


ISBN 0-39%-12895-b
>$15-95

THE
COMPANY
OF SAINTS

EVELYN ANTHONY

Evelyn Anthony has here written one
of her most exciting, suspenseful, and
romantic excursions into the complex
world of international terrorists and
spies.

For British secret service investi-
gator Davina Graham, the beautiful
and resourceful heroine of Albatross,
The Avenue of the Dead, and The
Defector, life has not been easy. The
KGB had murdered her Russian hus-
band. and her uncovering a traitor at
e heart of the British secret service
had siiocked and alienated her from
her sister and family. Although ap-
pointed the first female head of
British intelligence for her rigorous
loyalty, Davina was not happy until
her holiday in Venice with her lover,
Tony Walden—her first experience of
rapture in years.

But it was not to last.

On the Grand Canal, a top Ameri-
can diplomat and his daughter are
blown to pieces in a bomb attack. The
assassin escapes undetected. There is
no obvious motive, and no extremist
group claims credit. Then a chain of
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VENICE. The Queen of the Adriatic. The four golden
horses and the pigeons in St. Mark’s Square. The gondolas glid-
ing like painted swans down the lightly ruffled waters of the la-
goon. The Lido, with suntanned bathers splashing in the waves.
All the tourist claptrap came into his mind as the plane landed at
Marco Polo Airport. It was an internal flight from Milan; most of
the passengers were foreigners ending their Italian tour with a
visit to the most beautiful city in Europe. Some would say, in the
world. He had never been there before. He was born in the Do-
lomites and his hair was fair and his eyes blue. He didn’t look like
an ltalian. He had been given money and false papers. He had
booked himself into a modest pensione some ten minutes’ walk
from the Grand Canal. He lined up with his fellow passengers for
the water-bus that would take them out into the lagoon and land
them by the Rialto Bridge. It was a warm May afternoon, and the
first thing he noticed was the smell. A musty smell with refuse as
its base, hinting at rottenness beneath the surface of the blue-
green water. For him, it symbolized the mod:rn world. The ex-
cited people craning forward, pointing out the sights as they came
into view, filled him with contempt. He saw no beauty in the
splendid buildings, no romance in the extraordinary phenomenon
of a city built on water. He would welcome the day when it
crumbled and fell into the encroaching sea.
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He heaved his suitcase up and disembarked. He had a map of
the city; he walked through the dawdling crowds, a hurrying fig-
ure intent on finding refuge. The pensione was down a dark, cob-
bled side street, where the overhanging houses closed out the
light and the twentieth century. He went to his room and un-
packed. His equipment was concealed in the handle of the suit-
case. His instructions were to leave the pensione but not the city
after it was done. He was to go to a house on the Street of the As-
sassins. Nobody would think of looking for him there.

“I feel like a schoolgirl,” Davina said. “If I had a satchel I'd
swing it and start skipping.”

“You look like one,” Tony Walden said. “A very desirable
fourteen-year-old. Now aren’t you glad we came here?”

She took his arm and squeezed it. “You know I am. It’s more
beautiful than you said, and you did a pretty good PR job! All
those Canalettos and Guardis coming to life in front of our eyes. I
promise you, darling, from now on you choose where we go for a
holiday. I'll never argue again.”

He guided her through a group of students clustered in front of
the Basilica of St. Mark and steered her to the right. The canal
gleamed in the sunlight ahead of them.

“The day you don’t argue, I'll know there’s something very
wrong,” he said. “Let’s catch the water-bus back to the hotel.”

She turned to him, disappointed. “Why? I could wander round
here for hours.”

“Because I'm expecting a call,” he said.

“I thought we were supposed to be on holiday,” Davina pro-
tested. ““The trouble with you is you never stop thinking about
business.”

They boarded the big water-bus and took seats in the stern.
“Can you honestly tell me,” he countered, “that you haven’t
given thought to your office or what’s happening since we got
here?”

Davina looked at him and smiled. She did look ridiculously
young, he thought, with her hair red in the sunshine, tied back
like a teenager with a twist of blue elastic and a silly bobble on
the end.

“You win,” she said. “I did speak to Humphrey yesterday
when you were having your hair cut. And he was delighted to tell
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me that everything was running perfectly without me. What’s
your call?”

“A client in Milan,” Walden said. “Mobile Internazionale.
Very big in the European market. They make marvelous modern
furniture; I believe we could do a major promotion in the States.”
He put his arm round her. “If I get the account I'm going to buy
you a keepsake.”

He knew immediately that he had made what people called a
Freudian slip. He might have known she’d pick it up. If only she
wasn’t so incredibly alert; but then she wouldn’t have got the
job ...

“Why a keepsake? You're not going away somewhere you
haven’t told me?”

“I meant a present,” he said it quickly and was saved because
the bus bumped gently into its mooring and they had to get up.

“I don’t want presents,” Davina said as they walked toward
their hotel. “I have enough trouble with you trying to pay my
own way as it is.”

They went up in the elevator to the first floor. His insistence on
using an elevator rather than walk up the shortest flight of stairs
slightly irritated Davina. She thought it was lazy of him and she
said so. He still used the elevator.

“That’s only because you'’re afraid someone would say you
were being bribed,” he said, unlocking the door of their suite.
“The head of the SIS is banking Gucci bags in Switzerland!
Come here.” While he was kissing her he began to undo the
jaunty ponytail. Davina knew that he liked her hair hanging loose
when they made love.

She said, “What about your call from Milan?”

“I conned you,” he murmured. “It’s not due for two hours.”

Humphrey Grant left the office in Anne’s Yard twenty min-
utes early. It was a quiet time of year, a gentle May, as his deputy,
Johnson, described it, meaning that apart from the continuing cri-
sis of East-West coexistence, there was little fluctuation in the
Intelligence graph. He was having his biweekly lunch with his
former chief, Sir James White, at the Garrick Club, and over their
long association, Grant had learned to be early rather than late.
Since Sir James’s retirement, Humphrey Grant had grown closer
to him than ever before. Close enough to confess one day that he
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was living with a young man. He would never forget James
White’s reaction. The bushy white brows raised a little and the
blue eyes showed the merest flicker of surprise. He hadn’t known
whether to expect shock or, worse still, the older man’s lacerating
scorn. The response caught him off guard.

“How very brave of you to say so,” White had said. “I admire
you for this, Humphrey, although I disapprove. Are you propos-
ing to resign from the Service?”

“If you think I should, Chief,” Humphrey had said.

“I'm not the Chief anymore,” Sir James had reminded him.
“My opinion doesn’t count. You have to contend with Davina,
my dear chap. But I can give you my advice on how to deal with
her if you like. And still keep your job.”

Humphrey had taken that advice. He had gone to see her and
told her that he was a homosexual and had a lover. Sir James had
been right about her too. It took her twenty-four hours to make
up her mind. It was a decision taken after consultation with the
prime minister, she told him, and he winced, expecting the worst.
His private life was only relevant if it exposed him to blackmail.
He had forestalled any possibility of that by telling her the truth.
He had agreed to a security vetting on his lover. His confidence in
the boy was justified. He was exactly what he appeared. A simple
young man of working-class background without any affiliations,
political or homosexual, to anything or anybody, before he came
to live with Humphrey. In no way could he be regarded as a risk.

It was strange that he couldn’t feel grateful to her. Strange that
he actually hated her for letting him remain, when he knew that
she despised him for adopting a mode of life that put him and his
career at risk. She had been promoted to the post that should have
been his; now he owed his position in the Service to her and he
would never be able to forgive her.

He enjoyed his lunches with Sir James. Ironically, although he
had recommended Davina’s appointment, Sir James displayed a
veiled malice toward her that Humphrey identified very quickly.
He resented being out at grass, as he called it, and his natural bent
for mischief and intrigue focused on the woman he had elevated
to his former job. He lunched with Humphrey to hear the gossip
and to slip in odd suggestions that might cause his protégée dis-
comfort. It kept him amused and it allowed Humphrey to be
thoroughly spiteful and disloyal.

14



THE COMPANY OF SAINTS

On that pleasant May midday, after a glass of sherry in the
splendid room on the first floor, Humphrey leaned his long body
toward Sir James White and said, “I must say, it’s quite a relief to
have her out of the way. She wants everything done yesterday.
It’s not the way to get the best out of people.”

“And does Tim Johnson feel the same?” Sir James inquired.
He watched Humphrey with a kindly twinkle. He had recom-
mended Johnson to Davina. A very clever, ambitious young man,
endowed with formidable talent. Here too, Sir James had a
quirky motive. A young lion like Johnson would keep Davina
Graham on her toes. And goad poor Humphrey if he was
tempted to sulk or turn complacent. Just because he had retired,
Sir James reflected, he wasn’t obliged to be bored. Humphrey
made a grimace; his ugly face contorted, as if a skull had become a
gargoyle. He could have sat high up on a church as a waterspout,
his Chief thought at that moment. What on earth motivated the
lover . ..

“Johnson,” Humphrey said, “would like it the day before yes-
terday. They don’t like each other, of course. Too much of a
muchness.”

“Well,” Sir James said, “you’re in the driving seat, my dear
Humphrey, while she’s on holiday. Enjoy it: make Johnson run a
few circles. It’ll be good for him.”

“There’s nothing happening at the moment,” Grant said.
“Very quiet. He said so himself. I think he’d love an international
incident; he’d be quite capable of engineering trouble if he
thought he could promote himself. The Eastern desk hasn’t re-
ported anything except routine for the last month; April was dead
and 1t looks as if May will be the same.”

“Perhaps our friend Borisov is on holiday too?”” Sir James sug-
gested. “I know Franklyn is touring Europe.”

“He’s the only American I've ever had time for,” Humphrey
said primly.

“Because he takes a hard line?” Sir James raised an eyebrow.
“They all do, in the administration. They wouldn’t last long if
they didn’t.”

“Franklyn knows the Russians,” Grant countered. “He’s quite
different from the crewcut goon you had to deal with. He was
three years in Moscow and he has a very sensitive political nose.
Even Davina admits that. How do you know he’s in Europe?”
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“Oh,” Sir James said lightly, “I have a few contacts, I keep in
touch. Shall we go down to lunch?”

They were drinking coffee when he said, quite casually, “You
know Humphrey, there’s something that’s been bothering me for
some time. I think I ought to mention it. Alfred, would you bring
me the cigars?” He knew how much Grant hated people smoking.
As he lit it and puffed, Grant didn’t seem to notice. Maybe the
boy friend liked the odd fag. He chuckled to himself at the bad
joke. “It’s Davina’s good friend, Tony Walden,” he went on.
“Has anyone run a security check on him, do you know?”

Humphrey nodded. “It was the first thing she did,” he said
gloomily, “after she got the job.”

“I might have known,” James White remarked. “Davina’s not
exactly sentimental. Or rather she’s more responsible than senti-
mental. Which is a great compliment to her, of course. However,”
he played with the cigar, examining the tip for a moment, “she’s
been at the top for eighteen months. What was a clean sheet when
she started might read differently by now, a lot of doubtfuls
slipped through the vetting system at that time. Think about it,
Humphrey. I'd run a second check on Walden if I were you. Da-
vina needn’t know unless you find anything.”

Humphrey looked at him; the cigar smoke made him want to
cough. “Do you have any particular reason for suggesting this?”

“Only an instinct,” Sir James said softly. “I met him once; I
didn’t like him.”

No, Humphrey Grant thought, you wouldn’t. A Polish Jew
who made a fortune out of an advertising agency; a flamboyant
self-made man without an old school tie in his wardrobe. Not
your type at all. But Davina Graham’s type, it seemed. On holi-
day together in Venice. They’d been together for nearly three
years. But James White wouldn’t suggest a check on the man just
because he didn’t like him. In twenty-five years his instinct for
something wrong had only failed once. And that particular failure
was drinking himself to death in Moscow.

“I’ll take a look at Walden,” he said. “I'll let you know what
happens.”

They got out their diaries and fixed a date in two weeks’ time.

He had been given the code name “Italy.” They were all
known by the country of their birth. He had been well briefed on
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how to melt into the background. The great mistake was to arouse
curiosity. In a city that delighted in gossip and lived the best part
of its life in cafés, the recluse would cause comment. He must talk
to his fellow guests and to the padrone in the pensione. He must
tell them about his interest in architecture, paint the false picture
of home and family that had been created for him, and he would
be absorbed and forgotten. He was not gregarious by nature.
Talking to strangers was an ordeal. But the time was short
enough, and he spent the mornings walking the route, and going
up and down by bus and gondola past the hotel on the Grand
Canal. Finally he went into the hotel itself. The famous Gritti
Palace, once owned by a Venetian nobleman, had been adapted to
provide every luxury for those who could afford it.

He felt conspicuous going into the bar that overlooked the
canal, but his clothes were expensive and there were numbers of
young men like him drinking Camparis or Scotch. He didn’t ex-
pect to see the target. Familiarize yourself with the background,
get to know how people move in and out, when the vaporettos
pull in for the evening runs, for the morning expeditions to the
Cipriani out in the lagoon. Stand on the landing stage, sink your-
self in the atmosphere so that nothing can take you by surprise.
You won'’t need any of the things you’ll observe and memorize if
the plan goes well. But you may if it doesn’t.

When the target came through the door and into the bar, he
glanced up briefly, then finished his Scotch and left the hotel. If
the planned method failed, then the bar at the Gritti could pro-
vide an alternative. He had seen the man accompanying the tar-
get. A bodyguard, naturally. He would keep the alternative as a
very probable reserve.

Walden was asleep; he looked older, Davina thought, when the
curtain came down and the extrovert retired out of the spotlight.
His energy, his enthusiasms, his diversity of interests might ex-
haust at times, or tempt her into argument, but she had never
been bored. As he lay beside her in the golden sunlight, he was a
tired man in his late forties, with a vulnerability that touched her
deeply.

She knew him better than anyone else, including his former
wife and the present incumbent, or the numerous women he had
had as lovers. Davina had seen him almost broken once, and quite
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alone. A man with everything and nothing, except her. That was
when she had fallen in love with him, long before they became
lovers. They were so different outwardly that they should have
been incompatible. But he made no demands. She lived her pro-
fessional life as a single woman, unencumbered by personal ties.
She couldn’t have done the job otherwise, in spite of feminist ar-
guments that men married and ran high-level careers. She
couldn’t have and didn’t want to try. And equally she stood aside
for Tony Walden. His business commitments, his family duties
came first. What was free in their lives they reserved for them-
selves. He had wanted to buy her an apartment. She refused; she
could afford a comfortable co-op in a sedate area near Sloane
Square. She wouldn’t let him give her expensive things like furs
and the car that had been delivered last Christmas and had to be
sent back. He had made a joke about her vulnerability to bribes.
But it was based on hard fact. She couldn’t take and she couldn’t
give, except on a modest scale that suited her much better. Minks
and Mercedeses reminded her of her sister Charlie. She didn’t
want to think about her. Or her parents, with their chilly re-
sponse to her approaches. That hurt as much as ever, and Walden
had stopped trying to bring the family together. They wouldn’t
let him. They hadn’t forgiven Davina for ruining their daughter’s
life. And contrary to her past form, Charlie Kidson had stayed at
home with her baby son, and there wasn’t a man in view.

According to the reports coming from Moscow, it wouldn’t be
long before she was a widow. Davina sighed and turned onto her
back. The ceiling was painted; centuries of sunlight and modern
pollution had faded the erotic nudes and the lascivious cupids.
They were a soft blur in the painted sky, a suggestion of the silky,
sensual figures that had aroused the passions of dead men and
women.

Walden had insisted upon staying at the Gritti Palace. Davina
would have preferred somewhere less ostentatious, less formida-
bly expensive. But he had a childish love of luxury. He enjoyed
being pampered, wallowing, as she unkindly put it, in red plush;
he disarmed her by an innocent reminder of his hungry, hunted
boyhood in Poland. He had earned the fleshpots. He wasn’t an
upper-class Anglican with a guilt complex about spending money
on being comfortable. They were going to the Gritti for their hol-
iday. When they went to Paris they stayed at the Ritz, and in
New York, he took a suite at the Plaza. She had learned to live
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with it. And, she admitted to herself, to like it too. She got up,
careful not to wake him. He worked at a ferocious pace; he
wouldr’t admit it, but he needed the break. He was actually very
tired. She looked at her watch. The phone call from Milan wasn’t
due for another forty minutes. She went into the bathroom,
showered, and put on one of the long, uncrushable shifts that
were a godsend to travelers. Their bedroom opened out onto a
balcony not wide enough to stand on; she perched on the win-
dow sill and leaned out. The panorama fascinated her. The faint
smell of tainted water rose from the canal, the swish of waves fol-
lowing the water-buses and the motor cruisers lapped against the
walls below; to the left the exquisite Church of Santa Maria Della
Salute gleamed whitely against the darkening blue sky.

London seemed a million miles away; the pleasant room on the
first floor of the town house in Anne’s Yard might have been on
the moon. She had talked to Humphrey Grant, needing reassur-
ance that everything was well; then she had forgotten him, and
Johnson, and the excitement and the problems of work. That was
the real purpose of a holiday. To escape from reality, to refresh
the mind and the body for a return to the real world. She loved
her work. She loved the challenge of it and the sense of personal
achievement. She had succeeded and confidence glowed inside
her. And she was confident in her own feminine nature too. It
was a Russian who had given her that. After his death she had
taken off the wedding ring. She would never put another in its
place.

She didn’t hear Walden approach. He moved very quietly,
which was surprising because he was stockily built, and could
run to fat if he wasn’t careful. He put his hands on her shoulders
and was pleased to feel her start.

He loved his little victories. They made him feel good. He en-
joyed telling her something she didn’t know, creeping up on her
unsuspected, proving that in spite of everything, she wasn’t al-
ways on an equal footing.

“You'll catch cold, sitting in that draft.”

“Don’t be silly, it’s beautifully warm. Why don’t you go and
have a bath before your Milanese call comes through?”

“Why don’t you stop being bossy?” He kissed her neck.

“What shall we do this evening?”

He reached over and pulled the long window shut. “If you get
a cold,” he said, “you’ll give it to me. So you mustn’t be selfish.
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There’s a marvelous restaurant off the Piazza San Marco. Why
don’t we go there?”

“Why not?” Davina got up. “We can have a drink in the bar
first.”

When the man called “Italy” went back to his pensione for
dinner, the girl who sat behind the desk called out to him. His
brother had telephoned. Would he call back as soon as possible?
The young man said thank you, yes. Could he use the phone in
the padrone’s ofhce?—it would save him going out. She opened
the office for him and he dialed the number he knew by heart.
The contact was on schedule; he hoped the message would con-
firm his plan. The door was closed, but he was certain the girl
would try to listen. The Venetians were as curious as their colo-
nies of cats. After five rings the number answered. For her benefit
he wasted a full minute asking about his parents and nonexistent
nieces and nephews, and then he opened the real conversation.

“Venice is a miracle,” he said. “I've never had such a good holi-
day.”

The voice on the line responded. “They’re going to the Ci-
priani for lunch tomorrow. Proceed as arranged. If there are difh-
culties have you an alternative?”

“Yes,” “Italy” answered. “I've already provided for that. But I
think the original route will be the best one. Kiss the family for
me.” He rang off. He said to the girl outside, “I've left a hundred
lire for the call.”

She looked up at him with an expectant smile. “Everything
well at home?”

He nodded. “I should have sent a postcard—my mother wor-
ries.”

“All mothers worry,” she said.

He ran up the short flight of stairs to his room. They had a
contact in the Gritti Hotel. It was wonderful how well informed
they were. Little links in an enveloping chain, and all along the
line the connections were broken so that the links couldn’t lead to
other links. Who was working for them in the Gritti? A waiter, a
chambermaid, one of the switchboard operators . . . someone with
sharp ears and a telephone number to ring with information. A
tiny link in the human chain that was known to its members as
the Company of Saints.
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The target was lunching at the famous Island Hotel the next
day. The motor launch left the Gritti just before noon; he had al-
ready timed it, followed it in a hired motorboat. Everything was
planned on his part. But if anything went wrong, then he would
use the alternative plan and attack in the hotel itself. There would
be innocent casualties—his shoulders lifted unconsciously as he
dismissed the qualm. Individual lives were not important com-
pared to the objective. He didn’t rely on reaching his haven in the
Street of the Assassins. Nothing mattered but the target and the
plan. He pulled his suitcase out from under the bed. The handle
unscrewed and the small metal cylinder, insulated in rubber
against metal detection at the airport, fitted into his hand. It
looked like a short cigar tube. He checked it, replaced it, and went
down to the crowded room where the clients ate their dinner in
the evenings. He paid his bill, had a glass of wine with the pa-
droneand his wife and said how sorry he was to be going the next
morning. His next stop was the ancient city of Padua, where he
wanted to study the cathedral. Such a pity that so much industry
was creeping round the coastline. The padrone agreed, but then
he shrugged. Without industry there was no work; Venice in the
winter was cold and dead, shrouded like a widow in her gray sea
mists. They talked well, the man called “Italy” admitted, with an
ear for a poetic phrase. They’d be talking about something else
this time tomorrow. He nodded, agreeing with the old man’s
nonsense. Industry for the benefit of the few at the expense of the
many. Pollution for profit, exploitation for the sake of those al-
ready bloated with money like gas-filled corpses.

They said goodbye to him and sent a present of a bottle of wine
to his table. They liked him; he despised them for it. If they re-
membered him at all, it would be as one of themselves. He drank
the wine and called them names under his breath. He went early
to bed and slept very well. When the morning came he was fresh,
and only the slightest flickering of a nerve near his left eye be-
trayed his excitement.

The temperature had risen unexpectedly; the sun blazed off the
canal as he walked to the Rialto Bridge and the stage where he
had found his hired motorboat. Business was brisk already; he
pushed and shoved his way to the front and hailed one of the two
empty boats remaining.

“Go to the Gritti Palace,” he said. He stripped off his jacket;
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the heat was lapping over them. “Slowly,” he said. “Just idle
along, I don’t want to miss anything. Then pull up by the Gritti;
I want to sketch the fagade.”

“Can’t do that,” the boatman said. “There’s no mooring place
on the other side and you can’t tie up there; it’s a concession and I
don’t have it.” He said something in dialect that sounded, and
was, a very vulgar curse.

“Never mind,” “Italy” said. He had known about the mooring
and the concession. “Just go there and take your time.” He
checked his watch and reckoned they would reach the hotel just
as the Cipriani boat pulled out. He sat crouched forward slightly
as they made a leisurely way up the Grand Canal; the boatman
pointed out a few landmarks and then gave up when he saw that
his passenger wasn’t listening. He wasn’t taking much interest in
the palazzi on either side of them either; his jacket had fallen off
the seat and was lying in a patch of water at the bottom of the
boat. He must remember to mop it up when this sullen craphead
got out. He could get his feet wet, so far as he cared.

The Cipriani boat was just ahead of them. He could see the
target very clearly, wearing white, sitting forward by the bow.

“Why don’t you have the concession?”” He asked the question
suddenly.

The driver turned to look at him. “Because I can’t pay for it,”
he said. “In Italy, you want something, you have to grease the
other man’s hand. You're an Italian, you ought to know that!”

“I think the practice stinks,” the young man said. “Get up
close, give the rich bastards a few waves.”

“I’'ll lose my license,” the Venetian said.

“No wonder they get away with it,” “Italy” sounded contemp-
tuous. “You looked as if you had balls. But stll . ..”

It was a challenge no Italian could ignore. The accelerator
drowned out the richness of the language, remarkable for its
scope and imagery. The little boat cut close to the cruiser. He
slipped the cylinder out of his pocket, leaned slightly over the
side and trailed his hand in the water. [t was a technique he had
practiced over and over again in simulated conditions. When to
activate the magnetic device. The wash from the little vaporetto
gently rocked the bigger boat. As they sped past, “Italy” pressed
the tiny homing button and released the cylinder. The waves
carried it backward and the metal hull of the cruiser drew it inex-
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orably through the water. He had seen the hurried screening of
his target by the security men pretending to be passengers, when
his little craft came close. Much good that human shield would do
him now.

The Venetian said sullenly, “Where do you want to go?” No
balls, eh . . . he’d charge the pig double for that remark.

“Get a move on,” the man said abruptly, looking over his
shoulder. “Go to the Lido.” He hoped they’d get clear, but he had
taken no chance of the mine going astray. He had released it
within the distance of maximum accuracy.

What was the saying—the only reliable assassins are Bulgari-
ans, because they blow themselves up as well?> He checked his
watch; they had gathered speed very quickly, partly because the
Venetian was hoping it would upset his passenger. The little va-
poretto was skimming out toward the lagoon. “Italy” felt a surge
of panic in those last few seconds when he turned again to stare
after the cruiser. Thirty seconds was the timing after the mine at-
tached itself. He had turned round when the explosion boomed
out, shaking the air and convulsing the water. A pall of thick
black smoke rose into the air, shot through with piercing tongues
of orange flame.

“My God,” the Venetian swung the wheel and cut the engine;
the little boat curved into a semicircle and then lost speed. “My
God, what was that?”

“I don’t know,” his passenger said. “It sounded as if something
blew up.”

“We should go back,” the driver said. “If it was a boat.”

“What can we do? I want to go to the Lido.”

“Then swim!” The Venetian’s temper blazed. He wasn’t going
to drive off and leave the accident. Seamen didn’t desert one an-
other. Also he was curious.

He didn’t get time to start the engine. The passenger killed him
with a blow that broke his neck as if he had been a dangling
rabbit.

The body slumped and he climbed over, pushing it aside,
shoving it down and out of sight. He had exceeded his instruc-
tions. But never mind. There had been too much incident to let
the man live. He would remember cutting in on the other boat,
remember the jibe that had made him break the law of the canals.
[t was better to kill him. Sirens were wailing close astern. There
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were boats converging on what lay behind him; nobody even
glanced at the little taxi boat as it began its journey through the
waterway. He saw a beach near the Lido; it was stony and unin-
viting. Nobody swam or sunbathed there when the gleaming
sands of the huge public beach beckoned only a few hundred
yards further on. He cut the engine and took his time. He tied the
dead man down with his own anchor; he found a box with a few
tools, and kneeling on the floor, he smashed a hole through the
deck below the waterline. The sea gushed in. He switched on the
engine and wedged the dead man against the wheel, her bows
pointing out to sea. She began to move forward, as he dived off
the side. He idled in the water, watching her make way, listing as
the hull filled up. She’d be well out from the shore by the time
she sank. There were no craft in sight. Luck was on his side. La
Bella Fortuna. He turned and swam toward the empty beach.
When he reached it, the boat had vanished. He stripped and lay
in the sun while his clothes dried. A shirt, trousers, canvas shoes.
The jacket was ruined. He bundled it over his arm when he set
off. He caught a water-bus back late in the afternoon. Everyone
hurried to see the signs of the disaster that had happened on the
Grand Canal. Bits of blackened debris still floated, and the smoke
and fumes hadn’t cleared. Someone, God knows who, had
dropped a wreath of red and white flowers onto the water, where
Henry Franklyn, United States secretary of defense, had been
blown to pieces just before one o’clock that day.

“Well,” Humphrey Grant remarked, “You were complaining
about things being too quiet. We'll have enough excitement
now.”

Tim Johnson tried not to look pleased. Ever since the news
came in on the telex, the adrenaline had been pumping through
him. He had hunted with his uncle in Galway as a boy; the love
of excitement and challenge had been born in him as he flew over
jagged gray walls and galloped across the wild terrain. He still
hunted on odd weekends, but it was not the same. Now he pur-
sued human quarry.

Davina’s telex had followed within an hour. Johnson was to fly
to Venice immediately; Humphrey was to contact the Agenzia di
Sicurezza and ask for full cooperation with their British col-
leagues. An explosives expert was to follow Johnson as quickly as
possible.
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“I think Davina’s pushing this too far,” Humphrey grumbled.
“The Agenzia people are notoriously touchy about outsiders.”

“They’re notoriously inefficient too,” Johnson retorted. He de-
tested the Old Boys Network attitude. Davina Graham didn’t
care whose toes she stepped on and he admired her for it. “I think
it’s a good idea.”

Humphrey didn’t look up from his desk as he answered.
“When you've worked with the Italians as long as I have,” he
said, “you’ll find they’re as good in their way as anybody. What
time’s your plane?”

“Six-thirty,” Johnson said. Patronizing old prune, he said to
himself, looking at the balding top of Grant’s head. Never looks
you in the eye when he’s giving out.

Grant’s head came up and stared at him as if he’d spoken out
loud. “Then why don’t you catch it?”

Johnson didn’t bang the door. He didn’t care about Humphrey.
Humphrey had nowhere to go but the green fields of retirement.

His wife was waiting at Heathrow with a small bag; they’d
been married for seven years and had twin boys. Johnson loved
his family; his wife was very understanding about his job. They
kissed and he said, “Darling, I don’t know when I'll be back. Ill
bring the boys something.” Four hours later he was met by a
senior officer of the Italian anti-terrorist squad and driven by pri-
vate launch to the Gritti Palace hotel.

“I'm sorry about this,” Davina said. “I'm afraid our holiday’s
gone up in smoke.”

Walden held her hand. “Of course it has.” He looked shaken,
sallow under the suntan. “I can’t stop thinking about it,” he said.
“We could have been on that launch.”

“Not a chance,” Davina answered quietly. “Everyone on board
was part of Franklyn’s security guard. Nobody got a place on any
boat when he was in it. They saw to that.”

He looked up at her suddenly. “You knew he was staying
here?”

“Yes,  knew. I recognized him when he walked into the restau-
rant last week. He had his daughter with him. The wife died last
year.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?” He sounded subdued.

Davina was surprised at how much the tragedy had shaken
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him. She said very gently, “Darling, I didn’t say anything be-
cause I couldn’t. What was the point? Franklyn was traveling in-
cognito, showing the poor girl round Europe. The whole thing
was being kept as quiet as possible to give them a chance to enjoy
themselves. He’s not a well-known face; he never went on TV
like a lot of them. They were very tightly screened, and it might
well have worked.”

“But it didn’t,” Walden countered. “Somebody knew who he
was all right and the so-called bloody screen didn’t stop them
being blown up in broad daylight on the Grand Canal! Why can’t
you go home and let this Tim Johnson take over out here? What
good can you do?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “But I was on the scene and
Johnson wasn’t. You’re not worrying about me, are you? Tony,
for God’s sake, don’t be silly. I'm not in any danger.”

He said angrily, “If they knew about Franklyn, what’s to stop
them having a go at you?”

“Nothing,” she admitted. “Except it doesn’t work like that.
The bosses don’t attack one another. That’s the unwritten law. 1
don’t worry about Borisov having a crack at me, Brunson at CIA
doesn’t either, Borisov doesn’t worry about us. Nobody has ever
broken that rule. It’s understood.”

“In other words Franklyn was murdered by the KGB?” He
had turned away from her, looking out of their window. It was
dark, but the flashlights of the river police were playing over the
water outside. The area where the boat had blown up was roped
off up to a hundred yards on either side. Water traffic passing by
was limited to three knots. No flights had been allowed out of
Marco Polo Airport; the railway link with the mainland was
closed. “The radio said it was a terrorist organization.”

“That’s a pretty good description of the KGB,” Davina an-
swered. She came up to him. “Tony, you mustn’t let this get on
top of you. You've always known what I did. You know as well as
I do that there are risks involved. But not for me. That’s the irony
of the damned job. We're the generals; we don’t get into the firing
line. Now please, come on. Let’s go down and have a drink and
wait for Johnson.”

“It’ll be crawling with police,” Walden muttered. “The place is
full of them. I'd like to move.”

“All right, we will, as soon as I've seen Tim.”
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He put his arms round her and held her for a moment. “I love
you so much,” he said. “That’s the trouble.” 1

“The trouble,” Davina said, “would be if you stopped. One
day, I'll tell you just how pointless my life would be without you.
Now let’s go down, shall we?”

The bar was full; the trade in drinks had been brisk ever since
the police said the hotel could function normally. Statements had
been taken from the guests and staff. Davina and Walden were
excused after she identified herself. They would confer with the
head of Sicurezza. He had set up his headquarters in the Agenzia
Polizie in the Via Leonardo Da Vinci. There was only one topic
of conversation among the American, British, and German tour-
ists; the Italians kept themselves in a group, embarrassed and
shamed by what had happened. Davina and Walden were drawn
in in spite of their efforts to tuck themselves into a corner.

“How dreadful,” a pretty young English girl kept saying,
“How ghastly ...” .

“It’s the Red Brigade,” her husband insisted. “Just like the way
they killed that poor devil—the politician—what’s his name?”

“Aldo Moro,” Davina suggested.

“That’s right—bloody savages, that’s what those people are.
The Germans had the right idea. . . . They knew how to deal with
Baader, whatever it was, Group.”

“Baader-Meinhof,” Davina spoke again.

“That’s right,” he repeated. “They hanged themselves in
prison, or so the Germans said.”

“We were out when it happened,” the pretty girl was saying to
Walden, leaning close toward him as if they were all conspirators.
“I don’t think I want to stay here now. I keep thinking about it—
did you see all those awful bits floating around on the canal ...”

“There’s Tim,” Davina interrupted. She smiled briefly at the
couple. “Excuse me. Goodnight.”

It surprised her how well Johnson and Tony Walden got on.
They talked about the flight, Johnson made a joke at the expense
of the local carabinieri, which made Walden laugh, and after that
he seemed to relax. They went upstairs to the suite, where John-
son opened the window and leaned out. The lights were playing
over the black water; a gondola with a load of tourists came close
enough for the serenade “O Sole Mio” to float like a lament over
the hum of passing launches.
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“I don’t know what they expect to find by now,” Johnson re-
marked. “I gather there wasn’t much left to bury. Analysis would
tell us what sort of explosive they used.”

“Does it matter?” Walden queried.

“It could be a pointer,” Johnson explained. “The more sophis-
ticated the device, the easier to eliminate groups that couldn’t get
hold of it.”

“But it has to be the Russians,” Walden said. Johnson glanced
at Davina.

She answered the question he hadn’t asked. “It’s all right,” she
said. “You can talk in front of Tony. This is only routine stuff.
Later,” she reached out and touched his hand, “We’ll have to go
into a huddle. When our Italian friend arrives.”

The house on the Street of the Assassins had a small television
set. The man whose name was “Italy” ate his meal of spaghetti
alle vongole sitting in front of it. He listened to the commentators,
saw TV replays of the scene on the Grand Canal, watched the
night cameras relaying the continued activity in the area. There
was a young woman in the house; she had opened the door, and
given him a kiss as soon as he was inside.

“Congratulations,” was all she said. It was a small, very dark
house, low-ceilinged and with narrow windows; it belonged to a
Venetian antique dealer, who relished the historical significance
of his address, and enjoyed himself filling the sinister little
building with early furniture and some rare Renaissance bronzes
whose owners didn’t know what they were selling. His shop was
closed for renovations; part of the lower floor showed subsidence
due to the waters of the canal. He had moved his stock upstairs,
called in the builders and gone off on a buying expedition with
his wife to Rome. His daughter had stayed behind.

The girl came and stood behind his chair, watching the screen
in silence. Messages of outrage were coming in from world lead-
ers. The pope’s image appeared, and the girl laughed. “You've
made quite a stir, ‘Italy.””

The man looked over his shoulder at her. “Shut up,” he said.
The report returned to the Grand Canal; there was nothing new
to tell the audience. The taxi boat had not been found. He leaned
forward and switched the TV off. He felt the girl’s excitement
coming at him like electric waves. Some of the women were like
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that. Death gave them an orgasm. As soon as someone was killed
they wanted to fuck. He didn’t feel like it. “I'm going to bed,” he
said. “And not with you. So cool off.”

She shrugged. She was very slim, very dark-eyed, with the
olive skin of the true Venetian. Somewhere, centuries back, there
had been a Moor in the bed of a Valdorini. “Suit yourself,” she
said. A pity. She liked men with his coloring. But he might feel
different tomorrow. Then so might she. She took the tray away
and washed the dishes by hand. She had been brought up to be
economical. They didn’t use the machine unless it was full. By
eleven-thirty the lights were out and the house was a blind face in
the crumbling wall of ancient houses. The water ran close to the
edge of the narrow street outside, and a sinister humped bridge,
too narrow to cross except in single file, spanned the sluggish
flow. And in that flow, carried by the unseen tides that crept in
from the sea, floated the remains of the boat, and of the people
who had died that morning.

Alfredo Modena was in his sixties. He was a quiet, rather dour
man who could have been an academic. He spoke excellent
English, also German and French. He joined Davina and Johnson
just before midnight. Walden had excused himself after dinner.

“I'm sorry to be so late,” Modena said. “My headquarters is
like a madhouse. There are times when I'd like to shoot every
media man on sight!”

“I don’t envy you,” Davina said. ““The last thing you need in a
situation like this is outsiders getting in the way.” Be tactful,
Humphrey had advised on the telephone. You have a unique op-
portunity to get in on the investigation, but remember how
touchy the Italians are. . .. She decided to be tactful, as he’d said.
“Signor Modena, I hope you don’t put me in that category. As I
happened to be practically on the spot and staying in the same
hotel, I felt you'd understand my request for information.” He
wasn’t going to respond. She saw the resentment in his eyes as he
looked at her.

“The United States is pr1nc1pally involved,” he said, “I am ex-
pecting a planeload of their people. I have to give them priority,
as far as any information is concerned. All I can make available to
you, Signorina Graham, are the preliminary reports.” He handed
a thin file to Davina. “There’s nothing much there. We're waiting
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for the forensic reports and laboratory tests. Then we’ll have a
clearer picture of what happened. But it’s definitely murder. The
gas tank exploded, but only after a primary explosion of great
force set it off.”

“That would be pretty obvious to anyone who saw the boat go
up,” Davina said. “Nobody suggested it was an accident at our
end.”

“But accidents occur,” Modena’s tone was sharp. “And not
only in Italy.”

“Prunehead was right,” Johnson said to himself, “they cer-
tainly don’t like outside interference.”

Davina said, “What most concerns us, Signore Modena, is
whether this is an Italian organization or an international one.
What is your view?”

“Until I have studied all the reports and collated all my facts,
Signorina, I don’t have a view.” He detested abrasive, abrupt
women who squared up to men as equals. But then he was old-
fashioned. The English had made a woman head of their govern-
ment. It wouldn’t happen in Italy.

“But you must have a private opinion,” Tim Johnson decided
to take it up. “Is it the Red Brigade?”

Modena shrugged. “It could be. It could be the Dutch Red
Hand, or what’s left of the Baader-Meinhofs coming back into the
picture. Or the PLO. After all, Franklyn was a Jew.”

“But not a Zionist,” Davina said. She glanced quickly at John-
son. We’re wasting our time, the signal said. Let’s cut it short.

She stood up, “Thank you for coming to see us. Mr. Johnson
will be here for the next few days and anxious to consult with
you. I'll be on my way to London tomorrow. As I said, I don’t
envy you. Especially when the CIA arrive in force.”

There was anger in his voice. “They are already blaming us for
lack of protection. I believe my government will point out that
you can’t protect someone unless you know they’re in your coun-
try. I can’t think how our American colleagues could have taken
such a risk with a public figure.”

“Perhaps they thought it was less of a risk than letting other
people know,” Davina answered. “We mustn’t keep you; good-
night, Signore Modena. I hope you catch whoever did it.”

He shook her hand without enthusiasm. “I shall do my best.
Goodnight.”
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When he had gone, Johnson said. “That was below the belt,
wasn’t it, Miss Graham? He didn’t like that last crack at all.”

“It happens to be true,” she said. “The country’s so bloody
riddled with Mafia and corruption of every kind that nobody
would trust them with anything. But there wasn’t any reason
why Franklyn couldn’t take a private holiday with his daughter,
using another name. Whoever got him has contacts at the highest
level. Which rather answers my question, don’t you think?”

“Borisov,” Johnson nodded. “If they had a go at the pope
through a Bulgarian terrorist outlet, why not this? Why not?”

“He’s very good at getting people killed,” Davina said quietly.

It was a long time ago, Johnson remembered, but she hadn’t
forgotten. Her husband had been murdered in Australia. Igor
Borisov had planned the assassination. He was a junior officer
then; now he was the head of the KGB, the exact counterpart to
Davina Graham. What would happen, he wondered, if those two
ever met?

“I don’t think we’ll get much help from their lab people,” Tim
said after a pause. “Or the autopsy. I don’t think Sicurezza’s
going to share anything with anyone.”

“They aren’t,” Davina lit a cigarette. She had tried to give up
the habit, nagged by Walden; her resolution was forgotten then.
“And if they don’t like us asking questions, I wish the buggers
joy when the CIA get here.”

Johnson paused by the door. “Are you going back tomorrow?”

“I'm leaving here,” she said. “It’s supposed to be our holiday.
I’ll have to see.”

He went down the corridor, humming the gondoliers’ sugary
serenade. O Sole Mio. Oh, my soul. “Our holiday.” She didn’t
miss a trick and she didn’t give a damn what people thought. He
admired her for it but he didn’t find it attractive.

Walden was sitting up reading when Davina came in. “How
did it go, darling?” There was no resentment for being left out,
thank God. No macho nonsense. He understood the job and its
demands upon them both. She came and kissed him gratefully.

“You are a love,” she said. “Sorry I was so long. I needn’t have
bothered, actually.”

“Why not?” He put his book aside. He knew that stubborn
look and the set of her chin.

“The Italians aren’t going to give us anything,” she said flatly.
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“I can see why, of course, but it doesn’t make it any easier in a
case like this. They’re acutely embarrassed and on the defensive.
They’ll protect their own reputation even if it means letting the
killers off the hook. I could have hit that bastard tonight. All he
was thinking of was his own side!”

“Wouldn’t that be true if it had happened in Britain?” Walden
asked her.

Davina looked quickly at him. “You have a talent for saying the
bloodiest things, don’t you? Yes, of course it would, but not if I
could help it. If this is what I think it is, there’s no room for na-
tional pride or inter-Service rivalries. We’re just cutting our own
throats in the West if we don’t work together.”

“What do you think it is, or can’t you tell me?”

She undressed and got into bed beside him. “I think we're at
the start of a chain of assassinations,” she said after a moment. “I
don’t know why I think so, but I do. I think it’s Borisov behind it,
but it’ll be impossible to prove.”

“But what’s his motive?” Walden asked her.

“I don’t know,” Davina admitted. “And I won’t know till a
pattern starts emerging. And that means another murder.”

“Italy” had done well. It was interesting to consider, in the
words of the Christian Bible, how many were called to do his
kind of work, but how few chosen. A very special talent was
needed to kill in this way. Take away the profit motive—there
was no shortage of mercenaries—substitute an ideal with which
the killer could make his impulses respectable and there was a
deadly weapon in the right hands.

There was a spectacular view from his window; he never tired
of looking out over the changing skies, the variety of sunsets. And
he liked the tranquility of being alone and able to think. The va-
garies of human nature concerned him more and more; he had
long ago learned to despise it and to capitalize upon its weak-
nesses.

Whoever had said that Man was made in God’s image had a
poor opinion of God. But God was a myth, one among many that
mankind needed to combat the fear of death and nothingness. In
the East they had made a virtue of Nothingness; pretending that
the darkness and the worms were the ultimate form of human
achievement. He had made a study of comparative religions; it
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THE weather was so mild that the Grahams were hav-
ing breakfast out on the terrace. Marchwood faced south, so that
the front of the old house was bathed in sunlight. The front ter-
race was Captain Graham’s innovation; he liked to eat breakfast
there and read the morning papers. He was reading The Times,
exclaiming over items of news; Davina’s mother usually made
pleasant noises during this ritual and thought about her flowers.
But not that morning. The dreadful murder of the American poli-
tician had upset them both. Captain Graham was reading ex-
cerpts aloud to her, and instead of thinking about spraying the
roses, Betty Graham was paying full attention.

“And that poor daughter,” she said. “Only nineteen—how
could people do such a thing!”

‘“They’re the scum of the earth,” her husband retorted. He put
the newspaper down. “Where’s Charlie?” Having his favorite
child living at home again was a marvelous bonus for him. He
adored his little grandson, and he was always asking where Char-
lie was, or wandering off to peer into the carriage. His wife
thought it was touching and sweet. It had never entered her head
to be jealous of his love for their younger daughter. She pitied
Davina because she had minded being second-best so much. “I
think Charlie’s coming now,” she said. “I can hear Fergie—he’s
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such a bundle of energy, isn’t he? We were so lucky to find Pat,
otherwise Charlie would have been worn out.”

They had engaged a local girl to help look after the little boy.
Fergus Graham felt that a boisterous toddler was too much for his
daughter to manage; he worried because she looked tired and too
thin. He often said to his wife that Charlie had never recovered
from the awful shock although it was two years ago.

“Darling,” Mrs. Graham said. “The coffee’s still hot, I'll make
you some more toast.”

Charlie Kidson thanked her with a kiss. Her father beamed.
Really she was a lovely girl, and still so young-looking. Nobody
would have given her a day more than, say, twenty-eight. Not
thirty-seven, not three years from forty. That abundant red hair,
the too-thin figure, the girlish laugh. Not heard so often now, not
since she found out about her husband. It grieved him to think
that she was sad. And she wouldn’t apply for a divorce. He
couldn’t understand it. It wasn’t like Charlie to sit still and let life
pass by.

“Pat’s going to take the monster for a walk,” Charlie said. She
referred to her son by the nickname; it rather shocked some peo-
ple who didn’t realize that she adored him. She picked up the
paper and glanced at the headlines. They had watched the late
news together the night before. She had gone up to bed rather
abruptly, her parents thought.

“That ghastly thing,” she said. She drank some coffee. Then
she looked at her father. “I expect Davina will be reveling in it. I
couldn’t stop thinking about her last night. I didn’t get to sleep
for hours.”

“You shouldn’t let it get on your nerves,” her father said.
“Forget about her, Charlie. I've said this over and over to you.
She doesn’t try and come here anymore. She’s stopped writing.
Put it out of your mind.”

“I do,” Charlie insisted. “But something like this brings it all
back. I thought of her last night, sitting in her bloody office,
queen of the heap at last, while the poor little monster grows up
without his father and John sits in Moscow, drinking himself to
death. Do you know, Daddy, I've thought about going out to join
him?” She saw the alarm on her father’s face and then shook her
head quickly, “No, not seriously, just when I felt so fed up and
angry about what happened . .. when I thought about Fergie. Of

35



EVELYN ANTHONY

course I wouldn’t go. I'd loathe it and I'd loathe John too for
ruining everything. I shouldn’t have said that, I'm sorry.” She got
up and put her arms round him.

“It would kill us if you went,” he said. “Remember what he
did. You couldn’t live with that.”

“I know I couldn’t,” Charlie went back to her chair. “Maybe I
should get a job, Daddy. Pat can cope with Monster during the
week. All I do is drip around here and he doesn’t need much now.
Mother won’t let me near the kitchen.”

“As you can’t boil an egg, darling,” Mrs. Graham came back
with the toast, “it’s not surprising. What’s she grumbling about,
Fergus?”

“She’s not,” he said rather testily. “She’s had a bad night and
she’s upset.” He got up and shuffled back into the house. He was
far less active than a year ago; age had suddenly encroached upon
him. He had never moved like a man of seventy before disaster
struck Charlie. Mrs. Graham looked after him for a moment.

“You mustn’t worry him,” she said quietly. “He hasn’t been
well lately. Are you upset, Charlie? What’s the matter?”

“I was talking about Davina,” her daughter said slowly. “She’s
in her element with this Venice nightmare, isn’t she, Mum? I can
just imagine her, can’t you?”

“No,” Mrs. Graham said, “I can’t. And that’s a terrible thing to
say. I know you’re bitter and you’ve every reason, but I won't let
you talk about her like that.”

“If it wasn’t for Daddy,” Charlie remarked, “you’d still see her,
wouldn’t you?”

Betty Graham rarely asserted herself, but when she did, her
family listened. “Yes, I would. Davina’s my daughter just as
much as you are. I think it’s time you pulled yourself together,
Charlie, and stopped feeling sorry for yourself. Perhaps you
should do some voluntary work. Helping other people is the best
way of taking one’s mind off oneself. I'm going into the village to
do some shopping. Do you want to come?”

“No thanks, Mummy.” Charlie had flushed. For a moment her
eyes filled with tears. She wasn’t used to being chided and she
reacted like a child. Resentful and uncertain. For Christ’s sake,
can’t you grow up even now? And back the answer came to her.
No you can’t and you never will so long as you nestle under
Daddy’s wing. Just as you did with your husband, with every
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man you've ever known. Poor, helpless, beautiful little me, I must
be taken care of. It’s time you stood up on your own two feet. She
got up and gathered the crockery onto the tray. “I'll put these in
the dishwasher,” she said.

“Thank you, darling.” Mrs. Graham had said what she felt, and
it wouldn't be repeated. She wasn’t a woman who created atmo-
spheres.

Charlie went into the kitchen, loaded the dishes, poured the
powder and switched the machine on. She went upstairs to her
room, not because there was anything to do. Pat cleaned the nurs-
ery. Charlie was meticulously tidy about her own surroundings.
She went up to be alone and to cry if she felt like it. Her reflec-
tion was a comfort; looking at herself diverted her attention from
less pleasant things. Still beautiful; not a line, not a blemish on
the perfect skin. Damn it, if she cried, it made her eyelids swell.
She’d cried enough. Davina wasn’t crying. As she had said to her
father, her sister was on top of the heap, successful, carrying on
an affair with a very rich man, living her life exactly as she
wished. The tables had certainly turned for both of them. She
had achieved it all at the price of Charlie’s happiness. It was easy
enough for her mother to reproach her for being bitter. She had
the same cool quality of detachment as Davina. Her father un-
derstood because he and Charlie felt the same. Voluntary work,
her mother had suggested. Charlie addressed herself in the glass.

“You're not just miserable,” she said aloud. “You're bored to
death as well. It’s time you did something about it.”

Later that day, when her parents were lulled by an afternoon
sitting in the sun and she had set out to be particularly thoughtful
and sweet to them, she announced that she was going up to Lon-
don to buy some clothes and look up her old friends.

“Why don’t we go down to Sicily for a few days? It'll be per-
fect, not too hot.”

Davina shook her head. “I can’t, darling. I wish I could. I can’t
leave Humphrey in London and Tim coping out here while I
swan around finishing my holiday. I've got to go back.” She
slipped her arm round him. “I may have to fly to Washington; I
was thinking about it last night.”

“To see Brunson?”

“To see somebody; I'm sure this isn’t an isolated assassination
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We've got to get together with Langley and try to work out who
could be next and why.”

Walden had insisted that they leave Venice. He looked as
strained and preoccupied as she did. “Davina,” he said, “spend
one day ‘with me in Paris. One day and a night won’t make any
difference.”

She didn’t hesitate. “Of course it won’t. You've put off things
for me often enough. We’ll go to Paris; can we fly direct?”

It was part of the balance in their relationship that Walden al-
ways made the travel arrangements, chose the hotels when they
went away and took over the organization of their lives. She said
to him, “Why Paris, Tony? Any special reason?”

“I'll tell you when we get there,” he said. “You've started
smoking again. I wish you wouldn’t.”

She didn’t answer; ever since the tragedy the day before Wal-
den had lost his exuberance. He seemed weighed down and
uneasy, quite unlike himself. She stubbed out the cigarette.
Something was wrong; something more than the revulsion of a
sensitive man from violent death. Knowing him so well, she
couldn’t account for the sudden change of mood. Paris, for
twenty-four hours. Why?

“We can fly direct,” he said. His smile was tense.

While she lay awake, he hadn’t slept either. “And I suppose
you’re going to book into the Ritz again?” Davina tried to make it
sound lighthearted. “No good me suggesting some nice little pen-
sione on the Avenue de I'Opéra?”

“You always suggest it,” he answered. “Just because you
stayed there once and there weren’t any lumps in the mattress.
And I always say no. If we can’t get a decent room at the Ritz,
we'll try the Crillon. Or the George V. Go and pack while I get
on the telephone.”

Tim Johnson took a launch out to Marco Polo Airport. The ex-
plosives expert wasn’t staying at the Gritti; Johnson booked in
with him at a more modest hotel and they went over the routine
report Modena had given Davina. “We're seeing the boss lady
after lunch,” Johnson remarked. “See if you can dream up a the-
ory or two by then. Our gallant Italian allies are going to tell us
fuck-all. So I picked up these odds and ends for you.” He put a
plastic bag on the table.

The expert, a genial man inappropriately named Moody,
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opened it, sniffed at what was inside, and then probed gently.
“Wood, metal and—er—something else. I know what it feels like
... where the hell did you get this, sir?”

“QOut of the canal; near enough to where it happened. About a
hundred yards away from the actual explosion. I just fished up
what I could in the dark. Felt a bit messy. It may be just ordinary
garbage and flotsam.”

Moody put his nose to the bag again. “I don’t think so,” he said.
“I think you’ve got something for the lab and the forensic boys as
well.”

“Good,” Johnson said briskly. “We’ll go and see Miss Graham
at three. She’s flying back today.”

They arrived at Charles de Gaulle Airport at eight o’clock.
There was a car to meet them and as they drove into Paris, she
slipped her hand into his and said, “The Ritz or the Crillon?”

“The Ritz,” Walden said. “Luckily someone had canceled. We
have our nice suite. I also ordered dinner there. You look tired,
my darling.”

“I am,” she admitted. “But I'm curious too. I asked you why
Paris, remember?”

“I know you did,” he glanced out of the window. “Isn’t it the
most beautiful city in the world? And look—how marvelously,
typically French. Look at that tricolor! What a sense of theater!”

The Arc de Triomphe was bathed in floodlights, and between
its arches, fanning out in the breeze, there blazed a vast tricolor
flag.

“Now we would never do that,” he said. “Only the French
have the self-confidence to be so magnificently vulgar.”

They had a small suite on the first floor overlooking the Place
Vendéme. There was a huge bowl of red roses in the bedroom.

“Tony,” Davina said, “don’t tell me they remembered—"

“No, I did.”

There was a card with the flowers. “With all my love always,
Tony.” She held it in her hand, and suddenly the luxurious bed-
room felt cold.

“Darling,” she said. “What’s wrong?”

“I was going to wait till we got back to England,” he began
slowly, hesitating. The bedroom wasn’t cold; she shivered and
knew that the chill was in her own tense body as she listened.
“I've been so happy with you, Davina. You're the only woman
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I've ever loved in my life, do you know that? Darling, don’t look
at me like that. Sit down, sit down. Come here beside me.”

His distress was making it worse. He took her hand and held it
tightly between both of his, while she sat close to him, frozen and
sick with-anticipation. He stumbled over his words and suddenly
Davina couldn’t bear it. “You're leaving me,” she said. “For
God’s sake, why?”

“I can’t tell you why,” he said. “We just can’t go on being to-
gether anymore.”

“I love you,” she protested. “You love me, I know that. Is it
your wife? Tony, for Christ’s sake, you've got to tell me the rea-
son! It’s just not good enough to say we can’t go on and I can’t tell
you—I won’t accept that!”

“No,” he answered. “It’s nothing to do with Hilary. That
would be simple.” He didn’t look at her, he kept his head down,
gripping her hand in his. “I've known for months now, that we
had to break up. I couldn’t face it and I lied to myself. But not
now; not after Venice.”

She said, “But why? What happened in Venice couldn’t hap-
pen to me! I told you, I'm safe—you’re talking nonsense.”

“Not nonsense,” Walden said quietly. “I’'m just finding saying
goodbye to you difficult, that’s all. Will you listen to me and not
interrupt? Please, Davina?”

“I’ll listen,” she said. “What else can I do?”

He went on, slowly, dragging the words out until she could
have screamed. “You know I love you. You're the most important
person in the world to me. And that is why I wanted to spend our
last time together in Paris. I wanted to make it beautiful for you. I
wanted to tell you in the place where we’ve been so happy and
had some wonderful times.”

She pulled her hand away and got up. She walked away into
the sitting room. Such wonderful times. That suite held memo-
ries; stolen weekends when they left their responsibilities behind,
the joy of exploring Paris together, the sweetness of their nights.
She broke down and wept. Not since losing Ivan had she cried
aloud as she did then.

She heard him say, close to her, “Even the roses—they were
waiting for you the first time we came. It was a mistake, my love.
I shouldn’t have told you here.”

She turned round to him. “Then why did you?” she de-
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manded. “Why choose this of all places to tear us both to pieces?
You and your bloody roses—you like a bit of theater yourself,
don’t you? How could you do this, Tony? How could you hurt
me like this?”

He tried to take her in his arms, but she fought fiercely, push-
ing him away. She saw the anguish on his face and suddenly her
anger disappeared. She felt sick and cold and unbearably empty.

“All right,” she said. “You say it’s over. I can’t argue—I won’t
beg either, thanks very much. But I want to know why. You owe
me that, Tony. I want to know the reason.”

“I can’t answer that,” Walden said.

“Because you don’t love me and you don’t have the guts to say
s0?”

“You know that’s not the reason,” his voice rose. “You know I
love you! Christ, I need a drink—where do they keep it in this
goddamned place?”

Her voice stayed level. “In the cupboard over there. You ought
to know, it’s always in the same place. If it’s not because of your
wife, and you still love me, what else could it be?”

She watched his back, listened to the awkward clatter as he
fumbled with glasses and swore in Polish. “I didn’t want to get
mixed up with you,” she went on. “I had a good man who wanted
to marry me; you were the one who chased me. You were deter-
mined to start something up between us. Now you say it’s over.
What am I supposed to do, Tony? Shake hands and say it was fun
while it lasted?”

He swung round on her then. He changed color, turning very
white when he was angry. She saw that he was angry now. He
came up close to her and said, “I’ll tell you what you do. Give up
your job with SIS. Resign, and there will be no problem. I'll get a
divorce and we’ll get married!”

Suddenly Davina was calm. “What has my job got to do with
it? Are you saying that if I resign we can stay together? Tony? Is
that what you mean?”

“Yes,” Walden said flatly. “And now, my love, you can answer
your own question. And think about it seriously. I meant what I
said. I'll marry you and we can be together for the rest of our
lives.”

She sat down and after a moment said, “Get me a drink, will
you?”
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He brought her a glass, hesitated, and when she held out her
hand, he sat beside her. “I didn’t think you’d be so bitter,” he re-
marked. “Maybe I didn’t realize how much you loved me.”

“When you’re hurt,” she said quietly, “you lash out. Anyway I
do. I'm not going to leave my job, but you’re going to tell me why
it matters. And by the way, you might try trusting me a little bit.
Pass me a cigarette, will you? You can’t nag me about smoking
now.

“I've never hit a woman,” Walden said, “but Davina, if you
needle me—just shut up and drink your drink, will you!”

She lit her cigarette, sipped the brandy. The lights were twin-
kling in the Place Vendéme outside their windows. “At least I've
stopped shaking,” she said. “That’s something. It’s blackmail,
isn’t it?”

There was silence for what seemed a long time to Davina.
Then he looked at her and said simply, “Yes.”

The man called “Italy” stayed on in Venice till the end of the
week. He became very bored, watching television and reading the
art books and magazines. The girl hadn’t given up trying, even on
the last night she approached him. She wanted to sleep with what
he’d done, not him. He told her so. She banged her door and he
left the house early next morning without seeing her again. There
were checks at the airport. He bought a train ticket to Pisa and
the carabinieri passed him through the barrier. From Pisa he
boarded a train to Innsbruck. It was a very long and tiring jour-
ney, but the train was full of people like himself, sleeping all
night in the uncomfortable second-class carriages, some dozing
on their luggage in the corridors. Nobody noticed him. From
Innsbruck he took the bus to his village at the foot of the moun-
tains. He ate a meal with his parents and gave them the souvenirs
he had brought back from his holiday. Then he went to bed and
slept through till the next day. He would never see or hear from
his comrades again. That was the rule, and it guaranteed their
safety. And his own. He was back at work in his father’s chemist
shop. He had made his contribution.

The device used, Humphrey told James White at their next
lunch, must have been some kind of mine, either laid in the path
of the cruiser, or attached in some way. Considering the vigilance
of Franklyn’s bodyguards, it was difficult to see how it had been
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done. White nodded. Details bored him now; he liked to hear the
broad issues, the personal gossip. He had never beén a technical
man. Humphrey sensed that he was impatient. “Everyone seems
to think it’s a terrorist group,” he said. “Except Davina.”

James White looked up and said mildly, “And who does she
say did 1t?”

“Borisov’s people,” Humphrey sounded impatient. “She’s got
that man on the brain, you know, Chief. She sees his hand behind
everything. I said to her yesterday, ‘He isn’t God, you know. He
can’t be blamed for every crackpot killing in Europe.” ” He didn’t
repeat her reply, because it stung. ‘If the person who killed
Franklyn was a crackpot, what the hell is a professional?” And he
knew she was right. It was a supremely professional job, its oper-
ator equipped with the kind of technology that ruled out the
splinter groups of political fanatics. His choice of word had been
a slip of the tongue. Crackpot. She had swept his theories aside
because of it. Tim Johnson supported Humphrey’s view that
money and expertise were at the disposal of the assassin, but he
didn’t believe it came from Moscow.

Davina was flying to Washington on Tuesday, Humphrey told
Sir James. “Needless to say, they’re having a fit over there. The
president himself has told Longley to go ahead and find the killer,
and let the Italians argue about it afterward. I suggested Johnson
should go with her instead of me.”

“Don’t let him take over too much,” White remarked. “You
could find yourself eased out, my dear Humphrey. He’s a thrust-
ing young man.”

“I have plenty to occupy me,” Grant replied. “There’s nothing
to be gained in Washington for anybody but Davina. She’s the
boss lady, to use Johnson’s awful phrase. He’ll be a glorified aide,
that’s all. And by the way, Chief,” he leaned across the table
slightly. “I've started some inquiries about our friend Walden.
One of our chaps in West Berlin has some good Polish contacts.
He'll report back in a week or two.”

“What are they going to look for?” James White asked.

“Old associates,” Grant answered. “Family, friends, anyone in
official circles who knew him before he came here. Anyone who’s
been in recent contact with him. We know he has a mother and
sister living in Cracow. Our German friend says if there is a lead
his people will find it.”

“That’s good, Humphrey,” Sir James said. “I don’t think
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you’re wasting your time. I think something will come out of this.
By the way, Charlie Kidson has decided to set herself up in Lon-
don. It seems she’s out of mourning. Perhaps one shouldn’t call it
that, since Kidson is still alive.”

“He’s in a clinic,” Grant said. “Drying out. I can’t think why
they bother.”

“It wouldn’t look good if he died,” White remarked. “It
wouldn’t encourage others to claim their reward in Moscow. God
knows how they kept Burgess going for so long. A thought oc-
curred to me, Humphrey. See what you think of it; now that I'm
out to grass, I don’t want to step on anybody’s toes. I thought I'd
ask Charlie to lunch. See what she’s up to—would you agree?”

Humphrey hesitated. Out to grass my foot. He had picked up
odd vulgarities like that from Ronnie. He decided to play the in-
nocent. No come-backs from Davina if the Chief was caught
meddling. He must stop thinking of him as “the Chief,” even
though White liked him saying it. “Why think about it,”
Humphrey countered. “You've been a friend of the family for
years. Why shouldn’t you see Charlie, or any of them?”

Sir James smiled his bland smile, famous for its lack of mean-
ing. “Exactly. Such a beautiful girl, and so full of charm. I can’t
think she’ll be alone for long, now that she’s come back into cir-
culation. It’s a pity there’s this feud with Davina and the family.
Perhaps I can do something to help mend the fences.”

Humphrey looked at him bleakly. Fence-mending was not Sir
James’s specialty. He had never healed a rift between other peo-
ple in his life. He wouldn’t have found it amusing. If he wanted to
be mischievous, that wasn’t Humphrey’s business. Personally he
thought Davina Graham’s sister was a spoiled little tart. Women
like her made him shudder. He turned the conversation back to
serious things. “Davina is convinced there’ll be another murder,”
he said suddenly. “That’s one of the reasons she’s going to Wash-
ington.”

“Does she think it'll be another American? Good God, if she
starts running that one, the CIA will go berserk.”

“I don’t know, nor does she. She just insists that Franklyn
wasn’t a lone target.”

“Well,” Sir James said cheerfully, “only the next few months
will prove it one way or the other. Now, I must get the bill.”

“No,” Humphrey said. “I insist, Chief. This is my lunch.”

44




TIIE COMPANY OF SAINTS

The smile enveloped him again. “Very well, don’t let’s argue
Humphrey. And you must,” he said gently, “break that habit of
calling me Chief.”

“I'll try,” Humphrey Grant promised. “But it isn’t easy.”

The house in the Rue Constantine had been recently redec-
orated. The minister was famous for her taste and elegance; being
a distinguished lawyer and a feminist, Isabelle Duvalier had
earned her place in the new government, which declared itself
committed to women’s rights. The fact that the new minister for
the Interior was married to a rich man twenty years her senior
and bought her clothes from St. Laurent didn’t detract from her
brilliance and her flair for publicity. Her enemies nicknamed her
Evita; passionate concern for the underprivileged and jewels by
Boucheron. It was a jibe that bounced off the lady like a toy
arrow. She was impervious to her critics; her style carried her
above the jealous sniping of the press. She gave lavish parties but
she worked a twelve-hour day. And she was a conscientious, en-
lightened mother of two teenage daughters. They attended the
lycée, and the =lder at eighteen was having an affair with a stu-
dent from the Sorbonne. Being progressive parents, they ap-
proved after she assured them she was on the Pill. The girls had
their own quarters on the top floor of the house; there they played
records, cooked themselves the junk food that was in fashion and
entertained their friends without interference from their famous
mother.

That evening found the family together; the minister was at
home, free of social commitments. Her daughters and their
friends joined her for dinner. Her husband was in Munich; in spite
of his age he led a very active business life. The murder of the
American statesman had been their major topic during dinner.

“I' met him when he came to Paris two years ago,” Isabelle Du-
valier remembered. “He was most amusing. His wife was a chic
Californian, you know the type, darlings, Nancy Reagan, but not
so pretty. I couldn’t believe that she died just a year later.”

“It was so terrible to kill his daughter,” the elder girl, Louise,
remarked. “Don’t you think so, Helene?”

There were eight of them round the table; cigarette smoke
hung in a cloud above the lights. The talk was quick and uninhib-
ited. The minister loved the conversation of the young. She
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waited for Helene’s answer. Helene was Louise’s closest friend,
and, in Isabel’s eyes, almost an adopted daughter.

“Such bad luck she was with him,” Helene agreed. “But they’ll
never catch the people who did it.”

“What do they hope to gain? That’s what seems so crazy about
the whole thing.” The young student who was Louise Duvalier’s
lover was a committed pacifist. A nice boy, the minister felt, sure
to come to his senses when he grew up a little.

“Violence achieves nothing but violence,” he went on, aware of
his lover’s admiring looks. “Whoever these terrorists are, they’ve
activated a new chain of violence against themselves. They’ve
killed innocent people along with Franklyn, his daughter, the
bodyguards, the boatman . .. for what?”

“If we knew the motive,” his hostess said, “we might have
some idea who they are.”

“They’re the same lot under some other name,” Helene volun-
teered. “I agree with you, Raoul, violence doesn’t help. But
wasn’t Franklyn violent too, in his way? Didn’t he support nu-
clear arms?”

“There’s no comparison,” Diane, the younger daughter en-
tered the argument. Like her mother she was articulate and com-
petitive. “The Americans want nuclear weapons as a deterrent.
Having them stops wars—"

There was a general outcry of disagreement. Helene didn’t join
in; she was a little out of her depth when the talk became too in-
volved with politics and dialectics. She regarded her own views as
clear-cut, even basic.

She didn’t want her clever friends to see her limitations, so she
knew when to drop out of a debate, like now. She watched the
adroit way in which Isabelle Duvalier steered them from one
point to the next by asking a pointed question. She noticed the
genuine interest and enjoyment she displayed in the company of
the group of students. And she had always been especially kind to
Helene.

Helene had come to Paris to get away from home. And at the
lycée she had met Isabelle Duvalier’s daughter and become
friends. That friendship soon extended to the whole family. Isa-
belle spent every summer holiday with them in Normandy.
There were definite advantages to being a politician with a rich
husband. The delightful chiteau built on a lake was one of them.
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Helene liked going there. She heard her name and started; her
thoughts had drifted far away. :

“Let’s go into the salon,” the minister suggested. “Come along,
Helene, let’s lead the way before they all start coming to blows.
Tell me, how is your aunt?”

Helene’s aunt was the widow of a doctor; she lived in modest
style on the Left Bank, and disapproved of all the things most
dear to Isabelle Duvalier. She was a devout Catholic and a fierce
admirer of ex-President Giscard d’Estaing, and she loathed the
feminist movement. However, she had been invited to tea with
the minister and been charmed by her.

“She’s very well,” Helene answered. “A bit cross with me at
the moment.”

“Oh? Has she any reason?” Isabelle Duvalier slipped her hand
through the crook of the girl’s arm.

“She says I spend too much time fooling about,” Helene ad-
mitted, “and not enough time working.”

“Which is true, isn’t it>”” There was no reproach, only a smile.

Helen nodded. “Yes, Madame. Quite true.”

“Then don’t stay upstairs too late tonight,” the minister ad-
vised. “Otherwise your aunt won’t like you coming here so often.
Go home and do some work. And ask if she can spare you for the
weekend after next. We're going down to Blois to stay with my
sister-in-law. Louise is in love and is sulking, as you can imag-
ine—I dare not bring Raoul, they don’t sympathize with peace
and ecology, I'm afraid. Diane is staying in Paris and Louise will
be bored to death unless you keep her company. Would that suit
you?”’

“Oh, Madame, I'd love it. How kind of you to think of me.”

“I’'m very fond of you,” the older woman said. “I'd like you to
come for me, too. So don’t be late tonight.”

“No,” Helene promised. “I certainly won’t.” She kept her
word. A weekend at the home of Albert Ferdinand Duvalier. Old
and rich and hated by so many people. She didn’t mind making
an excuse and leaving the records and the marijuana on the upper
floor. She took the metro to the Station Malakoff and went into
the public telephone. She dialed a number and tapped her foot
impatiently. When it answered she said quickly, “This is
‘France.” I've got important news.”

W o B
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Tony Walden was away when Davina got back from Washing-
ton. He had a trip booked to Australia; it would keep them apart
for three weeks. She arrived on a Saturday morning, feeling men-
tally and physically exhausted. Consultations had gone on non-
stop for the full four days of her visit. She and Johnson had been
flown by helicopter from the capital to Langley. Eric Brunson,
the CIA’s director, was a pleasant man under normal conditions,
but the pressures building up made him peremptory and suspi-
cious.

Davina showed Tim Johnson that she could be patient and
tactful, qualities he hadn’t thought were in her. And he saw
Brunson warm to her as to a friend. A very clever boss lady, Tim
decided. She’s mentally holding the man’s hand, sympathizing
with his predicament. And by the end of the visit, Davina and
Brunson were committed to a joint investigation. The SIS would
contribute anything that came its way through its private Intelli-
gence sources and send the information direct to the States. And
the CIA would share its findings with London. Between them
they should circumvent the deliberate blocking tactics of the Ital-
ian government and its Security Service. They were more con-
cerned with proving that the assassin had come to Italy from
outside than finding him. As Brunson said on their last evening
together, ““They don’t want to find the bastard because they think
he is Italian!”

Davina didn’t disagree.

Johnson was met by his wife at the airport. Davina spoke to her
briefly; she felt a sickening pang of loneliness when she saw them
drive off together. She was going back to her empty apartment.

It was a lovely June day; the surburban gardens were bright
with flowers on the way into London. She longed to get into the
country, to breath some clean air and walk with a dog running
alongside her. Marchwood. Marchwood with its famous garden
rioting with color; her mother’s loving care rewarded by the
splendors of that perfect English flower, the rose. She missed the
house terribly; she missed the summer evenings with a drink on
the warm terrace, and the scents drifting on the faintest breeze.
She missed her mother, even her father’s awkward welcome. For
a while she had been friends with Charlie. Now that was finished.
There was no welcome for her at home. They had exiled her as
completely as her brother-in-law was exiled. She in her lonely
London apartment, he in his KGB apartment in Moscow.

48




THE COMPANY OF SAINTS

She unlocked the door, left her suitcase unopened on the bed.

' There was a stale atmosphere in the place, although it had only

' been empty for a few days. Davina opened the windows; there

- was little traffic and the quietness grated on her nerves. When the

city fell silent it was unnerving, as if everyone in the world had
gone away for the weekend and only she was left behind.

She chided herself irritably. There were people she could ring
up. If Tony Walden wasn’t available she stayed at home, content

. to read or watch television, feeling relaxed after the week’s work.

. But not this time. Not after Paris. Now that she was alone this
day, Davina felt despair. She couldn’t counter it with argument,
because instinct and logic told her that their relationship could
not survive. And there was no one in the world she could confide
in. She remembered Sir James White’s remark when she moved
into his office.

“It’s a lonely spot to be in, my dear. Especially for a woman.
But I think you’ll come to terms with it.”

Until that night in Paris, Davina believed that she had faced
the problem. Now she knew the real test was just beginning. She
didn’t ring Australia. She made coffee, unpacked her clothes, had
a hot bath and dialed the number of James White’s house in Kent.

His wife, Mary, answered. Yes, of course he was in—would she
hold on? Davina said briefly, “Chief, can I drive down and see
your”

His voice was full of pleasure. Very warm. “My dear, of
course! And stay the night—we haven’t a thing to do the whole
weekend. We’ll expect you in time for tea.” He rang off and
slowly Davina put the receiver back.

Of all the men in the world, he was the last she ever expected to
go to for help. But of all the men in the world, now he was the
only one that she could trust.

Four thousand miles away another lonely man prepared for his
weekend. He had a dacha outside Moscow, nestled in the pine
forests above the Moskva River. It was a luxurious house, se-
cluded from the other dachas that gave the members of the Polit-
buro their retreat from the city. It was smaller than the
magnificent residence of the president himself. But not much
smaller. The shadows moving discreetly round the grounds be-
longed to the KGB militia; they guarded Igor Borisov, director of
State Security, head of the largest network of intelligence in the
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world, with a quarter of a million men under arms at his com-
mand. The second-most-powerful man in Russia. Some said the
first, because the president was old and ailing, kept alive by the
doctors at the Ushenkaya Clinic.

Borisov had sent his wife on a Crimean cruise. She didn’t want
to go. There had been the usual scene when he suggested it. In
the end he had simply told her she was going. He needed the
dacha to himself and she couldn’t stay in Moscow.

He retreated from his offices in Dzerjinsky Square to the peace
of the woods and the empty house. He had wanted to get a di-
vorce for a long time. It wasn’t easy, because the president was a
family man, married to the same woman for forty years. He
wouldn’t like his protégé to cast his wife off, like an old shoe that
pinched. But how she pinched, Borisov complained, how she
bored him and nagged him and froze him into impotence when-
ever they shared a bed. But he would have to wait. It couldn’t be
too long. The old man’s heart was laboring, the slightest chill
turned to a lung infection. And while he walked along the river-
bank, or sat in the sunshine on his porch, Borisov made plans.
They occupied his mind from the time the snows of winter
melted, when the life of his friend and mentor, President Kere-
mov, entered its final term. The old man knew that he wouldn’t
see another winter, but he had faced the future with typical stony
courage and set himself the task of finding someone suitable to
care for Russia. He had the mentality of a tsar and the jealousy of
a hereditary ruler for his heirs. No old men, he declared to his
wife while she sat by his bedside. No bald heads living in the
past. Russia needed a man of vision, a man who was young
enough to lead her into the next century. Igor Borisov was his
choice. That choice could be his guarantee of supreme power or
cause his humiliation and ultimate fall. He had more enemies
than friends. And he would need friends. Friends inside the all-
powerful Politburo and the support of the army. The army and
the KGB were natural rivals. No former director of State Secu-
rity had been liked by the generals. The troops with the red
shield badge had provided the firing squads too often for the reg-
ular armed services to trust them. Borisov was determined to
change that attitude. He agreed with Keremov; Russia needed a
diplomat to guide her into the future, not a hard-liner living on
the dicta of the past. Borisov had disposed of the worst specimen

50



TIHE COMPANY OF SAINTS

not long ago. A very convenient stroke had carried him away,
with the assistance of a certain drug. ’

The prize was enormous. The power staggered the imagina-
tion. He had no precedent behind him to give encouragement. No
man of his age had ever been elected. No holder of his unpopular
office had ever stepped up to the throne. But there was a first time
for all things. Sooner or later change overtook the most en-
trenched institutions. Even in Russia. Borisov ran his own per-
sonal empire of repression and subversion with his habitual skill
and dedication, but the grander scheme preoccupied him more
and more.

He hadn’t really concentrated on the situation outside Russia
until after the assassination of Henry Franklyn in Venice. And it
was high time that he did.

Venice had soon returned to normal. The tourists flocked like
the famous pigeons; the shops selling leather and cheap jewelry
did a handsome trade, the hotels were full, and the summer sea-
son looked like booming. The antique trade was better than the
previous year, but the recession still hit the market hard. Work on
the lower floor of the shop in the Piazza San Raphael had been
completed. The owner installed the two Renaissance pieces he
had bought in Rome and hung a little primitive gem of the Cruci-
fixion in his house in the Street of the Assassins. He had come
home to find his daughter in a foul mood. She was surly enough
anyway. Her mother tried to make excuses, but Valdorini had
begun to dread his daughter’s presence in the home. She was
spoiled, he insisted, spoiled and typical of her generation, which
had no respect and no aim in life. Her studies were a joke;
her exam results were consistently poor, and it seemed to him
that she was merely wasting time and money staying on at the
university.

The perpetual student was becoming an Italian phenomenon.
There were graybeards of thirty still lounging around on govern-
ment grants and their families’ allowances, achieving nothing.
And of course her aggressive left-wing politics drove him mad.
According to his daughter, everything was wrong, he declared
one evening when they had friends to dinner and the girl was out.
The world was being destroyed by industry, which was turning
the good earth into an ecological desert, the Third World starved
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while the affluent threw food into their dustbins and the threat of
nuclear war hung over humanity, denying the children the right
to grow up. She had an answer for everything, Valdorini com-
plained, but it was always the same answer. Everybody else was
wrong and only she and her friends were responsible and caring.

His child had become a hostile stranger. He had drunk a lot of
wine and he became maudlin, blinking back tears. No son, only
this angry girl who looked at her parents as if she hated them, and
while they were away in Rome she’d had someone staying in the
house and never said a word. Among the friends round the table
was a member of the quinta, the city’s governing body. He was a
Venetian whose ancestors had elected the doge in centuries past.
He loved his great city and took his responsibilities very
seriously. He had been summoned to a meeting with Signore
Modena, the head of Security; the meeting was composed of
members of the city’s public bodies, and its most influential citi-
zens. The problems arising from the assassination of the Ameri-
can and his daughter had been put to them and their help was
solicited. The killer must be found. If the Red Brigade was
mounting a new terrorist offensive, no one in public life would be
safe. If, as Modena confided, they faced a new menace, then the
prospects were horrifying. He wasn’t asking anyone to inform, or
to do anything that placed themselves at risk. But just to listen
and use their judgment. Venice had harbored the assassin. Some-
where, he or she had left a trace behind. And that meeting took
place before the body of the dead man was washed up on the
public beach at the Lido. The fish had eaten through the anchor
rope, releasing the bloated corpse. But the remains of that rope
were still knotted round his waist and the post mortem showed
that he had died from a broken neck and not from drowning.
Identification had done the rest. Modena had a related clue that
tied in with the other crime. The boatman had disappeared on the
same morning. He was last seen at the public mooring by the
Rialto Bridge. But nobody remembered who had hired him.
There it rested, until the evening when Valdorini had too much
wine and started talking about his daughter.
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MUST say, I'm surprised,” James White remarked.
He gave Davina a kindly look. She recognized it. It meant as little
as his smile. “I never thought you'd turn to me for help, my
dear.”

“I never thought so either,” she said. “But needs must, Chief,
when the devil drives.”

“And are you quite sure who this devil really is?”

They were alone in his study; Mary White had slipped away so
they could talk in private. Davina’s head came up. He in turn rec-
ognized her mannerism.

She was about to challenge him. “What do you mean, the real
devil?”

“Well,” he leaned back in his chair, crossed his legs and dwelt
on the word. “Let’s go over the facts. You are having an affair
with a man. You know his background, you had him thoroughly
vetted as soon as you took over at Anne’s Yard. He’s clean. Or
nearly two years ago he was clean. Mother and married sister liv-
ing in Poland, but no problems there. No affiliations with any-
thing suspicious since he set himself up in England. He did run
one or two refugees out of Eastern Europe, but they were per-
sonal friends and he did it by using his money and bribing the
necessary officials. In this role he came under Humphrey’s notice
and Humphrey introduced him to you. When you were both
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playing spies behind my back,” he added. “I must say now that 1
don’t like your friend Walden.”

“You don’t have to tell me that,” Davina interrupted. “You
proved it once.”

“If you say so,” he murmured. “I don’t like the type. It’s not a
good situation for someone in your position, but you've taken all
possible precautions and you can’t see that your private life can
impinge on your job. But out of the blue, in the middle of a holi-
day, Walden tells you it’s all over. He makes a heroic renuncia-
tion for your sake and then allows you to pe<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>