on this, you must consider yourself divorced from London and working � unofficially, that is � for me. Okay? We have that clear?�
Shaw hesitated only briefly. It looked as though Latymer would just have to accept this situation. �All right,� he said. �You can take it we have that clear, sir.�
�Fine. right, now. Warmaster is the name we�ve given to a brand-new type of missile. Call it an �umbrella�-type missile for want of a better layman�s description. I�ll be as brief as I can and skip the technicalities, but this missile was developed only recently � though it was blueprinted over a year ago � by the Navy and Air Force working in co-operation, and for various reasons, which I won�t bore you with, the Navy was given the job of protecting it security-wise. So to that extent, Warmaster is my baby, if baby�s the word. In point of fact she�s a giant-size baby, a missile with one hell of a punch. I call her �she� because� well, becuase she�s a kind of mother-missile. Follow?�
Shaw shook his head. �Not really, sir.�
�Well, it�s this way,� Pullman went on, his eyebrows twitching rapidly. �When she gets over her target, she kind of gives birth. That is, she releases a number of smaller missiles � smaller, but super-powerful just the same. They and she are armed with a new thermo-nuclear warhead packing an explosive called ARM 64, and each of those daughter-missiles has an explosive force in the fifty megaton range. Mother herself is in the five hundred megaton range. Now, all the smaller missiles, like Mother, have pre-selected and pre-set targets, which can and would include all important military and industrial centres in the target country. The idea is, that an enemy could be virtually put out of any war, sent right down for the count, in one blow � well, maybe two or three at the most. An absolute minimum of launchings, you see, to achieve the maximum saturation. This means, among other things, we can deliver the all-out retaliation in the shortest possible time. Warmaster is far and away a better weapon then Polaris or anything else you could pack into a submarine, and far more secure, I assure you. The latest developments in submarine hunting techniques ensure that every Polaris-carrying submarine can be killed at very short notice � and would be, the moment anything big blew up � we know Russia can pinpoint all those at sea at any given time and that every goddam one is tracked. But Warmaster�s ninety-nine per cent safe in stressed-concrete, bomb-proof, missile-proof silos, and there�s going to be plenty of them soon � I hope! The long-term plan is for them to be sited in batteries in Alaska and all over. Warmaster has an effective range of ten thousand nautical miles � that�s Mother. The smaller ones have another two and a half thousand on top of that. And no power on earth can knock the lot out in time, even if they can penetrate the silos. Once the first flight goes over, it�ll be curtains for the attacking country, mighty soon after.�
Shaw said, �You talked about the time element. How quickly can you get them away?�
�Warmaster has been launched in twenty seconds from the time any alarm�s given, and you can�t move faster than that,� Pullman answered. �So, you see, within a very, very short time of us getting the alert on the Early Warning system, we could have Warmaster over hostile territory. Now you�ll say it won�t be long before a potentially hostile nation knows all this. I�ll come back to that soon but��he made an expansive gesture��if he does � fine! The idea being, he won�t ever send anything over here once he knows what we can send back in answer. In point of fact Warmaster was a very deliberately chosen name, Commander. The missile�s going to be, literally, the master of the war, the ultimate deterrent, which�ll mean peace in our time.� Pullman�s thin lips tightened. �Correction. That�s what it could mean if things don�t go too far wrong.�
Shaw raised an eyebrow. �Meaning�?�
�Meaning this,� Pullman answered heavily.
�You�ll probably not remember a physicist of ours, a man called Keiler. Otto Keiler. He�s a German from what since became the Red puppet state. During the last war he worked on Hitler�s VI and V2 projects. He came to us in 1945. He was in what�s now West Germany, and our armies liberated him from a concentration camp. He�d been put inside when he got disillusioned with Hitler. Well � remember what happened to him, do you?�
Germany again, Shaw thought. �I don�t recall anything, sir,� he murmured. �Not even the name, I�m afraid.�
�No. I didn�t suppose you would. He didn�t make any headlines, not even inside the States. He was a real backroom boy. Disliked publicity. Well, he was lost in a sailing mishap off Cape Cod some months back. At least, that�s what everyone, including us, assumed had happened when his boat was found drifting upside down��
�What,� Shaw asked, �had really happened, then?�
Pullman said in a hard, flat tone, �He was in a sailing mishap � of a kind � right enough, but he didn�t die. He�s alive today, only he�s in Russia. And he was the man who blueprinted Warmaster. He could have copied the plans.�
Shaw�s breath whistled out between his teeth. �I begin to see, sir. How did Moscow work that one?�
Pullman shrugged. �We don�t know for sure. Could have been taken off his boat by a submarine, as a result of a pre-arranged plan. We only found out recently that he was in Russia, through one of our contacts in Moscow. Since we got that information, we�ve naturally given the matter top priority and we�ve found out something else, something that we guessed would of course follow automatically from Keiler�s defection: Russia�s built a similar missile � and we believe they�re nearly ready to try it out. If they haven�t already done so, that is. We�re not sure about that, but we do know the seismologists have recorded some unexplained bangs inside Russia, way up north. They could be part of a routine series of tests, and then again they mayn�t be anything of the sort.�
�Not so good,� Shaw murmured. �I assume the U.S hasn�t released any information about Warmaster to the NATO countries, but isn�t the secrecy rather pointless now Russia�s got the missile?�
Pullman snapped his teeth. �You�ve got a point, and I agree with you. But the official line is that we in America can guarantee the security of the whole Western bloc with Warmaster, or we could have anyway, and we don�t want too many countries making Warmasters of their own. It�s an unacceptable risk, especially now China�s been testing and wrecked the Test Ban Agreement. The world is always geared up for war these days, always on guard. The eyes and ears of Alaska are always watching out. The whole business is mighty tricky, and one itchy finger, just one, could send the world up in flames.� He shrugged. �Well, you know that as well as I do. Point is, do-it-yourself nuclear missiles aren�t a good thing under the circumstances. We like to keep them in our hands when possible, then only we can press the big tit. If they all knew about it, they�d all want one. France, Germany� the lot. I�m not saying there�s not something in the official view, but myself I�d certainly like to see a little more co-operation � with Britain at any rate. But there it is, and I don�t set the policy. I only say I don�t know what the hell tie-up there can be with our defence plans and a dock consigned to Angola, but there is a link all right and I think you can guess what it is.�
The Britisher looked up sharply. �Dolly Gray?�
�Dolly Gray, or to give her her own name, Rosemary Houston. Mind you, I haven�t the least idea why she was aboard the dock. She was one of a team of agents sent into Russia expressly to investigate Otto Keiler and the Russian progress on their missile. None of them achieved a goddam thing and all of them have now gone off the air, so we�re in fact no wiser as to current events or progress.�
�The Russians got them all?�
�Well, I guess they must have. That�s the assumption. All except Rosemary � and now someone�s got her, it seems. There must be some reason why she was found aboard that dock,� he said savagely, �and I�d like to know what it was.�
�So would I.� Shaw rubbed at his jaw thoughtfully. �This Warmaster missile� they couldn�t hope to fire it from a dock, I suppose? A kind of mobile launching-pad?�
Pullman gave a short, hard laugh. �Grow up! I guess that�s way off the beam.�
�I was just thinking aloud,� Shaw murmured.
�No reason why they should want to, anyway. They can have plenty of widely-dispersed firing-pads in the Soviet land mass, and we�re well within range of all of them, just the same as they are of ours! So�s Britain.�
Shaw nodded. He asked, �How did Warmaster behave on test?�
Pullman laughed again, bleakly. He said in a sour tone, �I was coming to that. She�s not been tested yet, at least not live � we weren�t having China�s action rush us too fast.�
�Is she going to be fired live, then?�
�Why, of course she is!� Pullman looked surprised. �The new ARM 64 warhead hasn�t been tried out at all yet, and we have to have a dress rehearsal at this stage. The earlier tests were small stuff � they were carried out under cover of routine Canaveral procedures. Well now � this live test is due to take place shortly with scaled-down warheads, date yet to be decided, in the Pacific. She�ll be fired on a range-shortening trajectory from Canaveral and the target area will be between the Aleutian and Hawaiian Islands. The security on that is something extraordinary, I need hardly tell you, and I�m responsible for it.� Pullman�s voice had tautened; there was a hint of nerve-strain showing through, Shaw fancied. �I don�t like it, Commander. I want to know what Rosemary Houston � Dolly Gray � was on to that could have caused her death. And I want the answer before that test takes place.� He thumped the desk. �I�m expecting word through any time as to the date, and though I can maybe hold it off a little, I can�t stall for long. The White House and the Joint Chiefs of Staff consider it vital that Warmaster should go on her live test without delay, in case Russia gets there first.�
Shaw said, �I�d have thought the value of the missile was a little reduced in any case, sir� seeing Russia�s got it.�
Pullman shook his head. �That�s not true, Commander. If they�ve got it, we have to have it. Look � if Russia gets in first, the U.S loses out again in the prestige race, if not worse. Heck, we can�t let Moscow get in first with our missile! Public opinion and morale won�t stand it, and if Russia finds she can get away with that kind of thing, a very dangerous situation indeed is going to be automatically created � especially, mark you, since we believe China�s aiming to push Moscow over the brink. So it just won�t do. And,� he added, �if there�s any way you can help, I�ll be damned glad of it and so will a whole lot of other people in the Pentagon.�
�I�ll do my best,� Shaw said. He looked puzzled. �By the way� what exactly do you think could happen on that test?�
Pullman answered nervily. �I don�t know,� he said, lifting his shoulders. �I just don�t know! It only needs something to ball it up, turn it into a fiasco, and Russia�s got the drop on us. We�ll look the biggest mugs of all time, and I�ll be out on my ear. Maybe I�m just getting too old for the job, but I�m having nightmares about that firing. Well � where d�you propose to start, Commander?�
�Right here in Washington,� Shaw told him. �First, I�d like to have the names of Rosemary Houston�s contacts and her private friends as well. They may not yield much, but at present they�re the only line I can see to start on, and I�ve got a hunch it�s Rosemary Houston we�ve got to concentrate on.�
Pullman nodded. �I guess you�re right. And just bear in mind that time�s running out, even if we don�t know how long we�ve got.� He took up a telephone and twitched his eyebrows at it before snapping, �Pullman. Get me the file on Dolly Gray, and make it fast.�

Chapter Seven

Shaw decided that if an unauthorized person ever got into the Pentagon he wouldn�t have a cat in hell�s chance of getting out again. The Pentagon took itself seriously and the checks out took almost as long as the checks in, but in the end Shaw made it. The last of many security guards, taking possession of the stamped pass that enabled him to leave the building, gave him a sketchy salute.
�Okay,� the guard said, �that�s okay. �Night.�
It was latish now and the rabbit warren had started to go to bed, the bustle muted to the comings and goings of duty personnel. All the same there was something odd in the atmosphere, a kind of edginess, as though coming events were already casting their shadows� unless it was mere fancy on Shaw�s part, the workings of an overstimulated imagination; but he didn�t believe it was that. He felt a curious tension all around him, an emanation of nerviness. Few of the people in the myriad corridors and offices of the Pentagon would know anything whatever about Warmaster, of course; but an aura of alarm could be self-communicative, could be unconsciously handed down the line from the high-ups who were in the know.
There was no doubt about one thing, anyway: The Administration itself had the jitters. Pullman was undeniably jittery � if he hadn�t been a very worried man, he would almost certainly never have agreed to see Shaw at all. He�d practically said as much. The American admiral was taking a chance in passing information to a foreign national and Shaw knew it.
Leaving the building, he took a cab to the Columbia Grand Hotel, where an apartment had been booked for him from London, and checked in. He was whisked up from the discreetly luxurious foyer in an elevator and escorted to his suite by a self-important bell-hop. The suite, he found, was a pretty expensive one; Latymer had done him proud this time, perhaps so that the British Navy could keep a little face before its wealthy cousins. The bedroom was furnished in lush style, with a supremely comfortable, gold-draped bed, while the sitting-room had a balcony with long french windows opening on to it.
Shaw tipped the bell-hop a dollar. �I�d like a meal sent up in fifteen minutes.� He said.
The bell-hop indicated the maroon-lacquered telephone. �Just call down, sir.�
Shaw nodded. �Right.� The bell-hop gave him a grin and left. Shaw took up the house telephone and asked Room Service to send up a meal and a drink. Then he undressed and ran a bath, and while he was relaxing in the hot water, getting the travel grime off his body and the tiredness out of his system, he ran over the names of Rosemary Houston�s contacts and personal friends. There hadn�t been many of the latter; Rosemary Houston, according to Pullman, had no parents and no relatives beyond an elderly uncle living in retirement in California. She hadn�t been especially gregarious and she picked her friends carefully, with the result that, rather than a host of acquaintances and hangers-on, she had a small and select circle of really close friends � kindred spirits with whom she could relax and be herself was Shaw�s guess. And none of these, of course, had been told that she was dead.
There was one name that stood out a mile on Shaw�s list of possibles: Rosemary�s particular girl-friend, a girl named Patricia O�Malley, who lived in Washington and worked for the Navy Department in the Bureau of Personnel. In the past she had been employed on certain secret work on attachment to Pullman�s department, and she and Rosemary had worked together on one or two occasions. Pullman had told Shaw that he could speak reasonably freely to Patricia O�Malley, could on this occasion quote his name, and could tell her in strict secrecy that Rosemary Houston was dead. The ban of any mention of Warmaster and on anything else of which Pullman had spoke still, however, remained. As to the other names on the list, Pullman knew nothing about them beyond the details filed as a result of routine probes into every agent�s contacts and social background generally. He had impressed on Shaw that if he should question these other persons he was to reveal nothing whatever.
With this almost total restriction in mind, Shaw decided to go straight for the best bet: Patricia O�Malley.
He emerged steaming from his bath, feeling a whole lot fresher and ready to go. In the sitting-room a waiter was already putting the finishing touches to the dinner-table. While he dressed Shaw sipped an Old Fashioned, and then he sat down to a light meal of roast beef, rare, a salad, and coffee. After the coffee and a cigarette Shaw looked at his watch. 8.30 pm. Not too late for a call on Miss O�Malley.
He brought out his gun, checked it, and slipped it back into the shoulder-holster beneath the double-breasted, dark grey jacket. Then he left his room and went down to the foyer. Patricia O�Malley lived on Rainbow Boulevard, at Number 1391�about ten minutes� walk away. Shaw decided to walk. It was a fine, clear night, if cold, and he felt in need of some exercise.
As he went down the steps a man got up casually from a seat in the foyer, stubbed out a cigarette in an ashtray, folded up the evening paper which he had been reading, and also left the hotel. He was a bulky man with a bulbous nose on a cherubic face, quite harmless-looking in a cheery kind of way. He gave a nearly imperceptible shake of the head at the driver of a sky-blue Chrysler parked on the drive-in and then sauntered along behind Shaw, keeping about fifty yards in rear; and he was still there when Shaw turned into Rainbow Boulevard. When Shaw entered the foyer of the block of flats at Number 1391, the man walked on without turning his head, taking not the least notice in the world. He continued walking towards a call-box, where he put through a person-to-person call to a New York number. It took him a long while to get through, and when his man came on the line he sounded edgy.
He said, �Hanson here. The Britisher�s contacting the O�Malley girl. Yeah, that�s right. He�s there now. Yeah.� There was a pause, a long one, then the man said, �Yeah, that figures� okay, okay, I�ll call the boys.�
He depressed the receiver-rest, waited, then dialled a local number and spoke rapidly for thirty seconds. Then he jammed down the handset and left the box, shrugging himself into his upturned coat-collar against a cold wind. He walked back along Rainbow Boulevard and kept a discreet watch on Number 1391.
* * *
Shaw pressed the bell at the door of Patricia O�Malley�s apartment, and waited. After a short interval he heard footsteps coming along a passage inside and then the door opened. A girl of about Rosemary Houston�s own age stood there, a tall dark girl with deep-set brown eyes, nice eyes that smiled at him appreciatively � as, for some reason, women�s eyes nearly always did at Esmonde Shaw. For his part, Shaw looked back candidly with equal appreciation; this girl was a good-looker. She had the neatest figure he�d seen in years, with small breasts swelling against a flame-coloured sweater, and her legs, slim legs, were provocative in jet-black slacks.
He asked, �Miss O�Malley?�
�Sure, that�s me.� Standing squarely in the doorway, she looked at him suspiciously. �So? You�re English, aren�t you?�
For answer he held up his hand. In the palm was his naval identity card, with the special red-and-green bisected panel on its front cover. �You can read there who I am. Ever seen one of these before, Miss O�Malley?�
She studied it, her hair falling across her face as she did so. �Yes, I have,� she said quietly. �The identification�s okay and the picture fits, but��
Shaw gave a quick look round; even though they were absolutely alone he dropped his voice, his lips scarecely moving as he said, �I�ve come from the Pentagon. Admiral Clifford Pullman. I�ll ask you to keep that strictly to yourself, Miss O�Malley.�.
She nodded. �I�I guess maybe you�d better come right in, Commander.� She still looked a shade uncertain but, giving her dark head a shake, she held the door open and Shaw walked past her into a miniature hall with a highly-polished floor in the centre of which lay a thick, rather lush and exotic rug. It was a lush set-up altogether, and it seemed as though the Bureau of Personnel paid well.
Patricia hadn�t yet closed the door. As Shaw turned to her she bit her lip and said, �British Navy Intelligence. I once came across one of your boys. He was rather a pet��
�On the job?� Shaw suppressed a smile. �Job for the U.S Navy?�
�So you know the hook-up�� She added reminiscently, �Yes, I was. Billy Weston was the name. Nice guy��
Shaw said, �I�ll tell him your assessment of him when I get back to London. I know him well. Short, sandy, grey eyes, mole on left cheek, badly broken nose. Once boxed for the British Navy and��
�And never stops talking about it!� She gave a gurgle of laughter. �Check?�
�Check!� Shaw laughed. �That�s him, all right. Satisfied? If you�re not, you can always ring Pullman.�
�No, I guess I�m satisfied all right. But Pullman�� As she closed the outer door the brown eyes widened, became almost violet in the discreetly-shaded light, and the dark brows came down� she really was a picture, Shaw decided. �What�s up, then? Don�t tell me it�s another appeal from good old Uncle Sam?�
He grinned. �Well, no � not exactly that.�
�Not exactly? Well,� she said with a brittle touch of brightness, though Shaw fancied he caught a sudden trace of anxiety in her eyes, �you�d better sit down and tell me all about it, hadn�t you. In there,� she added, pointing through a doorway.
Shaw walked in; it was a big room and expensively furnished but it had a homey, lived-in feel about it and there was a ball of wool and some knitting on a sofa. He said when he saw that, �Sorry to butt in and be a nuisance.�
�Oh, that�s all right,� she answered. �I was having a kind of domestic evening and I was getting bored as hell. You�re very welcome. Care for a drink?�
�No, thanks��
�Sure?� she said. �I fix a pretty good whisky-sour, though I say it myself.� She didn�t press him, however, and he liked that. �Sit down, anyway.� Shaw sat in a deep armchair. Patricia O�Malley remained standing for a moment, tapping a cigarette on a fingernail. Then she recollected herself. �Sorry,� she said, and held out the packet. Shaw took one and flicked his lighter. The girl perched on the arm of another chair and asked, �Well?�
�Miss O�Malley,� Shaw answered quietly. �I�m going to give you this pretty straight. Admiral Pullman suggested I call on you because you�re a friend of Rosemary Houston�s.�
Caution showed in the narrowing of her eyes. She said, �That�s right. So what?�
�I�d like to know anything you can tell me about her. Her life here in Washington, what she did with her spare time, who her friends were � especially those who could have eluded the file � you know the sort of thing?�
�Yes,� she replied wonderingly. �I do, but��
�Then I think I�ll just let you do the talking. I�m a good listener, and anything you say could be a help.�
She nodded. �I�ll do my best, but what�s all this about?�
�I�d rather not say for the moment, Miss O�Malley, if you don�t mind.�
�Oh � okay, then.� She wrinkled her nose, thinking� wondering, perhaps, where to start. Shaw watched her face. �Rosemary� well, she�s my best friend. We�ve worked together, known each other years and years. Went through high school and college together � you know? Guess we�re very much alike or so people say � not in looks, but in the way we see life.� She considered again. �One thing, neither of us ever cared about going around in a crowd. Just each other, mostly, and that in itself threw us together.�
�No boy-friends?�
She laughed at that. �No one very special.�
His eyes twinkled at her. �Now, that does surprise me!�
�If you mean as to me, thanks for the compliment.�
He said, �I meant you and Rosemary too.�
�Oh?� She raised her eyebrows. �You�ve met her, then?�
He looked down at his hands, hating himself for what amounted to duplicity on his part in not telling her what had happened to her friend. �I�ve seen her,� he said quietly, �and I�m surprised she hadn�t got herself married already, to be quite honest.�
�Well,� she said frankly, �Washington and New York are full of boys who�d like nothing better than to say they�re her special heartthrob, I reckon. As I said, she never goes out of her way to court popularity, but then a girl like that doesn�t exactly lead a nun�s life, nor does she pass unnoticed. But there aren�t any special boys, not that I know of.�
For some reason, he wasn�t wholly satisfied. He asked, �And you�d know?�
�Oh, sure.� She laughed again, her whole face lighting up. �She�d never hide that from me! No, I�d know, all right. Rosemary�s single-minded that way,� she added. �Puts her career first all the time. No time for distractions, that�s Rosemary � not that she�s anything but normal, of course. One day, she�ll settle down and marry, and make a darn nice wife for some lucky guy.�
�Apart from her work,� Shaw said, �how did she pass her time when she was here? What were her interests?�
�Much the same as mine. That�s how we get along so well. We play a lot of tennis� horseback-riding� we both like swimming and sitting around in the sun. And clothes, and shopping, and hair-do�s. We read quite a lot��
�I see,� Shaw murmured. �Look, Miss O� Malley � you mentioned New York just now. What are the connexions there?�
�Connexions?� A shadow seemed suddenly to cross the girl�s face. �Connexions� I don�t know about any connexions. That�s a funny word to use. She used to go up there for a week-end now and again, that�s all I know really.�
�You didn�t go with her, then?�
�No, I didn�t.�
�Uh-huh. Has she relations there, or friends?�
�No relations, and I never actually heard her speak of any friends.� She hesitated, pushing hair back from her forehead. �When I say she went up now and again� don�t take me too literally. It wasn�t that often. She went up� oh, three or four times maybe, fairly close together, that�s all.�
�When? Recently � or way back?�
�Depends what you call recently,� she said after another brief hesitation. �It was during the two or three months before she left Washington on whatever job she�s on now, and I�m only assuming she is on one. Is she?�
�I�ll come to that in a moment,� Shaw said quietly. �Have you any idea where she went, or what she saw, on those jaunts to New York?�
She shook her head firmly � too firmly? �No. No idea. She never said anything about it.�
�Didn�t that strike you as odd?�
�Not really.� She smiled, a little too brightly. �Do you talk to your friends, even your best friends, about your work?�
He grinned back at her. �Point taken! But you�d worked with her, after all. By the way,� he added, �why do you assume she went up in connexion with a job, and not � not��
�Not a dirty week-end?� she put in. �Why, because I know Rosemary inside out! That just isn�t her style. Course, if she really fell for a man, well, she wouldn�t take up silly attitudes about some dumb kind of morality. I reckon she might go to bed with him all right and good luck to her. But you see there wasn�t any man she felt that way about up to when I last saw her � and she doesn�t just hop into bed with anything that happens to be around� she doesn�t go in for dirty week-ends in sleazy hotels on the wrong side of the tracks, which is what you seem to be suggesting!� She was speaking passionately, her small breasts heaving. Shaw looked at her narrowly and wondered just why this should be, but he persisted in his line of questioning.
He said, �I didn�t exactly suggest that and you know it. But how do you know she hadn�t some special man-friend up in New York?�
�I told you,� she said wearily. �I know Rosemary. If there�d been anyone, I�d have known. Even if she hadn�t told me. Women get a kind of instinct that way.�
Shaw flicked ash off his cigarette. �D�you know,� he said thoughtfully, looking into her eyes, �I�ve just an idea you�re holding back on something. And I wish you wouldn�t do that. I need your help � badly.�
�But I�m not � I�m not holding back on anything��
�Just a minute, Miss O�Malley. You were pretty vehement that Rosemary didn�t go up to New York on an illicit week-end. A shade too vehement. I want to know a little more about it. It could be extremely important.�
The girl�s face had tightened up and she�d gone a little white around the mouth. Shaw was convinced he�d hit some kind of nail on the head. But she shook her head obstinately and said, �Look, I�ve told you all I know! Why d�you need my help so badly anyway? Why not ask Rosemary?� She caught her breath suddenly and stared at him, her expression changing to one of real alarm as she watched his face. �Commander Shaw, just what is up? Has anything happened to Rosemary? Has she � disappeared?�
He said gently, �It�s on Rosemary�s account that I want your help. You could give me a lead. I�m sure you could.�
She demanded, �Will you please tell me what�s happened?�
He nodded. �All right,� he said. �I will. Rosemary Houston is dead. Murdered. I found the body myself. That�s all I can tell you. Now � have you anything to add to what you�ve already said?�
* * *
He had been brutal and he knew it; but it had been absolutely intentional � and, for the second time in little over twenty-four hours, it worked.
Patricia�s face had gone a ghastly colour and she had got up from the arm of the chair and turned away. She said in a flat voice, �She can�t be dead. Not Rosemary. I don�t believe you.�
Shaw said grimly, �I�m afraid you must. There�s quite a lot I can�t tell you, but you must believe me when I say that I�m here partly to help find out who killed her. Anything, any lead, that you can give me may be the thing we�re looking for to put us right. Just think that over.�
She lit a fresh cigarette from the stub of the old one and pulled at it hard, inhaling deeply. She closed her eyes and seemed to sway a little. Shaw got up quickly but she opened her eyes again and put out a hand to steady herself and he saw the tears that had been behind her lids. She said, �We were very close, you know. I�m sorry. Yes, I do want to help.�
�Then you�d better tell me what you haven�t told me so far. There is something else, isn�t there?�
�Yes,� she said, �there is. I can�t see that it�s all that vital, though.�
�Tell me and then I�ll know.�
�All right,� she said in a brittle tone. �I guess I�ll have to, now. There was a man. I didn�t like him, didn�t trust him. I never met him, mind you, but I saw him with her a couple of times in restaurants up in New York and that was enough. I guess I sum people up fast, always could.� This one had what they used to call a corner-boy look. I think you�d know the sort if you met him. He was� dangerous. Like a cornered steer, you know? But kind of smooth with it. Damnably attractive in a caveman way, I�ll say that for him, and he seemed to carry a � a kind of aura of power and self-assurance. And self-assertion. I�d say he was the sort who only cared about himself.� She drew a long, shuddering breath. �She was going to get let down badly, but you couldn�t tell her. I�I think he almost picked her up in a restaurant, here in Washington. It wasn�t like her to fall for that kind of thing and I just couldn�t understand it. Well, she � she used to go to New York to meet him.� I was trying to cover up for her when you asked, you can�t blame me for that, I guess. And you mustn�t think she was really like that. I told you the honest truth that far. This was the man, you see � the one she�d do that sort of thing for� only I guess she was making a real sucker out of herself over the guy. I told her, but she wouldn�t listen.�
�Where did she stay with him, do you know?�
�She never told me, but I overheard once� she was phoning from here. The Shamrock, on West 104th.�
�And his name?�
�Fleck,� she said. �Rudolf Fleck. He was a German. It was all very secret, except from me, and even I don�t know anything about this Fleck, where he lived or worked and that. It had to be like that, and I guess you�ll know why� and Rosemary knew how to keep things that way��
And that, Shaw thought as he left the apartment a little later and walked back to the Columbia Grand, was something Rosemary Houston would indeed have had to be very, very circumspect about. The world�s intelligence services weren�t at all keen on their active agents forming close personal liaisons with foreign nationals, not unless those foreign nationals had been screened � and somehow it didn�t quite sound as if Rudolf Fleck could have been. At any rate, Pullman hadn�t mentioned him as a known contact. And Fleck was a German� once again, Germany crept into the picture � and Germany, of course, had its Communists. Like Otto Keiler.
* * *
Many people saw Shaw leave the block on Rainbow Boulevard but only one man cared: The bulbous-nosed man who had followed him there earlier. As Shaw came out of the foyer the nosey man moved away in the opposite direction. Shaw glanced at him without much interest. After Shaw had gone two shadowy figures moved out from a side street and joined the nosey man. They were both fair men, with chunky figures, and tough. One had a scar running from his left cheekbone to the corner of his mouth. But they were nothing special; they were mere passers-by in the night, mingling with many others, and no one noticed them particularly.
�Okay,� Nosey murmured. �Let�s go. You know what to do. It�s just the broad. New York don�t want the Britisher touched � yet. The broad�s different. Maybe she�ll be useful without being too dangerous, tell us what that guy�s got his hooks Into.�
They drifted back along the road towards Number 1391.

Chapter Eight

The muted but insistent bell of that maroon-coloured telephone broke into Shaw�s slumber next morning and as he reached out sleepily for the instrument he glanced at his wrist-watch. 9 a.m. He�d overslept.
He cradled the handset against his cheek. �Shaw,� he said.
A woman�s pert, chummy voice crooned at him. �Oh, Commander Shaw. Good morning� sorry to disturb you, sir, but I have a call from the Pentagon. Do you wish to��
Suddenly very wide awake and feeling a curious prickling of alarm for no reason whatever, he was about to say he would take the call when there was a sudden series of disturbances in his ear and, faintly in the distance, he heard Pullman�s voice demanding, �Get that goddam female off the line.� Pullman was cut off suddenly and the crooning voice, a little less chummy now, said, �You�re through.� After that the other voice came back, loudly, Pullman�s voice. Pullman�s voice with an edge to it. �Shaw. There�s been a hitch. Come right over.�
The line went dead. In one smooth movement Shaw replaced the handset and got out of bed. At once he dragged on his trousers. Pullman had said come right over, and Pullman meant exactly what he said. There wouldn�t be any bath or breakfast now.
* * *
Pullman�s face was quite grey with worry and fatigue and the eyebrows were moving up and down fast as he gave Shaw the details. He said, �We don�t know who in heck they were and no one in any of the other apartments saw anything, or even heard anything. But whoever they were, they made a darn good job of it. The apartment looked as if a bomb had hit it.�
Shaw asked, �How did you get to hear about it, sir?�
Pullman gave him a sharp look. �If you mean does anyone know of her occasional connexion with this office, the answer�s no. It was sheer chance, just one of those things. She�d taken some work home from her office. There was a rush on, and some of the staff were working through the night to produce some report or other for a senator who wanted to use it today. Well, she�d taken a file which was needed back in the office, harmless non-classified stuff but they couldn�t get along without it. So they rang her � and there was only a dead line, because it had been cut. They sent a clerk round but he couldn�t make her hear. When he got back to the office, the man in charge got the wind up and rang my duty officer� the Pentagon�s like that, no one takes any chances. My man got worried because I�d asked for the file on her before I went home � and he called me. I went right along.� He paused, ran a hand through his hair. �Don�t know what those bastards were looking for in her apartment, or whether they found it, but they left this.�
He passed a sheet of cheap, lined notepaper across to Shaw. Shaw picked it up, looked automatically for a watermark. As he had expected, there was none. A pencilled message was written on it in capitals. It read; Shaw lay off or the girl gets it where it hurts most.
Shaw read it in silence, then handed it back. He said, �A trifle corney. But they evidently know I�m here. That�s not so good. Where�s the leak, sir?�
Pullman shrugged. �Don�t ask me. Maybe it was back in Britain. Let�s just say their intelligence service seems to work � whoever �they� are.�
�How much does Patricia O�Malley know, sir?�
�About Warmaster? Nothing, of course. Other things maybe � but not that.�
�So she won�t be all that much use to them?�
�None at all, I�d say, but�� he spread his hands.
�But they won�t know that?�
�Precisely, Commander.�
Shaw�s lips tightened. �What�ll they do to her?�
�Your guess,� Pullman answered heavily, �is just as good as mine. We�ve got to get her back quick, that�s all. And,� he emphasized, �there�s just one thing I don�t want and won�t have: the police. They don�t come into this. How d�you feel about that?�
Shaw said, �Pretty badly, for the girl�s sake. But I realize you�re dead right, sir. Will you let me handle it?�
�That�s just what I was going to suggest, Commander. How d�you propose to go about it?�
�I�d like to see Miss O�Malley�s apartment first, if you can fix that, then I�m heading for New York right away. She mentioned a man, a German called Fleck, in New York. Rudolf Fleck.� He told Pullman what Patricia had said. �I think it could be worth following up, in the absence of any other lead.�
Pullman said, �Rudolf Fleck. I�ll have a check made right away, see if we know of him. As you say � a German would fit, with that dock in mind. While that�s being done, I�ll come to Rainbow Boulevard with you.� He picked up a telephone and spoke to an aide, ordering an immediate check on the German. The he got up and came round the desk and put a hand on Shaw�s shoulder. Looking up into the British agent�s face, he said quietly, �Anything you want, call on me personally. I�ll keep right behind the scenes but I�ll see you get all you need � so far as I can. I guess it really gets me to have women involved in this kind of dirt.�
* * *
The girl�s apartment yielded precisely nothing.
As Pullman had said, it was a shambles. It looked pathetic, Shaw thought, when compared with the way it had looked so short a time before, when everything had been warm and comfortable. Now, every drawer, every cupboard, was turned right out, its contents scattered all over the floor. Ornaments lay broken, jars of face-cream, even, had been smashed and gouged out; the upholstery of the chairs, the mattress in the bedroom, the very wallpaper and the drapes, had all been ripped up with knives. It had a look of wanton savagery with no purpose behind it. There was nothing left intact. Pullman insisted on nothing being touched, but Shaw guessed there wouldn�t be any fingerprints anywhere; whoever had done this job would have worn gloves. There were drops of blood on the carpet in the sitting-room, leading towards the door and then along the hall, though they ceased some three feet inside the outer door as if someone had suddenly realized that blood outside the apartment might be a premature give-away and had put a bandage on to stop the drip. So there had been a struggle and someone, almost certainly the girl, had got hurt. Over by an upturned chair lay Patricia�s ball of wool and the piece of knitting. The latter had been pulled to shreds and it, too, carried bloodstains.
Before they left a messenger came with a sealed envelope for Pullman. He ripped it open, read the contents, grunted and said briefly, �Nothing on Fleck. You�ll be working in the dark, Commander. Right in the dark.�
�I�m quite used to that. What about this apartment, sir?�
Pullman said, �I�ll lock it and take the key. I�ll find a way of spreading the word around that Miss O�Malley�s gone away for a week or so. I�ve already been on to Personnel and no one�ll talk there, but if you don�t get results I�ll have to eat my words and go to the police, of course. Can�t leave the girl to those bastards� but I hope to hell it doesn�t happen that way, Commander, or my reputation�ll be in a worse state than this apartment is right now. The Navy won�t be able to get rid of me fast enough. Not that I�m letting that make my decisions for me,� he added. �It�s the security aspect.�
Shaw nodded. He said, �Perhaps, if the story looks like breaking, the Navy Department won�t want the police in any more than you do.�
�I reckon you may be dead right at that,� Pullman snapped, �and that doesn�t help Patricia O�Malley any, or me.� He looked at his watch. �If there�s nothing else you want here, Commander, we�ll get back to the Pentagon. I�ll give you a car, and by the time you get to the airfield I�ll have fixed a seat for you on the next flight out for New York. I�ll make it priority, so you�ll be okay even if some unlucky businessman has to be shifted to hell out. I�ll have an apartment booked for you in case you�re staying, in the Hotel New Yorker on 34th and 8th.�
�No.� Shaw shook his head as they moved to the door. �Not the New Yorker, sir! Nothing so posh� I�d like you to book me in at a place called the Shamrock, on West 104th.�
Pullman stared, his eyebrows twitching. �I don�t know West 104th personally, but it sounds as if it could be a pretty lousy sort of joint.�
�Check! I�ve a nodding acquaintance with New York City myself. But I�ve a feeling it might be a good jumping-off ground all the same. You see, Rosemary Houston stayed there � with Fleck.�

Chapter Nine

New York was as cold as he had left it only the day before. The city lay under a thin powdering of snow, with more to come in the metallic grey sky, a threatening sky, which seemed to fit the dangerous and uncertain nature of Shaw�s job. All the way in the plane, and then in the cab which he took to West 104th Street, he had been thinking about that test and wondering just why Pullman had been so worried about it, why there had been that curious air of tension in the Pentagon. Pullman�s worry, he felt, went way beyond a very natural anxiety to get the U.S test over before Russia was ready with her missile. He hoped the American wasn�t holding back on anything; he didn�t really think that could be the case, in the circumstances� Pullman wouldn�t have revealed so much without going all the way, surely.
Shaw gave it up for the time being and looked out of the cab�s windows at the snow-muted streets, at the skyscrapers of Manhattan, whose tops were lost in the whirling snowflakes. The traffic slushed along. The day was dark with the weather and lights shone from offices and stores, the latter bright and attractive with their various offerings. People got out of expensive automobiles and were hustled into the lighted doorways of those superheated buildings. A fine time, Shaw thought, to hold a nuclear test � with the weather like this. He had raised the timing question with Pullman, as a matter of fact, just before leaving Washington, and Pullman had answered edgily that in any case the date still hadn�t been announced but that timing was relatively unimportant while time as a commodity was quite the reverse � also that an actual attack was just as likely to come at a time of adverse weather conditions as at any other, and Canaveral wasn�t in the northern states anyhow, so what the hell? They weren�t testing Warmaster as some kind of spectacular circus turn, but as a weapon of war that might preserve the peace � right? Shaw had simply shrugged and said, �Yes, right,� but he had thought to himself wryly, that since the thing seemed shrouded in this mysterious fear, it was fortunate that it was still a long time to Christmas�
The cab alternately crawled and flew, making its spasmodic progress towards West 104th, coming into a tenement type of district. At last it made it, turned to the left, and stopped about half-way along a rather dingy street.
The Shamrock Hotel was a crummy-looking building with faded brown paint peeling from its window-frames, and its stonework grimed with city smoke and a long streak of green slime where water had overflowed from a blocked gutter for what looked like the past decade. Shaw got out into a freezing temperature and a biting wind that whipped up the snow into crazy spirals, and paid off the cab. In the doorway of the Shamrock, at the top of a short flight of steps, he saw a sleazy doorman wearing a scuffed peaked cap but still, despite his inelegance, looking out of place in this district. This man waited surlily as Shaw carried his grip up.
When Shaw reached the top, the man moved to open the door. Pointedly Shaw said, �Thank you very much.�
�You�re welcome.� The man had no interest in guests at all, had probably given up expecting tips years ago unless it was a case of a man and a woman together who preferred not to be seen that way. The door shut. The doorman stayed where he was, moodily contemplating the snow. Shaw walked on towards Reception. Reception was no more than a bored young man in a kind of box-office that had a small aperture in the glass for guests to speak through � physically short guests. The clerk was picking his nose as Shaw approached and bent to speak through this uncomfortably placed aperture. The whole place depressed Shaw beyond words; he tried unsuccessfully to square it with all he had heard about Rosemary Houston. He doubted if Rosemary had really fallen for the man Fleck. So far he knew nothing against Fleck, but the man was a German, and in the circumstances of Rosemary�s violent death the whole thing was just a shade too neat. Much more likely, if there was anything behind this at all, she had been on to something involving Fleck and intended to find out a little more even if it meant going to bed with him. Maybe she had been that keen on her work. Or maybe Fleck had set out to seduce her and to charm secrets out of her. And if either of those two alternatives proved to be right, it would mean that Fleck could undoubtedly provide Shaw with at least some of the answers � as he had hoped.
Meanwhile the clerk was looking at Shaw with his mouth hanging open. Shaw said, �I have a room booked. The name�s Shaw.�
The clerk consulted a list. �Shaw, huh��
�That�s right.�
�Yeah. Got it here. Number 38.� The clerk reached behind himself and detached a key from a hook on a board. Keeping the key in his hand he glanced up. �Expecting anyone to join you?�
�Not that I know of,� Shaw said, wondering if the covert production of a ten-dollar bill would guarantee a woman in this joint.
The clerk made no offers but pushed forward a book. �Sign in, please.� Shaw signed and pushed the book back. The man said, �Thanks,� and handed him the key of his apartment. Shaw carried his grip into the elevator and pressed a button. The elevator grumbled its way upward. When he reached his room Shaw was surprised to find it moderately comfortable and clean. The bed was a double one. Probably they all were, in the Shamrock.
He put down his grip, took off his jacket, and had a wash in the hand-basin. He looked critically at his face in the mirror and told himself not to look so anxious. He was in New York, he was in the Shamrock. So far, so good� but the next thing was Rudolf Fleck and Patricia O�Malley and certainly that wasn�t going to be quite so simple; he�d already found a number of Flecks, too many of them with an R among the initials, in the telephone directory, and the Fleck he wanted might not live in New York City anyway. And he hadn�t got all the time in the world�
* * *
The nosey man had also moved up from Washington, and once again he was tailing Shaw, which was a tactical error on somebody�s part, for the nosey man wasn�t exactly inconspicuous. Shaw spotted him looking into a shop window when he came out of the Shamrock Hotel after a passable lunch, and something clicked. He remembered that cheery face with its bulbous strawberry nose and placed it accurately.
It might be just a coincidence, of course. Yet it was just a trifle suspicious that a man who had been outside that Washington apartment shortly before it had been done over so thoroughly � however harmless and unremarkable his presence had appeared at the time � should be right here in New York concurrently with Shaw, and hanging around outside the very hotel where Shaw had been booked in. Shaw didn�t like that � and for another reason beside the obvious one: How had Nosey, if he was a tail, got the word that Shaw had been New-York-bound � and how, indeed, had he been so well briefed that he�d even got the name of Shaw�s hotel? So far as Shaw could see it meant only one thing, and that was a leak in the Pentagon, in fact a leak from someone on Pullman�s own staff. Or perhaps the girl had been made to talk and then they�d assumed he would come to the Shamrock sooner or later. In any case he was pretty sure he hadn�t been tailed from the airport, and Nosey certainly hadn�t been on his plane up from Washington. That meant he had arrived independently and in full possession of the facts.�
No one would have guessed that Shaw had rumbled the tail; he simply walked right ahead into Broadway and turned downtown, huddled into the collar of a thick greatcoat. He wasn�t going anywhere special in any case; he had just had an idea that, before he started asking discreet questions in the Shamrock, it might be useful to him if he acquainted himself with his immediate neighbourhood as soon as possible in case he had to do any fast moving. It was a sound maxim that an agent should know the topographical details of any area in which he might have to operate.
Now, however, he had a more definite objective, and this was to let Nosey incriminate himself and prove what he was hanging around for. Nosey might turn out to be a good short cut if he was made to talk.
A little way along Broadway, where the snow had temporarily ceased to fall, Shaw went into a drugstore and ordered a cup of coffee. When it was handed across to him he took his time over it and enjoyed its heat, his long legs wrapped around the high stool. He watched the doorway. He saw Nosey drift past in the slush on the sidewalk and give a cursory glance into the drugstore. After that Nosey disappeared, but when Shaw came out into Broadway again he was there all right. Reading a newspaper in the entrance to an arcade and dragging at a butt-end.
Well, well! It began to look clear enough, but he might as well give the tail one more chance to clinch it. It wouldn�t do to stick his neck out if he was wrong.
Half an hour later, and another three-quarters of a mile downtown, there was no more doubt about it at all. When Shaw strolled into a picture-theatre and bought a ticket the nosey man couldn�t get close up fast enough. Shaw almost laughed aloud at the nosey man�s discomfiture as he tried to keep near without becoming obvious. Granted even that a picture-theatre was a tail�s nightmare, he�d never seen such a ham-fisted exhibition. Nosey looked a tough nut despite that cherry toper�s face, one of the strong-arm boys without a doubt � but he hadn�t much on top. That was obvious.
Shaw walked on into the auditorium.
The tail followed. He�d heard, no doubt, of back exits and was taking no chances, though how he expected to keep tabs on anyone in the darkness was a mystery in itself. But after Shaw had sat down he realized that the tail wasn�t so stupid after all, or perhaps he had a way with usherettes. At all events he got himself nicely parked in a seat directly behind Shaw, two rows back.
After ten minutes Shaw started to shift around in his seat, and yawned loudly two or three times. The film was a pretty poor one and he scarcely needed to act to make his point that he�d had enough. Even Nosey must have been bored to hell and would be glad of an excuse to leave. Shaw grinned in the darkness. He gave it another five minutes and then got ostentatiously to his feet and pushed along the row to the gangway. At the back of the auditorium he glanced round. Nosey was on his feet too, and moving.
That was good enough.
Shaw put on speed and hurried across the foyer and out into Broadway. He turned to the right and waited, his hand inside his jacket and the fingers around the butt of the Webley. Only seconds behind him, Nosey came out into the open, breathing fast, and with his eyes darting.
Shaw advanced on the nosey man and asked politely, �Can I help you?�
Nosey stared, taken flat aback. �What d�ya mean, Mac?� he demanded hoarsely.
�Come off it!� Shaw�s voice was low now but hard and he was right close up to the man. �You know quite well what I mean. I think you and I could profit by a little talk, don�t you?�
Nosey licked his lips, his expression far from cheery now. But he still tried to bluff it out. He growled, �If you don�t beat it fast, mister, I�ll call a cop.�
�Yes? D�you know, I don�t believe you will, somehow!� Shaw laughed in his face. �I don�t really believe you and the cops are all that pally. And I tell you something else: There�s someone who wouldn�t like it very much if you were.�
�What�s that? Who? I��
�Fleck,� Shaw said calmly.
The chance shot went home. Fleck was the boy, all right. Nosey reacted very badly indeed to the mention of Fleck�s name, and he reacted very fast too, but Shaw was faster. He had the Webley out in a split second. Under cover of his already unbuttoned greatcoat he rammed the gun hard into Nosey�s guts. He spoke softly, but with menace. He said, �All right, keep your hands right by your sides� that�s right, Nosey. Now turn around and just walk. Where I tell you. I�ll be right behind you and I�m in just the right mood for shooting � when I think of what some bastard may be doing to Patricia O�Malley! That, and other things. Move, Nosey. Straight ahead till I tell you different.�
He didn�t add that he wanted the cops around no more than Nosey did, but Nosey wasn�t stopping to make the point even if he�d thought about it. Nosey just turned around and walked. He walked where he was told, which was towards Central Park. Shaw couldn�t think off-hand of anywhere else, in the bustle that was Manhattan, where they could go for a quiet chat about one thing and another, and Central Park under a thick layer of snow seemed a reasonable suggestion. After that he would consider calling on Fleck. But in the end it didn�t make any odds either way, because when they came to the entrance to a subway Nosey moved like lightning and there was a patrolman right by the entrance, as it happened, which cramped Shaw�s style quite a bit. Nosey must have been working things out in his mind as they went along and had decided to wait till there was a cop handy. Anyway, he side-stepped very neatly and got a crowd of men and women between himself and Shaw, the women loaded with shopping, and with children tagging along as well. Nosey had gone, and Shaw couldn�t risk a pointless scene and the inevitable questions that would follow.
When he got back to his hotel an hour later, Shaw found he already had a couple of visitors, and they were the last visitors in all the world that he would have expected after that interview with Admiral Clifford Pullman.�

Chapter Ten

The two men got up from a settee in the foyer and converged on Shaw � a big, efficient-looking man with a lot of five o�clock shadow round a forceful chin, and a short, dark man with a crew cut and an open-air look. The bigger of the two asked, �Commander Shaw?�
Shaw�s eyes narrowed but he nodded. �Who are you?�
The man who had spoken reached into his breast pocket and held up a card in his palm. Shaw looked at it. The card was one he recognized right away, a card that told him just who this man was, and one that would have passed its bearer into the Pentagon with no questions asked.
�Right,� Shaw said. �What d�you want?�
�A word in private, Commander.�
Briefly, Shaw hesitated, then he shrugged. �Come up to my room,� he said.
�Thanks.� The two men fell in behind him and followed him into the elevator. When they were in the privacy of his bedroom Shaw said sourly, �So you�re Commander Willoughby of U.S Navy Intelligence. �I don�t get it.�
Willoughby said reassuringly, �I�ll explain it in a minute.� He nodded towards the other man. �Let me introduce Terry Cassidy. Lieutenant Commander Cassidy, also of the department. Better show the Commander your pass, Cass, and I think, Commander, we ought to see yours, just for the record.�
Cassidy produced his pass, smiling amiably. Shaw, holding up his own identity card, said, �Fine, but I still don�t understand why you�re here.�
Willoughby asked, �Mind if I sit down, Commander?�
�Please do.�
Willoughby sat in an easy chair; Cassidy wandered across and sat on the bed. Then Willoughby said, �Pullman sent us.�
�Pullman!� Shaw shut his teeth hard. �I thought��
Willoughby lifted his eyebrows. �What did you think, Commander?�
�Look� how much do you know about all this?�
Willoughby answered crisply, �As much as we�ve been told.�
�Uh-huh. By Pullman?�
�Yes, by Pullman. He called my chief in Brooklyn Navy Yard this afternoon.� The American hesitated as if embarrassed. �Said you might need some help sometime� told us where to contact you. My chief called you, but you were out, so he thought we�d better come right along and wait.�
A vein throbbed in Shaw�s temple. He asked coldly, �What�s the big idea, then? Who said I wanted any help? Yes, I know � Admiral Pullman! But Pullman told me that neither he nor his department came into this officially. He said I was on my own. So before I say any more, I�d like an opportunity of ringing the Pentagon and finding out what your Admiral Pullman thinks he�s up to!�
Willoughby said at once, �Why, you can do that from my office. He wouldn�t thank you for using an open line, and��
�Did he tell you the whole story, Commander Willoughby?�
�Maybe he didn�t, Commander, I wouldn�t know. He sounded in a hurry, my chief said. If you could tell me anything more, maybe I could be some help.�
Shaw breathed hard down his nose and pulled out a packet of cigarettes, passed it round, and lit up. He took a lungful of smoke. �Any idea why Pullman�s getting anxious about me?�
Willoughby, once again, looked embarrassed. He glanced across at Cassidy and asked, �Well? Do we tell him, d�you think, Cass?�
Lieutenant Commander Cassidy shrugged broad shoulders. He said with a grin, �If you can guarantee the Commander won�t go up in flames, sir, go right ahead! It�s the Admiral�s idea anyway, not ours.�
�That�s correct.� Willoughby leaned forward, palms on knees, eyes twinkling in a friendly apology. He said, �Now don�t get too hot under the collar, Commander, but I believe Pullman may like to have an eye kept on you. It�s nothing personal, take my word for that. But I�m afraid we do have the idea over here that your Admiralty isn�t all that leak-proof and maybe Pullman�s playing extra safe on this. I don�t like it any more than you do, because I�ve had contacts with some of your boys, including your lot�s Number Two � Captain Carberry, isn�t it? But there it is. Now, I�ve got a car just around the block, so if you�d care to come along to my office and call Pullman, I�ll be glad to take you.�
* * *
As they went down the steps of the hotel Shaw was still feeling ruffled at what he considered to be Pullman�s double dealing, but he reminded himself that Pullman was in fact sticking his neck out a remarkably long way by employing him at all, so perhaps he felt entitled to some consideration on that score.
They turned to the left towards the corner of the block, walking through the slush towards a Buick parked just around the corner. Willoughby unlocked the doors and slid in behind a wheel, telling Shaw to get in beside him. Cassidy got in the back, hunched himself into a corner, and opened a packet of spearmint. Willoughby let in the clutch and nosed out into West 104th, turning right, and a few moments later they were heading downtown, following the traffic along Broadway with Willoughby chatting away easily about life in the U.S Navy and his various assignments overseas and now and again drawing Shaw�s attention to points of interest. They headed out over Brooklyn Bridge, crossing the East River and the harbour above the Battery, and it was only when the Buick turned the wrong way for the Navy Yard and then rather suddenly crammed on speed that Shaw began to feel just a trifle puzzled.
He asked, �Taking the long way round?�
�That�s right, Commander.� Willoughby glanced sideways, shrewdly, Shaw fancied that his mouth had hardened and that the voice wasn�t quite so friendly. �Don�t let it worry you.�
�I don�t, but��
�It�s just precautions.� Willoughby was looking ahead now as he sent the Buick on fast, but Shaw had the idea he was watching him out of the corner of his eye, and closely too. �We don�t advertise the fact, but we don�t have our office in the Navy Yard itself, Commander. We like to keep anonymous. We find it pays. So we aren�t heading for the Navy yard.�
Willoughby�s hands moved and the Buick screamed round a bend and then, straightening, roared ahead. Suddenly, illogically, Shaw sensed trouble. His fingers slid almost instinctively into his jacket, and Willoughby said calmly, with out turning his head, �Okay, Cass, he�s getting suspicious.�
That was when Shaw felt the cold pressure of the gun, boring into his neck. He said in a hard voice, �All right, you win for now. I�ve got the set-up. But why the play acting?�
�Because it would have been too risky to march you through that hotel at gun-point.� Willoughby was handling the car beautifully, expertly. �That clerk�d have yelled for the cops as soon as our backs had disappeared down the steps. This way it�s safe � you�ll see why. We�re heading for the warehouse of the Frazer Harfield Packaging Corporation, which is where Cass and I are supposed to be executives, and we�re going to see a man called Rudolf Fleck, attorney-at-law, who operates a smart divorce practice from the Massachusetts State Life Building on Manhattan� when he isn�t over this side, that is. And if you move a muscle other than to suck in air, Cass blows your throat out. Okay?�

Chapter Eleven

The Buick swung left off a dirty side street and entered a big warehouse in which a number of vehicles were standing at the loading-bays. It drove right through, slowly, and entered a tunnel-like, brick-built passageway leading off at the end. Willoughby switched on his headlights, for the tunnel was unlit. He went along slow for perhaps thirty yards and then pulled up by a door. He said, �Your gun.�
Shaw�s eyes snapped but he handed it over. Willoughby barked, �Out!�
Shaw climbed out, with Cassidy close behind him. Willoughby came round the front of the Buick. He passed ahead of Shaw and opened the door in the wall and then Shaw felt the gun press into his spine as Cassidy nudged him forward. Willoughby led the way through into a narrow, stone-floored, ice-cold passage. At the end of this passage he opened a door leading off to the right, and Shaw was prodded on into a vast, high store stacked with flat cardboard containers. Though he couldn�t spot its location, there seemed to be some machinery working somewhere, for he could hear a subdued hum like that made by the ventilation system of a ship. Willoughby went straight ahead to a door at the end. He passed into yet another passage with a number of offices opening off it and stopped at a door inscribed Mr H Willoughby and, underneath this, Special Research Unit. He opened this door, and Shaw followed him into a utilitarian-looking room with a desk and filing cabinets and all the usual office fittings. Except one, as it turned out, which was scarcely usual � for Willoughby crossed the room and opened up a cupboard, into which Shaw was pushed, Willoughby and Cassidy crowding in behind him. The constricted space was filled almost to capacity already with coats, mops, buckets, brooms and all the general paraphernalia of cleaners.
As Cassidy, still chewing spearmint, closed and locked the door Shaw said, �What the��
�Can it!� Willoughby�s voice was sharp. He cleared his throat and then said distinctly and with exaggerated enunciation, �A man�s a man for a� that.� Shaw stared in amazement; Cassidy seemed to be not at all surprised by this curious utterance, and after that there was silence but for the breathing of the men in the small space. Shaw wondered with interest what the next move would be, and then, as Willoughby began to show signs of impatience, there was a click, the whine of an electric motor, and the whole compartment, buckets, coats, mops and all, began to descend � much to Shaw�s astonishment. The last thing he had expected was that this cupboard would turn out to be an elevator, and a bugged one at that. Wired for sound it must have been, and Willoughby�s invocation of Burns had been by way of a password to an operator below.
He had no idea how far down they had gone when the elevator came to a stop alongside a door similar to the one above. Cassidy pushed this door open and Shaw and Willoughby followed him into a small lobby, empty but for one hard upright chair � and a tall, well-built, square-headed man who greeted Willoughby in a very faint yet unmistakable German accent.
As the cupboard-elevator travelled quietly up again, the man with the accent asked, �Commander Shaw?�
Shaw stared at him. �If I wasn�t, your tame thugs would have slipped up rather badly, wouldn�t they?� he answered bitterly. �You, I suppose, are Rudolf Fleck, phoney attorney.�
�Ah � not exactly!� The man smiled. His face was a self-confident one � arrogant, supercilious, but strong � almost handsome because of its strength, striking because of the latent power it held. It was a face that fitted well enough with Patricia O�Malley�s summary of the man. The mouth was thin, looked thinner than in fact it was because the face was broad and flat. The smile � it was little more than a twist of those thin lips � only made it acid. He inclined his head. �I am Rudolf Fleck, at your service. But there is nothing phoney about my practice as an attorney. This is cover, yes � but it is genuine cover. I�m well known in New York State, as well as on Manhattan itself.� He looked beyond Shaw and spoke crisply. �All right, Willoughby.�
Willoughby opened a door, and Shaw followed him into the most amazing place he had ever seen in all his life.
* * *
Shaw could hardly believe his eyes.
This was opulence � and also, no doubt, potential extreme danger to U.S security � far below the surface of Brooklyn and under the Frazer Harfield Packaging Corporation�s offices and warehouses. From that lobby Shaw had stepped into an air-conditioned, thick-carpeted corridor, where all sounds were muted, and where there was a curious pressure on the eardrums. From here they passed into a superbly equipped communications centre with big, powerful radio receivers � and also, oddly for a secret hideaway such as this, powerful long-range transmitters, which Shaw would have thought over-susceptible to monitoring and tracking down. Three men sat in front of the receiving sets with earphones clamped to their heads and pencils busy on pads of paper, and Shaw caught the faint sounds of messages coming through in morse. This apart, the room was utterly silent. They moved across a thick cork floor-covering and went out into a private office beyond, an office as opulent, as tasteful, as Latymer�s back in London�s Admiralty. The air in this office was fresh and sweet with a smell of meadows, no doubt due to the dispersal of some chemical vapour through the air-conditioning plant; and there was even a fake window, looking out on to a painted panoramic landscape, lit by an electric �sun.�
Fleck asked, �Before we get down to business, perhaps you�d like to be shown around the rest of our operations base.� Not waiting for an answer, he led the way through another door into the corridor again. Several rooms opened off this passage. One of them was a mess-room, with a long table and a dozen or so chairs ranged along it at either side, with comfortable, upholstered chairs at the end of the room, in front of a small bar. One or two men were sitting around in these easy chairs, reading; they jumped to their feet when Fleck appeared, and stood at attention.
Fleck inclined his head. He said, �Carry on, gentlemen, please. I am not coming in just now.� He shut the door and they went on again, along that thick, expensive carpet. Passing one room, a bedroom with the door ajar, Shaw glanced in briefly. There was a girl � quite a young girl, blonde and strikingly pretty � sitting semi-nude on a bed and looking at herself in a mirror� she glanced up as Shaw passed, and caught his eye. There was a curious look in her face, an enigmatic and somewhat startled look, which he couldn�t interpret, and then they had passed along and he heard her door snap shut. In a big store-room at the end of the passage there was a vast water-tank and stacks of food � tins, cartons, and jars � which put Shaw in mind of the food stocks aboard the floating dock. It was a fantastic set-up. There were lavatories, well-appointed bathrooms, wash-places, more bedrooms for what Fleck called his senior staff, and dormitories for the lower grades.
�Lower grades of what?� Shaw asked. �What is all this for, Fleck?�
�Never mind what it is for� enough that you know, my dear Shaw, that it is quite impregnable, that you can never hope to get out of it by yourself, and that outside of here no one even remotely suspects its existence.�
�No one?�
�Except some of our own people, of course, who have to know.�
�Which includes the bosses of Frazer Harfield, naturally. Aren�t you afraid they might have the screw put on them?�
Fleck looked mildly surprised, the eyebrows lifting slightly in the self-confident face. �Why should they have? No one suspects� that is our strength, you see. No one knows anything about us, Commander Shaw, and even of those dedicated ones who live and work down here, few know our plans in their entirety. And only myself and, when necessary, Willoughby and Cassidy have left this strongpoint since work commenced down here. Certain of the Frazer Harfield bosses, as you call them, have our ideas, but they do not know what we are going to do� nor, of course, how we mean to do it. So far as the firm�s staff are concerned, we are specialist employees engaged upon research into packaging methods. They know nothing of this place, nothing at all. As at present used, I mean, of course. It was excavated as a deep shelter after Pearl Harbour, and then never used.� Fleck smiled. �All this is clear?�
�As mud.�
�Which I do not propose to make less muddy, my dear fellow. Come.� Fleck put a friendly hand on his arm and led him back to the office behind the radio room. The German went towards a big desk and sat himself down in a swivel-chair behind it, nodded at Willoughby, who frisked Shaw quickly and emptied his pockets of everything � including his identity card. After this Willoughby and Cassidy sat themselves in comfortable armchairs facing the desk. Shaw was left standing.
Fleck leaned back and said, �Well, Shaw, I�ve no doubt you�re surprised at all this��
�I�d like to know the purpose of it all, then I might be able to appreciate it more.�
Fleck chuckled. �No doubt! However, I do not propose to tell you, I�m afraid. It�s most unlikely � indeed impossible � that you will get away from here, but I take no chances, you see � that is why I am successful, no doubt. Am I right, Willoughby?�
Willoughby shifted his big body. �That�s right, sir,� he said. �Dead right.�
Fleck smiled slightly and then went on, �I�ve sent for you, Shaw, because after you had spotted Hanson, the tail, I had no option but to have you brought in. You see, after that you were too dangerous to leave around� especially, of course, after you had mentioned my name to him.�
�How did you know I was on the job, Fleck?�
�No comment. I��
�What do you know about a girl called Patricia O�Malley, Fleck?�
�No comment.� Fleck�s eyes narrowed and he spoke harshly. �My dear fellow, I ask the questions here � not you! And there are things I need to know, and mean to know. You are going to tell me those things or rather you will tell Willoughby and Cassidy. I�m leaving you to them now, Shaw.�
�And you?�
�I?� Fleck looked up and smiled slightly, a gleam coming into his eyes. �I shall be busy elsewhere, I�m afraid, but I hope very much that we shall meet again later on. Whether or not we do, depends on how you answer those questions.� He paused, fiddled with a pen. �Willoughby has his orders, Shaw. He will carry them out to the letter. I would advise you most strongly to tell him everything that passed between you and Admiral Pullman in the Pentagon.�
�You�ll be lucky!� Shaw snapped.
Fleck looked beyond him and noddd. That was when it started. There was a tiny click behind Shaw and a flick-knife pressed into the small of his back, right through his clothing. Willoughby�s voice said pleasantly, �I don�t want to have to use this for real, but if I do� well, it�ll be just too bad. Now just turn around and come with us, h�m?�
Shaw shrugged and turned. He had no choice; he could only hope that he wouldn�t crack under the kind of methods these people would probably use.
* * *
They took him to the lobby by the elevator-well and they went through their whole repertoire, which was an extensive one and bang up to date. After a couple of hours of pain, alternated with respite on that hard chair � respite during which the rapid-fire questions were shot at him � Shaw�s body ached all over and he was bruised from his neck down, bruised and cut with the rubber coshes and the flick-knife, which Willoughby had used to give him agonizing nicks that caused bleeding but didn�t do any lasting damage.
But he didn�t talk.
Willoughby and Cassidy didn�t give anything away either. Not a thing. After more than two hours in the place, Shaw still hadn�t a clue as to what the objectives were or what organization these hoodlums belonged to. Another sixty minutes, followed by a sit-down and a half-hour�s soft pedalling and gentle persuasion, and he still didn�t talk. That was when Willoughby played his whole hand, his ace. He had lost patience now and he snapped, �Okay, then � so you won�t talk. So this is where it really hits you hard. Come on. Up!�
Shaw got to his feet and stood groggily in the middle of the lobby. Cassidy moved in behind him. With one hand the American rammed his gun into Shaw�s back, with the other he put on a lock and Shaw was marched back along the corridor and then out of it again through the food store at the end until they were in a long, low room, again with a concrete floor but this time with a ceiling that seemed to be made of metal � a ceiling in which there were set square recessions that looked like sliding trapdoors. At one end of this room was a deep, square hole in the concrete � seven or eight feet deep, by the look of it, and about two feet square at the top. By each corner, steel ring-bolts had been set into the floor, Shaw was halted on the brink of this pit and Willoughby said, �One last chance, Commander. Do you talk, or do you get in?�
Shaw felt icy cold. �What happens if I go in?� he asked.
There was a harsh laugh from Cassidy, and Willoughby said, �Plenty! You�ll see. Know what this place is, this whole room, I mean?�
�You tell me. I�m not clairvoyant.�
Willoughby grinned. �Well, I reckon you soon will be, that�s if there�s an after life. This here�s our graveyard, you might say.� He waved a hand towards the rest of the floor, where the concrete had a slightly disjointed, though smoothed-down, look about it as though it had been laid at different periods. �There�s bodies standing up all under the surface here� guys who we wanted and then couldn�t let go of again. For obvious reasons, I guess.� The voice now was cold like the steel of a gun-butt. �Well � you going to talk?�
Shaw took a deep breath, feeling dizzy and unbelieving. He said, �No. I�m not talking. You do what you like, but I�m not talking��
He saw Willoughby draw his right arm back. There came a cruel, staggering blow across the back of his neck and he saw a kaleidoscope of light flickering before his eyes and then he stumbled and fell across the top of that narrow hole. After that, everything went black.
Willoughby nodded across at the other man. �Right, Cass,� he said. �Go up and open the trap. Make sure the stuff runs easy. Mix up some more if you have to, and set the pusher for slow.� He glanced at his watch. �Fleck wants the place shut down and cleared by midnight except for the dame, so we�ve got some time yet.�

Chapter Twelve

Shaw had been lowered down that tomb-like hole in the concrete and when he came round he found himself standing groggily up in it, supporting himself against one of its walls. It felt cold and horrible down there� when he looked up his range of vision was restricted to one comparatively small square of ceiling, which embraced one of those trapdoors � and Willoughby�s face, sneering down at him. He could hear vague sounds from above, scraping noises and thumps and heavy footsteps on the metal ceiling.
He swayed, put out his hands against the opposite wall to steady himself.
Willoughby�s voice came down to him as from another world. �Okay, Shaw, now just listen and listen hard. Cass has gone up top to mix some nice, wet cement. When he opens a trap in the ceiling, that cement, it�ll be concrete as a matter of fact, starts dropping through. Get me? It comes through slow, so you�ll have time to think again whether or not you�re going to start singing. The moment you do that, the trap shuts. If you don�t sing, it stays open � and you get buried alive.� He jerked his head sideways towards the other concrete graves, the entombed corpses. �Those guys didn�t talk. That�s why they�re there. And not a soul on this earth knows what the heck ever happened to them, Commander, and never will. There�s a Government courier there who was thought to have been shot up by hoodlums and dumped out at sea� only he wasn�t. He�s right there, not six feet from you. There�s a guy, an F.B.I man, who�s supposed to have done a disappearing act behind the Iron Curtain� only he didn�t. They�re both there, Commander � them and a few others. Standing up till the Day of Judgement. See� they didn�t talk. I watched �em die, Commander. It was horrible.� The voice was soft now, silky-smooth. �So slow, so kind of inevitable� I guess that�s the word, h�m? And to think they could�ve saved themselves, those guys, just by opening their mouths a little way��
Shaw�s head throbbed. He said with difficulty, feeling stifled already, �What difference does it make if anyone talks? Don�t you kill them just the same? You can�t let them go.�
�Maybe,� Willoughby said, �but only maybe, and you don�t have to die this way anyhow. There�s easier ways, if we have to rub you out.� He paused. �No, you don�t have to die, not if you co-operate. A guy like you could be real useful to us. Don�t imagine Fleck doesn�t have that in mind, because he does.�
�What�s happen to me if I talk?�
�Well� remains to be seen, of course. Fleck�ll let us know � after you�ve done the talking. But you�d better make up your mind quick, Commander. This whole place, the whole set-up, is being shut down and dismantled tonight� once that pit�s filled in and levelled off, we�re through. We don�t need it any more, not just for now anyway. Things�ve been moving fast, and moving our way at that.� The voice took on a sharper, harder note. �Well?�
�The answer�s no,� Shaw said flatly. �No talking.�
�Okay. But you may change your mind. So if you do � just yell. This place is bugged, get me? You yell, I�ll hear it on the intercom, amplified. I�ll be busy shutting down and I�ll be around till soon after midnight � but don�t leave it too late. You still got your watch � so use it.� He added, �And now this is where we fix you so you don�t climb out.�
He turned away from the pit�s edge and Shaw heard him moving across the concrete. A moment later he was back with a frame, which he placed over the top of the pit, a frame with two steel bars which would effectively stop Shaw heaving himself over the lip of the hole, even supposing he could reach it. Arms extending from this frame slotted into the heavy metal ring-bolts set into the concrete floor. As the arms slid into the bolts Willoughby pushed a padlock through a hole in each arm and snapped it shut. When he had done all four, he took a deep breath, stood up, and yelled loudly, �Hey, Cass? All okay now. Let it run.�
There was a brief pause and then a sound from above. One of the square traps was moved back in the ceiling, immediately above the pit in which Shaw was imprisoned. Then there came a faint whirr of electrical machinery, something seemed to slide very, very slowly across the top side of the ceiling, and then liquid concrete surged through the hole, came down on the bars of the metal frame, and fell through. It slopped wetly over Shaw, dropped down his body to the bottom of the hole. As the stuff began to pile up around his feet, and he felt the cold wetness of it through his shoes, the beginnings of panic erupted like a firework in his head. He felt stifled, claustrophobic, as though his head must burst� to be buried alive, by slow degrees, to wait in this awful pit until the concrete, setting around his body to clamp him in, pressing close, squeezing, rose to his mouth, his nostrils, his eyes, closed over his head� until he became a motionless living semi-corpse for the few moments � all eternity � that would be left to him until he died� never to be heard of again, sealed in this unsuspected tomb.
Better, far better, not to think about that! Better to think about anything rather than that � if he could!
He heard Willoughby�s coarse laugh as the man walked away. A moment later the door shut behind the American. The light remained on, so that Shaw could watch, as well as feel, the terrible progress of the concrete, now mounting around his ankles.
He was quite alone now.
The machinery above continued pushing the liquid concrete slowly, slowly towards the open trap, and it continued to drop on him, soggy and horrible. It was all he could do not to cry out. He could see no hope whatever. Not unless he talked. He wouldn�t do that. But he wanted to yell and storm and curse.
He kept quiet, using all his will-power. Those bastards wouldn�t get the satisfaction of hearing him break.
Ten o�clock by his watch.
The concrete had reached his waist now. It had filled all the gaps, had seeped round behind him, pressing his clothing tightly to his body, moulding itself into him. In order to keep the stuff moving and running freely through the steel frame above his head, the mixture had been made fairly loose and liquid and he could still, though with ever-increasing difficulty, move his feet a little. It was a tremendous effort to do so with the sheer weight of sand and cement, water and gravel, pressing on his limbs; and there was a nasty sucking drag on the lower half of his body each time he shifted, a drag which seemed to pull out his very entrails and exhaust him. Basic instinct for survival made him try to stand on the shifting morass, to raise his body on to it and perhaps thereby give himself longer to live. But it was no good, and after a while he gave up the effort; the stuff was too soft, there simply wasn�t the consistency to support him.
And after midnight this place would be deserted and he would have had it.
He thought about that. Why would it be deserted? Why build this place and then leave it, dismantle all its complex equipment? Where were they all going? Was the final act, the last curtain, as near as all that � was that it? That indeed could be the only explanation, if this place was no longer needed. Yet � wouldn�t the final moment be the very time it would be most needed?
Shaw�s brain whirled.
Meanwhile the concrete continued inexorably to drop through the trap, the wide-set bars of the frame offering no barrier and little of the runny mixture adhering to it to impede the progress of the stuff rolling unceasingly down behind it.
And then� midnight.
Now or never, and the stuff was covering his chest.
No point in dying slowly, like this, like a rat in a trap by terrible degrees. Something had to be done to delay matters and it had to be done now. And there was only the one way of doing that.
Shaw yelled.
And at this stage he couldn�t suppress a note of panic.
* * *
Willoughby was in the radio room, gathering up a fistful of documents and codes. He had just finished stripping down the vital parts of the radio equipment and packing up everything that, should this place by some unlikely mischance be found during the next few days, might interest the F.B.I and U.S Counter-intelligence. Fleck never left anything to chance, and Willoughby, trained in the German�s painstaking methods, was thorough, though he was going about his work with some reluctance. He looked almost sentimentally at the great, intricate, long-range transmitters, which had never been used but had been intended, eventually and in certain cicumstances, to communicate very far afield indeed, once the aerials, at present cased in the strongpoint�s store, had been cunningly rigged out of sight, high up on the covered roof of the tall building. It was a pity all this had been wasted, just because H.Q had informed them by courier that they had found a better way of putting the plans into effect.�
However, that wasn�t Willoughby�s business. It was Fleck�s, and strictly speaking it wasn�t even Fleck�s except to obey. It was the business of the men who, from a long way beyond the seas, controlled Fleck�s activities. But Willoughby would have given a lot to know what the next move was to be, and where Fleck was going or had, perhaps, already gone� but Fleck wouldn�t pass on the orders until the last moment, of course.
Whistling tunelessly to himself, Willoughby gathered up the last of the papers and walked along to the store at the end of the corridor. From here he went into a room where there was a pulping-unit. He stuffed the papers and code-tables into the machine, then switched on. When he was satisfied that every piece had been properly shredded and pulped, he gave it a minute or two longer just to be on the safe side, and then he switched off, left the machine, and went back to the radio room; and he got there just in time to hear the hidden loudspeakers come alive and Shaw�s voice cry, �I�ve had enough� I�ll talk� just get me out of here! Just get me out��
Willoughby grinned to himself and stuck his thumbs in the air. If he could report success to Fleck! He went out into the corridor, and as he passed one of the bedrooms the door opened and the girl Shaw had seen earlier came out wearing an almost transparent scarlet dressing-gown.
Willoughby said admiringly, �Well now, that�s how I like to see you, honey!�
�Better not say that when Rudy�s around,� she said in a hard, clipped voice. �What was that on the intercom, just now?�
Willoughby stared at her, devouring her with his eyes. �A guy.�
�I gathered that much. What guy?�
�Just a guy! A clever British Navy guy from Washington who maybe is going to forget his training and sing.� He added, �That�s all you need to know, till all this is over. Till Fleck comes back for you.� His hand reached out to her, to caress her breasts. She drew back quickly and gave him a hard stare. Willoughby shrugged, said, �Okay, if that�s how you feel about it,� and moved away towards the door at the end. He didn�t look back so he didn�t see the look on the girl�s face nor the way she clenched her small fists.
Willoughby went on through, and up to the floor where the concrete was being pushed along towards the trap. Cassidy had gone some while ago. Willoughby switched off the electric motor of the pusher and closed the trap. Then he clattered down to the room below.
He squatted and peered through the twin bars of the frame. Shaw�s face, gleaming white in the electric light, looked back at him, spotted and streaked with cement and sweat, the hair plastered and stiff.
Willoughby said, �Hiya! So you�ve had enough. So start talking.�
�I�m not talking till you get me out of here,� Shaw said with a genuine note of desperation. �I��
�And I�m not getting you out till you start singing,� Willoughby said flatly. �So? Who wins?�
�Look� it�s setting round my feet, my legs��
�Nuts! It�s too goddam liquid to set yet.�
�I�m down here, you aren�t!� Shaw�s voice was hoarse, the voice of a man at his last pitch of endurance. His eyes blazed upward, almost madly now, red-raw. �I tell you, it�s setting! You told me, you�d get me out of here if I talked. If I�m going to die like this just the same� I�m not talking. You can take your choice, Willoughby.�
Willoughby breathed hard down his nose. �Okay,� he rapped. �I�ll get you out. If you don�t talk then, you go right back and I quit. Understand?� He put a key into the padlocks holding the grating, slipped them out of the holes one by one and then kicked the frame away. It slithered across the floor and Willoughby reached down, He said, �Come on, gimme your hands��
Shaw stretched his arms upward. Willoughby grasped his hands and heaved. There was a sucking noise, an agonizing drag on Shaw�s legs and hips, and he was raised a little way. Willoughby snapped, �I�m going to let go of your right hand. When I do � grab the edge of the hole. Then we�ll fix the left. After that, it�s up to you.�
A little later, after a word of warning, he let go. Shaw grabbed for the lip of the pit, and hung by his right hand. When he had both hands over the top, Willoughby stepped back and brought out his gun. He said, �One funny move and you get it in the guts, though not enough to finish you off. So watch it.�
Shaw nodded, dragged on his arms, heaving his body clear of the clinging muck, making heavy weather of it� rather heavier than in fact he needed to. He gasped, �You�ll have to� to give me a hand. I�m about all in.�
He let himself slide back a little and Willoughby, cursing reached out and grabbed the back of his collar. He heaved, and Shaw came up again, scrabbling with his hands until he had got his stomach over. There he lay for a moment before swinging his legs over, to lie panting, seemingly exhausted, against the wall, in a filthy, concrete-covered, helpless heap.
�Start talking, Commander.� Willoughby was getting impatient already.
�Soon� you�ll have to give me time.�
�I haven�t got all goddam night!�
�Sorry about that�� Shaw tucked his legs beneath his body, heels back against the wall. �You�ll have to�� he broke off, looked up as though in sudden horror at the trap above. His eyes took on a glassy look, a fixed stare. �Look out!� he yelled. �The whole ceiling � it�s��
Willoughby started, leapt backward involuntarily. He followed Shaw�s upward gaze � and in that split second Shaw went into action, sheer desperation giving him the strength and co-ordination to carry it off successfully. His heels hard back against the wall and acting as a spring lever, he sent his body hurtling through the air. Willoughby gave a startled shout, and fired blind. The slug zinged close to Shaw�s head, smacked against the concrete wall, sent chips flying, and ricocheted across the room. Willoughby lashed out wildly with the butt, missed, and then Shaw hit him in the stomach. Willoughby lost his balance and crashed with Shaw on top of him, winded badly. Panting, he smashed a fist towards Shaw�s face. Shaw jerked his head aside just in time, flung his arms around Willoughby�s bulky figure and rolled with him for the gun, which the American had dropped � but before he could get there, Willoughby had torn free and was scrambling to his feet. Shaw glimpsed the boot coming for him, a vicious kick in the face � had it landed. It didn�t. Shaw grabbed, got his hands round the foot, and yanked hard. Willoughby fell heavily, struck his head hard on the edge of the pit. It was a vicious enough blow on jagged concrete to have cracked the skull like an egg, but Willoughby staggered upright unseeingly. Blood spurted from his head and, weaving about drunkenly, he suddenly collapsed and fell� head first into the hole. Shaw was vaguely aware of the weight of the body dragging the legs down into the greedy, sucking concrete and then he blacked out.
When he came to again Willoughby had disappeared.
Shaw struggled to a sitting position, feeling sick and giddy, and stiff with the clinging cement though a lot of it had flaked off during the struggle. He managed to stand up. He stood there shakily and then he saw the flat leather, the soles of the shoes upside down in the pit. He felt a thrill of real horror and knelt down by the hole, reached in towards those soles. He could just touch one, and he got his fingers round it and pulled.
There was a foot in it. It wouldn�t move.
Then he saw the blood and hair and skin sticking to the edge of the hole and he remembered� the man had very likely been dead by the time he went in. He glanced at his watch, as he had done just before Willoughby had come in answer to his call. He had been out for nearly twenty minutes.
There was nothing he could do now.
He rested for five minutes, dusting as much of the setting cement off his clothes as he could. After that he picked up the American�s gun, drew back the firing-pin, and moved quietly to the door.

Chapter Thirteen

When he entered the passage the first person he saw was the girl, coming along from the bathroom, swinging a towel, and with nothing on. When she saw him she gave a small scream and held the towel in front of her.
She was dead scared. She asked in a high voice, �Who in heck are you?�
Shaw said grimly, �Never mind who I am. I�ve risen from the dead, kind of! And now I�ve got a thing or two to do.� He advanced along the corridor, keeping Willoughby�s gun lined up on the towel. �Mind telling me where Fleck is?�
�I�I don�t know where he is,� she answered, her eyes wide and fearful as she looked at his concrete-crusted body. �He�s left here, that�s all I know.�
�With everyone else?�
The girl said, �There�s no one else here, no. Only Harry Willoughby�� she broke off, biting her lip.
�Right,� Shaw said. �Now, you and I are going to have a little talk. I think we�ll use Fleck�s office.�
She said, �All right. Mind if I go and put some clothes on?�
�Sorry, but I do mind. I�m in a hurry, for one thing, and for another I�m not chancing you out of my sight. What�s your name?�
After a pause she said in a low voice, �Myra Yarrow.�
�And your function?�
She shrugged. �I don�t know if you�ll follow me, but this place is kind of self-contained and self-supporting. Fleck spends quite a lot of time down here, aimed to spend longer maybe.�
�I get it� you�re part of the home comforts.� His gaze swept over her, critically. �The boys too?�
She said, �Ha, ha. No, only Fleck. He�d half-kill anyone who made a real pass at me.�
�I see.� He jerked the gun. �Into his office, then, Miss Myra Yarrow� you can dress later. Meanwhile that towel�s good enough and just now I�ve got other things on my mind anyway.�
She turned away and walked ahead of him into Fleck�s private office, flicking on a light inside the door from the passage. Shaw took the seat behind the desk and motioned the girl to one of the easy chairs. He said, �I�ll use this gun if I have to, so don�t try anything.�
She peered forward, holding on to the towel. �Why,� she said in a tight, scared voice, �that�s Harry�s gun! Harry Willoughby�s.� A hand flew to her mouth. �What you done to Harry?�
Shaw smiled thinly. �What he was going to do to me, that�s all,� he said deliberately. �Buried him in concrete. The same can happen to you. I�m in no mood to be particular about women, and I�ve plenty of reason to think there�s something going on here that is somewhat bigger than chivalry.�
She began shaking and said, �If there is, I don�t know what, and that�s honest. Fleck never told me.�
�Never told you anything?� Shaw looked sceptical.
She hesitated. �Not about what he�s on to now, no. I knew the general aim of the organization, of course� that�s about all.�
�Uh-huh.� Shaw sat back in the chair, swivelling from side to side but keeping the gun levelled on the girl�s navel. He said, �I think I�d better tell you one thing, and it�s this: I may be British, but that doesn�t stop me acting as an agent for� shall I say, a certain department of the United States Government concerned with Counter-Intelligence duties. Now, we don�t know all about Fleck, I�ll admit. But � we do know quite enough to put you behind bars as an accessory, and maybe as a traitor in your own right for all I know. Believe me, when I turn you in, you�ll go up the river for a heck of a long while, Miss Myra Yarrow, and under certain circumstances you could even go to the chair.� He sat forward threateningly. �Now� is Rudolf Fleck really worth that? He hasn�t got much longer to run anyway, and as soon as he gets himself hooked, he�s going to be made to talk.�
She took a long, shuddering breath, her eyes on his face all the while. �I wouldn�t be too sure he hasn�t much longer to go, Mister. Fleck�s no fool, and he�s one very determined man right now.�
�Then why not speed the process � and earn yourself a good point or two in the meantime?�
She hesitated for a long time and then she said, �I�I can�t do that. I�m not aiming to shield Fleck, but that guy�d get me, he�d get me for sure.�
�Nonsense � you�d get all the protection you might need. What would he do to you?�
She seemed surprised at that. �Why, get rid of me, of course. Anyone sings, Mister, they don�t last long � that�s what he says. There�s such a place as the Hudson River, you know, and quite a few weighted sacks have bumped the bottom past the Statue of Liberty before now��
�Fleck�s doing?�
�Maybe.� She shrugged. �I wasn�t referring to him specially, though. Just talking in general. This may not be the twenties, but New York doesn�t change all that much. Don�t try to teach a New Yorker the facts of life and death, Mister!�
Shaw raised an eyebrow. �Fleck�d do that to you � his girl?�
She nodded vehemently. �Wouldn�t he just!� She leaned forward with her eyes wide again. �Listen, I�m just a convenience, that�s all. That�s why I�ve been left here, just so I�m around as soon as Fleck feels he wants me again. He�ll be back here for me later on� and in the meantime, I guess I know just a little too much to be left right out in the open like you put out the cat. And where he�s gone now, he�s going to be busy. Too busy for me� or maybe I�d just be in the way and therefore an unnecessary danger. That�s how I figure it. And that�s just how far Rudy�s feeling for me goes.�
�And you?�
She said succinctly, �I like Fleck like a fly likes insecticide. I just detest his guts. He�s a low-down swine.� She jerked a hand towards the door into the radio room. �If I�d known how to operate that radio and if the sets hadn�t been killed when the boys packed up � and if I�d had the guts � I�d have called up the Police Department and I�d have sung and sung and sung� just like a bird!�
Shaw sat up straight. He smiled at her but he didn�t put down the gun. �In that case,� he observed, �I rather think we can do business.�
* * *
It took some more persuasion, and Shaw, sweating with impatience under a casual exterior, soft-pedalled her all he could, with a few more threats just hinted at beneath the velvet.
After a while she gave a sigh and said, �Okay, like you say, it�s my opportunity. Maybe. And I�d like to help.� She took a deep breath. �You know what Fleck is, of course.�
Shaw said carefully, �We have an idea that he�s got some hook-up with Russia, but we don�t know��
�You mean you think he�s a Red?�
Shaw nodded. �That�s the general idea, but what��
He stopped when he saw the girl�s face. It was a picture of incredulity and she even laughed a little, which transformed the slightly sulky expression on her face into one of lively prettiness� giving back to her the vivacity of the scantily dressed girl he�d seen on that bed earlier. She said, �Oh, my God, how wrong can you get! That�s great, that really is great! Fleck�d give birth if he heard that, though it might suit his game all right, I guess.� The light died out of her face then and she said soberly, �Fleck�s a German nationalist. I mean, he wants to see Germany re-united��
Shaw hadn�t quite got it. He said, �So do a lot of Germans, Miss Yarrow. Depends on which side of the demarcation line you want the whole lot to go.�
�Sure � but they don�t all want it the same way as he does, and he knows which side of the line he�s on, all right! He wants the Fuehrer back. I don�t mean Adolf Hitler, just any Fuehrer. You see� Fleck�s a Nazi.�
�What?� Shaw�s face had been showing more and more bewilderment and now he stared across at the girl in sheer astonishment. �A Nazi? Fleck?�
�Yep,� she said, nodding. �The whole of this bunch. All of them.�
�But�� He could still scarcely take in the implications. He pulled at his cement-crusted collar, feeling the closeness of this subterranean room. �Look, what�s he after, what�s behind all this lot?� He swept a hand around.
�I reckon you ought to know that better than me,� she said, �but it seems you don�t� and I don�t either � that�s honest. Mind, it�s not just Fleck on his own, he�s not the big boy. He�s peanuts� well, that�s not quite true. He�s what�s called the Resident Operator in the States, based here in New York. All this is controlled from Germany, and there again, don�t ask me where. I don�t even know if it�s East or West Germany. You�ll just have to believe that.�
He nodded. �Just go on talking about Fleck.�
�All right. I�ll try to summarize it� he talks a lot, in a general way, not too specific. Thinks he has a mission or something, I guess. Me, I�m no traitor, not willingly, that is. That don�t go for Fleck, because for extra cover he took out U.S Citizenship papers, convinced the State Department he�d never been a Nazi at heart or something. Actually he�s one of the organizers of International Nazism.� She frowned, stuck out her lower lip. �They�re all over � here, Britain, Europe, Canada, part of Africa� even Asia, believe it or not. South America�s lousy with them � Eichmann went there because of it, because of the welcome he knew he�d get. That�s what Fleck says,� she added, �not me! I�m no politician. But then, I guess Fleck knows what he�s talking about.� She looked up then and smiled a little shyly. �Am I teaching my grandmother? I wouldn�t want to do that.�
�It�s all interesting,� he assured her. �Just carry on. There�s one thing: why did Fleck tell you all this?�
She said, �He didn�t tell me it all, I picked some of it up from the others. But he has told me quite a lot, and the reason is, he�s been trying to convert me to the goddam cause. He�s a kind of evangelist, in that way. Say�s it�s the only hope left for the West � you know? Hinted that a good many guys in the Administration feel the same way and that the real big man behind him over here is an American. No names, of course, not even any clues.�
�And you? How did you come into this in the first place?�
She laughed cynically. �Why, I don�t mind admitting� he picked me up. I worked in a night spot as a hostess. Guess he liked the look of me, and me, I didn�t know what I was letting myself in for� but I�d no roots, no relatives, so I fell easy. When he got me here, he started the indoctrination process.�
�Successfully?� Shaw grinned.
She made a scornful noise. �My eye! Mind, he�d talk most anyone into anything he wanted �em to do, but he failed with me. My family fought the Nazis � my dad, couple of uncles, you know? Both uncles killed. Pop went on feeling the effects till he died six years back, had a tin leg and a pound of Nazi steel in his seat.� She stopped, frowning. After a moment she went on. �You know something? Pop, he used to talk to me a lot when I was home, about the war. About the Nazis. Maybe he had a bee in his bonnet, I don�t know, but he always reckoned that in the war he was fighting the Nazi Party, not the German people. He told me they were kind of led into it � you know? That�s what he said.�
Shaw nodded. �I think I�d agree with that. But go on.�
She said, �There isn�t really any more to tell.�
�Well, let�s get one thing straight, shall we.� Shaw sat forward with his shoulders hunched. �Fleck�s an international Nazi � part of a world set-up, right? If that�s so� why hasn�t someone got a file on him � even if he is peanuts? The security boys�ll be keeping an eye on all members of the American Nazi Party and their known contacts, you can bet your life on that!�
�Well,� she said, �the high-ups don�t know everything, it seems! Anyway, Fleck�s not a member of the American Nazi Party, nor is he in contact with them. They�re just a front, you see, a noisy but harmless front, a kind of lunatic fringe Fleck can do without when it comes to real planning � but they do kind of take the publicity off the genuinely dangerous boys like Fleck. That�s what Fleck says. Give the Pentagon and the State Department something to watch, he says, something nice and screwy, and they�re happy. That leaves the field clear for Fleck and plenty of dedicated people like him all over the world, America included, to get the real dirty work done. Only he didn�t say dirty work. Anyway, the big bugs are not any of them members of the national parties, not anywhere. The real leaders, they�re all outside and underground, and the more dangerous because of it.� She stopped. �Guess I�m teaching my grandmother all right, this time.�
�Well, never mind,� Shaw grinned. �I get the message! So what is Fleck aiming to do?�
�I don�t know � except on the general count of putting the Nazis back where they were � and that�s dead honest. I told you.� She looked straight at him. �He didn�t take me into his confidence that far.�
�Well,� he said, �you�ve been a great help anyway, and I believe you when you say you don�t know any more. You�ve gone quite a long way, and I�ll accept that you�d go right along with me if you could.� He put the gun down on the desk, and the girl looked at him gratefully.
She said, �Thanks. I appreciate that.�
�Good. And now there are one or two other things you may be able to help me over. First, do you know a girl called Patricia O�Malley?�
She nodded, but her eyes were cautious now. �She�s with Fleck.�
�As I thought. How is she?�
Myra Yarrow looked down at her fingernails. Quietly she said, �She�s okay� or was.�
�Alive?�
�Oh, sure. But � not happy, I guess. And I should have said she was with Fleck. After Hanson, the guy who was tailing you, reported back� he shunted her, but fast.�
�Where to?�
She shrugged. �I don�t know. Honest. Somewhere safe. Safe for him, I mean. I believe he had some use for her, in his plan.�
�Has he tried to get anything out of her?� It could still be that Fleck had known his likely movements from Patricia� and he wouldn�t blame the girl, if Fleck had put Willoughby on to her with his third-degree methods � or worse.
The girl said, �Yes, he tried, I guess. He didn�t say what she told him, if anything. But I�d suggest you get tabs on that girl as fast as ever you can.�
�That,� he told her grimly, �is just what I mean to do, among other things! Now � did you ever meet a girl called Rosemary Houston?�
She made a vague movement of her shoulders. �Why no, I don�t believe I did. Who�s she?�
�Just a girl. I believe she and Fleck had an affair.�
She smiled, scornfully. �Fleck�s had as many affairs as a monkey�s got fleas.�
�Yes� I somehow gather he�s an attractive man so far as women are concerned. Is that right?�
She nodded. �Yes, he is. He�s� sexy. Got a kind of a way with him, too � you know? He�s a bit too smooth in the way he talks, but he kind of gives the impression of being on the level. The act�s as phoney as hell, of course, once you really get to know him, but I guess most girls�d be fooled by him. Never heard of this Rosemary Houston, though.�
�Or Dolly Gray?�
�No,� she said. �Blank again. Sorry.�
Shaw nodded abstractedly. Rosemary Houston was still the puzzle, still the missing link � with what? Possibly she really had fallen for Fleck and had chucked discretion to the winds. It didn�t seem very likely and it would have been right out of character for a trained agent, but it still had to be faced that Rosemary had been a human being� though it would have been a queer coincidence indeed if Rosemary, after being intimate with Fleck, should subsequently have been sent on the Warmaster job. No, she must have been on to something, something that had led her from Fleck to Germany in the end. The plastic surgery would have helped to keep her nicely anonymous. Shaw felt that if only one detail would crystallize, if something would just click neatly into a slot, a pattern might begin to emerge.
Just one thing. But what was it?
He considered once again what Myra Yarrow had just been telling him. There were any amount of implications there. Maybe it was simply a case of being wise after the event, but he couldn�t understand, now, why he hadn�t tumbled to a lot of it earlier. He had got it so firmly into his thinking that it had to be the Communists he was up against, but this new concept fitted.
The Nazis were coming up in all sorts of places, just as this girl had said. You didn�t need Fleck to tell you that, you could read all about it in the newspapers of half a dozen countries. Cranks, hooligans, thugs they might be; but they were becoming a force to be reckoned with just the same, both inside and outside Germany. The pendulum was swinging again, and so many countless millions of people had forgotten all about the war and the men and women who had died in the mud and the sand and at sea, in the air and in the concentration and P.O.W camps to rid civilization of a pernicious creed. And the new people, the young, who had never known the war anyway, were fed up, bored and listless with their full employment and high living standards and the telly. They were left, so many of those spoon-fed masses, with nothing to do for themselves and time hung heavy on idle hands. And they no longer paid any attention to what their fathers told them; fathers were as out of date as the war itself � and to the sons and daughters the war was history, the causes of it sheer boredom to listen to. Many of them just couldn�t care less either way but some of them, the most cretinous elements, turned to the thrills of Nazism to satisfy their need for action and excitement, and they saw nothing in it for anyone to get upset about.
Thus was the stage once again being set.
It was a process that would be extremely difficult to arrest.
Rosemary again� she had been in Germany�though she had been sent initially into Russia. Something must have taken her across the Oder-Neisse line, something vital. And that dock had sailed from Hamburg, from Gottlieb Hauser�s yard. Shaw wondered if Latymer back in London had managed to get anything on Gottlieb Hauser. His thoughts circled relentlessly as he sat opposite Myra Yarrow in that underground office. Fleck was a German � so was Keiler, Otto Keiler the Communist.
Keiler�
He didn�t fit into the new pattern. He had defected to Russia with his secret information and his blueprints of Warmaster. So where did they all come together � or didn�t they? Was this, could it be, a case of two sets of people � Nazis and Communists � running in what one might call �contemporaneous opposition,� separately and coincidentally?
Shaw gave an almost unconscious sigh. He didn�t feel he was really very much farther ahead� he gave himself a shake, realized that the girl was looking at him curiously. He asked, �What about this place, this strongpoint? What was it intended for?�
She said, �I don�t know in detail.�
�I wish I knew why it has packed up.�
�I�d say Fleck�s just kind of shifting base. Far as I know, the main function of this dump has been to act as a communications centre. You�ve seen the receiving sets out there, I reckon. Well, they cover Germany itself, Canada, Africa, Britain, France, Italy� well, pretty well all over, you know? The boys who work those sets, they take messages in code from pretty well all those places, maybe others too. There�s been a fair amount of stuff coming in from South America lately. He may be opening up another centre somewhere else.�
�What about the transmitters?�
�I don�t know about them,� she said.
He nodded. �Well, I doubt very much if they�ve been in action. They�d be a dead give-away� but it is interesting to speculate as to when they would have been used. They wouldn�t have been put down here for fun.� Shaw�s hands came down hard on the arms of the chair and he lifted himself out of it. �Well � let�s take a look around, Miss Yarrow. Who knows, they may have left a scrap or two of paper behind!�
�No,� she said, �they won�t have done that. Harry Willoughby is far too keen and thorough � and scared of Fleck, too. He�ll have dumped everything in the shredder, you can take my word for that.�
Shaw shook his head, but smiled. �I could,� he said kindly, �but I�m not going to! I�m thorough too � and scared stiff of my chief! And don�t forget I may have interrupted Mr Willoughby in the middle of his clear-up operation��
* * *
Myra Yarrow was dead right, however.
Shaw sent her off to dress while he searched the office and when she came back they went through the whole place carefully and found nothing. Shaw took a good look at the radio equipment but was none the wiser afterwards. Of documents, there were none. And it wasn�t until he decided to call it a day and make his way out so that he could contact Pullman that Myra Yarrow came up with something. She said, as though finally making up her mind to a course of action, �There is one thing that might help. Come into my bedroom a moment.�
Shaw followed her out of the radio room and along the passage and they went together into her own room. It was a luxurious, scented apartment and the bed looked enticing with its expensive drapes and huge down pillows. She went across to her dressing-table and reached into a drawer, feeling about at the back of it. She brought out a small box, a box that had contained a toilet preparation, and handed it to Shaw.
She said, �Take a look at those.�
He opened the box. Inside was a scattering of very tiny squares of film, each one barely a sixteenth of an inch across and looking like no more than a minute black speck. Shaw gave a whistle. �Microdots!� He looked at the girl, feeling a mounting excitement now. �Where in heaven�s name did you get these?� he asked in wonder.
She said crisply, �I�ll tell you. Fleck once showed me how to put messages into microdots, just as a lark really, I guess. Most of his top-grade communication with Germany is direct � that�s to say, microdots, microfilm, couriers� H.Q itself doesn�t use the radio a lot, that�s left chiefly for the special agents and sub-agents all over, the people who use small portable sets and keep on the move. Follow?�
Shaw said impatiently, �Yes, of course. How did you get these, Miss Yarrow?�
�It was this way,� she said, moving her shoulders. �Fleck has a secretary, she�s gone now with all the rest of the outfit. A week or so back she got sick and Fleck made me stand in for her. Well, I came across some messages that had been blown up from microdots� at least, I assumed they had. These were actually the plain-language versions of the original coded messages��
�What did they say?�
She shrugged. �Don�t ask me. Fleck had had them all decoded into German. Anyway, here�s the point: I put �em back into microdots � took pictures of �em, see? And there�s the result. Blow �em up, and you may know a thing or two more�n you know right now. Maybe � I don�t guarantee it, but��
Shaw interrupted, �This could be extremely useful� but why did you do it? Take the pictures, I mean?�
She looked at him with a half-smile. �Isn�t it obvious? I figured it might come in handy if I was to have something on Fleck that I could maybe use one day. Course, I took a chance that there was anything much in them. They may all be harmless stuff about his old grandma�s ulcers, but somehow I doubt that! And it�s costing me something to part with them,� she added regretfully, �but you�re welcome to them. I guess you can make better use of them than I can, right now.�
�Miss Yarrow,� he said exultantly, �you�re a peach! If we�re lucky, these microdots�ll tell us quite a lot of what we need to know. At the worst they should at least give us some nice leads to work on.� He looked at his watch. �We�d better get going � there may not be all that much time left now Fleck�s on the move. Look, can you tell me the names of all the people who lived down here, and anything else about them?�
She shook her head. �Honest, I don�t know a darn thing about them. Even their names� they just used code names, all of them. The only people other than Fleck who I think knew the full score were Harry Willoughby and his sidekick, Cass. And those weren�t their real names, I�d say.� She looked him over critically. �You�re going to set hard soon, you know that? Like a change of clothing?�
�Would I not!� Shaw lifted his arms; flakes of cement flew off.
�Okay, then, I�ll fix you a suit of Rudy�s. He left a wardrobe here to come back to if he needs to. You�d better have a wash, too � a bath if you like. I�ll show you� and while you�re doing it, I�ll write out a list of all the code names and the jobs each of them did. How�s that?�
�Fine, but you don�t need to do that yet.�
�How come?�
He said, �I�m taking you in, of course! But don�t start panicking� if you yourself haven�t done anything against the United States, I doubt if they�ll worry much about you now.�
�I haven�t done a thing,� she said, �but you can�t take me in and that�s just stating a simple fact. The last person down here, stays. That�s one reason I had to stay, so Fleck could come back when he wanted.�
�What d�you mean?�
�I mean,� she said crisply, �that someone has to be down here to operate that elevator, both down and up. If I don�t stay below, neither of us�ll get away till Fleck comes back. There�s a funk-hole out back, but it�s blocked right off now, take a month to even get through to the door.��
* * *
Within half an hour Shaw, washed and in clean clothing that was a fairish fit, was on his way up in the elevator � and reluctantly but unavoidably alone. He had promised Myra Yarrow that he would alert Washington immediately and have that underground strongpoint opened up and investigated, and herself brought in for protective custody until Fleck was hauled in. He didn�t like leaving the girl all alone down there, but it couldn�t be helped. He had no difficulty in leaving the Frazer Harfield premises; so well concealed was the entry to the underground quarters that there was no guard on it. There was simply an unsuspecting nightwatchman prowling the warehouse outside, an elderly man belonging, presumably, to the firm, whom Shaw had no difficulty whatever in avoiding.
Shortly after that Shaw was in the offices of the British Consul.
* * *
In the absence of his identity card and personal papers, the establishing of Shaw�s bona fides involved a scramble-line call to Washington via the British Embassy�s own exchange in the capital. Once his identity had been confirmed Shaw was given a private office where he could take over the call � which was to Admiral Clifford Pullman himself. Pullman had been hastily summoned from his bed and brought to the phone in his own office in the Pentagon. While he was making that call, a member of the Consulate staff was rustled up to deal with the microdots and blow them up large.
To Pullman Shaw said, �I�ll ask you just to listen now, sir. There�s quite a lot to tell you. Ready?�
�Shoot.�
As concisely as he could Shaw told the American admiral what had happened since his arrival in New York the day before; he passed a full description of Fleck�s communication centre and headquarters, and a summary of what Myra Yarrow had been able to tell him. He added, �I�ll have more news for you soon, sir, when I�ve got those microdots blown up. May I call you back?�
�Do that. Any news of Patricia O�Malley?�
Shaw said, �I don�t know where she is, but I believe she�s alive. That�s all I can tell you. I�m sorry, sir, believe me.�
There was an indistinct sound at the other end and Pullman said heavily, �All right, son. Call me back as soon as you�re ready. I�ll be here.�
The line went dead.
Shaw resumed his wait and at last a man came in with the first instalment of the blown-up film. Shaw started translating from the plain-language German. It was a laborious task; there was a lot of extraneous matter, domestic Nazi stuff that might all come in useful one day but wasn�t any good just now. As the minutes passed more and more of the blown-up film came in and it was among the third batch that Shaw found what he was looking for. Excitedly he scribbled some notes and then he got on the scramble line again. Pullman himself answered.
�Shaw again, sir.� There was suppressed excitement in his voice. �This is urgent, sir, and mighty interesting! One of those microdots has spilt the beans, all right!�
�Let�s have it.�
�Coming over, sir. I�ll pr�cis my translation.� He paused, looked down at his pencilled notes. �The message indicates that that floating dock of ours is involved in whatever Fleck�s up to, all right. We knew already that Gottlieb Hauser were sailing it from Hamburg to Luanda, of course, but what we didn�t know is this: The dock was to be taken over, before arrival in Angola, by the towing crews � and they were a bunch of extremist Nazis. Luanda was just a blind, it appears, though I gather it�s genuine enough Angola�s fitting out some small warships. Probably Gottlieb Hauser were taking advantage of a partially prepared position, as it were, just using that as cover. I�d say the crews must have panicked after hitting the Wrangles � if they hadn�t abandoned the dock, we�d never have got suspicious at all. I doubt if we�d ever have opened up those flooding chambers and found Rosemary Houston. Anyway, the plan was that once the dock had been taken over as arranged, it was to be sailed south and west, right across the Atlantic� for the Magellan Strait area!�
There was an explosive sound at the other end. �What?�
�Magellan, sir.�
�Magellan? why the hell Magellan?�
�I don�t know why, sir, the film doesn�t go into that, and it�s vague as to exact destination � just says what I told you, Magellan Strait area. I dare say Fleck�s already had the details of why and where. So that�s what I�ve got to find out, and to do it I�m going south right away.�
Pullman snapped, �Where to?�
�Why, Magellan, sir! I�ll make first for Punta Arenas and use the British Vice-Consul there as my contact.�
�Okay, but don�t say too much. I don�t want a peep about you-know-what to come out yet.� Pullman�s voice was strained, full of anxiety. �And I don�t want those films released� not on any account, Shaw. You stick �em in the safe in your Consulate � wrap the box up, put my name on it, and tell �em it�s my Sunday suspenders, anything you like. I�ll have it collected. Tell the man who blew �em up to keep his mouth shut tight or else. Meanwhile I�ll have that underground set-up broken wide open and the girl removed � but all very discreet, get me? Fleck, wherever he is, won�t get to hear about it.�
�What about the Frazer Harfield boys, sir?�
Pullman snapped, �Leave them to me. Anything else?�
�Yes, as a matter of fact there is�� Shaw told him in a puzzled voice. He�d been scanning more film, brought in as Pullman was speaking. �There�s one phrase here, in a recent message � the newest time of origin, in fact. It says, �Shift communication Casa Pluma.� That�s all. Any idea what that could mean?�
There was a pause, then Pullman said slowly, �No idea at all, son. Probably, almost certainly in fact, a code name, but� look, just check with your Consulate. They may know of a place of that name in New York, maybe.�
�I�ll do that, sir, but I doubt the proposition. They wouldn�t just shift across to Manhattan. I�ve an idea the Casa Pluma angle�ll come clearer the farther south I get.�
Pullman rang off. Shaw gathered the film together and packaged it himself. Then he checked with the Consulate staff, and the New York telephone and street directories, for anything called Casa Pluma, but, as he had expected, there was nothing. Neither was there anything when they made a check on the whole of New York State. As Pullman had said, it must be just a code name. A code name, apparently, for yet another communications centre.
But � where?
* * *
Shaw handed over Willoughby�s gun to the Consulate staff for eventual delivery to Pullman and in exchange he was given a Webley .38 similar to his own, which he had not been able to find in the Fleck hideaway. After that he took a cab to the Shamrock Hotel, where he changed into his own clothes and packed his grip. He had a long, long way to go yet before this business would clarify, and he knew that he couldn�t honestly be certain even now that either Fleck or the floating dock, however much they were involved in something nasty, were in fact connected in any way with Warmaster. It could still, all of it, be a mere coincidence of quite separate Nazi and Communist schemes. There had been no mention of the missile in any of those decoded messages. Rosemary Houston was the only real link, and even that was a tenuous one. They had never established what she had been doing aboard that dock. And why � as Pullman had said�why the hell Magellan? Captain Bennett back in England had talked about strengthening for ice, but whatever ice there might be farther to the south, Magellan didn�t ice up so far as Shaw was aware.
It still made no real sense.
He could be heading out on a wild-goose chase, but something at the back of his mind was telling him that in fact he wouldn�t be wasting his time in going south. Possibly, he thought, that could have to do with what Myra Yarrow had told him about South America having been a source of a number of recent radio messages. Or the fact that �Casa Pluma� had a South American ring about it?

Chapter Fourteen

�Hotel Cochabamba. Yes, please?�
�I�d like to speak to Miss Debonnair Delacroix, please.�
�But certainly, Senor. If you will please hold the line.�
�Thank you.� Shaw reflected that he hadn�t even been asked for a room number; the voice knew Miss Delacroix right away. It wasn�t all that surprising, of course; the girl created a stir wherever she went � just by being herself. He doubted if they had ever seen a girl as lovely as Debonnair up in this Bolivian town of La Paz, though, being to some extent one of the playgrounds of the rich, it would obviously have its quota of female charm.
He shifted the phone to his other ear and dabbed at his face and neck with a linen handkerchief. He was sweating uncomfortably. The actual temperature wasn�t all that high, probably around sixty, he guessed, for La Paz was situated in one of the upland valleys of the Andes and they were way above sea-level; but the sudden contrast between La Paz this evening and the freezing, snow-bound morning temperature in New York had hit him like a bomb all the same. He had decided almost at the last minute to deviate into La Paz instead of flying straight south to Punta Arenas because he understood that Debonnair�s boy-friend, Carlos Villaroel, was an influential man, and he felt that just a touch of influential contact in South America wouldn�t come amiss. And he didn�t believe he�d been swayed in the very least by the undeniable fact that he wanted to see Debonnair again while he had the chance.�
There was a click in his ear and a voice he recognized instantly said �Yes?�
�Deb��
There was a pause, after a slightly startled and altogether incredulous sound. �Esmonde? Why � what��
�Can I come along and see you?�
�Why, of course, darling!� she sounded breathless, still unable to take it in. �Come along. I�ve only just got here, practically. Flew in this morning. But � Esmonde, I don�t get it. Only a couple of days ago you phoned me in London � or was it three days? What are you doing here, anyway?�
He said, �Come to see you. When?�
�Any time you like.
�Sure?�
�Of course I�m sure.� There was a touch of puzzlement in her tone and a little asperity. �Why do you ask that?�
�Is Villaroel there?�
There was a pause. �Yes, he is.�
�Good,� he said. �I�d like a word with him, but I want you alone first. This is business and pleasure mixed. See you, Deb.�
He rang off.
* * *
A slick American-style cab took Shaw into La Paz from the airport. La Paz, seat of Bolivia�s government, was an old city, an age-old place of tiny clustered dwellings, of stark poverty and squalor and disease but also, in the modern sector, where the buildings were elegant and airy and expensive, a centre of wealth as well. A city indeed of almost incredible wealth concentrated into a very few hands, a city where, though you could starve to death in the sun-filled streets for lack of a couple of bolivianos, you could, if you happened to be one of those favoured few, spend the equivalent of fifty pounds sterling on dinner for two � and get your money�s worth. And the Hotel Cochabamba catered for that sort of wealth and had that sort of clientele. It was a glittering palace, super twentieth century, and to Shaw�s eyes garish and vulgar. It looked almost grotesquely intrusive in a place of the character of La Paz, which in fact it dominated by its very height, towering as it did above the little streets with the close-built, mean, but picturesque houses.
But perhaps, Shaw thought as he got out of the cab at the ornate entrance, it fitted with Carlos Villaroel. Then he told himself that he mustn�t be spiteful, mustn�t let his feelings cloud his judgement or prejudice him against the man whose help he was, in however small a way and however unwillingly, about to seek, Villaroel wasn�t all that bad, anyway � again he reminded himself that when he had met him that once, very briefly, he�d liked him.
When he walked up the broad steps into the foyer Debonnair was sitting waiting for him. He had spotted her before she became aware of him, and he felt a wave of nostalgia sweep over him like a flood as he watched her fair head bent over a travel brochure, and the nyloned knees peeping out seductively below the skirt rucked up just a little, carelessly, in exactly the way he had seen it so many times before.
As he approached, she looked up.
He couldn�t quite interpret the expression in her eyes, on her lips� it was cautious, somehow hesitant and shy � but pleased. She was, he felt, glad to see him and yet at the same time apprehensive about his visit, almost as though she feared that he and Villaroel might come to blows over her, as if Shaw had come in the old-fashioned r�le of the vengeful lover.
She smiled up at him. �Well, Esmonde! At least we can�t say it�s a long time since we met, can we?�
He murmured, ��Where have all the young girls gone� Long time ago���
�Don�t, Esmonde.� There was a flicker of pain in her eyes.
�All right. It was a long �way off, though,� he answered shortly. �In more ways than one��
�Esmonde, please!� She got to her feet and put a hand on his arm. �Anyway, it is nice to see you.�
�Where�s Villaroel?�
�In the bar.�
He looked at her quizzically, his mouth twisted. �With mum or sis?�
�No,� she answered quietly, looking somehow hurt. �No� they�re down at the hacienda, Concepci�n way.�
�Oh, yes, you told me.�
�We�re going on there the day after tomorrow.�
�And in the meantime?� His voice was a little hard. �I thought you were going to be well chaperoned� ah, but that was after La Paz, wasn�t it. I forgot again. I�m sorry.�
She flushed. �Esmonde, it�s not like you to be sarcastic, or to want to hurt people. Oh, I know all this is hurting you, darling, but� look, Esmonde, it�s not like that. Not what you seem to be suggesting. Truly, it isn�t!�
�I know, Debbie dear,� he said repentantly. �I�m sorry. Now listen. I haven�t got very long. I�m going to suggest we have a drink together, but not in the bar. In your room or Villaroel�s.� He added, grinning, �By the way, I�m not collecting evidence against you!�
She caught his eye and smiled. �But you have got a reason for that, haven�t you?�
He nodded. �Yes, I have. I want to have a serious talk. Not about us.� He smiled down into her eyes and tried to hide the hurt in his own. �Just business. One point first though: I take it Villaroel�s� all right?�
�Absolutely,� she said at once, though there was a curiously alert look in her eyes, a look almost of alarm. �He was in the Bolivian Diplomatic Service for a while, a few years ago. Nothing important, but they thought rather a lot of him. But you�re not to��
�Who said they thought a lot of him? Mum or sis?�
She exploded into a laugh; she couldn�t help it. �Neither,� she said. �I haven�t met them yet, anyway. My old chief in the F.O said it, and he knows.�
�Fine. That�s good enough for me, then. Not that I�m going to tell him anything that matters, needless to say, but he may be able to help. I gather he�s influential?�
She dimpled. �And who told you that?�
�You. Or was it Latymer?�
�Either of us could have done,� she said. �The Villaroels are about the richest family in Bolivia � and I mean rich. They�re just about the most.�
�And that really counts, out here?�
�You bet.�
He took her arm, feeling an almost electric thrill as he did so. He said gruffly, �Let�s get together with this lucky Croesus, then. I won�t keep either of you long.�
�Oh, Esmonde�� The look she gave him had fresh pain in it. �Don�t be so damn stupid. You�re welcome here as long as you like.�
�And don�t you be stupid,� he said firmly, �or don�t you know anything about men at all?�
It was quite like old times, he thought, as they went up in the lift together. Just the two of them � she�d said she would ring down for Villaroel and he got the idea she was being kind, extending their time alone � and if only it could have stayed that way! But perhaps, with luck, she might yet come back to England and to him, when she got bored with hacienda life� she wasn�t in any way committed to Villaroel. Not yet.
It was Villaroel�s room they went to and the Bolivian�s suite, he found, was majestically impressive, both in its size and amenities and in its wonderful, breathtaking views of the high Andes, the peaks snow-covered and purplish in the darkening distance. The walls of the drawing-room were decorated with mountain scenes painted in pastel colours, as was the high ceiling; but nothing in art could hope to compare with the natural beauty outside. Shaw walked out on to a wide balcony while Debonnair took up a telephone and asked Reception to page Villaroel. When she had done that she went over to a cupboard and poured drinks.
She turned round to find Shaw standing behind her. For a moment she let herself fall back into his arms, and they folded round her. She felt their strength, the hardened muscle� and then she stiffened and tried to free herself, as though she had gone too far and things might get dangerous.
He said, �No, not yet, my dearest. One kiss� just one.�
She turned to him and closed her eyes, and her lips parted. His mouth came down hard on hers. It was a long, long kiss but it was different from what it had been and to Esmonde Shaw it had somehow the feeling of a final one, a farewell better expressed this way than in words. He felt like ice as she drew herself away, and he saw tears trembling on her lashes.
�I�m sorry, Deb dear,� he murmured.
�Don�t apologize.� She turned back to the drinks, not facing him. After a moment she said, �Go out on to the balcony again. I�ll bring these in a minute. It�s � oh, I don�t know-sort of shut in, in here. Stifling��
He went back slowly, his heart pounding and heavy in his breast, and in a minute she followed him with a small tray on which were two whisky-sours.
�I know you like them,� she said, smiling softly.
�I do. Thanks, Deb.� He lifted the glass, looked into her clear, hazel eyes. �Here�s luck,� he said, and drank. �Luck�� he repeated absently. �That�s something none of us can ever do without, isn�t it.�
Villaroel came in shortly after, a tall, olive-skinned man smiling pleasantly at Shaw. He held out his hand, clasped Shaw�s warmly. �We have met before, Commander Shaw,� he said. �I am glad to renew the acquaintance, and hope it will now become a friendship.�
�Same here.� You couldn�t help liking him, Shaw thought with a pang. You couldn�t help liking him however much you hated and detested him for what he�d done � curious thought! He could well understand Debonnair. Villaroel was tall, dark, and handsome and around thirty � the richest man in Bolivia, and safe physically. Home every night. No threats, no sudden departures and indeterminate absences, no broken dates. How could you possibly beat that combination, in the quest for a husband? But that wasn�t all, of course, and it wouldn�t be fair of him to suggest that it was. No, there was more, much more� he was a decent young man, was Carlos Villaroel; those dark, deep-set eyes looked at you directly and without reserve, with open friendliness and good humour. He was genuine and honest. You couldn�t really blame a girl. Villaroel was every girl�s dream � and Deb was dead lucky. And so was Villaroel. Right, Shaw told himself � let�s leave it at that!
He said with an effort, �Sorry to � burst in like this, Senor Villaroel. By the way� we�re not children and you know the score. I want to get one thing quite clear: I�m not here to spy!� At least, he thought to himself, not on you two.
�That,� Villaroel said with a quiet laugh, �clears the air, as you would say, Commander Shaw! For myself, I am very happy indeed to see you, and I hope you will be staying in La Paz until we go to my home near Concepci�n, where my mother is awaiting us.�
Home! Another pang, despite the resolutions. Shaw said, �Unfortunately that won�t be possible. I�ll be flying out on the first plane south, soon after midnight.�
�Oh, I am sorry. Where are you flying to, Commander Shaw?�
�Chile,� Shaw told him. �You�ll understand, perhaps, if I�m no more precise than that? I�m doubly sorry I can�t be� because I�ve come to ask a favour of you, Senor. I�ve come to ask for help.� He smiled, jiggled the ice in his glass. �It looks as though I�m selling you a pig in a poke, doesn�t it?�
The Bolivian looked puzzled. �I do not believe I quite follow, Commander Shaw?�
Shaw glanced at Debonnair. Almost perceptibly she nodded, but there was pain in her eyes. He asked quietly, �Do you mind if we go inside?�
�Of course not,� she said.
When they were back in the drawing-room Shaw came straight to the point. He said, �You�ve done Embassy work, so I feel I can speak relatively freely � in all the circumstances,� he added meaningly. �I�m doing a �hush� job, Senor. Now do you follow?�
�Oh, yes.� Villaroel inclined his head fractionally. �Yes, I think I follow. Please sit down, Commander Shaw. You will excuse me while I fix myself a drink? And allow me to refill your glass, please.�
�Thank you.� Shaw surrendered his glass and dropped into a chair, mopping at his face. Villaroel, the drinks fixed, came back in a moment and took a seat on a sofa with Debonnair beside him. They looked just right together � and very close. This evening was somewhat overfull of reminders of the past. Resolutions would have to take effect from tomorrow.�
Villaroel said courteously, �Please tell me how I can be of help to you?�
�Well,� Shaw began slowly. �It�s like this. I�m going into Chile incognito. I may find it necessary to cross into Argentine territory� I don�t know yet. I may end up anywhere, as far as that goes. But the point is, I�m entirely without contacts � in all the South American countries. You might say South America�s right off my beat.� As he sipped his drink, Villaroel, the tips of his fingers together, watched him attentively. �There are the various British Vice-consuls, of course, but I know nothing of them at first hand, only what I�ve been told by our New York Consulate. Now, as I dare say you�ll agree, Senor Villaroel, Vice-Consuls aren�t always whole-heartedly for the country they represent. It�s just a job to them, a job like any other except that it has a soupcon of honour attached to it, and that doesn�t mean a great deal really these days. Their own country naturally comes first. Now � all this adds up to one thing: I could be left right out on a limb if things go wrong, as they have a habit of doing now and again,� he added with a gleam in his eye as he caught Debonnair�s glance.
She flushed and said quickly, as if to cover up her momentary confusion, �I think Carlos could help indirectly, couldn�t you, Carlos?� Shaw, still looking at her, had the idea that the moment she�d spoken she had regretted it, but she had committed herself now.
Villaroel nodded, his face serious and thoughtful. He said, �She thinks, you see, of my mother. My mother is from Argentina. She is an Argentinian by birth, from Buenos Aires.�
�I see. Then do you think��
�She has influence there still, I would say,� Villaroel went on. �She visits there from time to time, and she knows certain quite prominent persons. But what precisely do you wish, Commander Shaw?�
Shaw hesitated. �At this stage, very little � indeed, nothing. All I ask is that I may regard Debonnair and yourself as friends whom I may contact when necessary. And if and when I do so, Senor, then I may ask you to bring some of yours or your mother�s influence to bear, to apply perhaps a little pressure in certain quarters � if you follow me?�
Villaroel nodded gravely. �Yes, I believe I do. You cannot come out into the open and involve your Governement� and yet you may find it necessary to, shall I say, find out certain things, perhaps from the governments of the countries where you intend to work?�
Shaw grinned in relief. �I think you have it!� he said. �At any rate, it�s close enough. Now, it�s asking a lot of you, I know that. Will you do it, if it becomes necessary?�
�Yes, I will do it, provided it brings no harm to my own country.�
�It won�t do that, I promise you.�
�Then I will do it, and happily.� He seemed, Shaw fancied, glad to have the prospect of something to do, glad to become involved once again in things that mattered. �You may rest assured that any such request will not go unanswered, Commander Shaw.�
Shaw nodded. He said gratefully, �I needn�t say how glad I am to have that assurance� thank you, Villaroel. I�m really grateful for a line of communication, believe me.� He finished his drink and stood up, wanting to get away now. �I hope you won�t think I�m abrupt or rude to run out on you again the moment I�ve finished talking business,� he said with a smile, �but if you�ll be so good as to excuse me, I�ll leave now for the airport.�
�So soon?� Villaroel was concerned. �You are in a great and unnecessary hurry, Commander, are you not? Come � I insist that you dine with me, and afterwards Miss Delacroix will drive you to the airport� no, I insist, really I do.�
* * *
Some time later in the car, a vehicle which seemed far too big and resplendent for a girl to drive � there should have been a chauffeur and a couple of footmen, Shaw thought � he chuckled suddenly and asked, �Does he always call you Miss Delacroix?�
�Yes,� she said seriously, �always. They�re like that, out here. Terribly formal. He won�t call me Debonnair till�� she tailed off, embarrassed, frowning through the windscreen.
Shaw prompted, �Yes? Go on � till when?�
�Well�� She swung the car expertly round a corner with a long drop on one side into a deep valley touched to silver by the moon. �Not until I�ve been properly introduced to his mother and the old homestead, anyway.�
�I see. D�you know,� he went on with a glint of amusement in his eyes, �he didn�t even ask if you were willing to drive me in? He just �insisted.� Twice. Once before dinner and again after.�
�Oh,� she said airily, �they�re like that, too, in South America! You sound as if you�re criticizing, and that doesn�t become you any more than sarcasm, Esmonde darling, but I rather go for the tough approach, I must say.� She added, �What woman doesn�t?�
Shaw murmured ruminatively, �So I didn�t treat you tough enough� I should have been more old-fashioned. I�ll remember that with my next girl-friend.�
She gave a tight, brittle laugh. �You don�t need any lessons in being a he-man, Esmonde dear! No � it�s not that.�
�What is it, then?�
�You know quite well,� she answered a little tartly. �Oh, don�t let�s talk about it now, Esmonde. We haven�t much longer. I want you to go off on this job without recriminations, my dear.�
He said, �All right, we�ll leave it. Now I�ve got something to ask you, Deb. It�s not,� he explained carefully, �that I don�t trust your Carlos, but I�m not at liberty to say more to him than I did say. You�re in a different category, naturally, so far as Latymer and I are concerned at any rate.� He hesitated. �I�m going south � right south, to the Magellan Strait area. Don�t ask me why, but I�ve got a nasty feeling that things may start happening in a big way when I get down there. I said I might contact Villaroel� Well, if I don�t come through to him or you in one way or another I want you to contact the British Ambassador in B.A and tell him where I was heading for. Also, I want you to ask him to get in touch right away with a certain U.S. Admiral � Clifford Pullman, in the Pentagon. Will you, Deb? I don�t suppose I need to tell you, it�s a matter of the highest importance and urgency.� He paused again, then added, �Among other things, a girl�s disappeared, and��
�Oh, so there�s a girl.� She glanced sideways at him. �What�s she like?�
�Nice.�
�She would be. Trust you.�
He gave a fleeting grin. �Getting nowhere fast, aren�t we? Will you do what I�ve asked?�
�Yes, of course. How long shall I give you?�
He considered. �Let�s say four days from now. I�ll be in touch by then if everything goes all right. If it doesn�t � well, I won�t be able to for reasons to be hereinafter discovered!�
She moved her shoulders in what seemed to be sudden irritation and he noticed that her face was a little stiff. �Look,� she said, �why couldn�t you contact the Ambassador yourself � in the early stages, I mean? Talk to him now. Use him as your contact. The whole thing would be much more direct, wouldn�t it? Why on earth use Carlos?�
He lifted an eyebrow. �I�m surprised at you, Deb � you of all people to ask me that! You know the answer, in a general way � or you damn well ought to! This snooping of mine is very strictly off the record unless something goes dead wrong, when other measures have to be taken. Until that happens, I don�t talk. I�m not even working directly for Latymer at the moment, which means in effect that I�m not working for the U.K this time. Before I start coming out into the open, I�ve got to know just a little more than I do right now.� He added, �Don�t tell me you�re upset about what I did � asking Villaroel for help?�
�Upset?� Her knuckles showed white on the wheel, like cold marble. She said in a troubled voice, �I just don�t want to go through all that hell again� worrying, wondering. Why couldn�t you leave Carlos alone?�
�I�m hardly asking him to risk his neck,� he reminded her patiently. �Only to act as a link. He won�t even need to leave La Paz, or Concepci�n, or wherever home is. I may never need his help anyway.�
�But if you do, don�t you see, he could get involved deeper than he realizes!� There was passion in her voice, in the tautness of her body. �Oh, I know he was a diplomat, but he was never an agent and he just doesn�t understand in the way we do. I don�t want him to get caught up � or to acquire a taste for it, either.� He heard the tears in her rising voice as she went on, �I hate it, Esmonde, I hate it! You�re going on a job � you�ll very likely have to kill someone, won�t you? You�ll be in danger yourself. You might be killed. Don�t you understand what that sort of life does to the people who love you? Don�t you see that I can�t bear it for Carlos? Don�t you see� haven�t you always seen� that that�s the � reason for us? What�s the point of marrying a man who only lives to kill or to be killed?�
Shaw didn�t answer. He was furiously, perhaps irrationally, angry. What she had said undeniably held an element of truth, but it was demonstrably unfair to talk about him as though killing was his whole life, almost his pleasure. She knew that to be utterly untrue � or she ought to! They finished that drive to the airport in silence and she drove away fast as soon as she�d dropped him, and she didn�t look back.
Shaw walked quickly into the departure building.
He wished he had never come to La Paz at all.

Chapter Fifteen

Arriving early next morning at Punta Arenas, Shaw at first got no satisfaction beyond the somewhat nebulous pleasure of being in the world�s southernmost city. Nothing, it seemed, was known in Punta Arenas of any suspicious happenings in the Magellan Strait, and the Vice-Consul, in whom Shaw confided only so far as was essential and no farther, knew nothing whatever of anything, any project, likely to bring a floating dock into the area. After a while, however, he remembered something and he gave Shaw some information that, though unremarkable enough in itself, was clearly red hot in the light of background knowledge. And he also knew of a place called the Casa Pluma, a dive, apparently, on the waterfront of Rio Grande.�
This information decided Shaw to fly as soon as possible farther south across the Strait to another spot that also had a southernmost-in-the-world record: the airstrip at the small port of Rio Grande in the Argentine sector of Tierra del Fuego, the airstrip at the world�s end. When he got there Shaw realized that he didn�t need the knowledge of Rio Grande�s claim to fame to remind him that he hadn�t much land now between him and the South Pole. Though it was �summer� down here the place was bleak and grey, depressing and forlorn.
Which description, he realized a little later when he was sitting in a fusty back room behind a small shop, could be applied to another feature of the Tierra del Fuego scene � Hipolito Santos, general storekeeper and Her Britannic Majesty�s Vice-Consul in Rio Grande. Or more strictly Acting Vice-Consul, for the Vice-Consul himself had died a month or so earlier and no firm appointment in his place had yet been made. Santos was purely a stop-gap, a grey and dreary stop-gap. But � and Shaw found this interesting � Hipolito Santos was also something else: he was one very scared little man. Also he was fussily pompous, very conscious of his position, but, Shaw could have sworn, dead lazy in the performance of his duty except when that duty presented him with an opportunity of being officious.
Santos� grey face had gone greyer, almost the colour of the grey alpaca grocer�s coat that he wore, when Shaw had given him the merest clue as to what his job was and had demanded his help. The hint of international complications seemed to conjure up the most fearsome visions in his mind.
�Senor,� Hipolito Santos had said beseechingly, his eyes bright with anxiety and his shoulders rising up around his ears, �I am merely the British Vice-Consul. That is all.� He threw his arms into the air. �I help your seamen when they come to this port, and that is seldom enough in these days. I look after the interests of the few, the very few, British subjects in the area, when they ask me to � and that also is seldom.�
�How many times have you acted in your social capacity since you became Acting Vice-Counsul?� Shaw asked blandly.
Santos shrugged again, rolled his eyes, and muttered something. Then he said reluctantly, �Since Senor Galvone died� none.�
Shaw gave a tight grin. �Then it�s about time you did something in return for the honour of calling yourself a diplomat, Senor Santos, isn�t it?�
Santos looked gratified at the magnificent description of his official r�le, but lifted his arms deprecatingly. He said, �I must have no connexion with illegal activities.�
�Who said anything about illegal activities?�
�Well, perhaps not� but then neither can I act against the interests of my own country, which is Argentina, whether or not I am��
Shaw broke in angrily, �I�m not asking you to do that. But it�s curious you should jump to conclusions about illegal activities, isn�t it? It rather seems to me, Senor Santos, as if you may have some information that I should find useful. Right?�
The little grey man stared, plucking nervously at his lower lip, dark eyes peering anxiously over drooping bags of flesh. If he�d had a beard, Shaw thought, he would have looked like a rat peering out of a ball of oakum.�
�Come on,� Shaw snapped. �I haven�t got all the time in the world.�
�There is nothing. Nothing.�
�Uh-huh� Now look, Senor.� Shaw sat forward, his face hard and set. �I�m only asking for information, not a sheriff�s posse. I�m not asking you to go so far as to actually do anything. I�m sure that would be too much to ask. All I want to know is, have you anything to report that might be of interest in the area? Any strange faces, any odd happenings� either around here or farther north in the Magellan Strait, perhaps?�
�None, Senor. You have already told me that the Vice-Consul at Punta Arenas knows of nothing in this area.� Santos fidgeted impatiently, nervily. �How can you expect me to know, when Rio Grande is not even on the Magellan Strait?�
Shaw sighed. �All right, forget Magellan, then. But our man in Punta Arenas told me something else, Senor, which I haven�t yet told you. And that is,� he went on deliberately, �that some German nationals have been seen recently in Rio Grande. Do you know anything about those Germans, Senor Santos?�
�Nothing.� The mouth had tightened, the whole aspect of that grey little face was suddenly even more watchful and alert. He was a shocking actor.
�You�re quite certain of that?� Shaw asked.
�Quite.�
Shaw�s eyes narrowed. �You don�t even know whether or not these Germans are in fact in Rio Grande, even though news of their presence has reached as far as Punta Arenas in Chile?�
�I do not.�
�H�m. I see.� Shaw stared at him. �Then how is it they were seen coming to your store, Senor?�
�Coming to my store�?� Santos licked his lips. �I would not necessarily know if they had or not. They could have been served by my assistant, in my absence elsewhere. I cannot say.�
Shaw gave a snort. �And your assistant wouldn�t have mentioned to you afterwards, as a matter of interest, that there were Germans in the port? Is Rio Grande as cosmopolitan as all that?� He shook his head sadly. �You�ll have to do better than that, Santos.�
They stared at one another. The grey face began to crumple a little and Santos mopped sweat from his forehead. He said, �I do not know what you are getting at, Senor. I do not know anything.�
�Right,� Shaw said with icy geniality, �Let�s be charitable and say you�ve got a bad memory. Maybe this�ll jog it a little.� Taking a chance on his estimate of the man being correct, he brought out his Webley and aimed it straight at Santos� chest. �This isn�t very constitutional, I know, but time�s getting short, Santos. If you don�t recover your memory within thirty seconds I�m going to squeeze this trigger.�
Santos shook. He gave a sudden cry and said, �You will be caught, you will be��
�Possibly, but you�d be surprised what my department can get away with. Anyhow, that won�t be your worry, will it, Senor?�
* * *
Shaw had summed up Santos accurately enough: the man was spineless. The Webley did the trick. After another terrified cry, the grey man started to open up.
He said in a whining voice, �You are not the first to threaten my life. It is disgraceful. Really, disgraceful.� He mopped at his face again, his hands shaking. �Never again shall I consent to fill such a vacancy as this.�
�I doubt if you�ll get the chance,� Shaw said unkindly. �Meanwhile, Santos, let�s have the truth, shall we?�
Santos nodded. Even his lips were trembling now. It took him some moments to get full control of himself and then he said, �Very well. There are Germans here that is correct.�
�What are they doing here?�
�I�I don�t know, Senor, I��
�Oh yes, you do.� The Webley nosed forward a fraction. There was no mistaking the determination in Shaw�s eyes. �Santos, you�re a frightened man. Anyone can see that. Why? Who�s putting the pressure on you � and what for?�
�I�I cannot��
�Come on, Santos.� Shaw�s voice was hard and menacing. �You�d do much better to tell me all you know. You�ll feel happier when you�ve passed it on, believe me! Besides,� he added, �there�s another point and a very practical one: I�m here and the Germans aren�t. So?�
There was a silence; then Santos asked in a shaky voice, �You will see that I do not get into trouble, Senor?�
�Provided you haven�t acted against the laws of your own country, I don�t see that you can get into any trouble in any case.�
�I have never acted against my laws. It is not that.�
�I see. You mean, will you get protection?�
Santos nodded fervently.
�The best protection you can get,� Shaw told him, �is to tell me all you know so that I can deal with those Germans and get them off your back for good. That�s what I�m here for. Once they�re out of the way, you won�t have any more to worry about, Santos. Everything will be just fine. Now� let�s have it. In detail.�
Santos closed his eyes and shook his head from side to side. Then his lids came up again and he looked at Shaw sadly. He said in a defeated kind of voice, �I� came into this by accident only, you understand. I am in no way concerned with whatever is taking place.�
Shaw nodded. �Go on.�
�These men,� the Vice-Consul said slowly. �The Germans. �I do not know whether they were from East or West Germany, but they are of some undercover movement, something illegal, of that I am sure, though again I do not know what. One would make the assumption that they were criminals, naturally, in the circumstances. However, they came to me, you see, and��
�Yes?�
He went on with an effort, �They came to me and said that it might be that I would hear rumours of � curious happenings. That is what they said. What sort of happenings, they did not specify. But they said that I, as a prominent citizen, and for the time being a member of the Consular Corps as well as the storekeeper, was in an excellent position to put a stop to any such rumours or stories as might get around, simply by giving the curious a logical explanation��
�Of what?�
There was a pause; then, �Of a ship,� Santos said tautly, a gleam of fear in his eyes as he looked for Shaw�s reaction. �A ship lying to the south of here, in an unfrequented channel. They did not tell me where, but I would imagine it to be between Tierra del Fuego and Navarino Island.�
Shaw felt the thump of his heart. At last, something was beginning to materialize. That dock began to fit now� a docking base might be a very desirable thing down in those waters � for a ship that didn�t want to be seen in a port. He snapped, �What�s this ship doing there?�
�I don�t know that,� Santos replied fervently. �Genuinely, I do not know! In the first instance, I confess, these men came to me in a perfectly ordinary manner, by way of trade, and told me that their ship was in Argentinian waters by permission of the Government in Buenos Aires � its purpose being to carry out weather investigations and make reports to the world�s Meteorological Bureaux.�
�Why did they think rumours would start, if the ship was so remote � and was engaged in a perfectly ordinary enterprise?�
�Why, because they would come into Rio Grande, using a helicopter, for stores. They would do this quite frequently, and it would naturally be remarked upon. Indeed, it appears to have been � in Punta Arenas.�
�Yes,� Shaw said impatiently, �but that doesn�t explain why a legal enterprise should arouse suspicion, does it?�
�No.� Santos frowned. �I have perhaps given you the wrong impression, Senor. When they first came, they did not ask me to spread any stories at all � they simply told me that they were here for the reasons I have told you. The rest of it was perhaps my own fault.� He shrugged. �I was foolish, yes. I asked questions on one of their visits, just as a matter of interest in a place where little of interest ever happens. I was thinking the men to be genuine, you see, as they would have had me believe at that point. But they did not like questions and they thought I was prying, and in the end one of them lost his temper and brought out a gun, to the obvious dismay of his comrades. Then I knew that they were not genuine, and they knew that I knew, and so they threatened me, and told me that the story they had already told me was the one I was to put around in Rio Grande and San Pablo. And from this it followed naturally that they were in Argentine waters for no good purpose.�
�Yes, I�d got that far myself. Now, so far as you know, has the Argentine Government any knowledge of this ship?�
Santos said, �That I cannot answer, Senor. It may be that the Government knows that the ship is there and is turning a blind eye to it, but I cannot vouch for the accuracy of this� although I think it must be the case, or they would not have told me that in the first place. You see, I could have checked with the authorities unknown to them � even though after they had threatened me with the gun I was warned that I was not to speak of this officially and on no account to pass any word of it on to the British or the Americans � or indeed anyone else.�
�Or?�
�Or they would kill me. That is why I am scared, Senor.�
�Naturally. Did they specifically mention the Americans, by the way?�
�Yes, as I remember it, they did.�
�I see. Anyway, do I take it you haven�t in fact spoken of this to your own Government or police.�
�That is correct. Not to anyone at all.�
�Right. Now, is there anything else you can tell me?� Think, Senor. Any small details � anything can help.� He added, �Did they, for instance, ever mention a man called Fleck?�
Santos shook his head. �No� no, they did not. And there is nothing else. I took care to ask no more questions, I assure you! I do not even know the name of the ship, Senor. They always avoided mentioning that.� He shrugged. �No, there is nothing else at all� I would tell you if I knew.�
Shaw looked at him hard. �Yes,� he said quietly after a while, �I believe you would � now! You�ve got to help me get those men, haven�t you? Anyway, thank you for what you have told me. You�ve been a great help� more than you�ll ever know, I dare say!� He got up. �Don�t worry, Senor Santos,� he said as he slid the Webley back into its holster. �Leave it all to me. You�ve got just two things to do: Clam up again as of now � not a word to anyone about me or what we�ve been saying � that�s the first thing. Right?�
�Yes, Senor.�
�Good. Here�s the second � and it�s by way of being a serious personal warning. You�ll be in danger until I�ve brought this job off. You�ve got to make yourself scarce for the time being. So I want you to take the next plane for the mainland � get to hell out just as fast as you can and stay out till I tell you it�s safe to come back. If you should want to get in touch with me, I�ll be staying at the Hotel Miramar. All right, Santos?�
Santos quaked again. �I will do exactly as you say, you may be certain.�
�Good. You do that. I�ll have my hands full myself � making sure you�re never bothered again afterwards.�
For reasons not unconnected with a certain natural scepticism as to the dependability of Hipolito Santos, Shaw did not mention his interest in the Casa Pluma. Instead, that afternoon, he took a stroll around the little port, having first of all made a few simple alterations in his personal appearance designed to prevent any casual recognition. Only three people would be likely to know him � Nosey, Cassidy, and Fleck himself, and there was nothing definitely to point to any of them actually being in Rio Grande, while if Pullman had kept the security seal intact they would still be expecting him to be nice and safe in concrete anyway. But there was still no point in taking chances at this stage. After strolling, apparently aimlessly, for almost an hour, he was half way along the waterfront when he came to a sleazy-looking building with a big sign reading Cabaret.
And beneath this sign were the words: Casa Pluma.
That was good enough for Shaw. He stopped and lit a cigarette and then, apparently changing his mind about where he was going, he turned around and sauntered back the way he had come. He returned to the Miramar and remained in his room until 9 p.m, when he went out again.
Fifteen minutes after that he entered the swing doors of the Casa Pluma.
Cabaret was a pretty high-flown word for the joint, he decided as he looked at the dirty bar littered with glasses, at the crummy tables under the garish lights, at an overhead gallery and at the couple of nondescript customers who were reclining over the bar and yarning desultorily with the bartender. The place smelt of stale drink and tobacco and some cheap and potent scent, as though women of the town had been in here recently and left their trademarks behind them. No South American glamour about the Casa Pluma� it was just a waterfront honky-tonk, the longshoreman�s and the occasional seafarer�s night club and almost certainly a brothel at that.
Shaw went casually towards the long bar and demanded a Scotch and soda.

Chapter Sixteen

With his glass in his hand Shaw walked slowly across to a marble-topped table.
He sat down, lit a cigarette, and blew a long trail of smoke. He took a pull at the scotch, glancing around meanwhile in a bored-casual way. The two characters at the bar had by now resumed their interrupted conversation with the bartender. There was an occasional snigger from their direction, and somewhere a tap dripped. Otherwise the place was silent, dull. An air of boredom hung over it; only the flies were active. They crawled on the table-top; Shaw flicked them away and they buzzed up into the air, protestingly. He was half-way through his drink when the swing doors jerked into life and a girl came in. She was a lush bit, with big breasts and swinging hips and a brassy smile for the bartender and the two men, who looked round when they heard the tap of her stiletto heels. Cheap scent � the same as Shaw had noted earlier � waited into his nostrils as the girl passed his table, automatically swaying her hips as she did so. She went up to the bar and lifted a flap and passed through to the rear of the premises.
One of the Latins at the bar looked round and caught Shaw�s eye. He winked, made a gesture with his hands, expressively. Shaw smiled back in a matey way. The man nudged his companion and Shaw heard him say, �She has stamina, that one!�
Shaw guessed the girl would be part of the cabaret, the floor show, if that was not too high-class a term for the Casa Pluma, the cover behind which Fleck would be operating what must surely be his southern centre. Maybe he used it as a radio link with the unknown vessel, maybe it was just a depot for letters with coded microdot messages under the stamps.�
* * *
Perhaps the place would fill up shortly, now that girl had arrived.
A couple of minutes later Shaw finished his drink. He started to get to his feet. He hadn�t heard a sound but a hand came down on his left shoulder, hard, and he sat again.
He half turned � and saw Cassidy.
Cassidy was grinning at him sardonically, his right hand was in his pocket, and his eyes were dangerous and watchful. Shaw said evenly, �Well, well. Fancy meeting you here.�
�Been expecting you, Mac.�
�Oh, yes?� Shaw was genuinely rocked by this casual statement. �How�s that?�
Cassidy chuckled. �Word come ahead of you, then you was spotted leaving Santos�s store. The rest was deducible. Pullman�s boys underestimated us, I guess.� He moved round the table so that he was between Shaw and the customers, with his back to the bar. He went on softly, �A little bird told us the Frazer Harfield place had been done over and Harry Willoughby�s body excavated from that concrete-pit instead of yours. And we also heard about those microdot messages.�
Shaw�s breath hissed through his teeth. He asked. �And how did you get to hear all this, Cassidy?�
�We got contacts. Good contacts.� Cassidy chuckled again. �What happened up in Brooklyn doesn�t worry us any. The strongpoint�d outlived its usefulness.� His hand moved, came out of the pocket, and revealed the gun. He said softly, �No more questions, Mac. Get moving.�
�Where to?�
�Rear of the bar. Act natural, like you and me�s going out back for a drink. Just get up and walk through. I�ll be right behind you and the customers�ll mind their own business. Any trouble, and you can guess the rest. Now � move!�
Shaw moved.
He moved slowly at first, getting up reluctantly, and then, when his body was half straightened, he slid his fingers round and under the edge of the table and he heaved with all his strength. He moved with wicked suddenness and Cassidy hadn�t a chance. The heavy table took him smack in the guts just as he fired. The bullet struck the marble top, ricocheted across the bar, and ended up in one of the panels of the big wall-mirror. Glass spattered down with a tinkling sound. The two customers dived for cover as Cassidy crashed over backward with the table on top of him and started moaning. As the bartender made a move as though he also was reaching for a gun, Shaw pulled out the Webley.
He snapped, �Hold it!�
The bartender�s hand went up. He looked dead scared. Shaw, eyes narrowed, backed slowly for the swing door into the street, the Webley pointed inward, his attention on the room, every detail noted in his mind as he waited for someone to start something from the floor or the gallery. No one moved. The bartender was watching him glassily, his tongue coming out to lick dry lips. Just as Shaw reached the door he heard a slight movement behind him and, out of the corner of his eye, he saw that a bulky figure had come up from somewhere. He slewed fast but he wasn�t quite as fast as the bulbous-nosed man. Shaw hadn�t got half way round when something hard crashed down on the back of his neck and he went out, stone cold on the floor.
Nosey, breathing hard, shoved the lead-weighted cosh back in his pocket. He said, �Okay, so sweep him up. He looks kind of messy.�
* * *
When Shaw came to he was in the back of a car, a car moving fast out of town. Nosey was beside him with a gun held into his ribs and Cassidy was driving. Shaw�s head ached abominably and he felt desperately sick. The back of his neck and his right shoulder were as rigid as a bar of iron, and painful. Pain extended right down his arm and he couldn�t have pulled a gun if he had one.
As he moved slightly, Nosey looked sideways. He said, �Don�t give no more trouble, mister, and you won�t get hurt. Do just as you�re told when we stop, and don�t try to beat it, because you won�t get five yards. I�m not losing you a second time.�
With difficulty, each word going through his head like a saw, Shaw asked, �Where are we going?�
Nosey said, �On a little helicopter trip, that�s where. Not that I want the pleasure of your company.�
�Why the trip, then?�
�There�s a guy wants to meet you, that�s why. Prefers you to be where you can�t open your trap. Never mind who. You�ll find out.�
�No doubt. What news of Fleck, by the way?�
�Don�t worry about Fleck.�
Shaw sat silent for a while as the car rushed on into bleak, desolate country well outside Rio Grande. A cold wind was blowing in through a window and gradually his head began to lear, the pain to subside to a dull, throbbing ache.
After a while Nosey started up again. He said, �You�d probably like to know about your pal Santos.�
�Santos? What about Santos?�
Nosey gave a high laugh. �Only that he didn�t skip out to the mainland in time. And won�t, now. Cass had detailed a man in Rio Grande, see, for the purpose of keeping an eye on Senor Hipolito Santos.�
Shaw said, �You surprise me. I�d have thought you�d have killed him.�
�Well, we didn�t, see? Don�t want to raise too much speculation among the locals, not yet anyway. Besides,� he added, �there�s another reason, and it�s this. The orders are for no one to be killed if it can be avoided. That�s not me talking, it�s the big bugs. It�s policy.�
�Oh?� Shaw glanced sideways, wincing as the pain caught him again. �So the big bugs are humane, are they? Now, that does surprise me, Nosey.�
�Me too,� Nosey agreed, with a regretful note in his voice, �but I guess they have their reasons for keeping it that way � just for now.�

Chapter Seventeen

Shaw didn�t take Nosey�s well-meant advice not to try anything when they stopped, but Nosey had been dead right. Shaw didn�t even get started. Nosey side-stepped his swinging left and Cassidy once again slugged him from behind. After that he didn�t give any more trouble. Cassidy drove away, and while Shaw was coming round again the helicopter into which he had been bundled flew out from an isolated upland valley, heading on a southerly course. It was obvious enough where they were bound now: across Ushuaia towards Navarino Island and the ship. Or rather, that was what Shaw thought until he was told different.
Nosey told him that they were going a little farther than Navarino.
Nosey said that after Santos had started asking those questions, the ship had shifted berth � to Chilean waters. Neither Santos nor the Chilean authorities knew about that. And now the helicopter was heading for the waters behind Cape Horn itself. Shaw gave an involuntary shiver. Cape Horn� that desolate grey area where few ships had sailed since the last of the windjammers had left the seas fifty years before, the area of raging storm and blind fury, where the Horn stared seaward� Cape Horn, southernmost tip of the South American continent, last point of land before the southern ice-wastes, right down in Latitude 55� 59� South and not so far from the Pole. Cape Stiff, the old square-rig sailors had called it� Cape Stiff, that towering, wind-torn eminence that divided the Pacific and South Atlantic Oceans, that graveyard of so many ships and men. The terrible cape� sometimes the windjammers had attempted to beat around it for as much as six weeks of hell and frostbite in their struggle to claw a way into those mountainous, racing seas and the prevailing westerlies� waiting and hoping for a slant, but opposed by elements so tumultuous that often a master bound for the West Coast and Australia would turn and run before the wind, running his easting down around Good Hope in the Roaring Forties to make an Australian landfall at the Leeuwin, because it was sometimes quicker to sail right round the world than to wait for the greybeards of the Horn and the screaming wind to let a ship through on a westerly course for Sydney Heads.
Shaw knew that even to think about escape from such a region was hopeless. Black despair settled in like a storm-cloud.
* * *
It was night during that short, wind-tossed trip south, and Shaw could see nothing below him in this deserted wilderness at the world�s end. In some respects, he felt, it would prove similar to the terrible terrain of the Kola Peninsula in North Russia, where he had worked not so long before. Similar, but worse � even more desolate and deserted. In the Kola Peninsula a handful of men and women had scratched together a living; here there was no living and none to try. Here only the seabirds would wheel and cry, only the ghosts of the seafarers and the wrecked windjammers caught aback off the pitch of the Horn, would roam.
Shaw shook himself free of his fancies. Nosey wasn�t, presumably, taking him right to the Horn anyway� no ship could lie off there, that was perfectly obvious! More likely they would be tucked away behind that great cape in comparatively calm water.
Soon Shaw could make out a flashing white light beneath, a little to the southward still. As he stared down at it Nosey called to the helicopter�s pilot, �That light. That the ship?�
�That�s her,� the pilot said laconically. He stared downward, eyes narrowed, teeth moving regularly, stolidly, on gum. He reached out a hand. A single beam stabbed downward from the helicopter�s signal lamp as the pilot touched the key. A moment after this a searchlight came alive immediately below them, beaming out to illuminate brilliantly a wide square on the ship�s deck, leaving everything else in pitch darkness except for small red lights at the tops of what must be the masts.
The helicopter hovered for a moment, then started to drop. Faintly all around Shaw could make out the loom of high rock faces fringing the water, which was kicking up a heavy white spray along the dark and menacing coastline. As they dropped and came under the lee of those crags, the wind, which had been with them for most of the journey, left them suddenly. It tore no longer at the helicopter�s sides, no longer battered at the windows. It was as though they were dropping down into peace and calm, �port after stormy seas�� and if ever there was a deceptive feeling it was that one, Shaw thought gloomily.
He watched with interest as the helicopter landed, touching down with a gentle bump on the deck, but he could see nothing beyond the floodlit area. A moment later the rotors died and the light went off, leaving a pitch blackness. Just before the light had gone out Shaw had seen men coming out across the landing-deck towards them. The pilot jerked the door open, and Nosey prodded Shaw with his gun.
�Out,� he said.
Shaw clambered down on to the deck, into a freezing temperature. The landing-area was now lit by a dim blue glow from a series of lamps set in a steel bulkhead at the after end of the deck. In this light Shaw made out a big, bearded man with thick white hair approaching him, a man in a uniform greatcoat and wearing a gold-edged peaked cap. There was enough light to enable him to see something else � the nose of the sub-machine-gun, which this man carried, and which was lined up on his guts.
The man said stiffly and formally in precise English, �Welcome, Commander Shaw. Welcome aboard the Moehne. I am Captain Lindrath, Master of this vessel.� He looked beyond Shaw and raised his voice. �You are Mr Hanson?�
Nosey said oilily, �That�s me. Jed Hanson, skipper.�
�Ja � good. I trust you will be comfortable aboard my ship. Come below and I will thaw out this God-forsaken cold with a glass of hot whisky. My crew will stow the helicopter, and I myself will attend to the prisoner.�
Nosey came forward, rubbing his hands. �Sounds okay to me, skipper.�
Captain Lindrath motioned Shaw almost politely off the landing-area and Nosey followed. The Captain called a sharp order and from somewhere a man acknowledged it smartly. As the little procession went along a kind of catwalk beside the landing-deck, a catwalk with a steel guardrail that was rimed with frost and almost burnt the flesh at the merest touch, there was a whirr of electrical machinery, and the landing deck, which was in fact a kind of platform, began to descend, taking the helicopter with it. Shaw looked down the deepening gap into a cavernous space lit with blue lights similar to those he had seen on the after bulkhead � a bulkhead that he now saw was actually a hatch-cover in process of being lowered into place over the gap. Looking around, Shaw felt puzzled. There was something extremely familiar about the Moehne. He couldn�t in fact see much of her build in that dim blue glow, but he had a strong feeling that he�d been there before.�
Lindrath saw him looking at the lowering hatch-cover and said, �Ingenious, yes? There is no sign from above of the helicopter or of any spot where one could land. The landing deck now appears simply to be the cover of a hold. The principle of operation is, of course, the same thing precisely as the lifts in an aircraft-carrier. When the platform reaches the bottom of the hold, the helicopter is wheeled off to bed!� He gave a deep, throaty chuckle and nudged the sub-machine-gun into Shaw�s backbone, but not in the thrustful kind of way that Nosey would have done it. �You will please forgive me,� he said, �but I have much to do, so forward again now, if you please. And do not fear� you will be quite comfortable, Commander Shaw. As one seaman to another, I give you my word on that.�
�Thank you,� Shaw answered sardonically. �The point is, how long am I going to be comfortable for?�
�If you mean are you going to come to harm,� Lindrath said, �I think the answer will be no, but that is not in my hands. You will be told all, quite shortly. I myself am under orders, and I do not care to speak, you understand. Now � open the door ahead of you � you see?�� and mind the coaming, please, and the companion-ladder.�
Shaw did as he was told. Stepping over the coaming into another dim blue glow of light he felt for the steps of the ladder. As the German Captain came in behind him and closed the door, a bright white light clicked on automatically, and Shaw, reaching the foot of the ladder, found himself in a warm, steel-lined alleyway with doors opening off it at intervals. Again he had the feeling, stronger than ever now, of familiarity. This vessel was of warship build and, incredibly, it bore the stamp of British design and construction. Still puzzled, he was halted outside one of the doors.
Lindrath reached out, pushed the door open, and clicked on a light. �Please enter,� he said.
Shaw walked into a small cabin, a well-appointed cabin with a comfortable-looking bunk over which was a porthole, now with its deadlight secured, presumably in conformity with the Moehne�s darken-ship regulations. There was a chest of drawers, a wardrobe, a small desk, a chair, and a wash-basin with hot and cold taps. The cabin was well lighted, the deck was thickly carpeted, there was a curtain over the door, a blower was turned on to admit warmed air, and on the desk stood a box of a hundred German cigarettes and a small pile of books.
Comfort and more than comfort. Shaw wondered what the game was.
Standing massively in the doorway, Captain Lindrath said, �You will remain here until you are sent for. Food will be brought shortly. Do not try to escape, Commander. There will be a seaman guarding the door continually, and he will have orders to shoot if you act suspiciously.� Once again he gave his deep, rumbling laugh; Shaw, seeing him now in the full light, saw that he was a good deal older than he�d thought from the voice and the outline in the dim blue light earlier. He was, at a guess, well on the wrong side of seventy; his neat imperial, as well as his hair, was snow-white. Perhaps he was the only Captain they could find for such an enterprise, for a lonely ship lying just to the north of the Horn and concerned in God alone knew what intrigues. Lindrath was going on, �To make any such attempt at escape would in any case be quite useless. The area of Cape Stiff is a most inhospitable place.��
�Thanks, I�d already worked that out for myself,� Shaw said dryly. Then he added with a touch of curiosity, �You speak of Cape Stiff. Isn�t that unusual in these days � or have you been around this way before?�
Lindrath�s bearing gave the answer, and showed his pride in the fact that he was able to give it. He said quietly and with dignity, and with his blue eyes steadily holding Shaw�s, �When I was a boy, a mere lad � an apprentice, you understand � I made the passage of the Horn in the English barque Falls of Halladale. Three voyages � then I became Second Mate of a German full-rigged ship, also rounding the Horn for Iquique. So I call him Cape Stiff, just as we used to then. We are old friends, you see, or perhaps I should say old enemies. In any case, I respect him.� He turned away, then hesitated and came back, shutting the cabin door behind him. He said in a low voice, �Commander, I am sorry. We are both men of the sea, you and I. Each has his duty, and I would like to think each respects the other because he carries out that duty. But I do not like all I have to do� and because of this I shall make it my business to see that you are treated properly, and as an officer.�
Shaw nodded. He said evenly, �Thank you, Captain. I appreciate that. By the way� how did you know who I was as soon as you saw me?�
�You were expected. I had been warned by signal from Rio Grande that you were coming, you and the big-nosed man Hanson, whom also I had not met.�
�Who sent the message?�
�It came from Hanson.�
�Uh-huh. Perhaps you�ll tell me something else.� Shaw gave him a direct look. �Has a girl come aboard your ship, Captain � a girl called Patricia O�Malley?�
Lindrath shook his head. �No. There is no girl.�
�I see. Thank you�� Shaw frowned. �Captain, you spoke about not liking what you have to do. Why, if you don�t like it, do you do it? You don�t look like a kidnapper to me!�
Lindrath drew himself up again, and a curious light came into his eyes. He said stiffly, �One has often to do what one does not like. I have said that I have my duty, and that is correct. My duty is principally to my country. The Fatherland must come first, Commander. You will understand it. It is also like that with the British, no?� Curiously, there seemed to be something like pleading in his eyes, but then suddenly the look changed and his right hand shot stiffly out at an angle to his body, palm outstretched and held downward, fingers together. His heels clicked sharply. �Sieg Heil!� he said. Then he turned about and marched from the cabin.
Shaw shook his head in perplexity. Odder and odder� perhaps he had a bunch of maniacs to deal with. If this old-timer really imagined he was still living under Adolf Hitler, then that was the only possible explanation.
Or was it?
* * *
In the morning, after a sleepless night rendered the more infuriating by continual, regular, and slow-moving footfalls on the deck above, as though a policeman was patrolling a beat, Shaw unfastened the deadlight of his port and stared glumly out through the glass at a grey and lowering sky. His heart sank. Lindrath, who must know this part of the world better than most people, had called it inhospitable. That was about the biggest understatement of the century. This place was utterly barren, utterly dismal, and horrifying. The Moehne was anchored in a more or less sheltered bay, and the nearest point of land was about a mile distant, maybe a little less. That shore was rockbound, murderous; a slow, irresistible ocean swell, sweeping in from beyond the Horn itself, surged around the base of the rock face, malignantly, filled with invisible menace as it dragged and sucked at the rocks with its malevolent undertow. Any man making the attempt to swim ashore and scale those rocks would die, battered to a pulp against their steel-hard sides and then sucked out to the ocean wastes to become food for the hundreds of seabirds that called and circled overhead, their cries setting up a continual din to fill the mournful morning. And there were other sounds� a distant surge and thunder, and a high, eerie wailing� the winds, the unceasing torment of the westerlies, blowing off the Horn, blowing their tempestuous and icy way around the world�s circumference in the High South Latitudes. And still that monotonous, up-and-down march above his head.
What on earth could the Moehne be doing down here in her solitary station, beyond all civilization and well off the modern shipping-routes? Nothing came round the Horn these days, unless you counted a handful of meat ships out of New Zealand, and they normally kept well to the southward of the Horn itself, down almost to the edge of the pack-ice and well out of contact. The Moehne would be right out on a limb if anything should go wrong with her engines or her radio� and presumably she wouldn�t want to break radio silence anyway and reveal her presence. No wonder they�d wanted that floating dock as a repair base.�
Shaw turned away moodily from the port, hands thrust into his pockets. Then, struck by a sudden idea, he turned back again. He waited until the footsteps overhead had moved away and then he opened the glass of the port. A cold wind blew in. Scrambling up on to his bunk, he pushed his head out into the biting air; he found that if he expelled all his breath he could wriggle his body through a little way, for the port was a biggish one� which, no doubt, explained that sentry-like tread above. Anyway, if he reversed his stance, he could take a look at the ship, and that might give him some ideas or be a help when the time came to make some attempt at escape. His port was only just below the after deck so he should be able to see a fair amount of the vessel. Withdrawing his head, he turned round so that his back was to the ship�s side, and then he thrust his head through again and looked upward with interest. He saw an armed sentry walking aft� and then, looking for�ard, he saw something else.
And that was when he began to understand.
He couldn�t in fact see very much from his awkward angle but he could see that the Moehne�s masts were a mass, a clutter, of radio and radar antennae and ancillary equipment. The enormous aerials, which covered both the vessel�s own masts and a special radar mast stepped amidships � all exceptionally tall masts � were of all shapes and sizes, like some petrified forest in a witches� sabbath� except that some of the trees in this particular forest were turning, very slowly and implacably.
Why in heaven�s name hadn�t he tumbled to it long before?
That floating dock had been fitted out as a radio and radar maintenance unit� how could he have been so dumb? Certainly he had been misled by the reports that the Angolans were fitting out ships with radar at Luanda � but at least he should have ticked over when those microdots of Fleck�s had told him that the dock�s route to Luanda was only a blind anyway!
Before the sentry spotted him he pulled his head back into the cabin, cursing savagely.
It was all too clear now. Radio� radar� a test. A test, and the Moehne right down here in secrecy. The three things could add up to one big question-mark: Was the �Moehne� on station for the purpose of making some sort of radio interference with the Warmaster test? Could these people have gained detailed knowledge of the new missile, could the equipment be used in some way to mess up that test, to ball-up the orders passed to the missile�s controls � to wreck the launching, turn the whole thing into a damp squib that never even left the ground and so make the Americans look supremely foolish in Russian eyes, in the world�s eyes? Or could Warmaster even be blown up on the launching-pad, with terrible results to the whole area around Canaveral? But � if all this was fact � why? Fleck of all people wouldn�t want the Russians to get ahead� or would he? Would he perhaps want to help along the up-and-down mechanics of Russia-versus-America, give the whole process a push from behind, redress the balance of power in Russia�s favour so that, feeling able to exploit her own Warmaster-type missile unopposed in its field, she would attack � and then the Nazis, sitting back under cover throughout the world until the two big shots had smashed each other up irrevocably, would come into the open and strike? Strike, and win?
It could be�
Shaw sat down on the bunk, his head held in his hands, thinking and thinking and making circles of his thoughts.
He was left alone all that day except for the regular arrival of well-cooked, properly served meals. He chain-smoked the time away, tried to read one of the books he had found on the desk. Tried and failed and then just moved restlessly about the small cabin. His dinner came at 7 p.m and afterwards the steward-who was accompanied on each visit by the armed guard � came back with a glass of neat whisky. He said stolidly, �With the compliments of the Captain.�
Shaw showed surprise. �Oh? Please give your Captain my thanks.� He looked at that whisky with genuine and heartfelt desire; it would do him a power of good and he felt pretty certain that old-timer wouldn�t have shoved anything in it, but even so he wasn�t risking it. After the steward had gone he tipped the lot down his wash-basin and swilled it away with water from the tap � and with many, many regrets.
That night he lay awake listening once again to the deck sentry and to the distant wind-sounds and the surge of the sea outside. At around 5.30 a.m, when he had dropped into an uneasy slumber, he came awake with a start as he heard what sounded like the lowering of the landing platform, and then he heard footsteps on the deck overhead. It sounded as if the helicopter either had been, or was going, out on another trip. A few minutes later he heard someone shutting the door of the cabin next to his, and then a man�s voice, and a fainter voice replying; but nothing else happened.
It was when he had had his breakfast that things started happening. Nosey came into the cabin and said, �Get moving, Mac. Mister Fleck�s here and he wants to see you. He wants to see you very, very badly indeed.� There was a gloating look on his chubby face as he jerked up his gun and added, �There�s someone else come along with Fleck. The girl. She�s in the next cabin.�

Chapter Eighteen

Nosey and the armed sailor marched Shaw along to the Moehne�s dining-saloon. The sentry stationed himself outside the door and Nosey went off on some business of his own. The saloon, a large athwartships compartment, covered almost the full beam of the vessel � and, again, had a familiar feel about it, the feel of a British warship�s wardroom. A long table stood beneath a row of ports running along the fore-and-aft line to starboard and looking out on to a narrow strip of deck and, beyond, the grim, barren line of the shore. A leather-upholstered settee was fixed to the bulkhead on the outboard side of the table, and on this settee a tall, well-built man sat, smiling coldly.
Rudolf Fleck.
Captain Lindrath, his white hair awry and a frown driving down between his thick eyebrows, was walking up and down with his hands clasped behind his back. Every now and then he appeared to be muttering to himself. Something had plainly happened to worry the old man. He was looking extremely upset. At the moment, however, Shaw was much more concerned with Rudolf Fleck, who looked somewhat too happy and confident considering there had been a leakage concerning events at his northern base.
It was Fleck who broke the silence. He said, �Well, Commander. You perhaps imagined you�d knocked us out, with what you did to our centre in Brooklyn.� He smiled, but there was a glint of anger momentarily visible in his eyes. �I can well understand your disappointment, my dear fellow!�
�Thank you,� Shaw answered sarcastically. �I must say you don�t seem very worried about��
�I�m not.� Fleck made a negligent gesture of his hand. �It is quite immaterial now, quite immaterial. Pullman�s people won�t learn a thing��
�What about Myra Yarrow?�
Fleck laughed. �They won�t get anything out of her, Shaw, because she knew nothing whatever about this end of the operation, as I imagine you must have discovered for yourself. Dear Myra� she began and ended in Brooklyn!� He shrugged. �Oh, she knew a certain amount of the general background, but only in a broad sense, no detail. I�m not in the least concerned about any singing she may do, because by the time the security officers work out the rest of it� it�ll be too late!� He paused and studied Shaw. �I�m not underestimating your resource in getting away from our strongpoint � but I don�t think you�re going to benefit very much from your trouble. I can set your mind at rest on one matter, however � I no longer need you for information. I � er � called in on our organizations in certain South American countries on my way south, and you�d be really astonished at how much they had heard from our contacts in Washington, and were able to pass on to me! I know precisely what you found out from those decoded messages that brought you to Rio Grande � but I also know precisely how much the U.S security services do not know about us � and I am most gratified by that knowledge. Had things been otherwise, your welcome aboard here would have been very different, I can tell you��
�Then why have you brought Patricia O� Malley aboard, Fleck?� Shaw demanded. �Why did you have her kidnapped in the first place?�
�Ah � at that stage, as you yourself are aware, I didn�t know how much Pullman might really know about us. You understand, up to that point matters had not been, as it were, stirred up by London. I needed her for information about your activities, for one thing, since you had called upon her. As to bringing her here� that was forced upon me. You see, she had most unfortunately overheard me when I spoke of moving our base to this ship.�
�And you didn�t kill her because of this phoney humane policy of yours� Nosey told me about that. I suppose you don�t want to scare off people who might otherwise join you� you want to establish a nice, kind brand image to the unsuspecting��
�You are somewhat cynical, Commander��
�Sure I am! What about that concrete-pit, and the other bodies Willoughby said were under there?�
Fleck shifted irritably and made a dismissive gesture. �We don�t kill unnecessarily. Miss O�Malley is� young. She can be indoctrinated. Some deaths are unavoidable.�
�Such as mine?�
Fleck nodded. �Such as yours � at that stage. No one can be expected to hand back security men intact. In your case, you may yet have to die. No regime can tolerate men who are professionally opposed to it, at least not in the early stages.�
�Just what are you getting at, Fleck?�
�You will see very soon. You naturally want further explanations, some indication as to our aims and so on. Well, I feel I can quite safely confide in you now!� Fleck closed his eyes for a moment, then opened them again and stared hard at Shaw. He said flatly. �You have heard, no doubt, of Warmaster.�
Shaw�s heart lurched. He�d had those disturbing thoughts, but confirmation was still a shock. He asked, �Just what do you know about that, Fleck?�
Fleck shrugged. �I, I know nothing, except in outline � and perhaps after all that is quite enough! I am a lawyer by profession, and our Party�s Resident Operator in the United States. As such, of course, I was in executive charge in New York, as I shall also currently be in respect of� forthcoming events in this part of the world. Further, when certain things, which I shall talk about later, come to pass, I shall be in a position of power in the U.S second only to an American member of the Party, a man well known in Washington and London whom no one would ever suspect of having Nazi sympathies � and whose name I have no intention of divulging at this stage. But � and this is a big �but,� my friend � let me be the first to confess that at this time, and possibly even afterwards, we shall be dependent upon a good friend and colleague whom you have yet to meet � Doctor Schillenhorst. He is the important man, the knowledgeable man. Like myself, Hans Schillenhorst is subject to the overall command of our Directorate in Germany, but he is the brains, the whole initiative, behind what we are going to do shortly. Were it not for him, none of this would have been possible, I should have been a mere R.O for goodness knows how many more years. I have, you realize, a very great admiration for Doctor Schillenhorst.�
�Uh-huh.� Shaw remained unimpressed. �Who exactly is this paragon, Fleck?�
Fleck�s lips tightened momentarily. �You will see. You will meet him. First, however, I shall tell you something about him.� He paused, leaned back on the settee, and frowned. �You must understand one thing above all: Hans Schillenhorst is quite fanatical in his devotion to our aims, and it is this fanaticism, this loyalty, which to a large extent has made possible what he has done. No man, I believe, could have achieved so much had he not felt very deeply about the rightness of what he was engaged upon.� Fleck paused again. �For this fanaticism, he has good reason, I need hardly say. He was himself wounded on the Russian front, in the retreat from Moscow � badly wounded, so that he lost both his legs. His girl became the mistress of an American soldier while he was lying in a bomb-shattered hospital in Dresden, and his sister was abominably raped by some Frenchmen. Since the British took part in the bombing raids, which smashed his hospital while he was lying sick, it would not be extravagant to say that his whole being, his basic existence, was the subject of Allied attack, that each one of the Allies had its share in hurting him cruelly. He is very bitter, believe me!�
Fleck reached out and pressed a bell-push. Within a few seconds a steward appeared and snapped to attention in front of Captain Lindrath, who nodded curtly towards Fleck. The steward said smartly, �Ja, mein Herr?�
�My compliments to Doctor Schillenhorst. If he can spare a few moments, I would much like him to meet a British officer.�
�Ja, mein Herr.� The man turned away and left the mess.
Fleck said, �Let us for a moment return to Warmaster. It was I who in the first place gave Schillenhorst the information� which I was able to do because I knew a man called Keiler. Keiler is��
�All right,� Shaw interrupted brusquely. �I�ve heard about him, Fleck. He was the brains behind Warmaster and he skipped over behind the Curtain.�
Fleck nodded. �That is correct,� he said, his powerful face sombre now. �He is a countryman of mine, of course � but yet a Communist. He was not always so. Indeed, at one period we worked wholeheartedly together for the glory of our Fuehrer. Then his ideas underwent a change, a very basic change� this change had started during the war, but it did not go very deep until after he came to America, where we happened to meet again. My ideas had never changed. They had perhaps hardened, become even more ingrained with the passing of the years and with our defeat, with the memory of all we in Germany had suffered together through the years of war. I knew we must rise again and I made it my life�s work to see that we did, that we revenged ourselves upon the countries who imagined they had us under their heels. I became active in International Fascism� and you, my good Shaw, have no possible idea how far and how deep that movement goes today, and also of how few people suspect that there is any international body at all.� His words held the ring of truth, of absolute conviction, and they carried the more weight because he spoke quietly and evenly. �It is most truly international in the very widest sense, indeed we are very nearly world-wide in our secret membership. That strongpoint, the communication centre beneath Frazer Harfield, was in touch with cells everywhere � everywhere!� He leaned forward. �We only wait the proper moment, Commander Shaw, or perhaps I should say we have been waiting, and that now we have not much longer to wait. Now � during the earlier years of this waiting period I was busy in other directions, besides attending to Party organizational details.�
�Such as?�
Fleck said, �I was gaining the confidence of my old friend Keiler, in pretending also to be a convert to Communism.� He made a derogatory movement of his hands, the strong, hairy-backed hands of a man of action. �Keiler was a na�ve fellow, a fool except in his own work. He was not� worldly wise. He was so very easily convinced of anything of which one wished to convince him and especially, as with so many of us, when he himself wished to believe it. Poor, deluded Keiler, whom I had grown to hate because of his changed creed!� Fleck�s eyes blazed at Shaw across the quiet saloon, obsessively. �However, to be brief and to the point, Keiler confided in me what he meant to do � to defect to Russia. I gave him my blessing, with my tongue in my cheek of course, and in return he gave me� do you know what he gave me, Commander Shaw?� He was gloating now, the not-quite-handsome face alive with emotion.
Shaw said, �Well? What did he give you?�
Fleck leaned heavily forward again, his elbows on the table, and stared at Shaw. �He gave me,� he said, �microfilm copies of the Warmaster blueprints, and of all the documents pertaining to the project � as well as his own counsel and guidance in the matter. And what better than the distilled mind, the personal advice of the very man who had invented the missile?�
Shaw asked, �But why did Keiler give it to you?�
�He gave it to me because his big to enter Russia � or to leave U.S.A � might conceivably have been thwarted, might it not? Such attempts are by no means all successful. He wanted, as a result of my own prompting, of course, to leave a duplicate set of this full information and know-how behind him with an old friend � myself � who would see that they reached the right hands if anything should happen to him.� He looked down at his fingernails, eyebrows raised. �A kind of second string, you would say, perhaps? The reason I wanted these blueprints was, naturally, to see that they did reach the right hands� my own conception of the right hands, that is.�
�What did you do with them?�
Fleck smiled reminiscently, looking across the messroom. �One day a colleague of mine in the Party, an Englishman, arrived from Southampton aboard the Queen Elizabeth. He was, and is, a big man, the head of an important British industry. He came to my offices in the Massachusetts State Life, to consult me on certain matters pertaining to American company practice, and next day he flew out from Idlewild for London. With him he carried the Warmaster microfilms, well concealed.� Fleck shrugged. �He had no trouble� well-known men, V.I.Ps, seldom do. He in turn was visited shortly afterwards by a big German industrialist, who conveyed the mircofilm back to Headquarters in Germany. Those microfilms were then passed to Hans Schillenhorst� and again I will be brief. Dr Schillenhorst got to work on the blueprints, and he��
�Produced another Warmaster?�
�By no means!� Fleck gave a throaty laugh and then, as the messroom door opened, he glanced sideways; Shaw followed his glance. A tall, very thin man, whose stiff walk and stick indicated the artificial limbs, had entered the room. At a guess this man was around forty-five years of age, with narrow, stooping shoulders and grey hair cropped almost to the point of baldness. And his eyes� they were greenish and hard as ice, magnified by powerful lenses, the eyes of a fanatic.

Chapter Nineteen

Fleck had got to his feet, almost, it seemed, with reverence.
He said, �Dr Schillenhorst, it is kind of you to come along. This is Commander Shaw of the British Navy, currently acting, it would appear, for the Pentagon. He is for the time being our enforced guest.�
The scientist�s gaze swept coldly over Shaw and he bowed stiffly. �Dr Hans Schillenhorst, at your service.� he said with prim correctness. His voice was harsh, grating, ugly. He sat down and turned to Fleck. �There is something I can do for you, Herr Fleck?�
Fleck nodded and resumed his seat on the settee. He said, �There is something, yes. Commander Shaw suggests that you have produced another version of Warmaster.� There was a gleam in his eyes, a curious quality in his tone. �I thought perhaps you would yourself like to explain about what you have perfected, Doctor.�
Briefly Schillenhorst smiled, a chilly smile, which didn�t reach his eyes. Then he gave a cold, formal nod. He laid his hands precisely in his lap and looked at Shaw. Without any emotion, any feeling at all in his voice, he said, �You are mistaken, Commander Shaw. What I have perfected, this is not a missile in any sense at all. It is entirely the reverse. What I have made is a system by which Warmaster can be interfered with. I have built a radio beaming procedure, a signal system if you like, which can cut out Warmaster�s controls � in effect, withdraw the missile from the control of the launching-site. And all the necessary equipment for doing this, is here on board the Moehne.�
Shaw�s breath hissed between his teeth. This was exactly what he had begun to fear, maybe what Pullman had had in mind without formulating it exactly. Some interference with Warmaster on test. Quietly he asked, �So?�
�So � the Moehne remains here, on station where no one will find us or even, indeed, think of looking. Herr Fleck tells me that the Americans have no knowledge of a ship being involved at all.� Shaw was depressingly aware of the truth of this statement. �We can remain here as long as we wish, and in complete security. And since we have been converted to nuclear propulsion, we have not even an oil-fuel problem.�
Fleck said, �Talking of which, I should perhaps explain that the Moehne was once a British warship, however much she may be disguised now��
�Not all that well disguised,� Shaw said. �I�d already rumbled that.�
�Very clever of you, Commander. Well, to satisfy your curiosity still further, she was once the fast minelayer Wightman, which you may remember was sold five years ago, or so the British believed, to � a certain foreign country. In point of fact, she passed into the hands of Gottlieb Hauser,� Fleck said smugly, �and they refitted her. She is very different now, but she is still fast if she has to be. She can still do her thirty-three knots if necessary, I am told. So, you see, we are very nicely organized all round.� He shrugged heavily, �Certainly it is a pity about that floating dock and your interfering Trinity House people� we needed dry-docking facilities to keep us always fully fit to go to sea at short notice should it ever become necessary, also to act as a wireless and radar maintenance base and so on. But time will send us another one � if indeed we are in need of it at all soon, which I take leave to doubt! Meanwhile we are managing very nicely. Am I not right, Captain?�
�Yes, Herr Fleck.� Lindrath�s voice was short. Shaw wondered what was up with him; there was something wrong between him and Fleck, that was obvious.�
Fleck was going on again. �The theory has been so far that we stay here, where we can control any eventualities in the missile field� but I am sorry, Doctor. This is your story.� He turned apologetically to the scientist. �Please go on. You know so much more about this than I, my dear fellow.�
Schillenhorst nodded. He said, �Yes, we can control all eventualities, this is true. You see, information would be fed back to me by our agents, so many of them in high places throughout the world, and I would keep myself up to date.� He paused, stared fixedly at Shaw. �It is the guided missiles that count today � they and they only. Your conventional forces, they are all quite useless now! But to go back to the point. We, here in the Moehne, are strategically placed to interfere with the Warmaster missiles of both East and West. In effect, we can control them all by keeping a continuous radar watch for all launchings. We will hold the balance, we will be the Third Force � we, the Party, and not Europe under France, as General de Gaulle once hoped! Peace or war will be up to us, Commander Shaw, if we wish to play it that way��
�I don�t see that,� Shaw objected. �I presume you can only control Warmaster in flight?� Then, recalling his own earlier thoughts about what the Moehne was equipped to do, he added, �Or � can you blow it up on the launching-pads?�
�No, we can�t. It is true that the missile must be in flight before our signals will have any effect. But, you see, the theory is, or perhaps I should say was � and the reason for my use of the past tense will become clear later � the theory was that once both East and West knew we were the controlling factor, they would be most reluctant to disturb the peace of the world by sending their missiles off. Thus our Directorate could play off one against the other, threaten one with interference but not the other, and so on, so as to gain our objectives � which were, and are still, the re-emergence of our Party, the successful uprisings of our cells, especially of course in Germany so that we could bring about the reunification of the Reich, but also all over the world as directed by our International Agencies. By the way,� Schillenhorst added, �do not doubt that Russia will be in a position to announce her own missile, her own Warmaster, at literally any moment.�
�Maybe. But how do you know you�ll be able to interfere with the Russian one?�
�Because its controls will be identical with the American missile, or almost so. Herr Fleck is still in touch, you see, with Comrade Keiler, who still believes him to be a Communist � and so I know.�
�I see. But � well, what makes you think you can stay around here indefinitely, anyway? Whatever you say about no one thinking of looking for you here � and don�t forget Pullman�s got his eye on Magellan at any rate � someone�s going to tumble to where you are once you let the world know you�re the � what did you call it?�� controlling factor, Third Force or what-have-you. And then they can simply destroy the Moehne and all your equipment with it. And you too.�
Schillenhorst sneered. �And cause an international incident � before we have done anything against anybody? I think not, Commander! The world no longer works that way. In any case, we are not in United States territorial waters and there may be a certain country who will permit no reprisals!�
�The country whose waters you�re in now?� Shaw grinned nastily. �I wouldn�t bank on Chile if I were you!�
�I do not.� The tone was arrogant, fully assured. �We can move at will between Chilean and Argentinian waters when necessary � or indeed anywhere else.� He added, �You must know as well as I do, that our Party has many active sympathizers in South America.�
�Oh, sure! Big-shot Party Members� for whom Fleck�s probably just cover � someone who�ll take a back seat when all these glories of yours come about! All right � I�ll accept the fact that you�ll scurry backwards and forwards to suit yourselves. But how can you be sure,� he added, �that this radio beam�s going to work anyway?�
Schillenhorst glanced at Fleck. There was a curious glint in Fleck�s eyes now. Taking over from the doctor, he said. �Hans Schillenhorst is a very clever scientist and he is quite confident. However, it is no use disguising the fact that you have struck a nail on the head, Commander. The proof of the pudding is in the eating � no? We cannot, obviously, be entirely sure until we have tried out our beaming procedure. Therefore, both as a test and as an earnest to the world of our power and of our ultimate intentions, we shall test it out� very shortly.�
�When?�
�Next Friday � one week from today. That, you may possibly like to know, is the date, decided only yesterday, for the United States full-scale test.�
�Really�� Shaw felt a sudden chill, but he showed no emotion, and the German seemed nettled at his lack of reaction. �You are not surprised?� he asked, lifting his eyebrows.
�Only that you knew the date of the test.�
�Ah � but that is easily explained! I have told you that we have many contacts, many agents. Such a large-scale operation as the first live test of Warmaster, the first real firing, cannot be kept entirely secret whatever the precautions. But I should be interested to know why you showed no surprise when I told you what we mean to do?�
Shaw said quietly, �I�d done a certain amount of thinking, you know. Things began to point in that direction.�
�I see.� Fleck�s voice had an edge. �Are the authorities likely to postpone the test, do you imagine, on account of your� thinking?�
Shaw shrugged. There was no point in telling Fleck that he hadn�t tumbled to what was going on in time to warm Pullman. So he said, �I�ve no idea. They may.�
�Really!� Fleck�s face hardened for a moment, then he too shrugged. �If they do � so be it! They cannot possibly delay indefinitely, and we shall still be here��
�If you muck around with the test, they�ll pick you up soon enough afterwards.�
Fleck smiled acidly. �I rather think not. We may not need to remain in any case � as I mentioned earlier.� He added, �Things have changed a little since I first asked for the floating dock to be sent, and the future may not be quite so simple as perhaps you think. You see� it all depends on what you mean by �muck around,� doesn�t it?�
Unaccountably, Shaw felt a shiver of apprehension. He asked, �What exactly do you mean to do to that test, Fleck?�
�A lot, my dear fellow, a lot! Dr Schillenhorst and I have explained to you what the theory was about the concept of the Third Force. In point of fact, that is now obsolete. Our German Directorate has been able to move somewhat ahead of that position, because Dr Schillenhorst himself has moved ahead.� Fleck looked across at Lindrath. �Captain � the map, if you please.�
In silence Lindrath went over towards a locked cupboard. He fumbled with a key, opened the cupboard, and produced a rolled-up map. Bringing this to the table, he smoothed it out in front of Fleck. As he did so, Shaw caught his eye. The old Captain seemed very troubled, almost haunted. And he appeared to have aged; his proud bearing had crumpled. Shaw didn�t like the implications now.
Fleck glanced deferentially at Schillenhorst and pushed the map towards him. The scientist began tracing on it with a finger, his eyes screwed up. Looking at Shaw, he said, �I have developed a system whereby I can actually redirect Warmaster in flight. That is what it is proposed I do while the missile is on test.� He looked down again at the map. �Yes� now, there we are, you see? All marked out� New York, Washington, Norfolk and Portsmouth in Virginia � the Navy base, you know � Los Angeles, San Francisco, Chicago, Pittsburgh, Canaveral itself� those are some of the places to which I shall re-direct Warmaster and her little chicks at noon on Friday next, Commander Shaw. And the resulting dislocation will be quite sufficient for our purpose despite the reduced-charge warheads.�
There was a dead silence in the saloon.
The air seemed to Shaw to have grown suddenly colder, and outside the wind, backing around Cape Horn, whipped up the cold grey water and brought heavy clouds blackly across the rock face.

Chapter Twenty

Shaw had felt dazed, unable to comprehend what he was hearing. All he could say was, �Fleck, you spoke of an earnest, didn�t you? Isn�t this� total obliteration?�
�Yes,� Fleck admitted, �I�m very afraid it is, at any rate close to that. But� well, I was wrong to speak simply of an earnest, possibly. There is no time for half-measures now. You see, my Directorate in Germany has reason to believe that Russia may start something under pressure from Peking if we don�t give her a really decisive indication of what is liable to happen to her. And also we have plans in regard to the United States.�
�You spoke of not wanting to kill, not long ago.�
�I was referring to individuals. Did I not make that clear?�
�Even if you did� doesn�t mass murder count, then? You can reconcile the two things in your mind?�
Fleck nodded. �Yes, I can. I don�t know if I can make you understand.� He frowned. �What you call mass murder is in fact an act of warfare. You would agree with that, of course. Not to allow individuals to live � whenever possible, that is � in circumstances which have not become war� that is murder in very truth!�
Shaw snapped, �I don�t like double talk, so we�ll leave the point. What happens to the States afterwards?�
�Our Agencies will take over,� Fleck said smoothly. �It is all planned, down to the last detail. An orderly movement of our members will already be taking place from the areas to be affected, and control points � headquarter units to deal with such matters as policing, food, medical supplies and health generally, transportation and so on � will be setting up ready to go into action in the safe areas to bring about America�s re-emergence under our control.� Fleck leaned forward, his face working. �This, now, is in fact the start of the ultimate aim of the Party � the re-emergence of the Reich but this time as a world power � and we cannot possibly fail now!�
* * *
It was so terrifyingly logical. Shaw could see that when he was alone in his cabin again. It had sounded mad at first, but it wasn�t when you came to look at it carefully.
It could all happen exactly as planned.
Schillenhorst had expanded a little on the detail and it was clever � and it could work! They might be lunatics, these people, but similar lunatics had seized the supreme power in Germany way back in the thirties. The only difference was that in those days they hadn�t been able to monkey around with nuclear weapons and radio beams. The Nazi mind remained precisely the same; only the period of history was different � that, and the means. The mind that hadn�t baulked at the concentration camps and the gas chambers wouldn�t turn a hair at what was now proposed. Indeed, the probability was that, though the death-roll would be colossal, less people would in fact die next Friday than had died in the Nazi gas chambers � the difference being that in the States next Friday they would mostly die all at once and quickly except for those hit by the fall-out, whereas in the camps they had died piecemeal over the slow, torturing years.
Yes, it could happen all right and no one in the outside world could prevent it because no one else knew what was going to happen. Only him. And he couldn�t get away, couldn�t get a word through to Pullman to have that test delayed, cancelled until this Nazi horror-nest was obliterated. And afterwards, after Schillenhorst had pressed the button and much of America lay in ruins and poisoned with fall-out, no one need ever know why the test had gone wrong � unless Fleck and his associates decided to tell the story. The catastrophe would appear simply as a technical error, a criminally technical error on a colossal scale, and the survivors would automatically and quite naturally put the whole blame on what was left of the U.S Government. It would look like national suicide. The American people might � probably would � turn dazedly to the Nazis � only they wouldn�t be called Nazis � as being the one authority left in being to succour and re-form the nation.
So � what to do now?
Shaw moved restlessly up and down the cabin, two steps one way, two the other. His head felt as though it must burst with the knowledge that was in it, the knowledge that he had to pass on if America was to live� though indeed he wondered if anyone would believe him.
How could he possibly get off the Moehne�how, if he did, if he got ashore even, could he get far in this dreadful, trackless territory? He would be hunted down like a deer. He wouldn�t have a hope, it would be a foregone conclusion, a matter of time alone.
There was in fact only one way out and that was the obvious one � the Moehne�s only physical contact with the outside world, the helicopter. But he couldn�t fly a helicopter, and even if he could, to expect to get hold of it would be like expecting a snowflake to fall in hell.
And he had seven days left, it seemed.

Chapter Twenty-One

That afternoon, after Shaw had listened impotently to hectoring voices coming faintly from the next-door cabin, and then a girl�s sobbing, Hans Schillenhorst came to see him. The scientist, with a Luger in his hand and the seaman sentry behind him with his automatic, stood silently in the doorway looking at Shaw.
�Well?� Shaw snapped.
�I beg your pardon.� Schillenhorst�s voice was still correct, still harsh and unmelodious. �It has occurred to me that you might be interested in seeing my control room. If you so wish, I will show you round the installations.�
Shaw lifted an eyebrow. They must be very certain, and rightly so of course, that he couldn�t get away if they were going to let him look around. Probably this fanatic couldn�t resist letting him see how clever they had been. He smiled sardonically and said, �All right. There�s no point in sulking, is there? I�ll come and admire your brainwork, Schillenhorst. When?�
�Now, if you are ready.�
�I�m ready,� Shaw said ironically. �I�m not going anywhere special.�
There wasn�t a flicker in Schillenhorst�s face. He backed to the door. The sentry stood aside and then, as Shaw came out into the alleyway, he heard the man�s step behind him and a moment later his arms were grasped and forced behind his back and he felt the harsh grip of handcuffs close around his wrists.
�I am so sorry.� Schillenhorst looked at him coldly. �It is in case you run amok, and attempt to smash anything up.�
�It was in my mind to attempt quite a smash,� Shaw said nastily. �I congratulate you on your excellent thought-reading, Herr Schillenhorst.�
�Doctor Schillenhorst.� The scientist gave a tight, stiff bow and turned away. �Follow,� he added over his shoulder. �The sailor is behind you with the gun.�
They went off up the ladder that Shaw had descended two night previously, and emerged on to the catwalk running alongside the helicopter�s landing deck. This was the first time Shaw had actually been on the upper deck in daylight and as they walked for�ard he glanced around with considerable interest, picking up properly now the familiar but overlaid pattern of a British naval vessel despite the disguise. He looked at the masts, and at all the ancillary equipment, some of which he had glimpsed from his cabin port. The aerials were still turning as they watched and waited for Warmaster and, presumably, any Russian missiles as well.
Schillenhorst looked up and said, �From there will go the wireless impulses, also we shall receive back information that the impulses have been obeyed. The radar sets keep watch, continuously. Nothing can escape us.�
Shaw merely grunted and followed on behind the bowed shoulders of Schillenhorst. Just for�ard of the bridge super-structure the scientist descended a hatchway with a long, steep ladder leading into the depths, into what must once have been the ship�s lower mess-deck. This deck, as Shaw could see when they reached the foot of the ladder and went through a door in a watertight bulkhead, had now been gutted and refitted to form a compartment that looked like a computer-room. A gigantic structure like an electronic brain stood massively in the centre, while around the bulkheads some twenty men with headphones clamped over their ears sat before panels filled with dials and buttons and lights � red, green, white, and blue lights � and the brilliant green flickers of radar scans. A low hum filled the compartment, a hum which seemed to pulsate on the eardrums.
Schillenhorst said, �As from yesterday continuous watch was set on the Canaveral area. The operators look for an indication that the missile is airborne.�
�So soon?�
Schillenhorst nodded. �Oh yes. In case the test date is advanced. We must be ready all the time. Follow me.�
He turned away with an almost military precision, indicating points of interest as he went along. He showed Shaw the four plotters who would, in groups of two so as to provide an immediate and continuous check, follow Warmaster from the time she left the launching-pad at Canaveral. The information thus gained would be passed electronically to the �brain� in the centre, which was controlled by two men sitting before a dial-filled panel at the machine�s forward end. These men, each once again acting as a check upon the other, would then, using the digested information, set the �brain� for the transmission that would penetrate Warmaster and interrupt the delicate balance of her built-in controls, cutting out and superseding the normal control transmission from the Canaveral base and steepening the missile�s trajectory. As soon as this pirate radio impulse had taken Warmaster out of Cape Canaveral�s control � and it would have to be done, Schillenhorst said, before Warmaster left the Earth�s atmosphere � a single purple light would shine in the control panel. Then, as another impulse was sent out to fire off the daughter-missiles, the individual plotters would once again take over, feeding back information as to the flight and behaviour of each of these twenty smaller missiles. When this information had been fed into the �brain� and digested, a red light would shine, the �brain� would take over finally, and marshal and redirect the smaller missiles, with Warmaster itself, on to the pre-selected, preset targets. And all this would be done within seconds of the first actual transmission, not taking into account the preliminary feelers which would be sent out in the initial stages of establishing the first contacts.
�New York,� Schillenhorst told Shaw, �will receive the parent missile, Warmaster herself. New York is not so militarily important, perhaps, as other possible targets, but we consider that the effect on morale will be worse felt in New York than anywhere else. With the closely packed population, the many tall buildings� I think I need not expand?�
�No, you needn�t.� Shaw�s face was white and hard. �And then? After the full transmission has been made, what do you do then?�
�After that, little more will remain but to check on the result. My operators will listen out for the shock-waves�� His voice went on and on, battering at Shaw�s ears. The shock-waves would be picked up by the delicate antennae of the Moehne�s equipment after the land-shattering explosions had taken place. This information would be electronically transferred to radar screens on the panels, and, in effect, given pictorially so that Schillenhorst could make some assessment of conditions in America. Once this information had been interpreted, he and Fleck would be able to form some rough opinion as to the degree of success. Then, once detailed reports as to the actual damage had come in from the Party Agencies and it was known that they were all ready for the take-over � and Schillenhorst had no doubts at all about success � then Fleck would allow a reasonable period for the fall-out to settle before flying north to the States. There, under orders from the Party in Germany, he would take charge of the Agencies, which would have gone into action in the meantime. They would run the essential services and the food distribution in accordance with detailed plans already received from the Directorate via Fleck. They would also look after the cruel problems that would result from such a devastating series of nuclear explosions � explosions which would completely have disrupted all life to leave the people stunned and unbelieving. When Fleck had established a working control, then the �well-known American,� whom Schillenhorst refused even now to name, would take over.
Shaw asked, �And the Moehne?�
�She will stay on her station, at least until we hear further from our people in the United States. It may be, perhaps, that the ship herself will be required no longer, since we shall be able to mount our equipment permanently in the U.S.A, directed against Russia and ultimately China� and any other country that perhaps may desire to trouble us and prevent our plans maturing in full.� Schillenhorst looked at Shaw with arrogant pride. �What do you think of our control room, Commander?�
Shaw stared back at him, his fists itching at the handcuffs� restriction. He said, �Oh, it�s a clever bit of work all right. Very clever indeed. You�re a bunch of immoral thugs to use your know-how this way. There�s a far better use for brains of that calibre, Schillenhorst.�
He saw the gleam in the scientist�s eyes and he saw the hand come up with the reversed Lugar in it and he managed to weave aside in time. The Lugar swung hard into a stanchion and Schillenhorst gave a cry as the shock travelled up his arm. At the same moment Shaw brought his knee up and took the man hard in the groin, and Schillenhorst went down like a falling tree, and lay on the deck moaning.
* * *
It didn�t do Shaw any good, of course.
He was very scientifically beaten up as a result of his loss of temper. It wasn�t only radar that Hans Schillenhorst specialized in, as was proved when he recovered enough to get up from the deck. He had other things up his sleeve as well, things perhaps learned, and learned diligently, from wartime comrades who had guarded the forced-labour and concentration camps.
Shaw didn�t come round from that beating-up for more than an hour and when he did he was stiff all over, his flesh was black with bruises, and he was covered with nasty raised weals, and he felt like death. He was in his own bunk and the light was on and hurting his eyes. The footsteps of the sentry overhead sounded like hammer-blows. He turned away from the figure that was bending over him before he realized it was Captain Lindrath and that the Captain was rubbing some soothing ointment into his skin with his own hands.
His head swam but he was able to focus after a minute or two of blinking into the light. He said weakly, �Well, Captain. Why d�you bother? This isn�t your job��
Lindrath looked at him keenly. �It is my duty. As Master, I am responsible for what happens aboard my ship, and the doctor refused to obey my order to attend upon you. It seems I am to be powerless to give such orders in that direction� I have had a very big row with Fleck and Schillenhorst, I may tell you� I said to you, Commander, that I did not like many things that were happening. Perhaps not in so many words� but the meaning is true as I say it now. So very many things I do not like, and this is one of them.� He paused, then added in a low voice, �We must talk together, you and I, before it is too late.�

Chapter Twenty-Two

The German Captain was trying to convey something in his tone. Shaw was convinced of that. He lay back with his eyes closed for some minutes, letting the implications of Lindrath�s words sink in.
Lindrath leaned over him again and said in a voice as low as before, �Drink this. It will do you much good. It is brandy, the best.�
�Thank you, Captain.� Shaw opened his eyes, reached out and took the flask that Lindrath was holding out. Gratefully he drank, felt the liquid flow down his throat to send its warming fingers through his blood. He felt a great deal better after that.
A moment later Lindrath sat down by the bunk, leaned close and said quietly, �The sentry must not overhear. Do you understand?�
�I think I do, Captain. Please go on.�
Lindrath nodded. �Very well. Commander, I repeat once again, there is so much that I do not like about this business.� He paused, his eyes taking on a far-off look, a pensive look of nostalgia. �I belong, if you understand me, to an older Germany than would be properly understood by either Herr Fleck or Doctor Schillenhorst. I was a reserve officer of the Imperial Navy, the Kaiser�s Navy, during the First World War. As a young man I was at Jutland, serving aboard a battleship of our High Seas Fleet. I am a good patriot, Commander, and because he was my leader I supported the Fuehrer, if sometimes with misgivings. After the last war was over, and the Fuehrer dead, I was much saddened by what happened to my country, and by her divided state. This I wished with all my heart and soul to rectify, and thus, you see, when I met Herr Fleck, who is a persuasive man and a good talker I gave him and his associates my full support in what they proposed to bring about, to do for the Fatherland. Yes, my full support� I supported this concept of a Third Force to hold a balance, an important balance, in the world. I supported this when it went no farther than this Third Force, and I was overjoyed when the Directorate offered to employ me on their service � and back at sea, moreover, the sea which I thought I had done with years before! But then I did not understand fully, I did not know, you see, all that I know now. For instance, you must believe me when I say that until Herr Fleck arrived on board my ship during last night, I knew nothing � nothing � of the plan to harm America with nuclear explosions. I thought only that it was intended to bring the new missile down � harmlessly, into the sea! I believed Fleck meant only to spoil the test, to show his power harmlessly.� He added passionately, his eyes fixing Shaw almost with pleading, �You must believe!�
Shaw said, �Captain Lindrath, I do believe that. My mind had been working the same way � before I spoke to Fleck. I was the same, you see. And I saw what you have just said in your face this morning, unmistakably, when Fleck traced that explosion-path on the map.�
Lindrath nodded. �He had told me about the plan shortly before that. I was much distressed � much distressed. The plan sickens me. Such policies, such policies of force and bloodshed, though on a much lesser scale, led our Fuehrer to his wholly predictable end��
Shaw gave a low laugh at that. �Hindsight, my dear Captain! Mere hindsight. So far as you Germans are concerned, anyway.�
�Possibly. There is no time for such an argument, however. I do not see how a more flagrant repetition of such acts can ever help my country, and it is my country that I wish to help still, it was not so much Fleck himself even before, and it is certainly not Fleck now! That is over, entirely over. Political reunification I would support � I believed, indeed, that I was in fact supporting such a plan. I do not wish to see force and devastation employed again, nor the world rent asunder. There has been too much of that.� He hesitated, ran a hand across his cheeks. �There is something else also. There is the girl. It is terrible � that.�
�Why � what�s happened to her? What�s happened?�
Lindrath put out a hand. �Do not be distressed, she is well. She has been� badly treated, yes, chiefly I think before she arrived on board. I see you are concerned,� he added with compassion, �but I do not care to go into details. I have protested strongly about this and other things and no one has listened to me.� He gave a humourless smile; it was almost a grimace. �That is new for me! I am not accustomed to be disregarded, aboard any ship that I have commanded in past years. But that of itself would not distress me� it is the plight of Miss O�Malley. She wrenches at my very heartstrings, that young girl.� He bent closer and spoke even more quietly, his heavy shoulders hunched. �You know one thing, Commander?�
�What?�
�You have to get away from the Moehne and stop this terrible thing taking place.�
Shaw laughed hollowly. �You�re telling me!�
�And you must take the girl with you.�
�It�s easy to talk, Captain Lindrath.�
�Yes, yes, you are right,� the old man agreed gruffly. �But talk can be transmuted into action, with my help.�
�Your help?� Shaw looked up sharply, saw the smile in the tired old eyes. �You�d actually help me get away?�
Lindrath nodded vehemently. Sweat beaded his forehead. �I feel it my simple duty to do so.�
�You would come with me, perhaps?�
�No, Commander. I would not do that. I am the Captain of the Moehne, after all, for good or ill. I shall never leave my command. That is not in the tradition of the sea, to do that. You will understand, I know.�
Shaw nodded slowly. The tradition of the sea� dear God, what was that worth today? The Captain is the ship, the ship is the Captain, one and indivisible even in death, so the Captain goes down with his ship. That was the tradition of the sea all right � once in human history, and not so very long ago either. But now? Surely not now� and yet Lindrath belonged to the old order, heart and soul, by training and by tradition too. Maybe he would see things that way, simply and naturally, and wouldn�t dream of questioning his priorities. Personal honour and integrity would obviously stand very high on his list. There was something remarkably foolish about the old tradition � but also something very magnificent and moving. So, in his way, was Lindrath himself as a man�
Shaw said quietly, �You�re a brave man, Captain Lindrath. If I get away� what happens to you?�
The old sailor shrugged. �I do not know. It is in the hands of God. With his help, I can prevent suspicion falling upon myself. If He declines to help�� He shrugged again, resignedly. �I do not believe He will refuse His help, but at least I am an old man, and I am but one. The others, the Americans, are many. Whatever happens, I prefer to abide by my own duty, and my own conscience.�
�But your conscience needn�t prevent you coming with me, surely? As to your duty� are you sure your conception of that isn�t just a little too rigid?�
Lindrath said simply, �If so, it is my own concern. And there is, after all, only one possible conception of duty. If more people held it, the world would be a saner and a cleaner place in which to live. No � I stay with my ship.� He sat up straight for a moment, then bent towards the bunk again. �Now, Commander � I must not remain in here too long or I shall become suspect. Listen now, and I shall propose to you a plan. There will be nothing for you to do until later tonight, but I shall be doing my part in certain ways��
* * *
It was 10 p.m and it was dark as pitch and there was a high wind beating up the bay as the westerlies swept in, circling and eddying north from the storm-tossed Horn. Shaw was listening with a fast-beating heart to the footfalls of the sentry marching up and down above his head when he heard another sound: the whine of machinery bringing up the helicopter on its platform. He could feel the shudder running through the ship as the platform slotted home, and a few minutes after that he heard the agreed signal from Lindrath � a double thump on the deck above. Shortly after that two pairs of feet walked away above him and did not return.
Good enough!
Shaw removed his jacket and took off his shoes, tying the latter together by their laces and slinging them around his neck. Then he climbed up on to the bunk and swung the heavy glass of the port inward, fastening it back to the big hook hanging from the deckhead above. A cold wind beat in, whining threateningly. He sat on the bunk with his back to the ship�s side, then reached backward and upward, hooking his fingers firmly round the brass rim of the porthole itself.
He heaved.
Once his head was through the port and into that biting wind he reached higher still, reached to the fullest extent of his arms. He was just able to hook his fingers over the lip of the old British ship�s quarterdeck and get a good enough grip to give himself some pull. Letting go all his breath in a long exhalation, and holding his chest as flat as possible, he heaved and squirmed, thrusting out with his feet on the bunk. He felt his shirt rip on the brass-work of the scuttle, felt the searing pain of grazes and the warm run of blood spreading across his shoulders and ribs. There was a drumming in his ears, and sweat poured off him even in that ice-laden wind that was blowing across to kick up the dark water beneath him so that every now and again a cold douche of spray swept his head. He was conscious of the noise of the helicopter starting up now, but he paid little attention to that. Everything he had, every part of his being, was concentrated in squeezing his protesting body through the close confines of that port.
He felt that he could never make it.
He seemed wedged, jammed solid. He stopped his efforts for a moment to take a breath, and as he did so he felt himself swelling in the aperture, swelling painfully against the unresistant metal till he thought that his ribs must surely crack and splinter into his lungs. Looking aft he could see, faintly, two figures right in the stern of the ship. They were beyond the superstructure, which rose up some three feet inboard of the guardrail above where he was held in the port�s grip. The sentry had his back to Shaw, Lindrath had done his stuff well, but it was now or never; the sentry couldn�t be kept talking all night� Shaw flattened himself again, drawing the outboard part of his body farther and farther over the sea, elongating himself so that he felt as if he were on a rack in some torture-chamber of the Middle Ages, or as if he were a worm being drawn from a hole in a lawn by the clutching beak of a predatory blackbird. The pain was intense. A little longer and he felt his ribs come scraping through � only for his hip-bones to stick fast.
He clenched his teeth and dragged. Dragged and pulled with all his strength, squirming, wriggling, heaving, pushing with his feet still� and then, as inches of skin peeled off his hips, he was through, with the undersides of his knees resting on the porthole�s rim.
He gave a gasp of relief and closed his eyes in an effort to relax. Opening them again only seconds later, he looked aft along the deck. Lindrath was still engaging the sentry, his voice sharp and angry. Shaw grinned into the darkness. The old man was playing up beautifully; that sentry was getting hell for some omission of duty, real or dreamed up for the occasion. Shaw pulled his body clear of the port and got one foot into the aperture to give himself a breather, his arm hooked over one of the guardrail stanchions. When he was recovered enough he let go of the stanchion and edged along, hand crossing hand on the deck�s edge above his head, keeping out of sight from the deck itself, moving for�ard slowly until he was suspended over Patricia�s cabin.
Letting go with one hand, he swung down and tapped urgently on the darkened glass � darkened, because the deadlight was secured in place. Nothing happened. He tapped and went on tapping and after an agony of waiting and hanging on in that cold, eerily whining wind which whipped and tore at his body, a period of waiting in which he felt he must be torn away to drop to the dark, hostile sea below him, he heard the sound of the deadlight being unfastened. A crescent of light stole out. As the crescent became a circle he could see the girl�s scared face peeping through at him.
He tapped again and smiled encouragingly through the glass. Suddenly she seemed to recognize him through that heavy glass and her face was at once transformed. Tremblingly she opened the port and swung it up.
She said in a kind of stunned amazement, �Commander Shaw� why, what are��
�Listen,� he whispered, seized with impatience now. �We didn�t want to tell you earlier� just in case of accidents. Hook that glass up and listen.� She hooked the glass back. �We�re getting out of here by helicopter. Lindrath�s fixing things� I want you to be ready to climb out through the port when I get back here. If I could do it � just � you can do it easily. Plenty of room. I�ll be up top to take you and pull you up. Nothing to worry about.�
She asked fearfully, her face still scared and white, �What are you going to do?�
�Deal with the sentry first,� he whispered. �The one on deck, I mean. The alleyway sentry doesn�t matter. Then I�ll be right back for you. Two bangs on the deck above � that�ll be me. Everything�s planned. Just hold tight and wait, Patricia.�
He grinned at her, then heaved his body upward again with his fingers on the edge of the deck until he was able to get a hand on the guardrail once more. He hung there for a moment getting another breath and listening for any sound from above. There was nothing that he could distinguish beyond the steady racket from the waiting helicopter, and the high, shrieking howl of the wind cutting across the distant rocky crags. It couldn�t be better; the sentry would never hear a thing, would never know what had hit him so long as Lindrath kept him engaged. Shaw pulled himself up to a crouching position, still on the outboard side of the rail, and then stood up and got his legs across.
A moment later he was standing on the darkened deck.
Quick as light, and dead silent without his shoes, Shaw moved down the deck, keeping in the lee of the superstructure for as long as he could. Then, coming clear of cover, he went on at the rush. The man must have heard a sound for he began to turn away from Lindrath, but Shaw was much too fast for him. He was right on him now and in a flash his right hand came up, came up and struck hard, viciously, slicing down with wicked force across a spot in the base of the man�s neck. The German slumped soundlessly, and Shaw caught him as he fell and grabbed for the sub-machine-gun which the man carried slung across his shoulder. It was all over in a moment. Breathing hard, Shaw looked into Lindrath�s face. It was more heavily lined than ever, and weary� the old man hadn�t liked this part and Shaw didn�t really blame him. Lindrath said quietly, �I am sorry it had to be like this, but�� he shrugged.
�It was him or a few million others,� Shaw said briefly. �That�s the way to see it.�
�He is dead?�
�Very.� He let the body slump to the deck, where it lay in a still heap at his feet, the head lolling. �All ready, Captain?�
Lindrath nodded. �The helicopter pilot is expecting to go into Rio Grande for some urgent spares� I have reported to Herr Fleck that the echo-sounder will not work and there is a broken part � which is true, for I broke it myself. We must have the echo-sounder, of course, if we wish to move from here � at least, I am well able to persuade Herr Fleck that it is essential! However,� he added, �this is what I was meaning to say: The pilot will not take off until I speak to him personally. Those are my orders to him. If you happen to get there first�� he smiled a little sadly. �You know what you have to do. Good luck, Commander.�
�And to you, Captain Lindrath. Thank you for all you�ve done.�
The two men shook hands and then Lindrath turned away. Without a backward glance he marched off for�ard, stiff and straight, towards the superstructure. A moment later he had disappeared through the door in the after screen, an old man who had seen sense in time and made recompense for past errors by doing all he could for humanity.
Shaw wasted no more time after that.
He ran lightly back with the sentry�s gun until he was above Patricia�s cabin, where he banged twice on the deck with the butt of the weapon. Then he climbed over the rail and crouched above her port, calling down softly when he saw her head appear.
�Fast as you can!� he whispered urgently. �We may not have long before someone snoops aft for a look-see. Turn on your back and reach out as far as you can. When I grab you � shove with your feet and don�t worry.�
She did as she was told, and he reached down and got a grip quickly on her wrists, hooking a leg around a stanchion for his own grip. �Now!� he said, and pulled. He felt her give a thrust with her feet and in a moment she was able to get her own hold on the guardrail. Shaw bent and got his hands beneath her shoulders then, and hoisted her up until she was standing by the rail.
�Good girl!� he said. �Now � over.�
A moment later they were both standing on the deck. Once the girl had got her breath he told her to keep close behind him all the time and keep dead quiet. Turning for�ard, they went fast along the deck until they came to the catwalk, which ran beside the landing-platform. The noise of the helicopter was high now. She was ready for take-off, her rotors idling and her lights on. One man, just visible in the cabin light and the blue glow from the open hatch-cover, was standing by the door chatting to the pilot. Waiting for Lindrath.
No one had seen Shaw or the girl yet.
Shaw went forward, still in his socks, and thrust the sentry�s gun savagely into the man�s backbone. He snapped in his ear, �Get in!�
With a gasp the man swung round, eyes staring wildly. Shaw said in German, �If you don�t get in at once, I�ll leave you here. Only you�ll be stone-cold dead. It�s your choice. I�ll count five��
By the time he had got to three the man was scrambling in. He tried, as he got in, to close the door behind him but Shaw jammed his gun-muzzle into the gap and then, getting his shoulder against it, flung it open. He jumped in, scrambled up, aimed his gun at the pilot�s stomach. As Patricia jumped up, the other man came for her. Still keeping the automatic on the pilot, he swung a left at the man and caught him on the side of the face. The German lost his balance, and Shaw, moving backward slightly, covered him with his gun. Reaching out, he slammed the door shut and snapped in German, �You, get up there with the pilot. Just don�t try anything, that�s all. I�ll fire at the first move. That�s fair warning. Now take her up,� he added to the pilot. �Take her up or I�ll split you in half, chum!�
It worked like a charm. Just for a brief space the pilot stared back at him, and he jerked the gun viciously. The pilot took the hint and obeyed, his face green with fear. He manipulated his controls and the machine rose slowly. As they lifted above the tall masts and the clustered antennae, the fun started up below them � sooner than Shaw had expected. A searchlight beamed upward, caught the helicopter, held it in its glare and blinded the occupants. Shots came up from automatics, but harmlessly. Shaw could hear them spattering on the bodywork, their force spent though the aim was true. Someone had evidently found that sentry, or at least had noticed that he was missing from his beat. After that, a quick check would have been carried out on the cabins.
They�d made it only just in time.
Shaw, uncertain as to whether or not the Moehne could open up with heavier close-range weapons, snapped, �Take her up � fast!�
The pilot did so. Shaw was right behind him now, the gun held steadily to cover both men. Very soon they were well out of range of anything likely to fire at them, and of course there could be no pursuit. Clear and away, they headed north to Shaw�s orders; and the Moehne, visible now as no more than a searchlight beam probing uselessly around the heavy, storm-filled sky, was soon out of sight behind.
* * *
Fleck was quickly on deck when he heard the racket. His face livid, he stood and watched impotently as the helicopter vanished into the night, heading north and away. His nails digging into the flesh of his palms, he swore viciously at the Moehne�s gunners and at Captain Lindrath, who had joined him at the landing-deck.
Fleck demanded, �What happened? The full story, if you please, Captain!�
Lindrath said breathlessly, �The man� must have escaped by way of the port! He came for us when I was speaking to the sentry, and��
He was interrupted by a stream of violent abuse. Then, not waiting for the rest of the story, which was plain enough in any case, Fleck turned on his heel and left the deck. Going quickly below he ran along to the radio office, where he hectored the operator on watch. He snapped, �You will send two messages at once. The first is to the Casa Pluma and the second is to the Chief of Police in Rio Grande. You are ready?�
�I am ready, Herr Fleck.�
As Fleck scribbled rapidly on a sheet of paper, the operator�s fingers reached out to the morse key and he began tapping out the call-sign of the Casa Pluma undercover station.

Chapter Twenty-Three

Shaw�s face was showing his anxiety. He certainly hadn�t reckoned on Lindrath and the sentry being found so soon. And yet, they hadn�t much farther to go now. Only into Rio Grande and a telephone-line � and then the airfield and the plane north. He would just have to keep his eyes skinned in Rio Grande and be ready for anything that might happen; he already knew from Nosey that a watch had been put on Santos, but he had no alternative but to go to the Vice-consul rather than risk complications with the local police. Meanwhile he ordered the pilot to fly directly into Rio Grande rather than to the valley where he had gone with Nosey, so as to cut to a minimum the time available for Fleck to get things moving. On his side, too, time was short and every minute saved was precious.�
Patricia, sitting close to him in the tiny cabin of the helicopter, asked, �What are you going to do with those two?� She nodded towards the crew.
Shaw said, �Take them along with us. May be useful. They can help to substantiate the story I�ve got to put across!� He was silent for a while as the machine flew on into the night. Patricia was very near; he could feel the warmth of her body against his, could smell her faintly lingering scent� after a time he said in a low voice, �By the way� I never had a chance of asking Fleck or Schillenhorst about Rosemary Houston.�
She said soberly, �He told me all about that, Fleck did. It was her all right, in that dock.� She said no more for a moment, thinking her own thoughts. Then she went on, �While she was in Russia, it seems she got on to this thing through a German Communist who�d gone to Russia from the Eastern sector of Berlin. She made her way through Poland and East Germany to Hamburg to confirm this man�s story, and Gottlieb Hauser�s mobsters got her before she could pass anything on. They knew about her because by this time they�d caught up with the Communist and made him talk before they killed him. They made out they were taking her aboard the floating dock to � to rape her, and no one interfered. They meant to kill her aboard the dock and dump her in the sea when they were well clear of land, where she wouldn�t� drift back.� She added dully, �I wonder they didn�t� dispose of the evidence before they abandoned the dock.�
�Desirable from their point of view, certainly, but they wouldn�t have had the time in all the panic of the collision. It took us all our work to get her up top from the flooding deck, poor girl��
�It�s terrible to think of, isn�t it,� she said. �To think that Fleck made out he cared for her� and then this.�
�Yes,� he agreed, �it is. Best not to think about it.� He hesitated. �Patricia, d�you think she cared for him, or was she just following up a line?�
She shrugged, her shoulders moving against his. �I don�t know for sure,� she said, �but having talked to Fleck, I�d say � now � that she was just following up a line and went all the way to make sure she got it, or anyway as much of it as she could. And that line,� she added bitterly, �led her to � that place you found her.�
He put an arm around her shoulder. �Patricia, if that�s the case, and you�re probably right, the only way to look at it is � they�re quits! Or soon will be. I�ve a feeling we�re going to get even for her very soon.� He found that he was holding her pretty close for the rest of that trip; she was in a very nervy state, and there was something appealing about her, something to which Shaw found himself responding almost against his own wishes.
* * *
The helicopter touched down at Shaw�s orders on the outskirts of Rio Grande. It was still only a little after midnight and no one was around to hear it or to see it. In the morning, someone was going to be mighty surprised�
To the two Germans Shaw said, �I�m heading for Santos�s store and a telephone. You�ll be in front of me and I�ll have my gun on you right the way through. If your pals aboard the Moehne have been on the air and prepared any kind of reception, you two get it first. Now � move!�
They went off fast and ten minutes later they had reached the little store. Ordering complete silence, Shaw advanced cautiously. He slid up to the door and tried the handle. It turned; when he put gentle pressure on the door it opened at once.
Shaw stiffened. He whispered, �I don�t like it, Patricia. Stand by for shooting.� There was a chilly feeling in his spine as he kicked the door wide and waited. Nothing happened; there was no sound whatever. He moved in, Patricia behind him now and the two men in front, Shaw�s gun in the back of the nearer one. He could sense their fear, their fear of being shot down by their own comrades. But still nothing happened. Shaw felt along the wall to his left, clicked on a light.
The store was deserted.
Shaw snapped, �Okay, move. Into the room at the back. Keep right in front of me.�
They entered the living-room behind the store and once again Shaw clicked on a light. Then he heard the gasp from one of the Germans and he stopped dead � for he, too, had seen the grotesquely broken body.
He gave a low whistle.
Hipolito Santos was lying motionless on the floor in a pool of blood � and a harpoon was sticking out from between his shoulder-blades. It was an old-fashioned, genuine harpoon � not a toggle-iron, and the little grey man was almost split in half by that wicked, barbed weapon, his back caved in, his shattered chest pinned to the floor.
Shaw passed his gun to Patricia. �Keep your eyes on those two,� he said tautly. He went forward and bent down by the little man, the man who had been so scared of precisely this kind of thing happening.� though it was doubtful if he�d ever expected to meet his death by harpooning. Santos was as dead as mutton, but he was still warm. This murder hadn�t been committed more than half an hour or so before, and almost certainly by Fleck�s pals in Rio Grande.
* * *
Shaw was getting up from the floor when he heard heavy footsteps clanking through the shop, and a moment later he saw the blank, stony official faces� and the uniforms. Police. Armed police, looking purposeful and highly suspicious.
They stared at Shaw and Shaw stared back at them. He was about to speak when a sergeant snapped, �What is all this, Senor?�
Shaw indicated the body. �Obvious, isn�t it? I�ve just found him.�
�You have just found him, Senor?� The policeman raised his eyebrows.
�That�s what I said.� Shaw, who hadn�t liked the tone or the emphasis, felt a nasty shiver of real apprehension. �So what? You don�t imagine��
�I do not imagine things, Senor.� The voice was clipped, harsh, arrogant. �I am a policeman � I look for facts. I think I see a fact before me now, no?� He stood aside and jerked his head towards the body. Two policemen came up to Shaw and took his arms; others arrested the two Germans and Patricia.
The sergeant said, �I am arresting you on suspicion of murder. You will be charged at headquarters. Now come.�
Shaw asked mildly, �What did you say the charge was?�
�Murder.�
�Oh, yes. In that case you�ve forgotten something, haven�t you?�
The sergeant looked blank. �I do not think so.�
�Oh, but I do! You haven�t looked at the body. How d�you know he�s dead? Or are you clairvoyant?�
The look the sergeant gave him was of itself murderous as he went forward and gave the body a cursory examination. Getting to his feet again he said stiffly, �The man is dead, as I thought.�
Shaw grunted. �I thought so too, as a matter of fact. But the point is, you�ve had a tip-off about this � haven�t you? I�m being framed.�
The sergeant didn�t answer that. He said, �Come. You will be able to talk later.�
* * *
At police headquarters Shaw and Patricia were taken to one room, the pilot and the sailor to another. That in itself was highly suspicious, Shaw thought. They were kept waiting under the supervision of two policemen for almost an hour; after which time the sergeant came back and said ominously, �The other men, the pilot of the helicopter and the sailor, they have told me everything, Senor. You pirated the machine and abducted the two men from their ship. You forced them to go to the house of Senor Santos against their will, and there you committed the murder.�
Shaw snapped, �Tripe! They�re lying. I may add that I expected no less. You�d better hear my story now, that is if you�re not being paid to show a complete lack of interest.�
�Your story!� The sergeant lifted his eyes and his arms heavenward. He said beseechingly, �With their own eyes, they saw you! They have told me. There are two witnesses against you.�
�Oh, yes? May I ask what you�re going to do with them?�
�They have made statements. In the morning they will be allowed to return to the ship in the helicopter.� There was an ironic grin on the man�s face. �They are returning with some spares needed for a repair to the ship. We do not wish to interrupt the weather survey��
�Weather survey my foot!� Shaw exploded. �This lady will bear out all I have to tell you��
�I wish to hear nothing, Senor, but nothing��
�Just shut up and listen!� Shaw shouted at him. �What do you think I was doing aboard the Moehne anyway � or do you know only too goddam well? Look, I demand to be put in touch with the British Ambassador in Buenos Aires � at once, d�you hear?�
�Please calm yourself,� the sergeant said soothingly. �There is plenty of time, plenty of time. You will be moved from here shortly, Senor, and will be held in Rio Grande gaol. Once there, you will perhaps be allowed to speak to the Governor, General Ario. Me � I can do nothing.� He shrugged, held his palms upward. �I have my orders, you understand?�
�I bet you have,� Shaw snapped. �If the sound of the British Ambassador scares you, I�d like to ring someone else, or send a cable. A certain Senor Carlos Villroel in Concepci�n, Bolivia��
�I am sorry. I have my orders,� the sergeant repeated.
After a while Shaw was forced to subside, keeping hold of his temper as best he could. What was the use, he thought bitterly. Fleck was far too well organized. This had clearly been all laid on and the authorities just weren�t going to be interested in anything he had to say. He�d walked into a trap � and he had walked into it with his eyes open, to some extent. He�d been a complete fool. Once he got to the gaol, he supposed they might let him talk for the sake of appearances, but none of it would go any farther than the Governor�s office, he was quite convinced of that. They would write him off as crazy. The one hope now was Debonnair.

Chapter Twenty-Four

Rio Grande�s gaol was a grim, depressing place, cold and draughty and utterly forbidding � as bad in its different way as the desolate area where the Moehne was on station. Shaw and Patricia were separated again now. Shaw felt desperate, claustrophobic in a small cell at the end of a long stone-floored passage, a feeling which worsened with every hour that ticked so slowly and yet so inexorably away. Time was running out and no one would listen to him. His requests to see the Governor had all been turned down flat.
The four days he had given Debonnair, the four days after which she was to contact the British Ambassador to the Argentine, had elapsed and nothing had happened. Just � nothing.
Had she forgotten� or hadn�t anyone taken any notice of her either? Who was in this thing, where did the list of involved persons end, for heaven�s sake?
Shaw groaned aloud in the privacy of his cell.
As things were, he might just as well have stayed aboard the Moehne�stayed, and tried in whatever way he could dream up to put that control room out of action before Friday. Lindrath might have been able to help; as it was, all the old man had done had been wasted.
Worrying about what was past didn�t help, though�
With difficulty Shaw ate the meals provided for him; they seemed to stick in his throat, but somehow he choked down the coarse, ill-cooked, horrible food. He took his solitary exercise in the prison yard under escort of a frigid-faced warder whose one concern was to prevent his charge speaking to any of the prisoners they sometimes chanced to pass in the yard. Shaw took that lonely and depressing exercise under grey, unfriendly skies, which increased his terrifyingly pessimistic gloom. There was no reason to doubt that Fleck had his facts right and that meant there were five days left now before Warmaster went on test. Five days in which he could save so many lives, so many unsuspecting lives in the most terrible and wicked danger � if only someone would listen to him! Patricia O�Malley, he was certain, would be having no more luck. If they wouldn�t listen to him they would hardly listen to her. This thing was far too well planned, far too many people had had their bankrolls enhanced in order to quieten their consciences. They wouldn�t help. And Rudolf Fleck, that astute attorney, must be killing himself laughing.�
It was the most anxious and the most frustrating period Shaw had ever undergone. But � a couple of days later something happened.
* * *
The summons came just after he had had his midday meal, the summons by a gaoler to the Governor�s office. Shaw obeyed that summons initially with a sinking heart, a nasty feeling in the pit of his stomach and his thoughts going round in circles. The date of his trial had been fixed � or even the date of his execution. Each footfall along the stony prison corridors seemed a knell of doom to him.
But all that changed when he was pushed forward into the Governor�s office. General Ario, a gross, flabby man sitting scowling blackly behind a desk, was clearly furious and discomfited; and in a chair on the right of the room was a tall, elegant man with an amused, offhand manner, slightly greying hair and an authoritative mouth � an Englishman, who smiled and nodded at Shaw.
The sun began to shine again, figuratively � and Shaw knew who he had to thank for that: Debonnair, up in Concepci�n, hadn�t forgotten after all. He�d never really believed she would do that, of course. Probably it had taken time for the official wheels to grind over.�
The Governor had looked up briefly at Shaw as he came in and had then gone on reading something on his desk, or pretending to. Then he looked up again and glanced across at the tall man. He said stiffly, �This is the man, Senor Etherington.� He spoke to Shaw next. �This is Senor Etherington of the British Embassy in Buenos Aires. He has come to me with certain � I can only call them � demands.�
�Oh, come! Surely not that.� Etherington spoke in a light and pleasant voice. He smiled almost gaily. �I�m in no position to make demands, oh dear me no! General, I really wouldn�t presume� no, it�s only that we�re naturally somewhat concerned about a British national charged with a serious crime.� He grinned in a friendly way. �Wouldn�t you be, about one of yours, if you were in my shoes?�
�That is scarcely the point, Senor Etherington. You have not yet explained satisfactorily how you know about this.�
�Ah well,� the diplomat said vaguely, �we have our means of � er � communication, as you, no doubt, have yours. What? But surely it was never your intention that we shouldn�t know, was it, General?�
�You would, naturally, have been informed in due course through the proper channels,� the Governor answered sharply.
�Yes, quite� he�s been in custody how long? Three and a half days? That�s not long enough for the proper channels to operate, I take it?�
The Governor glared and snapped his teeth angrily, but he didn�t answer that one. Etherington went on, �Anyway, I�ve been instructed by my Embassy to take an interest in this man. I expect you know already from one source or another that he�s a serving officer of the British Navy. We�re convinced that in fact he did not commit this crime.�
�Is there, then, some connexion between the non-commission of crimes and serving officers of your Navy?�
Etherington smiled. �No, not necessarily, not necessarily at all. It just happens that we don�t believe this one did. Commit the crime, I mean.�
�That is entirely a matter for��
�For your judiciary. Yes, of course it is, General, and I don�t dispute that for one single moment, since the alleged offence��
�The actual offence��
�� since the alleged offence took place in your territory. Naturally, I�m only giving our opinion. Still, it is our opinion and we�re sticking to it. There are certain factors I don�t propose to go into just now, factors which make us anxious to take temporary delivery of this man � and the girl also, I might add.�
�The girl also?� Ario threw up his hands in despair.
�Why yes,� Etherington said casually. �She�s American, I know, but I�m sure you�ll understand.�
�But I do not understand!� The Governor waved his arms in the air, wildly, then thumped the table. �This is impossible � impossible, I tell you, quite impossible!�
�Quite, quite.� Etherington�s voice was soothing again. �So you have already said. Pray do not overexcite yourself, General. At your age it isn�t wise, really it isn�t�� He sighed and, closing his eyes, leaned back in the chair. Still with his eyes closed, and his fingertips pontifically together, he murmured, �This is all rather distressing, General, for me as well as for you. I do hate to bring up� well certain matters, but� really, our Government is most concerned about this affair. So, for that matter, is the United States Government. Er� I don�t know if I make myself perfectly clear, but you�ll understand, I�m sure, that governments can occasionally be � well�obliging to each other, General Ario?�
The Governor had, Shaw noted, become steadily more ill-at-ease throughout this sleepy-sounding monologue. As Etherington opened his eyes and stared directly at him he rang a bell for the guard and snapped, �The prisoner. He will go outside, and wait.�
* * *
�How the hell,� Shaw asked in sheer astonishment as he and Patricia O�Malley were speeding with Etherington in the prison Governor�s own car for the airstrip, �did you pull that off?�
Etherington smiled blandly. He said, �After we heard from that lady-friend of yours we got extremely worried.� Shaw was conscious of a sudden sideways glance from Patricia as Etherington mentioned a lady-friend. �You see, she asked us to get in touch with a man called Pullman, which we did. As a matter of fact Pullman didn�t tell me much but he did tell me enough to put me on your track and add two and two. No need to say more about it than that, I take it?� he added, looking keenly at Shaw.
�No need at all.�
�Right. Now, what I�m going to pass on isn�t for publication, either now or at any time hereafter.� He paused. �When certain inquiries revealed your probable whereabouts, I was sent down post-haste to Rio Grande to give the dear General the works. The fact is,� he said with a grin, �the good Governor�s blotted his copy-book very badly, if secretly � or he thought it was secretly anyway � once or twice in his past life, and it�s just possible he�s blotted it again recently. As a matter of fact, we knew of some of Ario�s rackets ourselves, but a good friend of yours called Carlos Villroel told us of quite a few more after Miss Delacroix got in touch, and he also helped to make my job of getting you out a little easier. Anyway, the Argentine Government would dearly love to hear all the juicy details of Ario�s gluttonous infamy, how he�s swindled �em for years on supply contracts and so on and the bribes he�s taken on occasions too� get the idea?�
Shaw nodded.
�He�s quite an old rogue,� Etherington went on, �and you�re not really all that important to his life. Or the Argentine Government�s. Whatever all this is about, I�d bet a million quid to a penny the Argentine Government�s not concerned, at least not as a government, if you get me. I wouldn�t be too sure what some of the bods might have been up to on their own, of course. It was pretty clear, anyway, that the charge against you was trumped up, that Ario himself and a few others must have had their greasy palms crossed with a little dishonest silver � and that all Ario, once he�d been rumbled, had to do to put himself in the clear so far as his own country�s concerned, was to untrump the charge again. Hence me. I�m pretty good at that sort of thing,� he added, grinning. �And that�s about all, except that somebody may not be feeling very well disposed towards the Governor just now � but that�s his worry.�
�It�s a risk for him.�
�It is, but if you�re wondering why he took it, don�t. If he hadn�t played ball with me, he�d have faced a firing-squad for sure, so on balance it was worth it. I meant to go the whole way, you see, and by God he knew it!�
Shaw nodded. �So what happens to me now?�
Etherington lit a cigarette. �You mean vis-�-vis Ario?�
�Yes.�
�Well� to save the old boy�s face I had to agree to keep you locked up in the Embassy and later return you to Argentine custody, but that�s largely eyewash and he knows it��
�Largely?� Shaw echoed in some alarm.
�Largely, because in point of fact I�ll have to insist that you do remain in the Embassy for the time being � it�s safer that way and much more diplomatic. Faces are important out here, you know. We must allow the Governor to clear his own yard-arm in case questions are asked � the onus, you see, is firmly on us now, not him, and after a proper lapse of time he�ll announce your sweet innocence of the charge.� He sat back comfortably. �We�ll be at the airstrip in a moment, Shaw, but you may as well start telling me exactly what you�ve been up to right away. I�m devilish curious and I dare say it�s a long story � what?�
�It is,� Shaw answered grimly, �and I only hope you�ll believe it and help me persuade others to believe it too! Patricia here can bear me out in quite a lot of it.�
Once again, she was close to him � and he liked it.
* * *
They were well north on their flight to Buenos Aires by the time Shaw had given Etherington all the details in strict secrecy. He gave him the whole lot. This was no time for holding back. The reaction was an anti-climax, almost a disappointment. Etherington merely smiled and said, �Relax. Now we know all about it, it�ll soon be dealt with. As soon as we get to the Embassy you can talk direct to the Pentagon.�
�I�d sooner put a report into departmental cypher and sent it on the Embassy transmitter,� Shaw said. �Is that all right? I mean, being in a foreign country and all that�?�
�Well, you could be right,� Etherington said carelessly. �It�s up to you, anyhow. Oh, and by the way� we�re not coming into this from now on, not officially. Until we receive different instructions from the F.O, it�s between you and the Pentagon.�
Shaw nodded, and glanced across at Patricia, smilingly. He said, �In effect, we�re both of us working for the U.S on this assignment anyway. Right?�
She smiled back at him. �Right!� she said. �Not that I�ve done anything but get myself kidnapped!�
Shaw said, �Nonsense. You put me on to Fleck. That was everything.�
They didn�t talk much after that, just sat back and relaxed. A car met them at the airport and rushed them to the British Embassy in the Calle Reconquista. Shaw was taken straight to a private room, where he could encypher his message alone and undisturbed. He addressed this message to the British Ambassador in Washington, who would hold the relevant departmental decyphering-tables, with a request for a plain-language version to be posted direct by hand, and immediately upon receipt, to Admiral Clifford Pullman in the Pentagon.
The message, without mentioning Warmaster by name, told Pullman the whole story of what Shaw had found out. It also warned Pullman that Fleck would most likely take the Moehne to sea now � he would almost certainly be able to operate his radio beaming procedure at sea just as well as lying in an anchorage � and warned him also that the vessel had a remarkable turn of speed. After that urgent signal had gone out with the highest priority and security grading on it, Shaw relaxed properly for the first time since he had crossed the Atlantic. He talked with several senior officials of the Embassy and then, after a couple of stiff drinks and an early dinner, he and Patricia went to the rooms that had been put at their disposal � and slept. Those beds were luxurious in any case; after the hardships of the Rio Grande gaol Shaw found his heaven � but he left word that he was to be called the moment a reply came in from Pullman.
He slept like a log and he was still flat out when Etherington woke him in the early hours of next morning and handed him a sealed envelope.
�Just received,� he said. �From the Pentagon.�
�Thanks�� Shaw took it, broke the seal, and took out a message blank covered with numbers in five-figure groups. Swinging himself out of bed on to the thick pile of the carpet, he slipped a dressing-gown on and sat at a bureau to start breaking down the cypher. The message, which took him some time to decypher, read:
* * *
APPRECIATE ALL EFFORTS AND PERSONALLY MOST HEARTILY SUPPORT CANCELLATION TEST PENDING ARREST MOEHNE HOWEVER CAN GET NO APPROVAL THIS VIEW ACCOUNT RECENT INFORMATION RELIABLE SOURCE EX RUSSIA PERIOD RUSSIAN MISSILE PROGRAM WELL ADVANCED AND INTENTIONS DOUBTFUL COULD BE HOSTILE IN VIEW PEKING PRESSURE THEREFORE HIGHEST AUTHORITY INSISTS TEST BE HELD AS PLANNED PERIOD VIEW REMAINS THAT IT IS URGENT WE MAKE TEST PERIOD RUSSIA ACCOUNT PRESTIGE AND SECURITY REASONS PERIOD CHILEAN ARGENTINE GOVERNMENTS BEING REQUESTED ARREST DISARM MOEHNE IF IN THEIR RESPECTIVE WATERS PERIOD IF THIS NOT DONE BY DEADLINE NOON TOMORROW THURSDAY US GOVERNMENT WILL SEND BOMBER FORCE TO DESTROY NOTWITHSTANDING COMPLICATIONS AFTERWARDS ENDS

* * *
�But what,� Shaw said bitterly to Etherington a little later, �about world reactions? Don�t they take that into account, for heaven�s sake? You can�t just dismiss that by talking about � what was it��notwithstanding complications afterwards.� And there�s another thing they, and we too, could do with the Moehne intact � there�s any amount of technical know-how aboard of her, which could be invaluable to the backroom boys. All they have to do is to postpone the test until Chile or the Argentine arrests the flaming ship!�
�And that,� Etherington said with a smile, �is exactly what Washington�s asked both the governments to do, isn�t it � arrest the ship? As it happens, I�ve got an idea they may refuse. There�s quite a number of potential revolutionaries in both countries who are liable to become pretty vocal if their governments do any what they call kow-towing to Washington � and they don�t want that sort of embarrassment cropping up. So � suppose they do refuse. What then?�
�Why, the bombers � that�s what the message says��
�Yes, the bombers! But is there any other way of handling it, my dear chap? If Chile and the Argentine both refuse, and go on refusing�and that would be only logical � what�s the result?�
Shaw shrugged. �No test, I suppose.�
�Exactly � on your line of reasoning, of waiting indefinitely for an arrest. It�d just go on and on and on� and I think we�ve all got to agree that that test is of overriding importance if Russia really is up to something.�
Shaw gave it up. He said, �I suppose so. But better to send ships in and take her intact if it goes on too long, rather than blow her up.�
Etherington nodded. �I dare say,� he said pacifically. �That is, if we can assume, which in fact we can�t, that Fleck won�t smash up the works rather than be taken intact. And I don�t like the phrase �goes on too long�� I don�t believe it can be allowed to do that, whatever the international complications afterwards � as your friend Pullman says. Any delay could be a bad thing now. Meanwhile it�s much better the American people should be happily unaware of what�s going on behind the scenes. If this thing was spun out, the Press would dig it up somehow, and you can bet on that. No good the whole nation getting ulcers and increased blood pressure� it�s people like you and I who�re paid to have that while the rest dream their sweet dreams that all�s well with the world!�

Chapter Twenty-Five

The following day Shaw, after a restless night, was again woken early when a hand grasped his shoulder and shook it urgently. �Wake up, old man. Come on!� Etherington�s usually urbane voice was insistent. �News!�
�What�s that?� Shaw came wide awake. He sat up, rubbing at his eyes. �What time is it?�
�Six-thirty. We�ve just heard from our Embassy in Washington. The U.S Government�s made its request to Chile and the Argentine and��
�And it�s been turned down?�
Etherington nodded. �Flat, even though it�s hours yet to the deadline. Rejected out of hand by both countries.�
Shaw stared at him, his face set. �Why? Look, doesn�t this mean that one or other of the governments are solidly behind Fleck?�
�Not necessarily, though there could be some tacit agreement that he can remain.� Etherington lowered himself into a chair, looking tired. He went on, �Chile at any rate is normally friendly enough, as we all know. I doubt if they�d have refused on their own, but there could have been pressures. In any case, I�d say from what you�ve told me of Fleck�s own statement � that he was mobile when necessary � that he may have shifted back by now into the � er � somewhat safer waters of the Argentine. After your escape, you see. If that is the case, Chile doesn�t come into this anyhow.�
�No, but I thought you said the Argentine Government wouldn�t be concerned in this either?�
�The Argentine Government as such was what I said.� The diplomat frowned. �You know � there�s another point to be considered, old man. It�s puerile, but it�s overriding, and it�s this: The South American governments don�t take very kindly to what they consider outside interference, not these days, even though all concerned in this business are members of the Organization of American States, for what that�s worth. You�ll remember I talked about potential revolutionaries yesterday � well, that�s something the governments always have on their minds, you know.� He frowned. �The Argentine�s a very tricky proposition, one way and another, and Washington certainly won�t have told either them or Chile the whole story, or even half of it. Which, my dear chap, is an extremely important point.�
Shaw nodded. �You�re dead right there, they won�t have come clean. It�ll just look to the South Americans like an unreasonable and bellicose threat to their precious sovereignty � is that it?�
�Just about.� Etherington sighed. �It�s very much the kind of reaction I�d have expected, as I think you know. There could even be a certain amount of buck-passing going on between the two of them. It�s all rather confused� especially with Fleck liable to dart about between one and the other.�
�It doesn�t help very much, though, does it,� Shaw said savagely, running a hand through his hair. �So what now?�
Etherington shrugged. �I think we just wait and see��
�Yes, but damn it all� there�s not much time left now for shilly-shallying. Someone�s got to get weaving on this, and fast at that��
�Quite, quite� but it�s no good rushing fences��
�Rushing fences!� Shaw lifted his arms in despair. �God give me strength!�
Etherington said diplomatically, �That was badly put, I know. But we must simmer down and leave it to Washington now. My guess is, they�ll hang on just a little longer for form�s sake and hope the Chileans and Argentinians�ll change their minds before anybody is pushed into something lethal. They may try a little persuasion in the meantime.�
�And after that?� Shaw stared at him in growing concern and frustration. �Because you don�t believe they will change their minds, do you?�
�Frankly, no.� Etherington whistled flatly between his teeth. �But after that� they�ll send the long-range bombers in.�
�By which time,� Shaw said with icy calm, �the Moehne�ll have shifted, if she hasn�t already. God knows where she�ll be, and there won�t be much time to look, because Warmaster goes on test in a little under thirty hours from now.�
* * *
Shaw mooched about the Embassy all that morning, in a nail-biting mood. He had considered contacting Villaroel and asking him if his influence would extend to getting the Argentine Government to change its mind, but he had rejected that. He would have had to tell Villaroel too much � talking of secret matters here in the Embassy was one thing, revealing them to a Bolivian, of however much goodwill, was quite another � and in any case this was no matter for diplomacy of that kind. So that was no good� meanwhile the very sight of the Embassy secretaries, going placidly about their usual tasks, irritated him almost beyond endurance. No one appeared to be bothering overmuch about what was going to happen if something wasn�t done fast. But then, of course, this wasn�t the United States. This wasn�t Washington or New York or Chicago or any of the other places that were going to be devastated next day, and apart from not sharing that danger, this place didn�t share the zip and hustle that had put America on top of the world. This was B.A, the sunshine city of the eastern seaboard, far removed from the danger areas. These people could plan ahead, knowing that tomorrow, and the day after that, would be just like today. They could meet their girl-friends, arrange their dinner-parties and their swimming parties with untroubled minds. There were no immediate threats to hurt them down here; and in the meantime diplomatic procedures had to be observed as usual, the customary routines gone through not withstanding, the obligatory farce played out while an allied nation ticked away the hours to its obliteration as a Power. The petty problems of some overfed, oversexed holidaying business tycoon who had mislaid his passport were of more moment to the British Embassy today than all the thermo-nuclear missiles in both hemispheres. So were the problems of some film starlet whose British husband was trying to get Etherington�s approval for his children to be lodged in the Embassy en route for London while the film starlet hopped in and out of an Argentinian beef king�s bed.�
Shaw fumed in and out of his room, up and down the elegant passages, snapping at Patricia O�Malley when she came to talk to him, too worried even to notice the hurt look in the girl�s eyes. Then at last, at noon, a messenger told him that Etherington would like to see him in his office.
Shaw went off fast.
Etherington looked up when he threw the door open and said suavely, �Oh, Shaw. Well, Washington didn�t waste any time after all. The bombers took off from the Canal Zone at 0800 hours this morning � that�s four hours before the deadline.� He glanced up at a clock. �We�re just over the deadline now, I see.� Those bombers�ll be in the vicinity of Cape Horn around 1900 hours tonight��
�They won�t see a thing,� Shaw snapped.
�They�ll drop incendiaries.�
�I didn�t mean that! I mean there won�t be anything to see. The Moehne�ll have gone. Do I have to go on repeating that like a flaming parrot?�
Etherington said obliquely, �Well, you know, I wonder if she�ll have gone� what about old Lindrath � the master? D�you think he might sabotage the engines, perhaps, so as to keep her on station, like he sabotaged the echo-sounder to aid your escape? I mean, he�s bound to know his ship�s being chased by now, and that it would help if he could keep her where she is.�
�Yes, but�� Shaw shook his head. �No, it�s doubtful, very doubtful. I don�t believe he�d worry about what happened to himself, but he�d have to take far too many people into his confidence to achieve anything worth while.�
�The echo-sounder couldn�t go wrong again?�
Shaw sighed. �It could, yes, but in fact he can navigate well enough without it, just as the sailing-ships used to! In a real emergency, he couldn�t possibly fool Fleck on that.� He frowned and let out a long breath. �Is Washington relying entirely on that bomber force? They�ll be damn-all use if they don�t sight the Moehne right away� they won�t have any spare fuel to hang around or search, you know.�
�Yes, I do know!� Etherington grinned suddenly. �Surprise, surprise! As it happens, we�ve got some other information. Washington�s not relying wholly on the bombers � like you, they assume the Moehne�ll go to sea or at least shift her anchorage. So the U.S Navy�s coming in. There�s a squadron steaming south on a visit to Comodoro Rivadavia, at least that�s where they were going till all this blew up. They�ve already been given new orders, and they�re steaming south for Cape Horn at full speed to intercept the Moehne if she�s at sea � or hunt her out if she isn�t.�
Shaw said, �Well, that�s something, anyway. Where are they now, d�you know?�
Etherington consulted some papers on his desk. He said, �Yes. They�re well to the south of here already � fifty miles off Comodoro Rivadavia at the time the message was sent to us, that�s three hours ago, about.�
�Give me a sheet of bumph, will you��
Etherington obliged and Shaw did a quick calculation. �Give �em say� thirty-two knots flat out,� he murmured. �They could be off the Horn by about 0800 tomorrow morning. That gives us four hours in hand, doesn�t it. And that�s a maximum � there�s weather to be taken into account, for one thing, weather that can cut their speed quite a lot.� He shook his head worriedly. �What�s the use, for heaven�s sake! When they reach the Horn, they�ve still got to locate the Moehne! She could be anywhere by that time, either at sea or in any one of dozens of little inlets north of Hoste Island.� He walked up and down with fists clenched, then swung round on Etherington, his face beaded with sweat. �Look, chum,� he said tensely, �this is getting a damn sight too hot to hold. I know it�s none of my business now, but I�m going to talk to Pullman in the Pentagon. I�m beginning to think no one really quite believes what I saw aboard the Moehne�d�you know that? They�ve got to postpone that test. They�ve just got to!�
�Yes, but d�you think��
Shaw wasn�t listening. He went on, �If they don�t, they�re simply playing right into Fleck�s hands, giving him the very weapon he most wants. And ultimately we�re concerned in that as well as America.�
* * *
Pullman�s voice was faint and continually overlaid with buzzing and crackling on the long-distance line. But Shaw got through to him all right and he told the American bluntly that in his opinion things were being cut much too fine. Pullman knew this, absolutely agreed, but insisted that he was under extreme pressure and that in fact the ultimate decision was well and truly out of his hands.
Shaw said desperately. �Twenty-four hours, just another twenty-four hours might make all the difference!�
The phone crackled at him. �You don�t have to tell me that, son. I�m going to try again, but I don�t expect a lot of co-operation.�
�Well, I�ll wish you luck, sir. By the way� I�d like to be in on this right to the end. Is there any way I could join the squadron at sea?�
Pullman said, �That depends. If you can make the Falklands by 2100 hours tonight I�ll fix it for you to go aboard the third ship of the squadron, the North Dakota. She�s leaving Port Stanley at that time to rejoin the squadron, rendezvous-ing in 53� 48� South, 63� 30� West. She went ahead to pay a visit there before the orders were changed, and she developed a spot of engine trouble, but she�s signalled she�ll be fit for sea tonight. Make it no later than that, and you can board her. Okay?�
�Okay,� Shaw said gratefully. All he had to do now, he thought as he put down the phone, was to persuade Etherington, or if need be the Ambassador himself, to get him to Port Stanley in time � by fair means or foul.
* * *
�It�ll have to be foul,� Etherington said thoughtfully, and then swept magnificently into action.
Within half an hour Shaw was on his way with a faked-up diplomatic passport in his pocket. At the airport, where his way had been tactfully but firmly cleared by telephone from the Embassy, he boarded a flight south for Punta Arenas in Chile. At Punta Arenas, where the British Vice-Consul had also been warned about him by cable in the meantime, he went aboard a small chartered plane for Port Stanley in the Falkland Islands. On a somewhat breathless arrival he was met by the Colonial Secretary and escorted in the latter�s car to the gangway of the U.S.S North Dakota. He just about made it � and was greeted with the news, received by radio shortly before, that the bombers had failed utterly to locate the Moehne and had been forced to return to base before their fuel ran out.
A little before 2100 hours the cruiser left Port Stanley and headed out for the rendezvous. Shaw felt a thrill of excitement as he stood with the ship�s Commanding Officer, Captain John MacKail, on the glass-enclosed navigating bridge while the North Dakota went fast out of the harbour and turned south to meet a rising wind and sea.

Chapter Twenty-Six

They were clear now of Port Stanley harbour, standing well to the south into increasingly filthy weather conditions before turning westward for the rendezvous position. MacKail, a heavily-built man with immense shoulders, who had been taciturn and uncommunicative while taking his ship out of harbour, came up to Shaw and put a hand on his arm.
Looking into his face, dimly outlined in the faint glow from the bowl of the gyro-repeater, MacKail said, �Well now, Commander. If you�d care to step down to my sea-cabin, maybe we can have a chat over a cup of coffee.�
�I�d like to.�
MacKail, after a word with his Officer-of-the-Deck, led the way into the after part of the bridge and down a ladder to a small cabin in the superstructure below the bridge itself. He pushed the door open and Shaw went into warmth and comfort. MacKail said, �Sit down.�
�Thank you, sir.�
MacKail pulled off his thick outer clothing and then jabbed a hairy-backed finger at a button. Almost at once a coloured rating appeared. �Coffee,� MacKail said. �Hot and strong, for two.� When the man had gone he said, �Now, Commander. You can talk as freely as you like. Seeing what we�ve been ordered to do, the Admiral and all Commanding Officers in the squadron have been entrusted with the secrets. Reached us by radio, along with our changed orders. I hardly need to tell you it�s all Top Secret still, back in the States.� He pushed a box of Chesterfields over to Shaw, who took one. MacKail had a curious habit every now and then of blowing out his cheeks rapidly and then opening his lips suddenly. He did this twice in succession each time so that the breaking of the seal, as it were, made a small sound like oompah, oompah. Shaw found this distracting� MacKail flicked a lighter and held it out to him. The American took a long pull at his cigarette and sat back in his chair, blowing the smoke in twin jets from his nostrils. He said quietly, looking Shaw right in the eye, �I�d just like to tell you, there�s not one of our ships that doesn�t have around a couple of hundred guys aboard from one or other of the areas that might be hit when that goddam missile goes up. Mostly from Norfolk, Virginia, or around that way � handy for the Navy Operating Base, see. They haven�t been told the details, of course, except certain communicators who have to know, but they all know something big is on and that we have to get the Moehne if it�s the last thing we ever do.� He paused. �Me, I�m from just out of Norfolk. And back home I have a wife and three kids, two boys and a girl.� He pointed. �Over there, if you want to look.�
He was pointing to a shelf behind Shaw, who looked round and studied the photograph. MacKail�s wife would be around thirty-five, he guessed. She had a sweet face and a nice smile and she was blonde, with a good figure� the Captain was a lucky man. The children looked nice, too. Their ages, MacKail told him, ranged from four to ten, and the elder boy was a real chip off the old block.
�Wants to follow his old man into the Navy,� MacKail said as though reading his thoughts. He blew out his cheeks. �I aim to see that he achieves that ambition. Right?�
He shot the word out almost accusingly. Shaw said quietly, �Right.�
�So can you tell me anything that�ll help?�
Shaw shook his head. �I�m afraid not,� he admitted. �If it comes to a boarding-party, I can be useful. I know the lay-out of the ship. So if you do decide to board, I�d like to go with the sailors. But that�s about all I can do� I couldn�t, for instance, say where the Moehne might be by now. I dare say,� he added, �you�ve been told she�s capable of around thirty-three knots��
He broke off as a tap came at the door and a lieutenant commander came in with a message blank in his hand.
MacKail looked round. �Yes?�
�Message from the Chief of Naval Operations, sir.�
�Right.� MacKail took the form, read it, let out a long breath and nodded. �Thank you,� he said. As the officer left he looked across at Shaw, grinning. �Well,� he said, �that�s it, Commander. We have it.�
Shaw stiffened expectantly. �The postponement?�
�Yep. We have a twenty-four extension and that�s the lot. That�s final. Warmaster goes up from Canaveral at noon the day after tomorrow. Just as well we got that extension, because this ship at any rate can�t make the Horn before noon tomorrow and I guess that goes for the others too. Meanwhile the target area remains sealed to all shipping as of midnight tonight. You know something?� he added suddenly. �The extra time�s a help, sure it is, but � well, I guess someone in the Pentagon�s just not inclined to believe this threat�s real, even now.�
Shaw dragged on his cigarette, then said slowly, �That�s just what I�ve been thinking, what I�ve been afraid of ever since I got away from the Moehne. Not that they�d disbelieve my report as such, I don�t mean that, but perhaps they don�t believe Fleck could do what he said. I know it does all sound God-almighty crazy, Captain, but then no one in the Pentagon has met Fleck and this chap Schillenhorst. I have!�
MacKail looked at him narrowly, �And you think they can do it?�
�Yes! I�m no technical expert, but that lot wasn�t aboard the Moehne just so Fleck could play at sailors. Schillenhorst knew what he was doing, all right! I�m convinced of that. He can do it and the threat�s real enough.�
* * *
They steamed ahead at top speed, westerly now in gradually deteriorating weather. While Shaw was still with MacKail in the sea-cabin, the Captain was called to the bridge for the rendezvous. Shaw went up with him. MacKail ordered a reduction in speed and had the helm put over to circle and wait. They waited with as much patience as they could and then after fifteen minutes the rest of the squadron, two heavy cruisers, were reported coming down fast from the north. A few minutes after that the R/T began crackling. The Admiral was passing the course and speed and giving his orders for taking station. The North Dakota executed a wide turn to starboard, increased speed again, and came up astern of the other ships. When he was in position MacKail reported back to the Admiral and then once more the North Dakota thundered ahead, with icy spray and solid water flinging aft along her streaming decks, decks that seemed mostly to be submerged, lifting clear at intervals to send great rivers of green water cascading from her fo�c�sle and waist to drop like thunder back into the sea.
The ships were all labouring badly now in the mounting seas as they headed south for the dreaded Horn. Those seas took off some of their speed. MacKail remained on the bridge, cold and tired but seemingly possessed of some force that kept him up there hour after hour. Shaw stayed with him for most of the time, glanced sideways now and then at the American�s set face, listened to that explosive oompah. MacKail�s forehead was beaded with sweat despite the filthy cold fug in the enclosed bridge, his eyes were hard as they stared ahead through the whirling glass of the clear-view screen. A hand tapped and tapped again on a steel ledge in front of him. All eyes were watching ahead from the navigating bridges of the squadron that night, and the lookouts were on the alert as never before in all the ships, straining ahead through the blinding spindrift, searching ceaselessly for the Moehne, adding human vision to the invisibly probing fingers of the radar. MacKail had said they all knew they had to get the Moehne, and he�d been right.
But nothing was seen.
No ship moved in all these waters down here at the bottom of all the world, not even the odd fishing-boat out of Tierra del Fuego. The gale was too much for the small craft and they would all have run for shelter long before.
Shortly after dawn, by which time Shaw had snatched a welcome hour or two of sleep, a signal was received from the Admiral: north dakota will proceed ahead around horn into pacific and search north to magellan strait. remainder of squadron will cruise to eastward and guard route into atlantic.
MacKail acknowledged.
Altering a little to starboard, he passed close to the flagship and went ahead of her, heading on and down for Cape Horn, steaming right into the gathering storm and the murk of a lowering day, right into the great rolling greybeards of those desolate, deserted waters. In the early afternoon, off the pitch off the Horn, with the 1,390 feet of the cape almost invisible beneath a semi-permanent cap of spray, the full impact of the westerlies met them and almost laid the cruiser over on to her beam-ends before MacKail could get her round on to her westerly course for the passage of the great, angry cape, the arbiter of two oceans. Everything movable that had not been secured, moved. Crashes came from below as heavy objects shot across decks; glass shattered; pencils shot from the chart-table in rear of the bridge, rolled back and forth across the deck until a man bent and picked them up. Those winds were the worst Shaw had ever experienced; they met the body like a wall if a man ventured out from the enclosed bridge. It was virtually impossible to walk against them, even to retain one�s foothold upon the deck. Shaw wondered how the windjammers had ever beaten into such winds, how their crews had ever managed to climb a hundred feet of swaying, ice-covered ratlines and then lie out along the high yards, arcing across the sky and supported only on the thin footropes, which swayed beneath the yards themselves, to take in the thousands upon thousands of square feet of almost rigidly frozen canvas, canvas that fought back at them in their midget-like attempts to subdue it. They�d done it somehow, of course; but they hadn�t done it lightly. They had done it and the price was frost-bite or the loss of an entire set of fingernails ripped from their sockets by the wicked, iron-hard canvas. Often the price was a limb, and sometimes it was death.
This time too the price was death.
A million deaths, two, three, four million deaths� if they failed to catch up with the Moehne.
The long, long seas raced and curled down upon them, one crashing weight of water after another, which dropped sickeningly upon their bows to break and fling the spray to masthead height and beyond. The North Dakota, wallowing and labouring onward with her screws lifting clear of the water now and again to race madly and fill the cruiser�s plates with a terrible vibration, went ahead almost blindly now. She began to resemble a huge submarine, awash from bow to fantail. From that time on, few men spoke at all. They were too busy with their own thoughts, with their own realization of the sheer size of their task in this great area of sea. And at shortly after 1800 hours a serious mishap occurred: the North Dakota�s radio transmitting aerials were blown clear away, parting from the masthead with a crack that could be heard, even above the gale, and falling away into the racing seas. They could not from now on establish contact with the outside world, though the radio-room confirmed that they were still able to receive inward messages.
When MacKail heard that he couldn�t send messages he used a couple of choice four-letter words and left it at that. There wasn�t anything else he could do. Even if the radio-men carried the spares, no one could have manhandled a heavy, awkward, long-range aerial up to the masthead in this kind of weather. Not even the old-time sailormen. They wouldn�t have lasted a minute.
* * *
It was at 2000 hours, with sixteen hours to go for the newest deadline, and the North Dakota round the Horn and coming up past some of the small inlets and channels which abounded north of the cape, that a rating watching the radar scan made the first action report.
The man�s voice cracked with excitement, and routine reporting procedure was thrown to the winds as he yelled, �Say, Captain� there�s a contact bearing one eight zero� it must be the goddam German, it�s gotta be!�

Chapter Twenty-Seven

�Check distance!�
There was a pause. Then, �26,600 yards, sir.�
�Fifteen miles, near enough�� MacKail swung round heavily. He snapped, �Keep right on her, son, keep right on her and report any change in the bearing. I guess we�ll see goddam nothing back there�� Nevertheless he moved to the murk. Seeing nothing he snapped, �Fifteen miles means she must be right down by the Horn.� He wheeled round, went over to the man at the radar. �Sure it�s a ship, son, not a rock?�
�Yes, sir, I�m sure all right. Certain sure.� The young seaman chewed gum, watching the scan intently. �It�s a vessel all right, sir.�
MacKail, over his shoulder, studied the contact, which was little more than a kink in the brilliant green flicker. It was drawing very slightly across the North Dakota�s stern towards the eastward. The Captain went back quickly to his customary position in the fore part of the bridge. He said, with an undercurrent of excitement in his voice, �Left full rudder. Steady her on course 183 degrees. Tell the engine-room, I�ll want all she�s got and a bit over. Warn all guns� crews to stand by for combat.� He slewed his body and picked up the intercom to the radio-room. He�d said, �Call up the Admiral�� before he remembered, and then he said bitterly, �No goddam aerial. Okay, forget it.� He slammed down the phone. �It would go and happen,� he growled to no one in particular, �at a time like this! We�re still going to get her, though, all on our own.�
Orders were snapped down voice-pipes and into telephones and the North Dakota heeled sharply to the swinging turn. MacKail said, �Looks like she made a diversionary move for the Pacific, just a kind of blind. Picked us up on her radar, which must be a lot more modern than ours, and took cover till she thought we were far enough north, and then took her chance fast. I wonder if she�s giving up and beating it for home?�
�I doubt it,� Shaw said. �Anyway, if she is, she�ll run into your Admiral � that�s if we lose her.�
�Which we won�t. We don�t even think about that.�
�Remember her speed, Captain. All of thirty-three knots, and she�s a good fifteen miles off. Suppose she maintains that distance? She won�t be within range of your main armament, will she?�
�No, she won�t!� MacKail snapped. �But we can do our best to close, and hope at least to drive her into the rest of the squadron � like you said.�
�Yes.� but she�ll know the Admiral�s waiting to the eastward. She�s almost certain to have picked up his signals to you.�
MacKail made a sound of exasperation, and exploded in an oompah. �You mean, you don�t think she�ll head east. Where in hell will she head for, Commander?�
Shaw answered, �South, I shouldn�t wonder. Or maybe she�ll swing west though I don�t think she will because if she does that she automatically shortens the range. If I were Lindrath � or Fleck rather, because he�ll be making all the decisions now � I�d stay on a southerly course and beat it right down across the Drake Passage to the high latitudes, I think.�
�And the ice. Don�t forget the ice! That can crush a ship like a ripe tomato.�
�I�m not forgetting the ice, Captain, but I still say she�ll go south. If she can keep out of range till she�s made her interference signals� well, Fleck will have done what he set out to do and probably he�s crazy enough not to worry about what happens afterwards. He�ll certainly put the Party before himself or any of the Moehne�s crew, I can assure you of that. And it�s the southerly course that gives him his best chance now.� He took a deep breath. �If that�s what he�s going to do, it�ll be a race against time � and against the ice, of course.�
The cruiser was now steadied on her course and was racing ahead, picking up her speed again after the turn. MacKail said briefly, �It�s been a race against time all along. I�m not worried, not now I know where she is. I�m going in to get her.�
The contact remained at a distance of rather more than fifteen miles ahead, closing infinitesimally. The cruiser had lost a little distance after the first report, but she was very, very slowly making it up again now. Possibly the Moehne hadn�t got quite the speed Fleck had boasted of. As the bridge personnel waited throughout the night for the next dawn�s light to creep up over the sea�s rim, they were all silent and preoccupied. That contact might not be the Moehne and they all knew that it might not, despite MacKail�s confidence that it was her. Dawn alone would either prove or disprove that. Meanwhile the ship, whoever she was, maintained her course. She continued steering due South. As they swept down again the latitude of Cape Horn and then beyond into the Drake Passage, they were taken once again by the tearing westerlies and thrown over heavily to their port side by seas up to two miles long. It was a terrible wind to steam across, a screaming wind, which sent the solid water rearing up along the cruiser�s starboard beam, cliff-like and menacing. The sky was filled with it. The sea-valleys stretched into the distance all around, overlaid with spindrift. This would be kept up now all the way until they overhauled the ship ahead or brought her within range of their turrets. The sea was cutting the speed of both ships now; they couldn�t steam at their high speeds in a cross-wind and beam sea of such proportions. To do so would be suicide. But � the radar told them that the gap between them was still closing, if only very minutely. The North Dakota couldn�t do any better than that against the Moehne�s British-warship speed and construction.
At least the closing of the gap was an encouraging sign. Shaw wondered if Lindrath had something to do with that; perhaps the old man had eased his speed still further and had told Fleck that he was going ahead as fast as he dared, that something might give if the Moehne plunged on any faster� that if anything went wrong with her engines or her steering as a result of over-steaming, then she would broach to, and that would be the end of the plan.
If it was the Moehne�
It just had to be the Moehne.
As the early dawn broke angrily, Shaw strained his eyes ahead through his binoculars. Despite the high wind, there was low-lying misty cloud, a widespread overcast, which met the flung spray until it seemed that a curtain had been lowered over the heaving wastes of the sea. After some minutes, as the world slowly lightened, he could just make out a vague blur ahead, a blur in the middle of a seething whirl of flying spray. Everyone was watching through glasses now, waiting for Shaw�s opinion. He was the only man aboard who could positively identify the German. He watched ahead, his eyes aching, red-rimmed and dead weary. It was almost three-quarters of an hour later that an extra heavy beam sea took that distant blur and threw it bodily to port so that its bow came right round and for a few seconds, little more than that, Shaw was able to see her broadside. In order to be quite certain he waited until the same thing happened again and then he lowered his glasses and turned towards MacKail.
�It�s the Moehne,� he said.
He heard MacKail�s long breath of relief, felt the tension relaxing all around the bridge. Men smiled and joked; they were right on the beam and they were going to win out. It was Shaw himself who brought out the sour looks again when he said, �If we could call Washington they might have given us another few hours � seeing we�ve got the German almost in our sights! It�s one hell of a pity we can�t transmit��
�What�s the good of crying over spilt milk?� MacKail asked. �Maybe the same sort of thing�ll happen to the Moehne�s aerials � only I guess it won�t somehow! Besides� he�ll be in our sights in around five hours, if we continue to close. Which we�ll do.�
�And then?� Shaw looked at him quizzically.
�Then I�m going to blow him out of the water, Commander.�
* * *
They did indeed begin to close the Moehne a fraction faster as the terrible minutes dragged on into hours. The German wasn�t keeping up his speed. By 1100 hours, with one hour to go now, MacKail estimated that they were within range of his main armament and he passed the word to his guns� crews once again to stand by.
Shaw, standing alongside MacKail, asked, �Are you going to fire to hit, or just put a warning shot over him?�
�I said I was going to blow him out of the water, didn�t I?� MacKail was staring ahead through glasses. �That stands. We have to chance his reactor.�
Shaw said slowly, �I�ve been thinking��
�So�ve I.� MacKail looked round momentarily, his eyes raw with sheer lack of sleep. �About the people back in the States.�
�I�ve done my share of thinking of them too. But I�ve got another idea. Look, Captain � I know we can�t call �em by radio, but they could read one of the big signalling projectors from this distance, I should think��
�Sure they can � if they can read a light in English.�
�They can read English all right.�
MacKail glanced sideways again, looking impatient. �What the heck�s got into you? You got something on your mind?�
�Yes � this.� Shaw spoke with decision, well aware that he was sticking out a very long neck aboard a U.S warship. �Would you make a signal by light telling them to ease down so that we can close them to a safe distance, and that if they refuse to do this and if they transmit�if they use their wireless at all for any purpose whatever�then you�ll blow them out of the water, the moment we pick up their first transmission?�
MacKail�s face was murderous. �Why give �em any warning? Hell� they won�t give us any time at all! Once they start to transmit it�ll be too late��
�No! It�s not that way at all. They�ve several preliminary transmissions to make first, while they track the missile and cut out the various controls. It�s a close schedule certainly, but we�ll have quite enough warning if we�re close up and have our guns ready for instant shooting.�
�But � why, for God�s sake. What�s the goddam point?�
�This: I�d like to take the Moehne back to the States as a gift for Admiral Pullman!� Shaw gave a tight grin. �To say nothing of Fleck and Schillenhorst, whose brains could be well worth the picking before they get what�s coming to them. Besides, there�s another point. If we can bring this off without letting it all blow up into an international shooting-match, so much the better. They were going to bomb the ships, I know � all right! The point is, they didn�t in the end and now we have a chance of handling it differently. But if we sink the Moehne on the high seas before they�ve actually done anything to interfere with the test � well, in my opinion we�ll be heading into the trickiest situation we�ve ever faced.�
�Yeah?� MacKail stared bleakly. �Nuts, who�s going to worry about what the hell happens to a lousy bunch of Nazis?�
�Other Nazis, just to quote an example � undercover men, agents provocateurs, who�ll stir up real trouble if they get the chance. And don�t forget the cold war�s still on. There could be trouble from all sorts of quarters if we jump the gun.�
�Sure, maybe, but what�s that in the balance against what�s going to happen to the States��
Shaw broke in, �It wouldn�t be anywhere at all, Captain�if there wasn�t a better alternative to what you propose. But there is � and there�s just no point in stirring up hornets� nests if you don�t have to!�
�But look� Chile and the Argentine won�t arrest that ship, you say it�s too tricky to blow her up on the high seas� where the goddam hell are we?� MacKail was looking sour and bewildered still, but, Shaw fancied, more amenable as his mind began to take over from his feelings. �What is the alternative? Assuming you want to take �em in the end whatever happens, you��
�You do it with mirrors,� Shaw said with a grin. �Look. You talk about Chile and the Argentine and the high seas� but if the Moehne stays on this course, she�ll pass the 58th parallel pretty soon. We�re well south after all this steaming. Well � once she does that, she�s no longer on the high seas, is she?�
MacKail looked puzzled. �Come again?�
�She�s in British Antarctic waters! Follow? It�s splitting hairs, I know, but it�s a point. I�m prepared to give myself a bump up and say I�m the representative of the British Government on the spot, and arrest her � with the help of your guns, Captain MacKail! There�ll be no come-backs then, because I�ll trump up some nice little charge, like� well��
�Like spitting on the sidewalk?� MacKail was getting friendlier.
Shaw grinned back at him. �You�ve got the idea! Then if they resist arrest � well, that�s their look-out, isn�t it?�
�I suppose� and afterwards?�
�Afterwards we take her into a U.S port under a boarding-party. Then we do the sorting out.�
MacKail nodded. Then he laughed. He said scathingly, �You limeys! You can�t do a goddam thing unless it�s in the book, but I guess maybe you could be right. I see your point. Okay, we�ll play it your way, Commander, for a start anyhow.� He looked round and jerked his head at a communicator. �Son, make to the German: You are to ease right down consistent with safe navigation and maintain strict radio silence or I shall blow you out of the water at the very first bleep.�
A moment later a big lamp began stabbing the general call-up letters across the foaming seas. It was five minutes before the distant answering light flicked back in acknowledgement, and then the message itself was sent out from the cruiser.
The reply came quickly: If I agree will you spare our lives.
MacKail�s answer to that was even briefer. It just said: No promises. Ten minutes later the North Dakota had closed the Moehne appreciatively. MacKail turned to Shaw. He said, �That bastard�s got something up his sleeve, I guess. He�s giving in just a shade too easily.�
�Perhaps.� Shaw shrugged, rubbed at his chin-stubble. �But I think it�s more a case of him not having any alternative and knowing it.� He hesitated. �Of course, that�s not to say he won�t try to transmit. I��
�I�ll be watching that,� MacKail said briefly.
* * *
Away up north on Canaveral the preliminaries were well in hand. The big Warmaster missile had been hoisted on its seating from the underground silo and was now elevated into the firing position, sticking up from the launching-pad like some grotesquely finned factory chimney of enormous girth. It was the biggest thing bar none yet to be seen on the missile range. It was vast and black and shiny, and it was sinister with its brood of smaller missiles nestling as yet in that huge thermo-nuclear womb. At this stage there could be no further secrecy about a test as such; only the functions, the identity, and the sheer power of Warmaster were as yet unadmitted.
In control stations and check-points all around the site, as the count-down started, men were bending over dials and instruments and listening through headphones. Orders and reports came in, and were passed on to other parts of the range. Dials were moved, levers pulled over. There was an air of tremendously tense expectancy such as had never previously been known at Cape Canaveral � where every test was approached, as it were, with bated breath. But there had never been anything like Warmaster before, and all concerned with her first full-scale test were almost pathologically anxious for that test to be a one hundred per cent success. Warmaster was to be the pinnacle of deterrent power and everyone wished her well. This was, then, no routine test. Warmaster was all on her own � proud, imperious, infinitely powerful, infinitely majestic � and infinitely terrible.
As each man made his contribution to that launching, the minutes and the seconds ticked away. Reports filtered back to one man in a high tower some distance off, a tower that overlooked the whole of the range area; and just before the last report reached this man, he wiped sweat from the palms of his hands and grabbed a telephone.
He wasn�t in the least surprised to find that his hands were shaking and that when he spoke his voice was high, strained, and unnatural.
He said, �Get me the Pentagon. Yes, Admiral Clifford Pullman. That�s right.� As he waited, his lips seemed to be moving in prayer. Then there was a click in his ear and he started a little. He said, �Pullman? Canaveral here� yes, Johnson, that�s correct. Admiral, it�s All Systems Go.�

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Fleck was on the Moehne�s bridge when the North Dakota�s signal lamp was read. Turning to Lindrath, he said, �Send to Doctor Schillenhorst, Captain. Warn him of what the American cruiser says, but tell him also that there is no change in the plan, none at all.�
�But��
Fleck made a furious gesture. His broad, flat face was contorted, almost devilish with deep lines cut on either side of his nose and mouth; he was consumed, it seemed, with impatience and nerves now. He said, �There are no �buts,� Captain Lindrath! Dr Schillenhorst is to have all his instruments lined up and he is to track the missile from the moment of launching and making his cutting-out transmissions exactly as ordered! I do not propose to be intimidated by the cruiser.�
�This is suicide, Herr Fleck. Both suicide and worse � it is murder too.�
�Very well then, it is suicide and murder. So be it!� Fleck, under control again, smiled coldly, a smile that turned his mouth into a thin, crooked grimace, more Satanic than ever. �Nevertheless, we shall have achieved our objective � if Schillenhorst is quick enough. Are you afraid, Captain Lindrath?�
Lindrath shook his head and looked penetratingly at Fleck. There was contempt in his eyes; he was showing all his years now, all his old man�s wrinkles. He said heavily, �No, Herr Fleck, I am not afraid, no more than any man is afraid of death. Not for myself.�
�Then for whom?�
�The world. What you intend to do, Herr Fleck, will have its repercussions in every part of the globe.�
Fleck laughed. �Certainly! That is the whole point, is it not?� He swayed a little as the ship lurched down a wave, sliding bodily as though down a mountain-side, then he recovered himself. �But I have neither the time nor the desire for a discussion on ethics and principles. We will do that afterwards, if you insist��
�Afterwards! There will be no afterwards for us, Herr Fleck. The American will do as he says � he will blow us out of the water the moment we use our radio!�
�That remains to be seen.� Fleck dug a finger into the old man�s ribs. �You will now listen to me. We are within range of the cruiser�s turrets at this moment, which is why I was forced to agree to their suggestions, but we shall have the initiative, remember. It appears that they will do nothing until we transmit, which is very foolish of them. They must react quickly, very quickly, after Schillenhorst�s first transmissions, and they must also react with perfect accuracy. There will be a little time for them to make ranging shots � their first salvo must hit us. For our part, we have to ensure that it does not, that we shall have the time we need. You, therefore, Captain Lindrath, will be ready to zig-zag when I tell you, and you will also increase speed again to our maximum when I tell you. Do you understand, Captain Lindrath?�
The old man nodded. �I understand, Herr Fleck.� He brought his heels smartly together and gave a tight, formal bow. Then he turned away and walked into the chart-room. For some minutes he looked almost unseeingly out of a port, staring down at the wild waters and the wheeling gulls, his face sombre as he looked at the seas on which he had started his seafaring life, it must have been almost sixty years before. Then he moved over to a table where the chart of the area was laid out with the Moehne�s present track drawn upon it in pencil, the ship�s last calculated position marked by a neat cross. He frowned down at this chart, thoughtfully. Then a curious and fleeting excitement showed in his eyes and he took up a pencil and a pair of dividers. For a minute or so he was busy with these and with the parallel rulers and then he straightened and went back to the bridge.
He glanced at the clock on the bulkhead.
It was 1145 hours.
* * *
Shaw felt stifled, up there on the North Dakota�s bridge. He could hear his own heart, thumping away as if it had shifted into his eardrums. The risk he was asking MacKail to take� was it justified? It scared him now, the more so as he�d landed the responsibility squarely on MacKail, who would carry the memory of it to his grave if anything should go wrong.
Was this a case of his being too security-minded, a case of an agent being blinded to the real human issues? Was he looking too much to the future which, for millions of Americans in a mere few minutes� time, might simply cease to be?
There was a clock, just below the glass screen. It was ticking. It was marking those passing minutes, second by second� were they to be the last minutes of a way of life? Shaw felt an almost overwhelming impulse to cry out to MacKail, to admit to him that he�d been wrong, to get him to open fire � now, while he had the time.
But he didn�t.
This wasn�t the first time Shaw had been in a tricky situation where minutes, seconds, could make all the difference. You had to keep a clear head, he reminded himself, see the thing whole. In point of fact they did have the time to destroy the Moehne after the first transmissions, as he had said� and international relations were still important, were still vital enough to warrant the risk involved in preserving them as intact as possible.
MacKail was pacing the bridge restlessly now, up and down, up and down again. MacKail�s facial twitch � it was almost that now � and the explosive oompah were so regular that they were stretching men�s nerves to screaming-point, but all hands held back because they instinctively recognized one thing: that if MacKail didn�t pace up and down and blow out his cheeks like that then his nerves would scream out and after that he�d be done. So today more than any other day in all their lives, the Captain�s nerves were the most important of all. They couldn�t, literally, survive without MacKail.
So MacKail paced and blew and no one�s nerves broke surface.
By this late hour, all that could be done had been done. The radar was giving minute-by-minute checks on the German vessel�s range; all the North Dakota�s forward heavy guns, and all the forward and midship close-range weapons, were manned and bearing on the Moehne, constantly bearing, following each tiny alteration passed to them electrically by the control position. When finally the cruiser swept in to deliver her punch, MacKail would turn her so that all the other guns as well, every gun in the ship, would be brought to bear. A loudspeaker had been switched on from the radio-room, where a monitoring watch was being kept on the Moehne, so that reports could reach MacKail and, through him, the guns, with the absolute minimum of delay. When that loud speaker talked, so would the guns. It was as simple as that. And the range was down now to a little over a mile. When the time came � if it came � they couldn�t possibly miss.� In theory at any rate, the Moehne would vanish instantly in a great welter of smoke and flame and fragmented metal.
As they continued to drop so far to the south � and they were well south of the Horn now, after some seven hours� steaming at varying, but mainly comparatively high, speeds � the weather began to show signs of a change. The wind was dropping and the seas were tending to flatten out, and the air was sharper, colder, harder; these were dangerous waters, and there was the occasional sign of ice, and there were occasional flurries of snow or hail as the North Dakota passed through a squall. The sun was a red blob smouldering in an icy sky.�
�Radio-room to bridge!� The metallic voice, breaking suddenly into all their thoughts and fears, made everyone jump. �Canaveral reports, All Systems Go.�
MacKail nodded.
Canaveral, without even now mentioning Warmaster or her functions, was giving a running commentary on the launching and would follow the missile to its target area in the closed section of the Pacific. Just one more big missile to such people as were interested� but try to tell that to the crew of the North Dakota! Shaw had the feeling that they all sensed the truth; there was a kind of radiated tension. Glancing across at MacKail, he saw the Captain�s face whiten, saw his hands reach out and grasp the handles of the engine-room telegraph as though he could will his engines onward even faster. Everyone was watching MacKail; in those hands of his lay the whole security, the whole future of America � and the lives of many of the ships� companies� families.
And MacKail said nothing. He hadn�t spoken at all for some minutes. It was as though he had to remain poised, ready to give the order to open fire, as though he mustn�t start to speak in case he missed one vital second in passing that order when the moment came.
And now it wasn�t to be long.
The next report came within seconds. �Missile in flight. Perfectly controlled launching. All well.�
MacKail moved his head a fraction and then reached out very deliberately for a telephone. In silence he lifted it from its hook. The click as it came away was like a bomb. There was a dead silence everywhere now except for the creaking of the ship�s frames and the hollow sigh of the declining westerlies and a tick-tick-tick from the gyro as the cruiser rolled. No human sounds at all. Each man in his mind�s eye was seeing the swelling jets of flame at that Canaveral launching-pad, the tremendous fiery thrust that was sending Warmaster up and up, into the stratosphere.
Shaw�s tongue came out to moisten his lips. This was going to be it. For Fleck and Schillenhorst it was, literally, now or never. For so many millions of unsuspecting people, it was now or never.
MacKail was once again still as a statue � except for his cheeks and his eyes. He was holding the telephone cradled in his collar and his eyes were watching that loudspeaker. Shaw had never seen eyes like them. They were haunted. He remembered that MacKail had a wife and three children in Norfolk, Virginia, and that one of Warmaster�s smaller missiles carried the label: Norfolk, Virginia.
Nothing happened.
Had Fleck chucked his hand in after all, had the threat been enough? Was it possible?
Startlingly into the silence the man at the radar reported, �Captain, sir, range is increasing again. Looks like she�s cramming on speed.�
MacKail nodded, glanced briefly at Shaw. That was all. And then it came� Shatteringly from the loudspeaker, �Moehne is transmitting single letters and numbers.�
MacKail said steadily, �Commence firing. Left ten degrees rudder, steady on course one-seven-zero. Warn all gun positions, am turning left so that aft guns can bear.�
Then he slammed down the phone. Before he�d finished speaking the North Dakota�s forward turrets had answered him, had sent their shells flinging across the turbulent cold seas towards the Moehne.
Fleck was flat on the deck now, sheltering but unhurt as the metal screamed overhead. He snapped, �Tell the control room to keep on with the transmissions. No one is to leave his post or he will be shot.� When Lindrath had passed the message he said, �Captain, you will increase speed right up to full and start zig-zagging.�
Lindrath bent to the engine-room voice-pipe. His voice was steel-hard, determined � and oddly exultant now. He said, �Chief. Emergency full ahead.�
With their quick acceleration the Moehne�s powerful engines beat strongly and vigorously into fresh life and sent her flinging through the seas. The cruiser no longer closed the gap, but shells still dropped around the German ship. There was a heavy concussion aft and she shuddered throughout her length, like a duck shaking its tail. Then another, amidships. Debris flew up abaft the bridge and one of the funnels lurched sideways like a drunken man. Screams reached the bridge, the terrible screams of men in torment. At once the engine-room reported that so far the engines were intact. Then Fleck, who was standing now, was on the phone again, this time to the control room.
�Schillenhorst� you are all right?�
�I am all right,� came the scientist�s ugly voice. �The transmission itself goes well technically, but there is a little delay due to the shake-up of my instruments. I need another forty-five seconds� they must settle down a little, you understand?�
Fleck snapped, �Be as quick as you can.� He put the phone down, his eyes gleaming. He walked past Lindrath towards the after part of the bridge, where he could get a clear view of the cruiser and the gunsmoke that swirled over her decks, mingling with the spray kicked up by her speed. He looked also at the Moehne�s own creaming wake and a look of puzzlement and then of fury, showed in his eyes. He swung round.
�Lindrath� Lindrath!�
�Herr Fleck?�
�Why are you not zig-zagging? Why do you not obey my order?� As Lindrath walked across towards him Fleck turned away again, pointing with a shaking finger at the wake. �It is dead straight, the wake! Why is this, why��
Lindrath�s voice was calm and collected. �Please turn around, Herr Fleck.�
�What�� Despite the calmness, there was something peculiar in Lindrath�s tone, and Fleck swung round sharply, his face tight with anger. He looked right into the mouth of a Luger.
Lindrath, his eyes cold now, said, �You will order Schillenhorst to cease transmitting or I shall shoot you. You are a madman, Fleck. I should have acted long, long before� it is my regret that I did not. This goes beyond anything for which I agreed to serve as Master of this ship. And let me remind you that I am the Master. Under God, I am the Master of the Moehne!�
Fleck�s face was twisted with sheer rage but he was still in control of himself. He sneered into Lindrath�s eyes. �Shoot,� he said calmly. �I shall give no such order, and in a moment it will be too late anyway. And you will not shoot � you are too��
He broke off as the vessel gave a heavy lurch, seeming to slide sideways through the seas, pushed bodily to one side. Lindrath moved quickly, crouched behind the wheel. A moment later there were two big explosions far down in the ship and a sheet of flame and thick smoke surged up from just before the bridge. The Moehne�s foredecks opened upward and outward like the petals of a flower in the sun and fragments of red-hot metal flew like a sudden shower, metal that scored deep furrows across Fleck�s face and body as it ripped through the bridge. There was a crash as the foremast carried away and came down in a tangle of aerials to hang grotesquely over the broken rails.
Fleck�s face was a mass of blood, the eyes staring vacantly through. A hand groped vaguely for his back, where a steel splinter had sliced into him and laid his flesh open to the spine. A look of puzzlement came into that bloodied face and he moved, jerkily, not knowing where he was going. Reaching the space where a ladder should have led downward, he staggered and fell headlong to the deck below, a bloody foam surging from his lips. He lay quite still, face down on the deck. His back was broken, the lower half lying at a curiously unnatural angle to the upper half and the jagged ends of bone sticking out from the flesh and torn muscle. All along the decks men were jumping over the side. Hanson, the man with the bulbous nose, was one of them. Below in the control room everything was a fiery shambles, all the equipment gone and Hans Schillenhorst no more than fragments of flesh and bone and sinew.
The bridge was a shambles too. Only Captain Lindrath was relatively unhurt. Formally he passed the order by megaphone to abandon ship, and then he bent and dragged the dead helmsman away from the wheel and himself took the spokes. Holding the Moehne on her southerly course, he stood there � tall, straight, white-haired, staring ahead. A tired old man with exultancy and a new-found freedom in his eyes, an old man alone as what was left of his crew scrambled over the side and waited to be picked up by the American cruiser�s boats and nets.
* * *
�Transmissions ceased!�
This report from the radio room was delivered in a high, almost hysterical voice and it was followed by: �Whoopee! Jeez, we got the bastard!�
�Cease firing,� MacKail said.
There were smiles all round as tension flowed out of the men. They cracked jokes now, silly jokes� anything that came into their heads just had to be said. They went up to MacKail and shook his hand, slapped him on the back.
Only MacKail himself seemed to be unmoved. He blew out his cheeks rapidly and said, �That�s enough celebrating for now. We stand by to pick up survivors. Commander, they�re badly damaged but they�re still running and at this speed we won�t close �em before they burn themselves out. And they�re holding a course due south, straight as a die. So?�
Shaw was frowning, puzzled. He said, �Let�s hang on a moment while we get those survivors aboard. Fleck and Schillenhorst might be among them. I don�t believe she�s going to stop, short of us firing again and landing one in her engine-room� and I�d much rather you didn�t do that.�
MacKail put his hands on his hips and glared, but a smile lurked around the corners of his mouth. �Limey!� he said witheringly. �Thought you wanted to take her back to the States on a plate?�
�Yes, but she�s not worth it now. We must have got a direct hit in her control room � which I suppose washes out Schillenhorst, too, really. Anyway, it isn�t that.�
�Then what in heck is it?�
Shaw said slowly, �Sheer sentiment in a way. Oh, I know men in my job aren�t supposed to bother about such things, but� there�s someone aboard the Moehne who�s told his crew to get to hell out and is working out a kind of salvation for himself. That�s my guess, anyway. Lindrath� and couldn�t we just leave him to it?�
�Huh? Look, Commander, with all due respect, the old guy must be a nut. We�re not all that far off the ice.�
�That,� Shaw said, �is exactly what I mean.�
MacKail gave him a look, then turned away. He hunched his shoulders and glared out ahead but he didn�t say anything more. Shaw grinned to himself. And the North Dakota, after stopping to pick up the shivering survivors, which they did in double-quick time, acquiring Nosey Hanson in the process, raced on again. She didn�t close the flaming, smoking Moehne by more than perhaps a couple of cables� lengths thereafter. During that time reports were coming through from Canaveral. Warmaster, it seemed, had been a complete success. There had been a few anxious moments when some radio interference with her control procedure had been noted, but she had passed successfully out of the earth�s atmosphere and had discharged her load into the Pacific, dead on target. There was still no mention of her name, her cargo, or her potential; no details would be released even now and the reports were in fact prosaic. But to the men of the North Dakota those radio messages were deliverance from a terrible fear, a fear no less terrible because they hadn�t been fully briefed.
At 1238 hours MacKail, who had been looking out ahead through binoculars, suddenly roared, �All engines stop!�
As the telegraphs went over Shaw jumped for the fore part of the bridge. Staring ahead he saw the Moehne give a convulsive lurch to starboard and then right herself. In the next second her bows rode high, as if the ship were climbing. She held the pose for a moment, then her bows dipped and dropped sharply, finally. The distant crunch and the scream of distorted, tearing steel swept back over the water to the listeners aboard the cruiser.
MacKail said laconically, �Ice. Hit at darn near thirty-three knots. Must have ripped the bottom out of her. I guess the flooding�ll take care of her reactor, now. She hasn�t long to go.� He half turned. �What you expected, isn�t it?�
Shaw nodded. �Lindrath knew this part of the world, probably better than any man living. This was what he wanted.�
The North Dakota moved onward, under her own momentum now, her engines still. MacKail took her as near as he dared, then checked her way with his engines moving astern. He said, �Nothing we can do, Commander. There�s only Lindrath left alive. We know that from the survivors� reports.�
�Yes��
They were watching through glasses now. Shaw saw a white-haired figure come slowly out on to the shattered, buckled bridge-wing of the Moehne, saw a hand lifted in salute against the backcloth of the fire and the smoke for�ard. Then, just two seconds later, there was a long, tearing noise, a sound of death and total destruction � the death of a ship. The Moehne seemed to fold inward upon herself, her remaining mast collapsing and the bridge super-structure appearing to curl itself like paper around the Master. The noise of her death-agonies still came echoing across the wastes as the surrounding ice appeared to lift along her sides, opening to receive her. There was a final red glare and a long hiss as the fires were doused by the water, steam rose into the air briefly, and then, slowly at first and then faster, the Moehne disappeared beneath the ice-field.
Shaw found that his palms were sweating and he was trembling. Old Lindrath, at all events, had followed the tradition of the sea in his own way�
MacKail said crisply, �All engines ahead two thirds, left fifteen degrees rudder. Let�s get the hell out of here.�
* * *
�Moscow,� Pullman said some days later, �will know all about the test by now, of course, so will the other outfit. And so what?� He chuckled. �So ends a dream of conquest � two dreams of conquest, I reckon! The Russians are going to be God-almighty sick at being scooped after all.� He looked up. �People will say that bunch were crazy � but they could have pulled it off. We know that now� because they damn near did! I�d say you did pretty well, you and MacKail between you.�
Shaw shrugged that off. �MacKail was the boy � not me. He had the whole weight. I wouldn�t have wanted his job.� He added, �Sorry we couldn�t preserve the ship and those two so-and-so�s, sir.�
�Oh, don�t worry, son. We�ll get over that! We�ve got Hanson and Cassidy and some others, and they�re singing like birds.�
�What about the come-backs?�
�Internationally? Won�t be any. They transmitted � and technically we didn�t sink the Moehne, did we?�
Shaw grinned. �Technically, no! Thanks to Lindrath��
Pullman nodded and twitched his eyebrows. He gave an almost unconscious sigh. �Well, he was a brave old guy, whatever he�d been mixed up in till then.�
�Yes, sir. He talked to me once about the traditions of the sea, the old traditions. I�d say he kept faith with them� they meant a lot to him, you know. He was, oddly perhaps in the circumstances, that rare thing � a genuinely honourable man. They were, of course, in his day. That�s why I didn�t want Captain MacKail to go in and take him in the end. Somehow I didn�t see old Lindrath in a prison cell.�
Pullman got to his feet and walked jerkily across to a cupboard. He brought out a bottle of Scotch. He said, �You know something? I guess you were dead right. Now, let�s have an off-the-record drop of the real stuff, Commander. I guess you�ve earned that!� He added, �By the way, we�ve flushed a high-level bird or two already, never mind the Hanson-Cassidy bracket.� There�s going to be one very big shake-up in some very, very unexpected quarters, some of them not a hundred miles from here. A certain gentleman and his associates will be charged with treason. It�s not just this country, either. Certain South American governments are likely to open inquiries� and when they do, I judge dives like the Casa Pluma�ll just be peanuts.� He poured some of the Scotch. �And away across the other side, I�m told, Gottlieb Hauser�s being given the works. The repercussions of all this continue!�
Shaw knew that Patricia O�Malley, who had travelled up with him from Buenos Aires, where he had left the North Dakota, would be waiting for him in her car outside the Pentagon; but before he left Pullman�s office he made a long-distance telephone call. It was to a hacienda near Concepci�n, in Bolivia; it was both a thank-you call for services rendered in contacting the British Ambassador in Buenos Aires, and at the same time it was an exploratory one. And it took some while. But at last he appeared. Patricia, tapping her fingers impatiently on the wheel and checking on a brand-new hair-do in her mirror, watched his tall, rangy figure approaching.
He was looking, she decided, mighty thoughtful about something and she had a shrewd idea what it might be.� As he neared the car she smiled up at him and pushed the door open. She said, �Well now, that took a long while, Esmonde.�
�Did it? I suppose� well, there was quite a lot to say, one way and another.� He added almost casually but with an underlying regret for things past that made her look sideways at him in concern, �I�ve been asked to an engagement party. At least I think that�s what it�ll be.�
�Uh-huh.� She avoided looking at him. �Going?�
�No. Even if I wanted to, I couldn�t. I have to get back to London and report.�
�Oh. When?�
He grinned down at her open, freckled face. �Pronto!� he said lightly.
She crinkled her nose. �But not exactly right away?�
He didn�t answer at once; he seemed rather far off, she thought. Then he came back and smiled at her nicely. �Not right away,� he admitted. �Know somewhere good for a drink and a meal?�
�Why, surely!� She let in the clutch and slid away smoothly. �It�s on Rainbow Boulevard. Number 1391�remember? The lady�s not such a bad cook and she can fix a whisky-sour with the best of them!�
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