Hoovdld

. 0. ballard - super-cannes / a novel

Super-Cannes ...conlirms J. 6. Ballard's substantial place in contemporary fiction.”

‘Each page, and this is a page-turner, might have the mind's knees knocking, the mind's flesh horripiiating

~The Washington Times






Acclaim for Super-Cannes
“One of his finest.” —San Francisco Chronicle

“Ballard’s prose is seductive and pellucid and his stories compelling. . . . Spiked
with . . . gnomic dialogue and black, black humor, this book is also a captivating
Chandlerian mystery.” — The Washington Post Book World

“Ballard’s fictional world [is] like no one clse’s.” —The Atlantic Monthly

“Rarely has his vision been so total, his creation so complete. Super-Cannes 1s as
good as anything that Ballard has done before, and considering the work which

that bland statement encompasses, it’s the highest possible praise.”
—Star Tribune (Minneapolis)

“Ballard is back with a vengeance.” — The Orcgonian (Portland)

"' Super-Cannes is the first great work of social theory of the twenty-first century.”
— Portland Mercury

“Ballard’s most commmercially viable (novel) yetr.”
— Publishers Weekly (starred review)

"A magical hybrid that belongs to no known genre, 2 masterpiece of the surre-
alist imagination.” — New Statesiman

“More than any other writer Ballard understands the transformation technology
may cffect on human desire. This 1s bis most potent statement yet of the outcome
of that transforimation, an elegant nighunare with all the internal coherence of an
Escher engraving or a Calvino fable.” — The Observer (London)

“From the febrile mind and pen of J. G. Ballard, instigator of perhaps the only
project in post-war British fiction to fully engage with the modern age in all its

blasted glory” —Time Out (London)

“Ballard is 3 writer for whom anything i1s possible—a prose surrealist drawn to
extrenmity and stylized representations of modernity, in which ordinary expern-
ence is never what it seems: it is always capable of being transformed into some-

thing remarkable.” — The Times (London)

“Ballard loves to go that bit (urther out than anyone else; to nose around the
outer limits of human behavior and to rub up against the inconceivable. . . .
Super-Cannces 1s prime Ballard—weighty, potent, and extraordinary.”

—Evening Standard (London)

“One of the most important, intelligent voices in contemporary fiction.”
—Susan Sontg



Also by J- G. Ballard

THE DrOWNED WORLD
THE VOICES OF TIME
THE TERMINAL BEACH
THE DROUGHT
THE CRYSTAL WORLD
THE Day oF FOREVER
THE VENUS HUNTERS
THE DISASTER AREA
THE ATROCITY EXHIBITION
VERMILION SANDS
CRAsH
CONCRETE ISLAND
Hicu-RIsE
Low-FLYING AIRCRAFT
THE UnLIMITED DREAM COMPANY
HeLro AMERICA
MYTHS oF THE NEAR FUTURE
EMPIRE OF THE SUN
RunnNiNnGg WILD
THE DAY OF CREATION
WAR FEVER
T KiINDNESS OF WOMEN
RUSHING TO PARADISE
A User’s GUIDE TO THE MILLENNIUM (NONFICTION)
CocaiNt NIGHTS



]. G. BALLARD

SUPER-CANNES

Picador
New York




SUPER-CANNES. Copyright © 2000 by ]. G. Ballard. All rights
reserved. Printed in the United States of America. No part of this book
may be used or reproduced in any manner whatoever without written

permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical
articles or reviews. For informadon, address Picador, 175 Fifth Avenue,
New York, N.Y. 10010.

www.picadorusa.com

Picador® is 2 U.S. registered trademark and is used by St. Martn’s Press
under license from Pan Books Limited.

For information on Picador R eading Group Guides, as well
a5 ordering, please contact the Trade Marketing department
at St. Maran's Press.

Phone: 1-800-221-7945 extension 763
Fax: 212-677-7456

E-mail: trademarketing{@stmartins.com

Library of Congress Caualoging-in-Publication Data

Ballard, J. G., 1930-
Super—cannes / J. G. Ballard —1st Picador USA pbk. ed.
p. cm.
ISBN 0-312-28419-5 (hc)
ISBN 0-312-30609-1 (pbk)
1. High technology industriess—Fiction. 2. Industrial districs—

Fiction. 3. Women physicians—Ficdon. 4. Married people—Ficaon.
. Thde.

PR.6052.A46 SB7 2001
823'.914—dc2] 2001133035

First published in Great Britain by Flamingo, an imprint of
HarperCollinsPublishers

1098765432



W @0 ~] On W e b B e

”H—_HI-II-IHI-I'I-II-I—
- 0O VO @ =~ N wv W b= O

™~
tv

Contents

PART 1

Visitors to the Dream Palace
Dr Wilder Penrose

The Brainstorm

A Flying Accident

The Enghsh Girl

A Russian Intruder

Incident in a Car Park

The Alice Library

Glass Floors and White Walls
The Hit List

Thoughts of Saint-Exupery
A Fast Dnve to Nice Airport
A Decision to Stay

Raviera News

A Residentnal Prison
Widows and Memones
Refuge at La Bocca

The Street of Darkest Night

Elopement
The Grand Tour

Drugs and Deaths
The Roof Deck

100
107
121

127

133
139
148
[54
167
174
184

101



23
24
25
20
27
28
29
30

31
32
33
34
35

37

The Confession

Blood Endures

The Cardin Foundation
Flying Again |
Darkness Curves

Strains of Violence

The Therapy Programme

Nietzsche on the Beach

PART 11

The Film Festaval

A Dead Man’s Tuxedo
The Coast Road

Course Notes and a Tango
The Analysis

Confession

A Plan of Acuon

PART 111

The High Air

A New Folklore

The Bedroom Camera

The Streetwalker
Last Assignment

199
205
213
224
233
241

249
267

275
288
304
316
324
329
342

355

371
380

387



Foreword

A NOTE ON the local geography. Frequent wisitors to the French
Riviera will be familiar with Manna Baie des Anges, the vast
apartment complex that lies like a second Colosseurn under
the Nice Airport flight path. The Pierre Cardin Foundauon,
at Miramar to the west of Cannes, is difficult to find but well
worth a visit, and must be one of the strangest buildings in
Europe. Port-la-Galére, nearby, is another architectural oddity,
with its honeycomb facades worthy of Gaudi.

Andbes-les-Pins, at Golfe-Juan, is part of the high-tech Cote
d’Azur that is rapidly replacing the old. An even better example,
and the inspiradon for Eden-Olympia, is the landscaped business
park of Sophia-Antpolis, a few miles to the north of Anubes.

Super-Cannes is a luxury enclave on the heights above the
Croisette, but the terrn might well refer to that whole terrain
of science parks and autoroutes on the high ground above the
Var plain. Together they make up Europe’s silicon valley, a
world away from the casinos and belle époque hotels that define
the Riviera of old.

Nostalgic Aviation, a cheerful museum of aircraft memorabiha,
stands at the entrance to Cannes-Mandelieu Airport, and is a
haven for flying buffs. On the new Ruviera, even aviation is now
consigned to a fondly remembered past.

].G. Ballard
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Visitors to the Dream Palace

THE FIRST PERSON | met at Eden-Olympia was a psychiatnst,
and in many ways it seems only too apt that my guide to this
‘intelligent’ city in the hills above Cannes should have been a
specialist in mental disorders. I realize now that a kind of waiting
madness, like a state of undeclared war, haunted the office build-
ings of the business park. For most of us, Dr Wilder Penrose was
our amiable Prospero, the psychopomp who steered our darkest
dreams towards the daylight. I remember his eager smile when
we greeted each other, and the evasive eyes that wamed me away
from his outstretched hand. Only when I learned to admure this
flawed and dangerous man was | able to think of killing him.

Rather than fly from London to Nice, a joumney as bnef as a
plastic-tray lunch, Jane and 1 decided to dnive to the Cote d’Azur
and steal a few last days of freedom before we committed our-
selves to Eden-Olympia and the disciplines of the Euro-corporate
lifestyle. Jane was sall unsure about her six-month secondment
to the business park’s pnvate clhinic. Her predecessor, a young
English doctor named David Greenwood, had met a tragic and
stil unexplained death after running amok with a nfle. By chance,
Jane had known Greenwood when they worked together at Guy's
Hospital, and | often thought of the boyishly handsome doctor
who could rouse an entire women’s ward with a single smile.
Memories of Greenwood were waiting for us at Boulogne as the



Jaguar left the cross-Channel ferry and rolled its wheels across the
quayside. Going into a tabac for a packet of Gitanes — illicit
cigarettes had kept both of us sane during my months in hospital -
Jane bought a copy of Panis Maich and found Greenwood's face on
the cover, under a headline that referred to the unsolved mystery.
As she sat alone on the Jaguar's bonnet, staring at the graphic
photographs of murder vicams and the grainy maps of the death
route, | realized that my spunky but insecure young wife needed
to put a few more miles between herself and Eden-Olympia.

Rather than overheat either Jane’s imagination or the Jaguar’s
elderly engine, I decided to avoid the Autoroute du Soleil and
take the RN7. We bypassed Pans on the Penpherique, and
spent our first evening at a venerable hotel in the forest near
Fontainebleau, spelling out the attractions of Eden-Olympia to
each other and trying not to notice the antique hunang rifle on
the dining-room mantelpiece.

The next day we crossed the olive line, following the long,
cicada miles that my mother and father had motored when they
first took me to the Mediterranean as a boy. Surpnisingly, many
of the old landmarks were sall there, the family restaurants and
literate bookshops, and the light airfields with their casually parked
planes that had first made me decide to become a pilot.

Trying to distract Jane, I talked far too much. During the few
months of our marriage I had told my doctor-bride almost nothing
about myself, and the drnive became a mobile autobiography that
unwound my earlier life along with the kilometres of dust,
insects and sun. My parents had been dead for two decades,
but I wanted Jane to meet them, my hard-dnnking, womanizing
father, a provincial-circuit barmster, and my lonely, daydreaming
mother, always getting over yet another doomed affair.

At a hotel in Hauterives, south of Lyons, Jane and [ sat in the
same high-cellinged breakfast room, unchanged after thirty-five
vears, where the stags’ heads still gazed over shelves stocked with
the least enticing alcohol I had ever seen. My parents, after their



usual bickenng breakfast of croissants and coffee helped down
by slugs of cognac, had dragged me off to the dream palace of
the Facteur Cheval, a2 magical edifice conjured out of pebbles the
old postman collected on his rounds. Working tirelessly for thirty
years, he created an heroic doll’s house that expressed his simple
but dignified dreams of the earthly paradise. My mother npsily
climbed the miniature stairs, listening to my father declaim the
postman’s naive verses in his resonant baritone. All I could think
of, with a ten-year-old’s curiosity about my parents’ sex-lives,
was what had passed between them during the night. Now, as
I embraced Jane on the parapets of the dream palace, [ realized
that | would never know.

Cheval might have survived, but the France of the 1960s, with
its Routier lunches, anti-CRS slogans and the Citroén DS, had
been largely replaced by a new France of high-speed monorails,
MacDo's, and the lavish air-shows that my cousin Charles and 1
would visit in our rented Cessna when we founded our irm of
aviation publishers. And Eden-Olympia was the newest of the
new France. Ten miles to the north-east of Cannes, in the
wooded hills between Valbonne and the coast, it was the latest
of the development zones that had begun with Sophia-Anapolis
and would soon turn Provence into Europe’s silicon valley.

Lured by tax concessions and a climate like northern California’s,
dozens of mulanational companies had moved into the business
park that now employed over ten thousand people. The senior
managements were the most highly paid professional caste in
Europe, a new elite of administrators, énarques and scientific
entrepreneurs. The lavish brochure enthused over a vision of
glass and titanium straight from the drawing boards of Richard
Neutra and Frank Gehry, but softened by landscaped parks and
arttficial lakes, a humane version of Corbusier’s radiant city. Even
my sceptical eye was prepared to blink.

Studying the maps, | propped the brochure on my knee-brace as
Jane steered the Jaguar through the aftemoon traffic on the Grasse



road. The stench of raw perfume from a nearby factory filled the
car, but Jane wound down her window and inhaled deeply. Our
disreputable evening in Arles had revived her, swaying armn in arm
with me after a drunken dinner, explonng what I insisted was Van
Gogh's canal but tumed out to be a stagnant storm-drain behind
the archbishop’s palace. We had both been eager to get back to
our hotel and the well-upholstered bed.

The colour was returning to her face, for almost the first ume
since our wedding. Her watchful eyes and toneless skin were
like those of an over-gifted child. Before meeang me, Jane had
spent too many hours in elevators and pathology rooms, and
the pallor of stnp lighting haunted her like a twelve-year-old’s
memones of a bad dream. But once we left Arles she rose to
the challenge of Eden-Olympia, and I could hear her muttering
to herself, rehearsing the nsqué backchat that so intmgued the
younger consultants at Guy's.

‘Cheer me up, Paul. How much further?”’

‘The last mile — always the shortest one. You must be tired.’

‘It’s been a lot of fun, more than I thought. Why do [ feel so
nervous?’

“You don't.’ I pressed her hand against the wheel, steenng
the Jaguar around an elderly woman cychlist, panmers filled wath
baguettes. ‘Jane, you'll be a huge success. You're the youngest

doctor on the staff, and the prettest. You're efficient, hard-
working . . . what else?’

‘Slightly insolent?’

"You'll do them good. Anyway, it’s only a business park.’

'l can see it — straight ahead. My God, 1t’s the size of Florida . . .’

The first ofhce buildings in the Eden-Olympia complex were
emerging from the slopes of a long valley filled wath eucalyptus
trees and umbrella pines. Beyond them were the rooftops of
Cannes and the Iles de Lérins, a glimpse of the Mediterranean
that never failed to Lift my heart.

‘Paul, down there . ..’ Jane pointed to the hillside, raising a
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finger sall gnmy from changing a spark plug. Hundreds of blue
ovals trembled like damaged retnas in the Provengal sun. ‘What
are they — rain-traps? Tanks full of Chanel Number s? And those
people. They seem to be naked.’

‘They are naked. Or nearly. Swimming pools, Jane. Take a
good look at your new patients.” I watched one senior executive
in the garden of his villa, a suntanned man in his fifaes with a shim,
almost adolescent body, spnnging lighdy on his diving board. ‘A
healthy crowd . . . I can’t imagine anyone here actually bothenng
to fall ill.’

‘Don’t be too sure. I'll be busier than you think. The place
is probably niddled with airport TB and the kind of viruses that
only breed in executive jets. And as for their minds . . .’

I began to count the pools, each a flare of turquoise light lost
behind the high walls of the villas with their screens of cycads
and bougainvillaca. Ten thousand years in the future, long after
the Cote d’Azur had been abandoned, the first explorers would
puzzle over these empty pits, with their eroded frescoes of tritons
and stylized fish, inexplicably hauled up the mountainstdes like
aquatic sundials or the altars of a bizarre religion devised by a race
of visionary geometers.

We left the Cannes road and turned onto a landscaped avenue
that led towards the gates of the business park. The noise from
the Jaguar's tyres fell away as they rolled across a more expensive
surface material — milled ivory, at the very least — that would
soothe the stressed wheels of the stretch limousines. A palisade
of Canary palms formed an honour guard along the verges, while
beds of golden cannas flamed from the central reservation.

Despite this gaudy welcome, wealth at Eden-Olympia displayed
the old-money discreton that the mercandle rich of the infor-
maton age had decided to observe at the start of a new millen-
nium. The glass and gun-metal office blocks were set well apart
from each other, separated by artificial lakes and forested traffic
islands where a larter-day Crusoe could have found comfortable



refuge. The faint mist over the lakes and the warm sun reflected
from the glass curtain-walling seemed to generate an opal haze, as
if the endare business park were a mirage, a virtual city conjured
into the pine-scented air like a son-et-lumiére vision of a new
Versailles.

But work and the realiies of corporate life anchored Eden-
Olympia to the ground. The buildings wore their ventilation shafts
and cable conduits on their external walls, an open reminder of
Eden-Olympia’s dedication to company profits and the approval
of its shareholders. The satellite dishes on the roofs resembled the
wimples of an order of computer-literate nuns, committed to the
sanctity of the workstation and the pieties of the spreadsheet.

Gravel tore at the Jaguar’s tyres. Waking from her revene, Jane
braked sharply before we reached the gatehouse, sending the old
sports saloon into a giddy shunt. Two uniformed guards looked
up from their electronic screens, but Jane ignored them, readying
a two-finger salute that | managed to conceal.

‘Jane, they're on our side.’

‘Sorry, Paul. | know, we want them to like me. Open your
window.’ She grimaced at herself in the rear-view mirror. “That
cheap perfume. I smell like a tart . ..

‘The most gorgeous tart on the Coéte d’Azur. They're lucky to
have you." | tried to settle her hands as she fretted over her hpsuck,
obsessively fine-tuning herself. 1 could feel the perspiration on
her wrists, brought out by more than the August sun. ‘Jane, we
don’t have to be here. Even now, you can change your mind.
We can drive away, cross the border into [taly, spend a week in
San Remo . .’

1

‘Paul? I'm not your daughter.’ Jane frowned at me, as if | were
an intruder into her world, then touched my cheek forgivingly.
‘I signed a six-month contract. Since David died they’ve had
recruitment problems. They need me . .’

I watched Jane make a conscious effort to relax, treadng herself
bke an overwrought patient in casualty. She lay against the wom
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leather seating, breathing the bnight air into her lungs and slowly
exhaling. She patted the dark bang that hid her bold forehead
and always sprang forward like a coxcomb at the first hint of
stress. | remembered the calm and sensible way 1n which she
had helped the trainee nurses who fumbled with my knee-brace.
At heart she was the subversive schoolgrl, the awkward-squad
recruiter with a primed grenade in her locker, who saw through
the stuffy conventons of boarding school and teaching hospital
but was always kind enough to rescue a flustered housekeeper or
ward orderly.

Now, at Eden-Olympia, it was her turn to be intimidated by
the ultra-cerebral French physicians who would soon be her
colleagues. She sat forward, chin raised, fingers drumming a
threatening tattoo on the steering wheel. Sausfied that she could
hold her own, she noticed me massaging my knee.

‘Paul, that awful brace . . . we’'ll get it off in a few days. You've
been in agony and never complained.’

‘I'm sorry I couldn’t help with the drniving. Cannes 15 a long
way from Maida Vale.’

‘Everywhere is a long way from Maida Vale. ['m glad we came.’
She gazed at the office buildings that climbed the valley slopes, and
at the satellite dishes distilling their streams of information from
the sky. ‘It all looks very civilized, in a Euro kind of way. Not a
drifting leaf in sight. It’s hard to believe anyone would be allowed
to go mad here. Poor David . . .’

David Greenwood's death dominated our time at Eden-Olympia,
hovering above the artificial lakes and forests like the ghosts of
Princip over Sarajevo and Lee Harvey Oswald over Dallas. Why
this dedicated children’s doctor should have left his villa on a
morning in late May and set out on a murder rampage had
never been explained. He had killed seven senior executives
at Eden-Olympia, executed his three hostages and then tumed



his nfle on himself. He had wntten no suicide note. no defiant
last message, and as the police marksmen closed in he had calmly
abandoned himself to death.

A week before our wedding, Jane.and | had met him at a
London reception for Medecins Sans Frontiéres. Likeable but a
little naive, Greenwood reminded me of an enthusiastic Baptst
missionary, telling Jane about the superb facilities at the Eden-
Olympia clinic, and the refuge for orphaned children he had set
up at La Bocca, the industrial suburb to the west of Cannes.
With his uncombed hair and raised eyebrows, he looked as if
he had just received an unexpected shock, a revelation of all the
injustices in the world, which he had decided to put right. Yet
he was no prude, and talked about his six months in Bangladesh,
comparing the caste rivalries among the village prosututes with
the status battles of the women execudves at Eden-Olympia.

Jane had known him during their internships at Guy’s, and
often met him after she enrolled with the overseas supply agency
that recruited Greenwood to Eden-Olympia. When she first
applied for the paediatnic vacancy, | had been against her going,
remembering her shock on heanng the news of Greenwood's
violent death. Although she was off-duty for the day, she had
taken a white coat from the wardrobe 1n our bedroom and
buttoned it over her nightdress as she laid the newspapers across
my knees.

The entire London press made the tragedy its main story.
‘Nightmare in Eden’ was the repeated headline above photographs
of Riviera beaches and bullet-starred doors in the offices of the
murdered executives. Jane hardly spoke about Greenwood, but
insisted on watching the television coverage of French police
holding back the sightseers who invaded Eden-Olympia. Blood-
drenched secretanes, too speechless to explain to the cameras how
their bosses had been executed, stumbled towards the waiting

ambulances, while helicopters ferried the wounded to hospitals
in Grasse and Cannes.
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The investigating magistrate, judge Michel Terneau, led the
inquiry, reconstructing the murders and taking evidence from a
host of witnesses, but came up with no convincing explanation.
Greenwood’s colleagues at the clinic testified to his earnest and
intense disposinon. An editonal in Le Monde speculated that the
contrast between the worldly power of Eden-Olympia and the
deprived lives of the Arab immigrants 1n Cannes La Bocca had
driven Greenwood into a frenzy of frustration, a blind rage at
inequalities between the first and third worlds. The murders
were part political manifesto, so the newspaper believed, and
part existential scream.

When the case at last left the headlines Jane never referred
to Greenwood again. But when the vacancy was advertised she
immediately called the manager of the supply agency. She was
the only applicant, and quickly convinced me that a long break
in the Mediterranean would do wonders for my knee, injured in a
Aying accident nine months earlier and sall refusing to mend. My
cousin Charles agreed to take over the publishing house while |
was away, and would e-mail me copy and proof pages of the two
aviation magazines that | edited.

Eager to help Jane’s career, | was happy to go. At the same
tume, like any husband from a different generation, I was curious
about my young wife’s romantic past. Had she and Greenwood
once been lovers? The queshon was not entirely prunent. A
mass-murderer had perhaps held her in his arms, and as Jane
embraced me the spinit of his death embraced me too. The
widows of assassins were forever their amtmourers.

On our last night in Maida Vale, lying in bed with our packed
suitcases in the hall, | asked Jane how closely she had known
Greenwood. She was sitting astride me, with the expression of
a senous-minded adolescent on her face that she always wore
when making love. She drew herself upright, a hand raised to hit
me, then solemnly told me that she and Greenwood had never
been more than fnends. I almost beheved her. But some unstated



loyalty to Greenwood’s memory followed us from Boulogne to
the gates of Eden-Olympia.

Baring her teeth, Jane started the engine. ‘Right . . . let’s take
themn on. Find the clinic on the-map. Somone called Penrose will
meet us there. Why they’ve picked a psychiatrist, [ don’t know.
[ told them you hate the entire profession. Apparently, he was
hurt in David’s shoot-out, so be gentle with him . . .’

She steered the Jaguar towards the gatehouse, where the guards
had already lost interest in their screens, intrigued by this confident
young woman at the controls of her antique car.

While they checked our documents and rang the clinic I stared
at the nearby office buildings and tried to imagine Greenwood'’s
last desperate hours. He had shot dead one of his colleagues at the
clinic. A second physician, a senior surgeon, had suffered a faral
heart attack the next day. A third colleague had been wounded
in the arm: Dr Wilder Penrose, the psychiatrist who was about
to introduce us to our new Eden.
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Dr Wilder Penrose

A ROBUST, BULL-BROWED man in a creased linen suit strode from
the entrance of the chinic, arms raised in a boxer’s greeting. |
assumed he was a local building contractor delighted with the
results of his prostate test and waved back as a gesture of male
solidanty. In reply, a fist punched the air.

‘Paul?” Jane sounded wary. ‘Is that . . . ”°

‘Wilder Penrose? It probably is. You say he’s a psychiatrist?’

‘God knows. This man’s a minotaur .

[ waited as he strode towards us, hands raJsed to ward off the sun.
When Jane unlatched her door he swerved around the car, displaying
remarkable agility for a big man. His heavy fists took on an almost
balletic grace as they shaped the dusty contours of the Jaguar.

‘Magnificent . . . a genuine Mark I1." He held open Jane’s door
and shook her sull grimy hand, then smiled good-naturedly at his
oil-stained palm. ‘Dr Sinclair, welcome to Eden-Olympia. I'm
Wilder Penrose — we’ll be shaning a coffee machine on the fourth
floor. You don't look tred. I assumne the Jag sailed Like a dream?”’

‘Paul thinks so. He didn’t have to change the spark plugs every
ten mules.’

‘Alas. And those twin carburettors that need to be balanced?
More art than science. The old Moss gearbox? Wonderful, ail the
same.’ He strolled around the car and beckoned to the clouds, asif
ordenng them to listen to him, and declaimed in a voice not unlike
my father’s: ‘Peeling off the kilometres to the tune of “Blue Skies”,
sizzling down the . . . Nationale Sept, the plane trees going . . .
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‘Sha-sha-sha . . . 1 completed. ‘She with the Michelin beside me,
a handkerchief binding her hair . ..’ .

‘Mr Sinclair?’ Leaving Jane, the psychiatrist came round to the
passenger door. ‘You're the first literate pilot here since Saint-
Exupéry. Let me help you. They told me about the accident.’

His strong upper arms lifted me easily from my seat. He wore
sunglasses of pale plastic, but I could see his eyes scanning my face,
less interested in the minor flying injuries to my forehead than in
whatever strengths and weaknesses were written into the skin.
He was in his late thirties, the youngest and by far the strongest
psychiatrist I had met, a giant compared with the grey-haired
specialists who had examined me at Guy'’s for the Aviation
Licensing Board. His welcoming banter concealed a faintly threat-
ening physical presence, as if he bullied his patients to get well,
intimidating them out of their phobias and neuroses. His muscular
shoulders were dominated by a massive head that he disguised in
a constant ducking and grimacing. | knew that the tags we had
swapped from The Unquiet Grave had not impressed him as much as
the Jaguar, but then his padents were among the best-educated
people i the world. and too distracted for vintage motonng.

When 1 swayed against the car, feeling light-headed in the
sun, he raised a hand to steady me. I noticed his badly bitten
fingernails, still damp from his lips, and backed away from him
without thinking. We shook hands as | leaned on the door. His
thumb probed the back of my hand in what pretended to be a
masonic grnp but was clearly a testing of my reflexes.

‘Paul, you're tired ...’ Penrose raised his arms to shield me
from the light. ‘Dr Jane prescnibes a strong draught of vodka and
tonic. We'll go straight to the house, with a guided tour on the
way. Freshen up, and then I'll borrow your wife and show her
around the clinic. Amving at Eden-Olympia is enough culture
shock for one day . .’
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We settled ourselves in the car for the last lap of our journey.
Penrose climbed into the rear seat, filling the small space like
a bear in a kennel. He patted and squeezed the ancient leather
upholstery, as if comforting an old fniend.

Jane licked her thumb for luck and pressed the starter button,
determined to hold her own with Penrose and relieved when the
overheated engine came to life.

‘Culture shock ...?" she repeated. ‘Actually, I love 1t here
already.’ |

‘Good.” Penrose beamed at the back of her head. ‘“Why,
exacty?’

‘Because there isn’t any culture. All this ahenanon . . . I could
easily get used to it.’

‘Even better. Agree, Paul?’

‘Totally.’ | knew Jane was teasing the psychiatrist. ‘“We've been
here ten minutes and haven't seen a soul.’

‘That’s misleading.’ Penrose pointed to two nearby office build-
ings, each only six storeys high but eflectively a skyscraper lying
on its side. ‘They're all at their computer screens and lab benches.
Sadly, you can forget Cynl Connolly here. Forget tuberoses and
sapphinne seas.’

'l have. Who are the tenants? Big intermational compames?’

‘The biggest. Mitsui, Siemens, Unilever, Sumitomo, plus all the
French giants — Elf-Aquitaine, Carrefour, Rhone-Poulenc. Along
with a host of smaller firms: investment brokers, bioengineenng
outfits, design consultancies. I sound like a salesman, but when you
get to know it you'll see what a remarkable place Eden-Olympia
really is. In its way this is a huge expenment in how to hothouse
the future.’

| tumed to glimpse a vast car park concealed behind a screen
of cypresses, vehicles nose to tail like a week’s unsold output at a
Renault plant. Somewhere in the office buildings the owners of
these cars were staring at their screens, designing a new cathedral
or cineplex, or watching the world’s spot prices. The sense of
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focused brainpower was bracing, but subtly unsettling.

‘I'm impressed,’ | told Penrose. ‘It beats waiting at tables or
working as a checkout girl at a Monoprix. Where do you get
the staff?’

‘We main them. They're our biggest investment. It’s not so
much their craft skills as their attitude to an entirely new workplace
culture. Eden-Olympia 1sn’t just another business park. We're an
ideas laboratory for the new millennium.’

‘The “intelligent™ city? I've read the brochure.’

‘Good. I helped to write it. Every office, house and apartinent
cabled up to the world’s major stockbrokers, the nearest Tiffany’s
and the emergency call-out units at the clinic.’

‘Paul. are vou listening?’ Jane’s elbow nudged me in the ribs.
‘You can sell your Bnitish Aerospace shares, buy me a new dia-
mond choker and have a heart attack at the same ame .. .’

‘Absolutely.” Penrose lay back, nostrils pressed to the wom seats,
snuffling at the old leather smells. ‘In fact, Paul, once you’ve settled
in | strongly recommend a heart attack. Or a nervous breakdown.
The paramedics will know everything about you — blood groups,
clotang factors, attention-defcit disorders. If you're desperate,
vou could even have a plane crash — there’s a small airport at
Cannes-Mandelieu.’

‘I'll think about it." 1 searched for my cigarettes, tempted to
fill the car with the throat-catching fumes of a Gitanes. Penrose’s
teasing was part camouflage, part imitiaton rite, and trmtating on
both counts. I thought of David Greenwood and wondered
whether this aggressive humour had helped the desperate young
Englishman. ‘What about emergencies of a different kind?’

‘Such as? We can cope with anything. This is the only place
in the world where you can get insurance against acts of God.’

[ felt Jane snffen wamingly against the steering wheel. The
nearside front tyre scraped the kerb, but | pressed on.

‘Psvchological problems? You do have them?’
'Very few.’ Penrose gripped the back of Jane’s seat, deliberately
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exposing his bitten ingemnails. At the same time his face had hard-
ened, the heavy bones of his cheeks and jaw pushing through the
conversational tics and gnmaces, a curious display of aggression and
self~doubt. ‘But a few, yes. Enough to make my job interesting.
On the whole, people are happy and content.’

‘And you regret that?’

‘Never. I'm here to help them fulfil themselves.” Penrose
winked into Jane's rear-view mirror. ‘You'd be surpnsed by
how easy that is. First, make the office feel like a home - if
anything, the real home.’

‘And their flats and houses?’ Jane pointed to a cluster of execu-
tive villas in the pueblo style. “What does that make them?’

‘Service stations, where people sleep and ablute. The human
body as an obedient coolie, to be fed and hosed down, and given
just enough sexual freedom to sedate itself. We've concentrated
on the office as the key psychological zone. Middle managers
have their own bathrooms. Even secretanes have a sofa in a
private alcove, where they can lie back and dream about the
lovers they’ll never have the energy to meet.’

We were driving along the shore of a large omamental lake,
an ellipse of glassy water that reflected the nearby mountains and
reminded me of Lake Geneva with its old League of Nations
headquarters, another attempt to bluepnnt a kingdom of saints.
Apartment houses lined the waterfront, synchronized brises-soleils
shielding the balconies. Jane slowed the car, and searched the
windows for a single off-duty resident.

‘A fifth of the workforce live on-site,” Penrose told us. ‘Middle
and junior management in apartments and townhouses, senior
people in the residential estate where you're going. The parkland
buffers the impact of all the steel and concrete. People like the
facilities — yachting and water-skiing, tennis and basketball, those
body-building things that obsess the French.’

‘And you?’ Jane quened.

‘Well . .." Penrose pressed his large hands against the roof, and
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lazily flexed his shoulders. ‘I prefer to exercise the mind. Jane, are
you keen on sport?’

‘Not me.’

‘Squash, aerobics, roller-blading?’

‘The wrong kind of sweat.’

‘Bridge? There are keen amateurs here you could make an

income off.’
‘Sorry. Better things to do.’
‘Interesting . . .” Penrose leaned forward, so close to Jane that

he seemed to be sniffing her neck. “Tell me more.’

‘You know . ..’ Straight-faced, Jane explained: ‘Wife-swapping,
the latest designer amphetamines, kiddy porn. What else do we
like, Paul?’

Penrose slumped back, chuckling good-humouredly. I noticed
that he was forever glancing at the empty seat beside him. There
was a fourth passenger in the car, the shade of a doctor defeated
by the mirror-walled office buildings and manicured running
tracks. | assumed that Greenwood had suffered a catastrophic
cerebral accident, but one which probably owed nothing to
Eden-Olympia.

Beyond the apartments was a shopping mall, a roofed-in plaza
of boutiques, patisseries and beauty salons. Lines of supermarket
trollies waited in the sun for customers who only came out after
dark. Undismayed, Penrose gestured at the deserted checkouts.

‘Grasse and Le Cannet aren’t far away, but you'll find all this
handy. There’s everything you need, Jane — sports equipment,
video-rentals, the New York Review of Books . ..’

‘No teleshopping?’

‘There is. But people like to browse among the basil. Shopping
is the last folklonc ritual that can help to build a community, along
with traffic jams and airport queues. Eden-Olympia has its own
TV saton - local news, supermarket best buys . . .°

‘Adult movies?’

Jane at last seemed interested, but Penrose was no longer
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listening. He had noticed a trio of Senegalese tnnket salesmen
wandenng through the deserted café tables, gaudy robes blanched
by the sun. Their dark faces, among the blackest of black Afnica,
had a silvered polish, as if a local biotechnology irm had reworked
their genes into the age of e-mail and the intelsat. By some mix of
guile and luck they had slipped past the guards at the gate. only
to find themselves rattling their bangles in an empty world.

When we stopped, pointlessly, at a traffic light Penrose took
out his mobile phone and pretended to speak into it. He stared
aggressively at the salesmen, but the leader of the trio, an affable,
older man, ignored the psychiatrist and swung his bracelets at
Jane, treating her to a patient smile.

| was tempted to buy something, if only to imtate Penrose,
but the lights changed.

*What about cnme?’ 1 asked. ‘It looks as if secunty might be
a problem.’

‘Secunity is first class. Or should be.” Penrose straightened the
lapels of his jacket, ruffled by his involuntary show of temper.
‘We have our own police force. Very discreet and eflectve,
except when you need them. These gewgaw men get in any-
where. Somehow they’'ve bypassed the idea of progress. Dig a
hundred-foot moat around the Montpamasse tower and they’'d
be up on the top deck in three minutes.’

‘Does 1t matter?’

‘Not in the way you mean. Though it's imtating to be reminded
of the contingent world.’

‘A dnftng leaf ? A passing rain-shower? Bird shit on the sleeve?’

“That sort of thing.” Penrose smoothed himself down, hands
pressing his burly chest. ‘There’s nothing racist, by the way.
We're truly multinational - Amencans, French, Japanese. Even
Russians and east Europeans.’

‘Black Africa?’

‘At the senior level. We're a melting pot, as the Riviera always
has been. The solvent now is talent, not wealth or glamour.
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Forget about cnme. The important thing 1s that the residents
of Eden-Olympia think they're policing themselves.’

‘They aren’t, but the illusion pays off

‘Exactly.” Penrose slapped my shoulder in a show of joviality.
‘Paul, I can see you're going to be happy here.’

The road climbed the thickly wooded slopes to the north-east
of the business park, cuting off our view of Cannes and the
distant seca. We stopped at an unmanned security barmer, and
Penrose tapped a three-digit number into the entry panel. The
white metal trellis rose noiselessly, admitting us to an enclave of
architect-designed houses, our home for the next six months.
I peered through the wrought-iron gates at silent tennis courts
and swimming pools waiang for their owners to return. Over
the immaculate gardens hung the air of well-bred catatonia that

only money can buy.
“The medical staff . . . ?’ Jane lowered her head, a little daunted

by the imposing avenues. ‘They’re all here?’

‘Only you and Professor Walter, our cardiovascular chief. Call
it enlightened self-interest. It’s always reassuring to know that a
good heart man and a paediatrician are nearby, in case your wife
has an angina attack or your child chokes on a rusk.’

‘And you?’ I asked. “Who copes with sudden depressions?’

‘They can wat ull moming. I'm in the annexe on the other
side of the hill. North facing, a kind of shadow world for the less
important.’ Penrose beamed to himself, happy to speak frankly.
‘The company barons who decide our pecking order feel they're
beyond the need of psychiatric attention.’

‘Are they?’

‘For the time being. But I'm working on it.” Penrose sat up and
pointed through the plane trees. ‘Slow down, Jane. Y ou're almost
home. From now on you’re living in a suburb of paradise . . .’
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3

The Brainstorm

A GIANT CYCAD threw its yellow fronds across the tiled pathway
to a lacquered front door, past a chromium statue of a leaping
dolphin. Beyond the bougainvillaea that cimbed the perimeter
wall I could see the streamlined balconies and scalloped roof
of a large art-deco villa, its powder-blue awnings like reefed
sails. The ocean-liner windows and porthole skylights seemed to
open onto the 1930s, a vanished world of Cole Porter and beach
pyjamas, morphine lesbians and the swagger portraits of Tamara
de Lempicka. The entre structure had recently been repainted,
and a phosphor in the white pigment gave its surface an almost
luminescent finish, as if this elegant villa was an astronomical
instrument that set the secret ime of Eden-Olympia.

Even Jane was impressed, smoothing the travel creases from her
trousers when we stepped from the dusty Jaguar. The house was
silent, but somewhere in the garden was a swimming pool filled
with unsettled water. Reflections from its disturbed surface seemed
to bruise the smooth walls of the house. The light drummed against
Jane’s sunglasses, giving her the edgy and vulnerable look of a studio
visitor who had strayed into the wrong film set. Almost without
thinking, Penrose stepped forward, took the glasses from Jane’s
face and placed them firmly in her hands.

A concrete apron sloped from the road to the aluminium shut-
ters of a three-car garage. Parked on the ramp was an olive-green
Range Rover of the Eden-Olympia security force. A uniformed
guard leaned against the drver’s door, a slim, hght-skinned black
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with refined and almost east African features, a narrow nose and
steep forehead. He picked the dust from the buttons of his mobile
phone with a pocket knife, and watched without comment as we
surveyed the house. | _

Penrose introduced us, his back to the guard, speaking over his
shoulder Like a district commussioner with a village headman.

‘Jane, this is Frank Halder. He’ll be wathin radio call whenever
you need him. Frank, help Dr Sinclair with her luggage . . .’

The guard was about to step into his Range Rover. When he
opened the door [ noticed a copy of Tender is the Night on the
passenger seat. He avoided my eyes, but his manner was cool and
self-possessed as he turned to face the psychiatrist.

‘Dr Penrose? I'm due in at the bureau. Mr Nagamatzu needs
me to dnive him to Nice airport.’

‘Frank ...’ Penrose held his fingemnails up to the sun and
examined the ragged crescents. "“Mr Nagamatzu can wait for five
minutes.’

‘Five minutes?’ Halder seemed baffled by the notion, as if
Penrose had suggested that he wait for five hours, or five years.
‘Secunity, doctor, it's like a Swiss watch. Everything’s laid down
in the machinery. It’s high-class time, you can’t just stop the
systemn when you feel like 1t.’

‘l know, Frank. And the human mind is like this wonderful old
Jaguar, as | keep trying to explain. Mr Sinclair is still convalescing
from a serious accident. And we can’t have Dr Jane too tired to
deal with her important panents.’

‘Dr Penrose . ..’ Jane was trying to unlock the Jaguar’s boot,
hiding her embarrassment over this mvial dispute. ‘I'm strong
enough to carry my own suitcases. And Paul’s.’

‘No. Frank is keen to help.’ Penrose raised a hand to silence
Jane. He sauntered over to Halder, flexang his shoulders inside
his inen jacket and squaring up to the guard like a boxer at a
welgh-in. ‘Besides, Mr Sinclair is a pilot.”

‘A pilot?’ Halder ran his eyes over me, pinching his sharp nostnils
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as iIf uning out the sweat of travel that clung to my stale shirt.
'‘Gliders?’

‘Powered aircraft. | flew with the RAF. Back in England I
have an old Harvard.’

‘Well, a pilot ... Halder took the car keys from Jane and
opened the boot. ‘That could be another story.’

We left Halder to carry the suitcases and set off towards the
house. Penrose unlocked a wrought-iron gate and we stepped
into the silent garden, following a pathway that led to the sun
lounge.

‘Decent of him,’ | commented to Penrose. ‘Is humping luggage
one of his duties?’

‘Definitely not. He could report me if he wanted to.” Enjoying
his small tiumph, Penrose said to Jane: ‘I like to stir things up,
keep the adrenalin flowing. The more they hate you, the more
they stay on their toes.’

Jane looked back at Halder, who was steering the suitcases
past the gate. ‘I don’t think he does hate you. He seems rather
intelhgent.’

"You're right. Halder 1s far too superior to hate anyone. Don't
let that mislead you.’

A spacious garden lay beside the house, furnished with a tenms
court, rose pergola and swimming pool. A suite of beach chairs
sat by the disturbed water, damp cushions steaming in the sun.
| wondered if Halder, ared of waiting for us, had stripped off
for a quick dip. Then I noticed a red beach ball on the diving
board, the last water dnpping from its plasac skin. Suddenly I
imagined the moody young guard roaming like a baseline tennis
player along the edge of the pool, hurling the ball at the surface
and catching it as it rebounded from the far side, dnving the water
Into a state of panic.

Penrose and Jane walked on ahead of me, and by the time |
reached the sun lounge Halder had overtaken me. He moved
aside as 1 climbed the steps.
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‘Thanks for the cases,” I told him. ‘I couldn’t have man-
aged them.’

He paused to stare at me in his appraising way, neither sym-
pathetic nor hostile. ‘It’s my job, Mr Sinclair.’

‘It’s not your job — but thanks. I had a small flying accident.’

‘'You broke your knees. That's tough.’ He spoke with an
American accent, but one leammed in Europe, perhaps working
as a secunty guard for a local subsidiary of Mobil or Exxon. ‘You
have a commercial licence?’

‘Private. Or did have, unul they took it away from me. [ publish
aviaton books.’

‘Now you'll have ame to wnte one yourself. Some people
might envy you.’

He stood wath his back to the pool, the trembling light reflected
in the beads of water on the holster of his pistol. He was strong but
light-footed, with the lithe step of a professional dancer, a tango
specialist who read Scott Fitzgerald and took out his frustranons on
swimming pools. For a moment [ saw a strange image of him wash-
ing his gun 1n the pool, nnsing away David Greenwood’s blood.

‘Keep flying speed ... He saluted and smode away. As he
passed the pool he leaned over and spat into the water.

We sat on the termace beneath the awmng, listening to the gende
flap of canvas and the swish of lawn sprinklers from nearby
gardens. Far below were the streets of Cannes, dominated by
the twin domes of the Carlton Hotel, a nexus of noise and
traffic that crowded the beach. The sun had moved beyond La
Napoule and now lit the porphyry rocks of the Esterel, exposing
valleys filled with lavender dust like the flats of a forgorten stage
production. To the east, beyond Cap d’Anuabes, the ziggurat
apartment buildings of Marina Baie des Anges loomed larger
than the Alpes-Mantimes, their immense curved facades glowing
ike a cauldron in the aftermoon sun.
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The swimming pool had calmed. Halder's glob of spit had
almost dissolved, the sun-drniven currents drawing it into a spiral
like the milky arms of a nebula. An eager water spider straddled
one of the whorls and was busy gorging itself.

Penrose’s tour of the house had impressed Jane, who seemed
stunned by the prospect of becoming the chatelaine of this
imposing art-deco mansion. | hobbled after them as Penrose
guided her around the kitchen, poinung out the ceramic hobs
and the control panels with more dials than an airliner’s cockpat.
In the study, virtually a self-contained office, Penrose demon-
strated the computerized library, the telemetnc links to hospitals
in Cannes and Nice, and the databanks of medical records.

Sitting at the tenminal, Jane accessed the X-rays of my knees
now held in the clinic’s files, along with an unforgiving description
of my accident and a photograph of the ground-looped Harvard.
Tapping her teeth, Jane read the pathologist’s analysis of the
rogue infecaon that had kept me in my wheelchair for so many
months.

'It’s nght up to date — practically tells us what we had for break-
fast this moming. I could probably hack into David’s files . . .’

[ clasped her shoulders, proud of my spirited young wife. ‘Jane,
you'll tear the place apant. Thank God it doesn’t say anything about
my mind.’

‘It will, dear, it will . . .’

Gazing at the garden, Jane finished her spnitzer, eager to get back
to the termninal.

‘Tl give you a list of interesting restaurants,” Penrose told
her. He sat by himself in the centre of the wicker sofa, arms
outstretched in the pose of a Hindu holy man, surveying us 1n
his amiable way. ‘Tétou in Golfe-Juan does the best seafood.
You can eat Graham Greene’s favourite boudin at Chez Félix
in Antibes. [t’s a shnine for men of actnon like you, Paul.’
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"We'll go.” I lay back in the deep cushions, watching a hght
aircraft haul its advertsing pennant along the Croisette. ‘It’s blissful
here. Absolutely perfect. So what went wrong?’

Penrose stared at me without replying, his smile growing and
then fading like a dying star. His eyes closed and he seemed
to shp into a shallow fugue, the waming aura before a petit-
mal seizure.

‘Wilder . . ."” Concerned for him, Jane raised her hand to hold
his attenton. ‘Dr Penrose? Are you — 7'

‘Paul?’ Alert again, Penrose turned to me. ‘The aircraft, they're
such a nuisance, | didn’t quite catch what you were saying.’

‘Something happened here.’ I gestured towards the office build-
ings of the business park. ‘Ten people were shot dead. Why did
Greenwood do 1t?”

Penrose buttoned his linen jacket in an attempt to disguise his
burly shoulders. He sat forward, speaking in a barely audible voice.
‘To be honest, Paul, we’ve no idea. It’s impossible to explain,
and it damn near cost me my job. Those deaths have cast a huge
shadow over Eden-Olympia. Seven very senior people were killed
on May 28°

‘But why?’

‘The big corporatons would like to know.’ Penrose raised his
hands, warming them in the sun. ‘Frankly, [ can’t tell them.’

‘Was David unhappy?’ Jane put down her glass. She watched
Penrose as if he were a confused patient who had wandered into
Casualty with a garbled tale of death and assassination. ‘We worked
together at Guy’s. He was a little high-minded, but his feet were
on the ground.’

‘Completely.’ Penrose spoke with conviction. ‘He loved it here
~ his work at the clinic, the children’s refuge at La Bocca. The

kids adored him. Mostly orphans abandoned by their north African
and pied-noir families. They’d never met anyone like David. He

helped out at a methadone project in Mandelieu . . .
Jane stared into her empty glass. The sucky bowl had trapped
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a small insect. ‘Did he ever relax? It sounds as it the poor man
was overworked.’

‘No.’” Penrose closed his eyes again. He moved his head,
searching the planetarium inside his skull for a glimmer of light.
‘He was taking Arabic and Spanish classes so he could talk to the
children at the refuge. I never saw him under any stress.’

‘Too many antidepressants?’

‘Not prescribed by me. The autopsy showed nothing. No LSD,
none of the wilder amphetamnines. The poor tellow’s bloodstream
was practically placental.’

‘Was he married?’ | asked. 'A wife would have known some-
thing was brewing.’

‘I wish he had been mamed. He did have an affair with someone
in the property-services division.’

‘Man or woman?’

‘Woman. It must have been.’ Jane spoke almost too bnskly. ‘He
certainly wasn't homosexual. Did she have anything to say?’

‘Nothing. Their affair had been over for months. Sadly, some
things are fated to remain mystenes for ever.’

Penrose scowled at the pool, and chewed on a thumbnail. The
garden was now in shadow as the late-afternoon Light left the valley
of Eden-Olympia, and the top floors of the oftice buildings caught
the sun, floating above the trees like airbome caravels. Our con-
versation had drained the colour from Penrose’s face. Only his
hands continued to move. Resting on the cushions beside him,
they flinched and rembled with a life of their own.

‘Was anyone else involved?’ I pointed towards Cannes. ‘Co-
conspirators on the outside?’

‘The investigating magistrate found nothing. He spent weeks
here with his police teams, staging reconstructions of the murders.
A strange kind of street theatre, you'd think Eden-Olympia was
taking over from the Edinburgh Fesuval. Meanwhile, foreign
governments were pressing hard for a result. Half the world’s
psychologists jammed the baggage carousels at Nice Airport.
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There was even a televised debate in the conference room at
the Noga Hilton. They came up with nothing.’

‘He tied to kill you.” Jane pushed her glass away, distracted
by the insect’s angry buzzing. ‘You were wounded. How did he
look when he shot you?”

Penrose sighed, his heavy chest deflating at the memory. ‘I
didn’t see him, thank heavens. I'm not sure that | was one of
his targets. A glass door blew in while [ was checking something
in the pharmacy. David was firing from the outside corridor at
Professor Berthoud. By the ume I stopped bleeding he'd gone.’

‘Grim . . ." | felt a sudden sympathy for Penrose. ‘A nightmare
for you.’

'Far more for David.” Penrose watched his restdess hands and
then nodded to me, grateful for this display of fellow-feeling.
‘Paul, 1t’s impossible to explain. Some deep psychosis must have
been gathering for years, a profound cnsis going back to his
childhood.’

‘Did David know any of the vicims?’

‘He knew them all. Several were patrons of the La Bocca refuge,
like poor Dominique Serrou, the breast cancer specialist at the
clinic. She gave a lot of her free time to the refuge. God only
knows why Dawvid decided to kill her.’

‘Was Eden-Olympia his real target?’ Jane carried her glass to
the open air and released the rapped insect. ‘I love it here, but
the place is disgusangly rich.’

“We thought of that.” Penrose watched the 1nsect veer away,
smiling at its angry swerves and dives. ‘Eden-Olympia is a business
park. This isn’t Fritz Lang's Metropolis. Drive to Le Cannet or
Grasse and you'll find a dozen old “zincs” where you can enjoy
your pasts and bet on the horses at Longchamp.’

‘Third-World politics?’ [ suggested. ‘Muldnational corporations
make a perfect terrorist target.’

‘IBM Europe? Nippon Telegraph?’ Penrose reluctantdy shook
his head. ‘Companies here aren’t involved with the Third World.
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None of them are sweanng rubber or bauxite out of a coolic
workforce. The raw matenal processed at Eden-Olympia is high-
grade information. Besides, political terronsts don’t rely on people
like David Greenwood. Though you have to admire the way he
carried 1t off. Once the alarm was raised he must have known all
the doors would shut around him.’

‘Which they did?’

‘Tighter than a nun’s knees. When he realized it was over,
he came back here and killed his hostages, a couple of off-dury
chauffeurs and a maintenance engineer. Why he seized them in
the first place no one knows . . .’

"Wait a minute . . .’ Jane stepped forward, pointing to Penrose.
‘Are you saying . . . 2

‘Tragically, yes. He killed all three.’

‘Here?’ Jane seized my wnist, her sharp fingers almost separating
the bones. *You're saying this was David’s villa?’

‘Naturally.” Penrose seemed puzzled by Jane's question. ‘The
house is assigned to the clinic’s paediatnician.’

‘So the murders began . ..’ Jane stared at the white walls of
the sun lounge, as if expecting to see them smeared with bloody
handprint. ‘Dawvid lived in this house?’

Penrose ducked his head, embarrassed by his slip of the tongue.
‘Jane, 1 didn’t mean to alarm you. Everything happened in the
garage. Dawid shot the hostages there, and then killed himself.
They found him inside hus car.’

‘Even so . ..” Jane searched the tiled floor at her feet. ‘It feels
strange. Dawvid living here, planning all those termble deaths.’

‘l]ane ...’ I took her hands, but she pulled them away from
me. ‘Are you going to be happy? Penrose, can’t we move to
another house? We’'ll rent a villa in Grasse or Vallauns.'

“You could move, yes . .." Penrose was watching us without
expression. ‘It will create problems. Houses here are at a premium
— none of the others are vacant. It’s a condition of Jane’s contract
that she stay within Eden-Olympia. We’d have to find you an
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apartment near the shopping mall. They're pleasant enough, but
... Jane, I'm sorry you’re upset.’

‘I'm all nght.’ Jane took a chip from her purse. Stanng hard at
Penrose, she smoothed her shoulder-length hair and secured it in
a defiant bunch. ‘You're sure no one was killed here?’

‘Absolutely. Everything happened in the garage. They say it
was over in seconds. A bnief burst of shots. Heart-rending to
think about.’

‘It is.” Jane spoke matter-of-factly. ‘So the garage ... ?

‘Virtually rebuilt. Scarcely a trace of the onginal structure. Talk
it over with Pau] and let me know tomorrow.’

‘Jane ... ?' | touched her cheek, now as pale as the white
walls. Her face was pointed, like a wormmied child’s, and the spurs
of her nasal bndge seemed sharp enough to cut the skin. ‘How
do you feel?’

‘Odd. Don’t vou?”

‘We can move. I'll find a hotel in Cannes.’

Penrose took out his mobile phone. ‘I'll get Halder to drive
you to the Marunez. We have several guest suites there.’

‘No.” Jane brushed me aside, and took the phone from Penrose.
‘I'm too tired. We've both had a long dnve. We need ame to
think it through.’

‘Good. You're being very sensible.” Penrose bowed in an
almost obsequious way. Despite his concemn, | was puzzled by
his behaviour. He had deliberately concealed from us the crucial
fact that David Greenwood had lived in this house and died within
its grounds. No doubt Penrose had feared, nghtly, that Jane would
never have accepted the post at Eden-Olympia if she had known.

[ examined the chairs and tables in the sun lounge, pieces of
department-store furniture in expensive but anonymous designs.
[ realized that Jane was as much the hired help as Halder and the
security guards, the murdered chauffeurs and maintenance man,
and was expected to keep her sensitivities to herself. Ambinous
dentists did not complain about the poor oral hygiene of their
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richer clients. [ remembered Halder’s sceptical gaze as he lounged
by the Range Rover, making it clear that we were lucky to be
admitted to this luxury enclave.

Penrose said his goodbyes to Jane and waited by the pool as I
found my walking sack. He had replaced his sunglasses, hiding
the sweat that leaked from his eye-sockets. In his creased hinen
suit, with its damp collar and lapels, he seemed both shifty and
arrogant, aware that he had been needlessly provocatve but not
too concerned by our reactions.

Joining him, I said: ‘Thanks for the tour. It’s a superb house.’

‘Good. You’ll probably stay. Your wife likes it here.’

‘I'm not sure.’

‘Believe me.” His smile dnfted across his face like a dismasted
ship, detached from whatever he was thinking. “You'll be very
happy at Eden-Olympia.’

| walked Penrose down to the avenue, and waited while he
called the nearest patrol car.

‘One thing . .." [ said. "Why did you tell Halder that 1 was
a puot?’

‘Did I? [ hope that wasn’t indiscreet.’

‘No. But you made a point of it.’

‘Halder is a difficult man to impress. He has the special kind
of snobbery that servants of the nch often show. As your secunty
man 1t's important he take you seriously. | thought it mught break
the ice.’

‘It clearly did. Is he an amateur pilot?’

‘No. His father was in the US Air Force, stanoned at a base
near Mannheim. The mother was a German girl working in the
PX. He abandoned her and the baby, and now runs a small airhne
in Alabama. He was one of the few black commuissioned officers.
Halder’s never met him.’

‘An airline? That’s impressive.’

‘I thank i1t has two planes. For Halder, flying is confused with
his wish to confront his father.’
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‘A lide pat?’

Penrose playfully punched my shoulder, a hard blow that made
me raise my stick to him. He stepped out of my way and signalled
to an approaching patrol car. ‘Pat? Yes. But I'm not speaking as a
psychiatnist.’

‘Are you ever?’

With a stage laugh, Penrose drummed his fist against the roller
doors of the garage. He swung his large body into the passenger
seat of the Range Rover, sprawling against the driver. The sound
of his mocking cheer, good-humoured but denisory, was taken up
by the vibrating metal slats, 2 memory of violence that seemed
to echo from the sealed garage, eager to escape into the warm
August arr.

Jane had left the sun lounge and was siting by the computer 1n the
study, choosing a new screensaver. | limped towards her, already
tred by the spaces of the large house. Jane raised a hand to me,
her eyes stll fixed on the screen. Alone in this white room, she
seemed at her prettiest, a charming ingénue in a modem-dress
version of a Coward play. | leaned against her, glad to be alone
with my sane young wife.

“What was all that, Paul? You weren't hiting him?’

‘As 1t happens, he punched me.’

‘Vile man. Are you all nght?’ She took the walking stick and
pulled up a chair for me. ‘Speaking of punches, Dr Wilder Penrose
was a bit below the belt.’

‘Not telling us straight away about David? That’s obviously his
style — watch out.” I sat beside Jane, and stared at the complex
patterns that revolved like a Paisley nmightinare. “What did you
make of him?’

‘He’s an intellectual thug.’ Jane massaged my knee. *That set-to

over our bags with Halder. And the nasty way he stared at the
African salesmen. He’s racist.’
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‘No. He was trying to provoke us. Visitors from liberal England,
we're as naive as any maiden aunt, an unmuissable target. Sall,
he’s your colleague now. Remember that you have to get on
with him.’

‘1 will. Don’t worry, psychiatrists are never a threat. Surgeons
are the real menace.’

‘That sounds like hard-won expenence.’

‘It 1s. All psychiatrists secretly dream of killing themnselves.’

‘And surgeons?’

‘They dream of killing their patients.” She rotated her seat,
turning her back to the computer. ‘Paul, that was a weird after-
noon.’

‘Very weird. I don't know whether you noticed, but a rather
odd game is being played. Penrose is testing us. He wants to see
if we’re good enough for Eden-Olympia.’

‘l am.” Jane’s chin rose, exposing a childhood scar. ‘“Why
not?’

‘So you want to stay?’

‘Yes, I do. There are possibilities here. We ought to explore
them.’

‘Good. I'll back you all the way.’

Jane waited as | embraced her, then held me at arm’s length.
‘One thing, Paul. It’s important. We don’t talk about Dawvid
Greenwood.’

'Jane, 1 liked him.’

'‘Did you? I'm not so sure. Face it, we're never going to know
what happened to him. He’s not coming back, so stop worrying
about him. Agreed? Let’s go upstairs and unpack.’

Jane led the way, hefting her leather suitcase while I limped after
her, stick in one hand and two of the soft bags in the other. Once
we reached our bedroom Jane collapsed onto the ivory-white
sofa. She ran her cheek along the silk cushions.
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‘Paul, isn't this a little lavish for.a member of staff? Have you
wondered why?’

‘Are they trying to bnbe us? | seriously doubt it. You're a
consultant paediatncian, one of the new professional elite.’

‘Come off it." Jane unbuttoned her shirt. ‘I'm a barefoot
doctor with a short-service contract. Sall, simang in the sun
will do vou good. Before we leave, you'll be playing tennis
again.’

‘I might even beat you.’

‘Losing to their favourite patients is part of a doctor’s job. It
happens every day in Bel Air and Holland Park.’

I wandered around the air-condidoned suite, with its dressing
room and double bathroom. Despite Jane’s comments, the fur-
niture was more Noga Hilton than Vermsailles, and I guessed that
the originals had been replaced. But there were faint ink-marks
from a ballpoint pen on the fabnc of an armchair by the window.
[ moved the chair to one side, then knelt down and felt the
dents in the carpet, deep and smoothly polished by the castors.
David Greenwood had probably slumped in this chair at the
end of a long day, ticking off the latest bulletins from Médecins
Sans Frontieres. One May morning he sat with a nfle across
his knees and a map of Eden-Olympia, working out a special
iunerary.

Jane stood beside me, her dark hair falling to her bare shoulders.
She had stepped from the dressing room and held her mightdress
to her chin, admiring herself in the full-length mirror like a child
trying on her mother’s clothes.

‘Paul, are you there?” Concerned, she took my hands, as if
leading me out of a dream. “You were asleep standing up. Thus
house does odd things to people . . .’

She let the nightdress fall to the floor and drew me towards
the bed. I lay beside her, resting my face against her small breasts,
with their sweet scents of summer love. Once again I wondered
how well she had known David Greenwood. It occurred to
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me that three of us would sleep together in this large and
comfortable bed, unal I could persuade Dawvid to step out of

my mind and disappear for ever down the white staircase of this
dreaming villa.
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4

A Flying Accident

SUNLIGHT WAS INFILTRATING the misty lakes and forests of
Eden-Olympia, probing the balconies of the residential enclave
as if trying to rouse the company chairmen and managing directors,
calling them out to play. | stood in the open doorway of the break-
fast room, letting the warm air bathe my legs. An advertising plane
was taking off from the Cannes-Mandelieu airfield, and I realized
that my shadow was probably one of the few human silhouettes
still visible from the sky over the business park.

[t was 7.4, but my neighbours had already left for work. Long
before the sun reached across the Baie des Anges the senmior execu-
tives had finished their croissants and muesli, their mortadella and
noodles, and set off to another long day at the office.

As | settled myself in a poolside chair the sun seemed to pause,
surpnised to find someone not already bent over a boardroom
table or laboratory bench. Along the Croisette in Cannes the day
would hardly have begun. The waiters at the Blue Bar would be
pausing for a cigarette before they set out the table placements,
and the water trucks would still be spraying the side roads off the
Rue d’Antibes. But in Eden-Olympia the mainframes would be
wide awake, the satellite dishes draining information stored in
the sky. A busy electronic traffic was already sluicing through the
cabled floors, bringing the Dow and Nikkei indexes, inventonies
of pharmaceutical warehouses in Diisseldorf and cod depositories

in Trondheim.
Thinking of Jane, who had been up at six and off to the clinic
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before I woke, | eased myself onto the sun-lounger and lifted my
right leg above the foam rubber cushion. After onlv three weeks
at Eden-Olympia, as Jane had promised, 1 was free of the metal
brace. Now I could drive the Jaguar and give Jane a rest from the
heavy steering wheel. Above all, I was able to walk, and keep up
with her as we strolled down the Croisette towards the seafood
restaurants of the Vieux Port.

I counted the atanium claws that held the kneecap together.
My wasted right calf was as thin as my forearmn, and gave me a
rolling, seadog gait. But exercise would strengthen the muscles.
One day I would be able to work the heavy brake pedals of the
Harvard and win back my pnvate pilot’s licence.

In the meantime | explored Eden-Olympia on foot, logging
miles along the simulated nature trails that ended abruptly when
they were no longer visible from the road. Omamental pathways
led to the electricity substations feeding power into the business
park’'s grid. Surrounded by chain-link fences, they stood in the
forest cleanings like mystenious and impassive presences. I circled
the artficial Jakes, with their eenly calm surfaces, or roamed
around the vast car parks. The lines of silent vehicles might have
belonged to a race who had migrated to the stars.

By the early afternoon Charles’s e-mails brought me final proof
pages, cheery gossip about the latest office romances, and quenes
over the editorial copy of our aviation journals. I missed Jane,
who never retummed home before seven o’'clock, but [ was happy
to doze on the sun-lounger and listen to the droning engines of
hght aircraft trailing their pennants across the cloudless sky, news
from the sun of furniture sales, swimming pool discounts and the
opening of a new aqua-park.

A lawnmower sounded from a nearby garden as the roving
groundstaff trimmed the grass. Sprinklers hissed a gentde
dnzzle across the Aowerbeds of the next-door villa, occupied by
Professor Ito Yasuda, chairman of a Japanese finance house, his
serious-faced wife and even more serious three-year-old son. On
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Sundays they played tennis together, a process as stylized as a
Kabuki drama, which involved endless ball retneval and virtually
no court action.

My other neighbours were a Belgian couple, the Delages,
among the earliest colonists of the business park. Alain Delage was
the chief financial officer of the Eden-Olympia holding company,
a tall, preoccupied accountant lost somewhere behind the lenses of
his nmless glasses. But he was kind enough to give Jane a lift to the
clinic each moming. I had met the couple, Delage and his pale,
watchful wife Simone, but our brief conversation across the roof
of their Mercedes would have been more expressive if carmied out
by semaphore between distant peaks in the Alpes-Mantimes.

Inumacy and neighbourliness were not features of everyday life
at Eden-Olympia. An invisible infrastructure took the place of
traditional civic virtues. At Eden-Olympia there were no parking
problems, no fears of burglars or purse-snatchers, no rapes or
muggings. The top-drawer professionals no longer needed to
devote a moment’s thought to each other, and had dispensed
with the checks and balances of community life. There were no
town councils or magistrates’ courts, no citizens’ advice bureaux.
Civility and polity were designed into Eden-Olympia, in the
same way that mathematics, aesthetics and an entire geopolitical
world-view were designed into the Parthenon and the Boeing 747.
Representative democracy had been replaced by the surveillance
camera and the pnvate police force.

By the afternoon, all this tolerance and good behaviour left
me feeling deeply bored. After a hght lunch I would set off on
foot around the business park. A few days earlier, while circling
one of the largest lakes, I came across a curious human settlement
in the woods. This was the lavish sports centre advertised in
the brochure, a complex that contained two swimming pools,
saunas, squash courts and a running track. It was fully staffed by
helpful young instructors, but otherwise deserted. 1 assumed that
the senior administrators at Eden-Olympia were too tired after a
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day’s work to do more than eat supper from a tray and doze in
front of the adult movie channel.

Jane had been swiftly drawn into this regime of fulfilment
through work. She was stimulated by the new corporate ethos,
so different from the shambles of a London teaching hospital.
Guy's was a city under siege, filled wath the sick, the lost and
the confused, a shuffling host perpetually on the move 1n a vast
internal mgration.

At Eden-Olympia the medical staf were calm and unrushed,
as [ found when my knee was X-rayed. The lakeside reception
area resembled the sun deck of a cruise iner. The cheerful young
Frenchwoman who settled me on the X-ray table chatted to me
about my flying days in the RAF and her own hang-glding
weekends at Roquebrune. I had the strong sense that we were
friends who had known each other for years. Yet I had forgotten
her face within seconds of leaving her.

Jane met me afterwards, barely recognizable in trim business
suit and court shoes. I thought fondly of the hippie doctor I had
met at Guy’s, a chocolate bar next to her stethoscope in the frayed
pocket of an off-white lab coat. She introduced me to the director
of the clhinic, Professor Kalman, a distracted but amiable man in
his sixties who was a specialist in preventive medicine but had
somehow failed to anticipate the outbreak of sudden death on
his own premuises. Jane accepted his generous comphments, and
then proudly showed me round her comfortable suite with its
bathroom and kitchen, almost as much a home as the villa we
shared. Four months earlier it had been David Greenwood’s office,
and it surprised me that he had seen enough of his colleagues to
dishke them, let alone set about killing them.

That evening, I drove Jane into Cannes. Holding her arm, |
swung myself through the crowds on the Croisette. We drank
too many Tom Collinses on the Carlton terrace, ate seafood from
metal platters at a quayside restaurant, feeding each other titbits of
petite friture, sea urchins and crayfish. We wandered tipsily around
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the Vieux Port, and I remade Jane’s lipstick before showing her
off to the Arabs lolling with their women on the white-leacher
atter-decks of their rented yachts. [ knew we were very happy,
but at the same time | felt that. we were extras in a tounist film.

A blind shivered behind a bedroom window on the first floor
of the Delages’ house. It rose and fell, manipulated by someone
tired of the darkness but umimpressed by the possibilities of the
day. The blinds settled themselves, and Simone Delage stepped
onto the balcony, a dressing gown around her shoulders. She had
slept late, and her cheeks seemed blanched by whatever exhaustung
dreams had drained away the night. Her handsome face, as grave
as a cancer specialist’s secretary, showed no expression when she
noticed the Riviera coast, and her eyes scanned the contour lines
of the Alpes-Manumes in the way she might have glanced through
a suspect biopsy. She had scarcely acknowledged my exastence,
and often sunbathed naked on the balcony, as if the anonymity
of Eden Olympia made her invisible to her neighbours.

Was she aware of me watching her? I suspected that this private
and moody woman - a trained mathematcian, according to Jane,
with a doctorate in statistics — took a perverse pleasure in exposing
herself to the solitary man lying by the pool with his apparently
withered leg. At night she and her accountant husband would
wander naked around their bedroom, visible through the slatted
blinds like figures on a television screen, unconcemed by their
own bodies as they discussed sink funds and tax shelters.

She loosened her robe, then noticed a light aircraft that was
circling Eden-Olympia, advertising a satellite-dish agency in
Cagnes-sur-Mer. She retreated into her bedroom and stood
by the window, smeaning face cream onto her cheeks with an
automatic hand.

[ put aside the page proofs and watched the Cessna climb the
hills above Grasse, its pennant shivering in the cooler air. The
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hgaments in my knee had begun to ache — more a response to
stress, Jane told me, than a sign of recuming infection. | missed
my old Harvard, now abandoned in its storage hangar at Elstree
aerodrome, which I had bought by telephone at an aircraft auc-
ton in Toulouse. Once it had trained Nato pilots in Moose Jaw,
Saskatchewan, and later posed as Zero and Focke-Wulf fighters
in countless war movies. Traces of its film-studio livery, the
rising-sun roundels and iron crosses, clung to its fuselage. I spent
countless hours refitting the heavy-winged trainer, with its huge
radial engine, pitch prop and retractable undercamage, but [ knew
now that I might never take its controls again.

The Harvard had nearly killed me, on an autumn weekend
a year earlier, when I set off to an aviation fair near St-Malo.
Distracted by gossip of Charles’s faltering marmage, and the finan-
cial settlement that would virtually break the firmn, I had forgotten
to file a Aight plan. The tower recalled me, and [ missed my
take-off slot. Impatient to be airborne, [ was heavy-handed with
the throttle and pitch settings. As the powerful engine hurled me
down the runway I lost control in a crosswind. [ slewed into the
deep grass, throttled up again to regain runway speed, tried to
abort the take-off and ground-looped through the penmeter
fence. The Harvard shd across an empty dual carnageway into
the garden of a bungalow owned by a retired air-traffic controller.
He had watched my botched take-off from his bedroom window,
and his tesimony sealed my fate. By the ame the ambulance and
fire trucks amved my flying career was over.

But at least the crash had brought me to Jane, one of the teenage
doctors, as | called them, who wandered around the surgical ward
at Guy’s. She was twenty-seven years old, but could have passed for
seventeen, slumming through the ward in wom sandals with dirty
toes and lank hair, lunching off a chocolate bar as she studied my
temperature chart. Looking up from my pillow into her sceptical
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gaze, | wondered why a beaunful.young woman was disguising
herself as a hippie.

She was gentle enough when she examined my knee. Her small
hands with their chipped nails deftly removed the drainage tubes.
She finished her chocolate, screwed up the wrapper and dropped
it into my half-empty teacup.

‘This knee needs to be flexed more - I'll get on to physio.’ She
studied my admission notes, tapping a pencil between her strong
teeth. ‘So you're the pilot here? You crash-landed your plane?”’

‘Not exactly. The plane never left the ground.’

‘That must be quite an achievement. I like pilots — Beryl
Markham i1s my hero.’

‘A great flyer,” I agreed. ‘Totally promuscuous.’

‘Aren’t all women, if they want to be? Men have such a hang-up
about that.’ She stuffed my file into its rack at the foot of the bed.
‘They say flying and sex go together. | don’t know about that side
of your life, but it’s going to be a while before you fly.’

‘I'm set to lose my licence.’

‘How sad.’ She took a syringe from the kidney dish and eyed
the meniscus. ‘I'm sorry. Flying must be important to you.’

‘It 1s. By the way, is that needle clean?’

‘Clean? What an idea . . ." She eased the antibiotic into my arm.
‘No one cleans hospitals these days — this isn’t the 1930s. We spend
the money on important things. Fancy wallpaper for the managers’

dining room, new carpets for the senior consultants . . .

Already I was staring at the high forehead she disguised behind
a dark fringe, and the quick but oddly evasive eyes. 1 liked
the bolshie cast of her mouth, and the lips forever searching
for the choicest four-letter word. Her unlined face was pale
from too many cigarettes, too many late nights with bonng
lovers who failed to appreciate her. Despite the name tag —
‘Dr Jane Gomersall' - [ almost believed that she was one of
those impostors who masquerade so effortlessly as members of
the medical profession, some renegade sixth-form schoolgirl who
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had borrowed a white coat and decided to try her hand at a litde
doctonng.

Keen to meet her again, [ was soon out of bed, and spent hours
in my wheelchair hunang the comdors. Someames 1 would see
her loafing on a fire escape with the younger surgeon;, laughing
as they smoked their cigarettes together. Later, when we talked
near the soft-drinks machine outside the lifts, I learned that she was
not a hippie, but adopted her scruffy style to imute the hospital
admunistrators. She had specialized in paediatncs, but ward closures
had reassigned her to general duties. Her clergyman father was the
headmaster of a Church of England school in Cheltenham, and
the role of rebel and classroom agitator had come early to her.

On my last day, a few minutes before Charles collected me,
| heard the familiar fip-flop of worn sandals, and limped to the
door as she sauntered past. She waited amiably for me to speak,
but | could think of nothing to say. Then she raised her fnnge,
as if cooling her forehead, and suggested that I show her around
Elstree Flying Club.

The next weekend she drove me from my house in Maida Vale
to the airfield in north London. She was surpnsed by the aircraft
in the hangars, by their rough, nveted skins and the harsh reek of
engine coolant and lubncatung oil. My Harvard, sull stained by the
trafthc controller’s rhododendrons, especially intnigued her. One of
the watching mechanics helped her into the cockpit. Without a
parachute to sit on, she was barely visible through the windscreen.
She pushed back the canopy, stood on the metal seat-base and
flung out an arm, in the posture of the winged woman screaming
to her followers on the Arc de Tnomphe. The sculpture had
deeply impressed her duning a school visit to Pans, and | only
wished 1 could have supplied her with a sword.

Later she dressed in my white overalls and put on an old leather
flying helmet, lounging around the Harvard like the women pilots
in aviation’s heroic days, smoking their Craven A’'s while they
leaned against their biplanes and gazed at the stars.

43



We were mamed within three months. I was sall on my
crutches, but Jane wore an extravagantly ruched silk dress that
seemned to inflate during the ceremony, filling the register office
like the trumpet of a vast amaryllis.- She smoked pot at the
reception held at the Royal College of Surgeons in Regent’s
Park, sniffed a line of cocaine in front of her mother, a likeable
suburban solicitor, and gave an impassioned speech descnbing
how we had made love in the rear seat of the Harvard, a complete
fiction that even her father cheered.

During our Maldives honeymoon she snorkelled on the outer,
and dangerous, side of the reef, and befriended a female conger
eel. More out of curiosity than lechery, she set my camcorder to
film us having sex in our bamboo hut, watching me like a lab
technician who had grown attached to an expenmental animal.
Sometimes | sensed that she might walk off into the sea and
vanish for ever. At Maida Vale, a week after our return, a
policeman called to question her, and she admitted to me that
she supplied tincture of cannabis to psonasis sufferers and had
tried to grow hemp plants in a disused laboratory at the hospital.
Already 1 guessed that the urge to work abroad was part of the
same restlessness that had led her to marry me, a random throw

of the dice.

‘Paul, be honest,” she said when she leamed of the Eden-
Olympia vacancy. ‘How do you feel? Dissatisfied?’

‘No. Are you?’

‘We all are. And we do nothing aboutit. You've stopped flying,
and keep getting these knee infections. I'm a trained paediatrician
and I practically carry bedpans. Think of something really perverse
[ could do.’

‘Have a baby?’

“Yes! That's rather clever, Paul. But I can’t. At least not now.
There are problems.’

‘Medical ones?’

‘In a way ...
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But I had seen Jane inserting her col and could feel the
drawstring emerging from her cervix.

Now, following David Greenwood, we had amved in Eden-
Olympia, among the most civilized places on the planet and
one that promised to safle the last vestiges of her hunger for
freedom. The heroine of ‘La Marseillaise” was about to sheathe

her sword.
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The English Girl

THE POOL LAY beside me, so calm that a film of dust lay on
the surface. Through the cool depths 1 could see a small coin
on the sloping floor, perhaps a one-franc piece that had shpped
from the pocket of Greenwood’s swimsuit. Bumnished by the
pool detergent, it gleamed like a node of silver distilled from the
Riviera light, a class of pearl unique to the swimming pools of
the rich. |

I istened to the vacuum cleaners working in the bedroom, a
relentless blare that had driven the echoes of the Harvard's engine
from my mind. The two Italian maids amved each moming at
ten o’clock, part of the uniformed task force that moved from
villa to villa. A gardener, Monsieur Anvers, appeared on alternate
days, watered the grass and shrubs, and cleaned the pool. He was
unobtrusive, an elderly Cannots whose daughter worked in the
Eden-Olympia shopping mall.

One of the maids stared cheekily at me from a bathroom
window. as if puzzled by my life of ease. Already the concept
of leisure was dying in the business park, replaced by a grudging
puritanism. Freedom was the nght to paid work, while leisure
was the mark of the shiftless and untalented.

Deciding to dnve into Cannes, | gathered my proof pages
and made my way back to the house. sefiora Morales, the
Spanish housekeeper, moved busily around the kitchen, check-
ing the cartons of groceries dehivered from the supermarket.
The ever-watchful but tolerant gaze of this middle-aged Spanish
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woman reminded me of my prep-school matron, translated
from the gloom of West Hampstead to the sun terraces of
the Mediterranean. She was helpful but garrulous, and 1 often
heard her talking to herself in the kitchen, using a confused mix
of Spanish and English.

She nodded approvingly as | took the soda-water siphon and
a bottle of rosé Bandol from the refngerator. Clearly she assumed
that any Englishman of quality would be drunk by noon.

'‘My car,’ | explained. ‘It’s very old. A few drinks make it
go better.’

‘Of course. You come to Valencia and open a garage.’ She
watched me raise my glass and toast the moming light. ‘It’s always
good weather at Eden-Olympia.’

‘That’s true. Except for one very stormy day last May.’ | felt
the bubbles play against my nostrils and sipped the aerated wine.
‘Senora, how long have you been at Eden-Olympia?’

‘Two years. | was housekeeper for Mr and Mrs Nanuaa.’

‘The family next door, before the Yasudas? Dr Penrose told
me — they were unhappy and moved back to Pans. [t must have
been a shock, like one of those comics the Japanese read.’

Sefiora Morales lowered her eyes to the figs and fennel. ‘Before
that | worked for Monsieur Bachelet.’

[ put down my drink, remembering that Guy Bachelet, the
head of security at Eden-Olympia, had been one of Greenwood'’s
vicims. ‘I'm sorry, sefiora. How termble for you.’

“Worse for him.’

'l was thinking of you. The pain you must have felt when you
heard he'd been murdered in his own ofhce.’

‘No.’ Sefiora Morales spoke firmly. ‘Not in his office. He died
at his house.’

"You weren't there, | hope?’

‘1 was coming from Grasse.” As if to justify her lucky escape,
she said: ‘I start at nine o’clock. Already the police were at
the house.’
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‘That’s nght. It was very early. Sa. Monsieur Bacheletwas. . . ?

‘Dead, yes. And Dr Serrou.’

'‘Dominique Serrou?’ Penrose had mentioned Greenwood’s
partner at the La Bocca refuge.-*She was shot at the chimc?’

‘No.’ Sennora Morales inspected the fading bloom on a peach, as
if tempted to return 1t to the supermarket. ‘Also in the house.’

'l thought everyone was killed at Eden-Olympia? Dr Serrou
lived in Le Cannet.’

‘Not at hier house.” Sefiora Morales pointed through the win-
dows at the rooftops of the residental enclave. ‘At Monsieur
Bachelet’s house. Four hundred metres from here.’

‘They died there together? Dr Greenwood shot them both?’

‘At the same time. Temble . . ." Sefiora Morales crossed herself.
‘Dr Serrou was verv kind.’

‘I'm sure. But what was she doing there? Was she treatung him
for something?’

‘Something . . . 7 Yes.’

I walked to the window and listened to the spninklers refreshing
the lawns and washing away the dust of the might. I assumed that
Bachelet had fallen ill, perhaps with a sudden angina attack, and
called an emergency number. Dominique Serrou had dniven over,
in what would be her last house call. just as another, deranged
doctor was making his first of the dav.

‘Senora Morales, are vou certain they died at Bachelet’s house?”

'l saw the bodies. They took them out.’

‘Perhaps they were taking them in? Bringing Bachelet home
from his office? In the confusion you might easily -’

‘No.” Sefiora Morales stared at me stonily. She spoke in a sur-
prisingly strong voice, as if seizing her chance. ‘I saw their blood.
Evervwhere . . . pieces of their bones on the bedroom wall.’

‘Sefiora please . .." I poured her a glass of water. 'I'm sorry |
raised this. We knew Dr Greenwood. My wife worked with him
in London.’

‘They told me to go away . . ." Sefiora Morales stared over my
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shoulder, as if watching an old newsreel inside her head. ‘Burt |
went into the house. | saw the blood.’

‘Sefiora Morales . . .’ | poured my spntzer into the sink. ‘“Why
did Dr Greenwood want to kill so many people? Most of them
were frends of his.’

‘He knew Monsieur Bachelet. Dr Greenwood visited him
many times.’

‘Was he treating him? Medically?”

Sefiora Mornales shrugged her broad shoulders. ‘He went in
the moming. Monsieur Bachelet waited for him. Dr Green-
wood lent him books, about an unhappy English girl. Always
talking back to the queen.’

‘An unhappy English gir]? Princess Diana? Was he a royalist?’

Sefiora Morales raised her eyes to the ceiling. The vacuum
cleaners had locked homns, expinng in a blare of noise that was
followed by fierce shrieks. Excusing herself, she left the kitchen
and strode towards the stairs. | paced the unled floor, and listened
to her raised voice as she berated the maids. Talking to me had
released the tension of months.

Before leaving, she paused at the front door and treated me to
a sincere, if well-rehearsed, smile.

‘Mr Sinclair . . .’

‘Senora?”’

‘Dr Greenwood — he was a good man. He helped many
people . . .’

As I changed in the bathroom I could still hear the odd inflections
in Sefiora Morales’s voice. She had gone out of her way to raise my
doubts, as if my louche and anomalous position at Eden-Olympia,
my role as pool-lounger and moming dnnker, made me the
confidant she had been searching for since the day of the tragedy.
Already | believed her account. If, as she hinted, Dr Serrou
had spent the night with Bachelet, the inexplicable brainstorm
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might have stemmed from a cnme passionel. As Greenwood and
Dominique Serrou gave their free dme to the children’s refuge at
La Bocca, a warm affair could easily have sprung from their work.
But perhaps Dr Serrou had nred of the. eamest young doctor and
found the security chief more to her taste. Once Greenwood had
shot his rival and former lover he had rushed headlong into a
last desperate rampage, murdering his colleagues in an attempt
to erase every trace of a world he hated.

As for the book about the unhappy English girl, | guessed that
this was a dossier on a child at the refuge, the abused daughter
of some rentier Englishman, or the surviving victim of a car crash
that had killed her parents.

At the same ume, it surprised me that Penrose had confided
nothing of this to Jane. But a sudden brainstorm was less threat-
ening to future investors at Eden-Olympia than a tragedy of sexual
obsession.

Satisfied that I had wvirtually solved the mystery, I took a
rose from the vase on the hall table and slipped it through my
buttonhole.
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6

A Russian Intruder

THE SPRINKLERS HAD fallen silent. All over the residenaal enclave
there was the sound of mist rising from the dense foliage, almost a
reverse rain recurning to the clouds, time itself rushing backwards
to that moming in May. As I left the house and walked towards
my car | thought of David Greenwood. The conversanon with
Sefiora Morales had brought his presence alive for the first time.
During the weeks since our amval, as [ lay by the pool or strolled
around the silent tennis court, the young Enghsh doctor had been
a shadowy figure, receding with his victims into the pre-history
of Eden-Olympia.

Now Greenwood had retumed and walked straight up to me.
| slept 1n his bed, soaped myself in his bath, drank my wine In
the kitchen where he prepared his breakfasts. More than mere
curiosity about the murders nagged at my mind. I thought again of
his fmendship with Jane. Had we come to Eden-Olympia because
she was still fond of the deranged young doctor, and curious about
his motives?

I walked past the garage, aware that I had never been tempted
to raise the roller doors. Rebuilt or not, this macabre space was a
shrine to the four men who had died inside it. One day, when my
knee was stronger, | would use the remote control now resting
in a2 bowl on the kitchen table.

The Jaguar waited for me in the sun, its twin carburettors ready
to do their best or worst. Starting this high-strung thoroughbred
was a race between hope and despair. By contrast, thirty feet
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from me, was the Delages’ Mercedes, as black and impassive as
the Stuttgart night, every silicon chip and hydraulic relay eager
to serve the driver’s smallest whim.

Simone Delage stood beside it, bnefcase in hand, dressed for
a business meeting in dark suit and white silk blouse. She stared
at the damaged wing of the Mercedes like a relief admimstrator
gazing at the aftermath of a small earthquake. A sideswipe had
scored the metal, staipping the chromium trim from the headlights
to the passenger door.

For once, this self-possessed woman seemed vulnerable and
uncertain. Her manicured hand reached towards the door handle
and then withdrew, reluctant to nisk itself on this failure of a
comfortable reality. The car was as much an accessory as her
snakeskin handbag, and she could no more dnve a damaged
Mercedes to a business meeting than appear before her colleagues
in laddered stockings.

‘Madame Delage? Can I help?

She turmned, recognizing me with an effort. Usually we saw
each other when we were both half-naked, she on her balcony
and I beside the pool. Clothed, we became actors appeaning in
under-rehearsed roles. For some reason my tweed sports jacket
and leather-thong sandals seemed to unnerve her.

‘Mr Sinclair? The car, 1it’s . . . not correct.’

‘A shame. When did it happen?’

‘Last night. Alain drove back from Cannes. Some taxi dniver,
a Maghrebian . . . he suddenly swerved. They smoke kief, you
know.’

‘On duty? 1 hope not. I've seen quite a few damaged cars
here.” [ pointed across the peaceful avenue. ‘The Franklyns,
opposite. Your neighbour, Dr Schmidt. Do you think they're
targeted?’

‘No. Why?" Uncomfortable in my presence, she hunted in her
bag for a mobile phone. ‘I need to call a taxi.’

"You can dnive the car.” Trying to calm her, I took the phone
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from her surprisingly soft hand. ‘“The damage 1s superficial. Once
you close the door you won'’t notice it.’

‘1 will, Mr Sinclair. I'm very conscious of these things. I have
a meeang at the Merck building in fAifteen minutes.’

‘If you wait for a taxua you'll be late. I'm leaving now for Cannes.
Why don’t I give you a Lift?’

Madame Delage surveyed me as if | had offered my services
as the family buter. My exposed big toes unsettled her, flexing
priapically among the unswept leaves. She relaxed a little as she
slid into the leather and walnut intenor of the Jaguar. Unable to
disguise her thighs in the cramped front seat, she beamed at me
pluckily.

‘I’'s quite an adventure,’ she told me. ‘Like stepping into a
Magritte . . .’

‘He would have liked this car.’

‘I'm sure. It’s really a plane. Good, it goes.’

The carburettors had risen to the occasion. I reversed into the
avenue, dominadng the gearbox with a display of sheer wall. ‘It’s
kind of your husband to give Jane a lift to the clinic.’

‘It’s nothing. Already we're very fond of her.’

‘I'm glad. She’s talked about getting a small motorcycle.’

‘Jane?” Madame Delage smiled at this. ‘She’s so sweet. We
love to hear her talk. So many schoolgirl 1deas. Look after her,
Mr Sinclair.’

'l try to. So far, she’s been very happy here. Almost too happy
— she’s totally involved with her work.’

‘“Work, yes. But pleasure, too? That's important, especially at
Eden-Olympia.” For all her armoured glamour, Simone Delage
became almost maternal when she spoke of Jane. Her eyes fol-
lowed the road towards the Merck building, but she was clearly
thinking of Jane. “You must tell her to relax. Work at Eden-
Olympia is the eighth deadly sin. It’s essendal to find amuse-
ments.’

‘Sports? Swimming? Gym?’
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Madame Delage shuddered discreetly, as if 1 had menuoned
certain obscure bodily functions. ‘Not for Jane. All that panting
and sweat? Her body would become . . .’

'Too muscular? Would 1t matter?’

‘For Janie? Of course. She must find something that fulfils her.
Everything 15 here at Eden-Olympia.’

I stopped under the glass proscenium of the Merck building, an
aluminium-sheathed basilica that housed the pharmaceutical com-
pany, an architect’s ofhices and several merchant banks. Simone
Delage waited untl [ walked around the car, as if opening the
Jaguar’s door was a craft skill lost to Mercedes owners.

Before releasing the catch | rested my hands on the win-
dow ledge. ‘Siinone, | meant to ask — did you know Dawid
Greenwood?’

‘A litde. Dr Penrose said that you were friends.’

‘l met him a few umes. Everyone agrees that he lived for other
people. It’s hard to imagine him wanting to kill anyone.’

‘A terrible affair.” She appraised me with the same cool eyes that
had gazed at the Alpes-Mantimes, but | sensed that she welcomed
myv interest in Greenwood. ‘He worked too hard. It’s a lesson
tous ...

‘In the days before the tragedy . .. Did you see him behave
strangely? Was he agitated or — 7°

‘We were away, Mr Sinclair. In Lausanne for a week. When
we came back it was all over.” She touched my hand, making
a conscious cffort to be friendly. ‘I can see you think a lot
about David.’

‘True. Living 1n the same house, it's hard not to be aware
of what happened. Every day I'm literally moving in his foot-
steps.’

‘Perhaps you should follow them. Who knows where they can
lead?’ She stepped from the car, a self-disciplined professional

already merging into the corporate space that awaited her. She
briefly tumed her back to the building and shook my hand in a

54



sudden show of warmth. ‘As long as you don’t buy a gun. You'll
tell me, Mr Sinclair?’

I was stll thinking about Simone Delage’s words when I returned
from Cannes with the London newspapers. | left my usual route
across the business park and drove past the Merck building, on
the off chance that she might have finished her meeting and be
waiting for a lift home. In her oblique way she had urged me to
pursue my interest in David Greenwood. Perhaps she had been
more involved with David than I or her husband realized, and
was waiting for a sympathetic outsider to expose the truth.

| parked the Jaguar outside the garage and let myself into the
empty house, pausing involuntanly in the hall as I listened for the
sounds of a young Englishman’s footsteps. The Italtan maids had
gone, and Sefiora Morales had moved on to another family in the
enclave.

As | changed into my swimsuit | heard a chair scrape across
the terrace below the bedroom windows. Assuming that Jane
had called in bnefly from the clinic, | made my way down the
stairs. Through the porthole window on the half-landing I caught
a glimpse of a man in a leather jacket striding across the lawn to the
swirnmung pool. When I reached the terrace he was crouching by
the doors of the pumphouse. I assumed that he was a maintenance
engineer inspecting the chlonnation system, and set off towards
him, my stack raised in greetnng.

Seeing me over his shoulder, he kicked back the wooden doors
and tumed to face me. He was in his late thirties, with a shm Slavic
face, high temples and receding hairline, and a pasty complexion
unimproved by the Riviera sun. Beneath the leather jacket his
sk shirt was damp with sweat.

‘Bonjour ... you're having a nice day.” He spoke with a
strong Russian accent, and kept a wary eye on my walking sack.
‘Doctor — 7
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‘No. You're looking for my wife.’

‘Natasha? '

‘Dr Jane Sinclair. She works at the chnic.’

‘Alexel . . . very good.’

He was stanng over my shoulder, but held me in his visual
field, the trick of a mulitary policeman. His smule exposed a set
of lavishly capped teeth that seemed eager to escape from his
mouth. Despite his sallow skin, impnnted with years of poor
nutrition, he wore gold cufflinks and handmade shoes. [ assumed
that he was a Russian emigré, one of the small-dme hoodlumns
and ex-police agents who were already falling foul of the local
French gangsters.

He raised his hand as if to shake mine. ‘Dr Greenwood?’

‘He’s not here. Haven’t you heard?’

‘Heard nothing . . ." He stared cannily at me. ‘Dr Greenwood
live here? Alexei .. .

‘Alexei? Listen, who are you? Get out of here . . .’

‘No . .." He moved around me, pointing to the scars on my
injured legs, confident that | was too handicapped to challenge
him. Burrs covered the sleeves of his jacket, suggesting that he
had not entered Eden-Olympia through the main gates.

‘Look ...” I moved towards the terrace and the extension
phone in the sun lounge. The Russian stepped out of my way,
and then lunged forward and struck me with his fist on the
side of my head. His face was cold and drained of all blood,
lips clamped over his expensive teeth. I felt my nnging ear,
steadied myself and seized him by the lapels. The three months
[ had spent in a wheelchair had given me a set of power-
ful arms and shoulders. My knees buckled, but as [ fell to
the grass I pulled him onto me, and punched him twice in
the mouth.

He wrestled himself away from me, clambered to his feet and
tried to kick my face. | gnpped his right foot, wrenched his leg
and threw him to the ground again. I began to punch his knees,
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but with a curse he picked himself up and limped away towards
the avenue.

| lay winded on the grass, waiting for my head to clear. |
fumbled for my walking stck, and found myself holding the
Russian’s calf-leather shoe. Tucked under the liner was a child’s
faded passport photograph.

‘Taking on intruders is a dangerous game, Mr Sinclair.” Halder
surveyed the diagram of scuff-marks on the lawn. “You should
have called us.’

‘I didn’t have time.’ I sat in the wicker armchair, sipping the
brandy that Halder had brought from the kitchen. ‘He knew I
was on to him and lashed out.’

‘It would have been better to say nothing.” Halder spoke in
the prim tones of a traffic policeman addressing a feckless woman
driver. He examined the leather shoe, fingenng the designer label
of an expensive store in the Rue d’Anubes. Voices crackled from
the radio of his Range Rover, parked in the drive next to the
Jaguar. Two security vehicles idled in the avenue, and the drivers
strode around in a purposeful way, chests out and peaked caps
down, hands over their high-belted holsters.

But Halder seemed unhurmed. Despite his intelligence, there
was a strain of pedantry in the make-up of this black secunty guard
that he seemed to enjoy. He switched on his mobile phone and
listened sceptcally to the message, like an astronomer heanng a
meaningless burst of signals from outer space.

‘Have they caught him yet?’ I poured rmineral water onto a
towel and bathed my head, feeling the bubbles sparkle in my hair.
Surpnsingly, | seemed more alert than I had been since amving
at Eden-Olympia. ‘He called himself Alexei. He shouldn’t be too
difficult to find. A man strolling around with one shoe on.’

Halder nodded approvingly at my deducuve powers. ‘He may
have taken off the other shoe.’
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‘Even so. A man in his socks? Besides, it’s an expensive shoe
- welt-stitched. What about your.suweillance cameras?’

‘There are four hundred cameras at Eden-Olympia. Scanning
the tapes for a one-shoed man, or even a man in his socks, will
take a great many hours of overame.’

‘Then the system 1s useless.’

‘It may be, Mr Sinclair. The cameras are there to deter ciminals,
not catch them. Have you seen this Alexei before?’

‘Never. He’s like a pickpocket, hard to spot but impossible
to forget.’

‘In Cannes? He may have followed you here.’

‘Why should he?’

“Your Jaguar. Some people steal antique cars for a living.’

‘It’s not an antique. In a headwind it will outrun your Range
Rover. Besides, he didn’t come on like a car buff. Not the kind
we’re used to in England.’

“This i1sn't England. The Cote d'Azur 1s a tough place.” Con-
cerned for me, Halder reached out to pluck some damp grass from
my hair, and then examined the blades in his delicate fingers. ‘Are
you all right, Mr Sinclair? [ can call an ambulance.’

‘I'm fine. And don’t worry Dr Jane. The man wasn’t as strong as
[ expected. He's a small-time Russian hoodlum, some ex-informer
or bookie’s runner.’

“You put up a good fAght. I'll have to take you on my patrols.
All the same, you're stll geting over your plane crash.’

‘Halder, relax. I've wrestled with some very tough physio-
therapy ladies.’ I pointed to the faded passport-booth photo on
the table. ‘This child — it looks like a girl of twelve. Is that any

help? He mentioned the name “Natasha™.

‘Probably his daughter back in Moscow. Forget about him, Mr
Sinclair. We'll find him.’

‘Who do you think he is?’

Halder stroked his nostrils, smoothing down his refined features,
ruffled by the effort of dealing with me. ‘Anyone. He might even
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be a resident. You've been wandenng around a lot. It makes
people cunous.’

‘Wandering? Where?’

‘All over Eden-Olympia. We thought you were getting bored.
Or looking for company.’

‘Wandenng . .. ?' | gestured at the wooded parkland. ‘I go
for walks. What's the point of all this landscape if no one scts
foot on 1t?’

‘It’s more for show. Like most things at Eden-Olympia.’

Halder stood with his back to me, searching the upstairs win-
dows, and I could see his reflection in the glass doors of the sun
lounge. He was smiling to himself, a strain of deviousness that
was almost likeable. Behind the brave and paranoid new world of
surveillance cameras and bulletproof Range R overs there probably
existed an old-fashioned realm of pecking orders and racist abuse.
Except for Halder, all the security personnel were white, and
many would be members of the Front National, especially active
among the pieds-noirs in the South of France. Yet Halder was
always treated with respect by his fellow guards. [ had seen them
open the Range Rover’s door for him, an act of deference that
he accepted as his due.

Cunous about his motives, | asked: ‘“What made you come to
Eden-Olympia?’

‘The pay. It’s better here than Nice Airport or the Palais des
Festvals.’

*That’s a good enough reason. But . . .

'{ don’t look the type? Too many shadows under the eyes? The
wrong kind of suntan?’ Halder stared at me almost insolently. ‘Or
i1s it because 1 read Scott Fitzgerald?’

‘Halder, T didn’t say that.” | waited for him to reply, watching
while he twisted the Russian’s shoe in his hands, as if wnnging
the neck of a small mammal. When he nodded to me, accepting
that he had tried to provoke me, I turned my bruised ear towards
the intercom chatter. ‘'l meant that 1t might be too quiet here.
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Y our men have a job pretending to be busy. Apart from this man
Alexei, there doesn't seem to be any crime at Eden-Olympia.’

‘No crime?’ Halder savoured the notion, smirking at its naivety.
‘Some people would say that crime is what Eden-Olympia is
about.’

‘The multinational companies? All they do is turn money into
more money.’

‘Could be ... so money 1s the ulurmnate adult toy?” Halder
pretended to muse over this. He was intrigued by the stout defence
I had put up against the intruder, but my excited sleuthing imtated
him, and he was clearly relieved when the guards in the avenue
walked up to the wrought-iron gate and signalled the all-clear.

‘Right . . . Halder glanced around the garden and prepared to
leave. ‘Mr Sinclair, we'll be stepping up patrols. No need for Dr
Jane to worry. The Russian must have gone.’

“Why? He could be situng by any one of a hundred pools here.
He’s looking for David Greenwood — he didn’t even know the
poor man was dead.’

‘So he went back to Moscow for a few months. Or he doesn’t
watch television.’

‘Why would he want to see Greenwood?’

‘How can I say?’ Wearily, Halder tried to disengage himself
from me. ‘Dr Greenwood worked at the methadone clinic in
Mandelicu. Maybe he gave the Russian a shot of something
he liked.’

‘Did Greenwood do that kind of thing?’

‘Don’t all doctors?” Halder touched my shoulder in a show of
sympathy. ‘Ask your wife, Mr Sinclair.’

'I'll| have to. How well did you know Greenwood?’

‘I met him. A decent type.’

‘A little highly strung?’

‘I wouldn’t say so.” Halder picked up the Russian’s shoe. He
stared at the blurred photograph of the girl, rubbing her face with
his thumb. ‘I liked him. He got me my job.’
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‘He killed ten people. Why, Halder? You look as if you
know.’

‘l don’t. Dr Greenwood was a fine man, but he stayed too
long at Eden-Olympia’’

I stood by the pool’s edge, and searched the deep water. The strong
sunlight had stirred up an atlas of currents that cast their shadows
across the tiled floor, but I could see the wavening outline of the
silver coin below the diving board. Behind me the sprinkler began
to spray the lawn, soaking the pillows of the chairs that Halder had
moved in his hunt for evidence. The grass still bore the marks of
colliding heels, the diagram of a violent apache dance. The raw
divots reminded me of the Russian’s fnghtened body, the reek
of his sweat and the sharp burrs on his leather jacket.

[ left the pool and retraced the Russian’s steps to the pump-
house. The wooden doors had jumped their latch, exposing the
electric motor, heater and timing mechanism. The cramped space
was filled with sacks of pool-cleaner, the chlorine-based detergent
that Monsieur Anvers poured into the loading port. Twice each
day the soft powder diffused across the water, forming mlky
billows that dissolved the faint residues of human fat along the
water-line.

I ran my hand over the nearest wax-paper sack. Its industnal
seals were unbroken, but a stream of powder poured onto the
floor from a narrow tear. Sitting down, my legs stretched out
in front of me, 1 gripped the sack and pulled it onto the cement
apron. A second vent, large enough to take a child’s index finger,
punctured the heavy wrapper, and the cool powder flowed across
my knees.

[ tore away the paper between the holes, and slid my hand
into the sacky grains. They deliquesced as I exposed them to the
sunlight, running between my fingers to reveal a bruised silver
nugget like a twisted coin. I cleaned away the damp powder,
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and stared down at the deformed but unmistakable remains of
a high-velocity nifle bullet.

| upended the sack and let the powder Aow across the apron.
A second bullet lay between my knees, apparently of the same
calibre and nifling marks. crushed by its impact with a hard but
uneven structure.

I laid the bullets on the ground and reached into the pump-
house. running my hands over the remaining sacks. Their waxed
wrappers were unbroken, and the pumping machinery bore no
signs of bullet damage. I assumed that the stock of detergent had
remained here when the pool motor was switched off after David
Greenwood’s death. Restarting the motor a few days before our
arnival, Monsieur Anvers had decided to leave the punctured sack
where it lay.

| tumed to the wooden doors, feeling the smoothly painted
panels, fresh from a builder’s warehouse. The chromium hinges
were bright and unscratched, recently reset in the surrounding
frame. With my hand I brushed away the loose grains of powder
and felt the apron beside the doors. The smooth cement had been
faintly scored by a rotating abrader, and the steel brstles had left
small whorls in the hard surface, as if carefully erasing a set of
stains or scorch-marks.

| felt the bullets berween my fingers, guessing that they had
not been deformed by their impact with the pine doors or the
detergent sack. A larger object, with a bony interior, had absorbed
the full force of the bullets. Someone, secunty guard or hostage,
had collapsed against the pumphouse doors, and had then been
shot at close range, either by himself or others.

[ hstened to the cicadas in the Yasudas' garden, and watched
the dragonflies fliting around the tennis court. According to
Wilder Penrose, the three hostages had been killed inside the
garage. | imagined the brief gun-battle that had taken place near
the house, as David Greenwood made his final stand against the
security guards and gendarmes. He had murdered the hostages
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in an act of despair, and then sat down against the pumphouse,
ready to kill himself, stanng for the last time at the skies of the
Cote d'Azur as the police marksmen approached.

But no one, holding a nifle to his own chest, a2 thumb out-
stretched to the trigger guard, could shoot himself twice. Whoever
the vicim, an execution had taken place beside the swimming
pool of this quiet and elegant house.

A Range Rover of the secunty force cruised the avenue, and the
dnver saluted me as he passed. 1 stood outside the garage, the
remote control unit in my hand. The doors rolled noiselessly,
and light flooded the interior, a space for three cars with wooden
shelves along the rear wall.

For all Penrose’s assurance that the garage had been rebuile, the
original structure remained intact. The concrete floor had been
laid at least three years earlier, and was slick with engine oil that
had dripped from some of the most expensive cars on the Cote
d’Azur. Cans of antifreeze stood on the shelves, along with bottles
of windscreen fluid and an Opel Diplomat owner’s manual.

[ carefully searched the floor, and then examined the walls and
ceiling for any traces of gunfire. I tned to imagine the hostages
trussed together, squintng at the hight as Greenwood entered the
garage for the last time. But there were no bullet holes, no repairs
to the concrete pillars, and no hint that the Aoor had been cleaned
after an execution.

Almost certainly the three men, the luckless chauffeurs and
maintenance engineer, had died elsewhere. At least one of them,
[ suspected, had been shot in the garden, sitting with his back to
the doors of the pumphouse.

[ closed the garage and rested against the warm roof of the
Jaguar. It was a little after six o'clock, and the first traffic was leaving
Cannes for the residental suburbs of Grasse and Le Cannet. But
Eden-Olympia was silent, as the senior executives and their staffs
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remained at their workstatons. Jane had asked me to collect her
from the clinic at 7.30, when the last of her committee meetings

would end.
A fine sweat covered my arms and chest as | walked back to the

garden, a fear reaction to the garage. I had expected a chamber of
horrors, but the ordinariness of the disused space had been more
disturbing than any blood-stained execution pit.

I stripped off my shirt and stood by the diving board. Calming
myself, [ stared down at the dappled floor, a serene and sun-filled
realm that exasted only in the deeps of swimming pools. A water
spider snatched at a drowning fly, and then skied away. As the
surface cleared, I saw the bright node of the coin, a gleaming eye

that waited for me.
[ dived into the pool, broke through the foam and filled my

lungs, then tumed onto my side and dived again towards the
silver pearl.



7

Incident in a Car Park

‘THEY'RE RIFLE BULLETS, steel-capped,’ | told Jane in her office at
the clinic. ‘Probably fired from a military weapon. Two of them
were in the pumphouse. The third I fished out of the pool an
hour ago.’

Jane watched me as | leaned across her desk and placed the
three bullets in her empty ashtray. Stolen from a pub in Notting
Hill, the ashtray was a reassuring presence, proof that a small part
of Jane’s rackety past still survived in this temple of efficiency.

Jane sat calmly in her white coat, dwarfed by a black leather
chair contoured like an astronaut’s couch. She touched the bullets
with a pencil, and raised a hand before I could speak.

‘Paul - take it easy.’

Already she was playing the wise daughter, more concerned
about my adrenalin-fired nerviness than by the unsettling evidence
I had brought. | remembered her under the roadside plane trees
near Arles, calmly sucking a peach as the engine steamed and |
ngged an emergency fan belt from a pair of her tights.

She prodded the bullets, moving them around the ashtray. ‘Are
you all nght? You should have called me. This Russian — what's
Halder playing at?’

'l told him not to worry you. Believe me, I've never felt better.
| could easily have run here.’

‘That’s what bothers me. The Russian didn’t hurt you?”

‘He brushed my shoulder, and 1 slipped on the grass.’
‘He spoke English?’



‘Badly. He said his name was Alexei.’

‘That's something.’ Jane stood up and walked around the desk.
Her small hands held my face, then smoothed my damp hair. She
paused at the swollen bruise above my ear, but said nothing about
the wound. ‘Why do vou think he was Russian?’

‘It's a guess. He mentioned someone called Natasha. Do you
remember those touts near the taxa ranks at Moscow Airport?
They had everything for sale — drugs, whores, diamonds, oil
leases. anything except a taxi. There was something seedy about
him in a small-ime way. Poor diet and flashy denasay.’

‘That doesn’t sound like Eden-Olympia.’ Jane pressed my head
against her breast and began to explore my scalp. ‘Awful man - |
can see he upset you. He might have been lost.’

‘He was looking for something. He thought 1 was Dawid
Greenwood.’

‘Why? There's no resemblance. David was fifteen years
vounger . . .. She broke off. ‘He can’t have met David.’

| rotated my chair to face Jane. ‘That’s the point. Why would
David have any contact with a small-ume Russian crook?’

Jane leaned against the desk, watching me in a way I had never
seen before, less the tired house-doctor of old and more the busy
consultant with an eye on her watch. *“Who knows? Perhaps he
was hoping to sell David a used car. Someone from the rehab
clinic might have mentioned his name.’

‘It’s possible. Doctors doing charity work have to mix with a
lot of nffrafl’

‘Apart from their husbands? Paul, these bulless — don’t get too
involved with them.’

‘ won't ...

| listened to the lift doors in the comdor as Jane’s colleagues
left the clinic after their day’s work. Somewhere a dialysis machine
moved through its cleaning cycle, emitang a senes of soft grunts
and rumbles, like a discreet indigeston. The clinic was a palace
of calm, far away from the pumphouse and its bullet-riddled sack.
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I gazed through the cruise-liner windows at the open expanse of
the lake. A deep shift in the subsoil sent a brief tremor across the
surface, as a pressure surge moved through a nng main.

Proud of Jane, I said: ‘What an office - they obviously like
you. Now I see why you want to spend your time here.’

‘It was Dawvid’s office.’

‘Doesn’t that fee] ... 7"

‘Scrange? I can cope with it. We sleep in his bed.’

‘Almost grounds for divorce. They should have moved you.
Living in the same villa is weird enough.’ I gestured at the filing
cabinets. ‘You’ve been through his stuff ? Any hints of what went
wrong?’

‘The files are empty, but some of his records are stll on
computer.’ Jane tapped a screen with her pencil. “The La Bocca
case histories would make your hair curl. A lot of those Arab girls
were fearfully abused.’

‘Thanks, I'd rather not see them. What about the children
here? Is there a lot of work for you?’

‘Very little. There aren’t many children at Eden-Olympia. |
don’t know why they needed a paediatrician. Suill, it gives me a
chance to work on something else. There’s a new project using
the modem links to all the villas and apartments. Professor Kalman
1s keen that | get involved.’

‘Fine, as long as they don’t exploit you. [s it interesting?’

‘In an Eden-Olympia kind of way.’ Jane played distractedly
with the bullets, as if they were executive worry-beads supplied
to all the offices. ‘Every moming when they get up people will
dial] the clinic and log in their health data: pulse, blood-pressure,
weight and so on. One prick of the finger on a small scanner
and the computers here will analyse everything: hiver enzymes,
cholesterol, prostate markers, the lot.’

‘Alcohol levels, recreational drugs . . . ?’

‘Everything. It’s so totalitanan only Eden-Olympia could even
think about 1t and not realize what it means. But it might work.
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Professor Kalman is very keen on faecal smears, but I suspect that’s
one test too far. He hates the idea of all that used toilet paper going
to waste. The greatest diagnostic tool in the world is literally being
flushed down the lavatory. How does it stnke you?’

‘Mad. Utterly bonkers.’

"You're right. But the basic idea i1s sound. We'll be able to see
anything suspicious well in advance.’

‘So no one will ever get l?’

‘Something like that.” She tumed and stared at the lake. ‘It’s a
pity about the paediatmics. At times | fee] all the children in the
world have grown up and left me behind.’

‘Only at Eden-Olympia.’ | reached out and held her waist.
‘Jane, that’s sad.’

‘I know.’ Jane looked down at the bullets in her palm, seeing
them clearly for the first ame. She pressed them against her heart,
as if calculanng the effect on her anatomy, and with a grimace
dropped them into the ashtray. ‘Nasty. Are you going to hand
them 1n?’

‘To the security people? Later, when I've had ame to think.
Say nothing to Penrose.’

‘Why not? He ought to know.’ Jane held my wnist as | reached
for the bullets. ‘Paul, stand back for a moment. You'd expect to
find a few bullets in the garden. Seven people were killed. The
guards must have been in a total panic, shooting at anything that
moved. Stop puttng yourself in David’s shoes.”

‘I'm trying not to. It’s difficult, [ don’t know why. By the way,
I'm sure David didn’t shoot the hostages in the garage. | had a
careful look inside.’

‘But Penrose told us the garage had been rebuilt.’

‘It wasn’t. I'll show you around.’
‘No thanks. I'll stay with Professor Kalman at the colorectal

end of things. So where did Dawvid shoot the hostages?”
‘In the garden. One probably died against the pumphouse
doors. A second was shot in the pool.’
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‘Bizarre. What was the poor man doing — swimming for help?”’
Tired of talking to me, Jane rested her face in her hands. She tapped
a computer keyboard, and a stream of numerals glimmered against
her pale skin.

‘lane ... | held her shoulders, watching the screen as it
threw up a list of anaesthetics. ‘I'm badgenng you. Let’s forget
about Dawid.’

Jane smiled at this. ‘Dear Paul, you're so wired up. You're hike
a gun dog waiting for the beaters.’

‘There’s nothing else to think about. Lying by a swimmung
pool all day is a new kind of social deprivation. Let’s dnve down
to Cannes and have an evening on the town. Champagne cocktails
at the Blue Bar, then an aioli at Mére Besson. Afterwards we'll go
to the Casino and watch the nch Arabs pick out their girls.”

‘l like rich Arabs. They're extremely placid. All nght — but I
have to go back and change.’

‘No. Come as you are. White coat and stethoscope. They’ll
think I'm a patient having an affair wath his glamorous young
doctor.’

‘You are.’ Jane held my hands to her shoulders and rocked
against me. ‘l need ume to freshen up.’

‘Fine. I'll get some air on the roof and bning the car round to
the entrance in twenty minutes.’ I leaned across her and pointed
to the computer screen. “What's all this? [ saw David’s initials.’

‘Eenie, isn't 1t? You're not the only one finding traces of
the dead.’

““May 22" ... | touched the screen. ‘That was a week
before the murders. “Dr Pearlman, Professor Louit, Mr Richard
Lancaster . . . 2.30, 3, 4 o' clock.” Who are these people?’

‘Patients David was seeing. Pearlman is chuef executive of Ciba-
Geigy. Lancaster is president of Motorola’s local subsidiary. Don’t
think about shooting them - they’re watched over like royalty.’

‘They are royalty. There’s a second list here. But no tumes are
given. When was it typed in?’
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‘May 26. It’s a list of appointments waiting to be scheduled.’

‘But David was a - paediatnician. Do all these people have
children?’

‘l doubt if any of them do. David spent most of his ime on
general duties. Paul, let’s go. You've seen enough.’

‘Hold on.’ 1 worked the mouse, pushing the list up the page.
‘**Robert Fontaine ... Guy Bachelet.” They were two of the
vicams.’

‘Poor bastards. | think Fontaine died in the main administranon
building. Alain Delage took over from him. Does it matter?’

‘It slightly changes things. Only two days beforehand David
was reminding himself to arrange their appointments. A strange
thing to do if he planned to kill them. Jane ... ?’

‘Sorry, Paul.’ Jane switched off the screen. ‘So much for the
conspiracy theory.’

| tcurned away and stared across the lake, expecting another
seismic shudder. ‘He was still booking them in for their check-ups.
All that cholesterol to be tested, all those urinalyses. Instead, he gets
up carly in the moming, and decides to shoot them dead . . .’

Jane patted my cheek. ‘“Too bad, Paul. So the brainstorm theory
is right after all. You'll have to go back to the sun-lounger, and all

that depnivation . . .’

Waving to the night saaff, | walked through the foyer of the clinic
to the car-park entrance. As the lift carmied me to the top floor
| stared at my dishevelled reflection in the murror, part amateur
detective with scarred forehead and swollen ear — the price of too
much keyhole work — and part eccentric rider of hobby-horses.
As always, Jane was right. 1 had read too much into the three
bullets and the intact garage. A nervy gendarme searching the
garden might have fired into the pumphouse when the engine
switched to detergent mode, startling him wath its subterranean
grumblings. The nfle round in the pool could have richocheted
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off the rose pergola and been kicked into the water by a passing
combat boot. The hostages had probably died in the avenue, shot
down by Greenwood as they made a run for it. Wilder Penrose’s
description of events, the official story released to the world by
the press office at Eden-Olympia, was not to be taken literally.

The lift doors opened onto the roof, empty except for the
Jaguar. The medical staff and visiting senior executives left their
cars on the lower floors, but [ always enjoyed the clear view over
La Napoule Bay, and the gentle, lazy sea that lay like a docile
lover against the curved arm of the Esterel.

| leaned on the parapet, inhaling the scent of pines and the
medley of pharmaceutical odours that emerged from a ventilation
shaft. I was thinking of Jane and her new office when I heard a
shout from the floors below, 2 muffled cry of protest followed by
the sound of a blow struck against human bone. A second voice
bellowed abuse in a pidgin of Russian and Anbic.

[ stepped to the inner balustrade and peered into the central
well, ready to shout for help. Two Eden-Olympia limousines were
making their way down the circular ramp. The chauffeurs stopped
their vehicles on the third level, slipped from their dnving seats
and opened the rear doors, giving their passengers a ingside view
of the ugly tableau being staged in an empty parking space.

A Senegalese tminket salesman knelt on the concrete floor in his
flowered robes, beads and bangles scattered around him. Despite
the dim light, I could see the streaming bruises on his face, and
the blood dripping onto a plastic wallet filled with cheap watches
and fountain pens. A dignified man with a small beard, he trned to
gather together his modest wares, as if knowing that he would have
little to show for the day’s work. Patiently he retneved a tasselled
mask that lay between the booted heels of the secunty guards
who were beatng a thickset European 1n a cheap cream suit. The
vicam was stll on his feet, protesting in Russian-accented French
as he warded off the truncheon blows with his bloodied hands.
Their blue sharts black with sweat, the three guards manoeuvred
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him 1nto the comer and then released a lurry of blows that sank
him to his knees.

| tumed away, dazed by the violence, and then shouted to the
executves watching from their.cars. But they were too engrossed
to notice me. Sitting by the open doors of the limousines, they
were almost Roman in their steely-eyed calm, as if watching the
punishment of a slacking gladiator. I recognized Alain Delage, the
bespectacled accountant who gave Jane a lift to the clinic. He and
the other executives were dressed in leather jackets zipped to the
neck, ike members of an Eden-Olympia bowling club.

The beatings ended. I listened to the Russian coughing as
he leaned against the wall, trying to wipe the blood from his
suit. Satisfied, the secunity men holstered their truncheons and
stepped back into the darkness. Starter-motors chumed and the
limousines swung towards the exit, carrying away the audience
from this impromptu piece of garage theatre.

[ gnipped the balustrade and limped down the ramp, searching
the hft alcoves for a telephone that would put me through to
the emergency medical team. The African was now on his feet,
straightening his torn robes, but the Russian sat in his comer,
head swaying as he gasped for air.

[ circled the ramp above them, trying to attract their attention,
but a uniformed figure stepped from behind a pillar and barred
my way.

‘Mr Sinclair . .. be careful. The floors are hard. You'll hurt
yourself.’

‘Halder?’ I recognized his slate-pale face. ‘Did you see all
that...?

Halder’s strong hand gripped my elbow and steadied me when
[ slipped on the oily deck. His aloof eyes took in my lumbering
gait, assessing whether | was drunk or on drugs, but his face was
without expression, any hint of judgement erased from its refined
features.

‘Halder — your men were there. What exactly is going on?’
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‘Nothing, Mr Sinclair.” Halder spoke soothingly. ‘A small secur-
ity matter.’

‘Small? They were beating the balls off those men. They need
medical help. Call Dr Jane on your radio.’

‘Mr Sinclair . . .’ Halder gave up his attempt to calm me. ‘It
was a disciplinary incident, nothing to concern you. I'll help you
to your car.’

‘Hold on . . .’ | pushed him away from me. ‘I know how to
walk. You made a mistake — that wasn’t the Russian [ saw this

moming,.’
Halder nodded sagely, humouring me as he tapped the elevator
button. ‘One Russian, another Russian ... examples have to

be made. We can’t be everywhere. This is the dark side of
Eden-Olympia. We work hard so you and Dr Jane can enjoy
the sun.’

‘The dark side?’ | propped the door open with my foot and
waited for Halder to meet my eyes. ‘Away from the tennis courts
and the swimming pools you hate so much? [ wouldn’t want to
spend too much time there.’

“‘You don’t need to, Mr Sinclair. We do that for you.’

‘Halder . . .’ I lowered my voice, which I could hear echoing
around the dark gallenies. ‘“That was a hell of a beating your men
handed out.’

‘The Cannes police would be a lot harder on them. We were
doing them a favour.’

‘And the parked limousines? Alain Delage and the other bigwigs
were watching the whole thing. Wasn't that just a little over the
top? It looked as if it was staged for them.’

Halder nodded in his over-polite way, waiting patiently to send
me and the lift towards the roof. ‘Maybe it was. Some of your
neighbours at Eden-Olympia have . . . advanced tastes.’

‘So ... it was arranged? Carefully set up so you could have
your fun?’

‘Not us, Mr Sinclair. And definitely not me.’ He stepped away
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from the lift, saluted and strode down the ramp, heels nnging on
the concrete.

| settled myself in the Jaguar and inhaled the evening air. The
scent of disinfectant and air-conditioning suddenly seemed more
real than the sweet tang of pine trees. | felt angry but curiously
elated, as if I had stepped unharmed from an aircraft accident
that had injured my fellow-passengers. The sweat and stench of
violence quickened the air and refocused the world.

Without starting the engine, I released the hand-brake and
freewheeled the Jaguar along the ramp. | was tempted to run
Halder down, but by the time | passed him the Russian and the
Senegalese had gone, and the scattered beads lay blinking among
the pools of blood.
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anl—

The Alice Library

AS STOICAL AS the wife of a kamikaze pilot protecting the wreck-
age of his plane, Mrs Yasuda stood on the pavement outside the
house and waited as her husband’s damaged Porsche was hoisted
onto the removal truck. The winch moaned and sighed, sharing
all the pain inflicted on the car. An oblique front-end collision
had tormn the nght fender from 1ts frame, crushed the headlight and
frosted the windscreen, through which Mr Yasuda had punched
an observation space.

Stanng at this hole, Mrs Yasuda’'s face was waithout emotion, her
cheeks drained of colour, as if the accident to her husband'’s sports
car had stopped the clocks of human response. When the removal
dnver asked for her signature she wrote her name 1n a large cursive
script and closed the door before he could doff his cap.

Fortunately, Mr Yasuda had not been injured in the accident,
as | had seen a few hours earlier. Stll awake at three that morming,
| left Jane asleep, face down like a teenager with a pillow over
her head. Wandenng naked from one room to the next, I was
still trying to come to terms with the ugly incident in the clinic
car park.

The display of brutality had unsettled me. I said nothing to Jane
as we drove into Cannes for dinner, but a dormant part of my mind
had been aroused — not by the cruelty, which [ detested, but by
the discovery that Eden-Olympia offered more to its residents
than what met the wvisitor’s gaze. Over the swimming pools and
manicured lawns seemed to hover a dream of violence.
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Shpping on my bathrobe, | kissed Jane’s small hand, still faintly
scented with some hospital reagent, and watched her fingers jump
in a childhike reflex. 1 went downstairs, opened the sun-lounge
door and strolled across the lawn, past the pool with its sealed
surface like a black dance floor. I opened the wire gate into the
tennis court and paced the marker lines that ran through the
moonlight, thinking of the resigned eyes of the old Senegalese.

A car approached the Yasudas’ house, 15 engine labounng.
It limped along in low gear, metal scraping a tyre as it tumed
into the drive. A wble lamp lit up Mrs Yasuda’s first-floor study,
where she had been sitdng in the darkness, perhaps watching her
English neighbour prow] the baselines of his mind. She moved to
the window, and waved to her husband when he stepped from
the damaged car.

A few minutes later I saw them through the slarted blinds
of their bedroom. Still wearing his leather jacket, the stocky
businessman strode around the room, gesticulating as his wife
watched him from the bed. He seemed to be enacang scenes
from a violent martial-arts film, perhaps shown that evening to
the Japanese community in Cannes. He at last undressed, and sat
at the foot of the bed, a portly would-be samurai. His wife stood
between his knees, her hands on his shoulders, waiting unul he
shpped the straps of her nightdress.

They began to make love, and I left the tennis court and walked
back to the house. Lying beside Jane, I listened to her breathy
murmur as she dreamed her young wife’s dreams. Somewhere a
hom sounded in the residential enclave, followed by another in
reply, as cars returned from the outposts of the night.

Sefiora Morales was giving the morning’s instructions to the [mlian
maids. For an hour they would work downstairs, leaving me with

ample time to shave, shower and muse over the possibilities of
the day. The flow of faxes and e-mails from London had begun
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to fall away, and with my agreement Charles had taken over the
editorship of the two aviation joumals.

Faced with the imposed boredom of Eden-Olympia, [ lay
back on the bed, feeling the warm imprint of Jane's body beside
me. We, too, had made love on returming from Cannes, a rare
event after her long working days. Sex, at the business park, was
something one watched on the adult film channels. But Jane had
been excited by the illicit pleasure of leaving for Cannes on the
spur of the moment. An impulsive decision ran counter to the
entire ethos of Eden-Olympia. When she stepped from the car
onto the Croisette she seemed almost light-headed. In a tabac
near the Majestic she picked a Pans-Match from the racks and
calmly walked out without paying. It lay on our table at Mére
Besson beside the aioli of cod and carrots, and Jane was well
aware that she had stolen the magazine. But she shrugged and
smiled cheerfully, accepting that a benign lightning stnke had
illuminated our excessively ordered world. The mental climate
that presided over Eden-Olympia never vaned, its moral ther-
mostat set somewhere between duty and cauton. The emotion
had been draining from our lives, leaving a numbness that paled
the sun. The stolen magazine quickened our lovemaking . . .

As the floor-polishers drummed away, [ strolled through the
empty bedrooms, searching for further traces of David Green-
wood. | sat on the draped mattress in the children’s room,
surrounded by a fmeze of cartoon figures — Donald Duck, Babar
and Tintin — and thinking of the child that I hoped Jane would
bear one day, and how it would sleep and play in a room as sunny
as this one.

Next to the bathroom was a fitted cupboard, decorated with
Tenniel's illustradons for the Alice books. | opened the doors,
and found myself gazing at a modest library, the first real trace
of Greenwood’s tenancy. Some thirty copies of Alice’s Adventures
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in Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass sat on the shelves,
translations into French, Spanish and even Serbo-Croat. Over
drinks the previous weekend, Wilder Penrose had told me of
David’s enthusiasm for the Alice books, and the Lewis Carroll
society he had formed at Eden-Olympia. The Pans surrealists
embraced Carroll as one of their great precursors, but Eden-
Olvmpia seemed an unlikely recruiing ground. Perhaps the
multinadonal executives possessed a more whimsical sense of
humour than I realized. and saw affinities berween the business
park and Alice’s hyper-logical mind.

The copies were well thumbed, loaned to the youthful reader-
ship at the La Bocca children’s refuge. The flyleaves were marked
with names, in what I guessed was David’s scrawl.

‘Fatima . . . Elisabeth . . . Véronigque . . . Natasha . . .’

‘Curiouser and cunouser . . ." Jane ran a hand over the books 1n
the cupboard. ‘'This Russian who mugged you turns out to be a
devoted father, oying to borrow a hbrary book for his daughter
Natasha.’

‘It does look like it.’

‘Come on, Paul. You jumped into the deep end and went
straight to the bortomn. Not every Russian on the Cote d' Azur is
a mafioso. The poor man was inwoducing Natasha to an English
classic. You make fun of his teeth. steal one of his shoes, and
launch a full-scale manhunt.’

‘I know. | regret it now.’

‘At least thev didn’t catch him. Halder looks as if he’d love to
beat the hell out of someone.’

‘I'm not so sure.’ [ straightened the row of books. ‘For a hibrary
user, the Russian | saw was amazingly aggressive.’

‘Of course he was.’ Jane lay back on the bed, savounng her
tnurmnph. Sall wearing her white hospitl coat, she had come home
to change before a conference in Nice. ‘The Russians had to fight
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for the nght to read ... Mandelstamn, Pasternak, Solzhenitsyn.
Think of it, Paul. You were lining up with all those KGB types
against this poor migrant worker and hittle Natasha.’

‘You win.” | sat beside Jane and massaged her calves. ‘It's a
touching thought, all those Alice books in the refuge, pored over
by Véronique and Fatima. Where are they now?’

‘“Working in some awful factory, I imagine, packing espadnlles
for five francs an hour, while they wonder what happened to
the kind English doctor. Don’t think too badly of Dawvid. He
did some good things here.’

'l accept that. How well did you really know hum?’

‘We worked together. Paul, what are you dnving at?’

‘Nothing. I've always been cunous.’

‘You know I don’t like that. David isn’t coming back, so forget
about him.’ Irritated by me, Jane rose from the bed and took oft her
white coat. She seemed older than | remembered, her hair neatly
groomed, the scar from her nasal ring concealed with cosmetic
filler. She raised a hand as if to slap me, then relented and took
my arm. ‘I keep telling you — I never had many lovers.’

'l thought you had an army of them.’

‘I wonder why . ..” She stood by the window, looking across
the business park towards the sea. “You're sull locked into the
past. It’s a huge phantom limb that aches and throbs. We're here,
Paul. We breathe this air, and we see this hghe . .

I watched her chin lift as she spoke, and realized that she
was staring, not at the handsome headland of Cap d’Antibes
and the pewter glimmer of the sca, but at the office buildings
of Eden-Olympia, at the satellite dishes and microwave aenals.
The business park had adopted her.

‘Jane, you like it here, don't you.’

‘Eden-Olympia? Well, it has a lot going for it. It’s open to
talent and hard work. There's no ground already staked out, no
title deeds going back to bloody Magna Carta. You feel anything
could happen.’
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‘But nothing ever does. All you_people do is work. It's won-
derful here, but they left out reality. No one sits on the local
council, or has a say about the fire service.’

‘Good. Who wants to?’

‘That’s my point. The whole place is probably run by a man-
agement consultancy in Osaka.’

‘Fine by me. It might be a lot fairer. At Guy's there are two
sets of stairs. One at the front for the men that goes up to the roof,
and the converted servant’s staircase at the back that ends on the
third floor. | don’t need to tell you who that’s reserved for.’

‘Things are changing.’

‘That old mantra — women have listened to it for too long.
How many teaching professors are women? Even in gynae?’
Lowering her voice, she said in an ofthand way: ‘Kalman tells
me they haven’t filled my post yet. He asked if I'd like to stay
on for another six months.’

‘Would you?’

*Yes, if I'm honest. Think about it. More ame here would do
you good. A mild winter, a couple of hours of tennis every day.
We'll find someone to play with you — maybe Mrs Yasuda.’

‘Jane . . ." [ tried to embrace her, but she tensed herself, exposing
the sharp bones of her shoulders. ‘I have to get back to London.
There’s a business to run. Charles won’t carry me for ever.’

'l know. Suall, you could fly out at weekends. [t’s only an hour
from London.’

‘You work at weekends.’

She made no reply, and stared down at the swimming pool.
Her eyes avoided mine, and she seemed to be mentally subdividing
her new domain, unpacking her real baggage in the privacy of
her mind.

‘Paul, relax ... She spoke bnghtly, as if she remembered
an exciting expenence we had once shared. *“We sty together,
whatever happens. You're my wounded pilot, I have to sew up
your wings. Are you all nght?’
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‘Just about.” For the first time the wifely baby-talk sounded
unconvincing. | noticed the transfers of the Hatter, the Dor-
mouse and the Red Queen that Greenwood had pasted to the
wardrobe door. Jane was growing up, hke the Alice of Through
the Looking-Glass, and | sensed something of Carroll’s regret when
he realized that his lictle heroine was turming into a young woman
and would soon be leaving him.

I closed the library door and said: 'You'd better change.
Kalman’'s collecung you in an hour. Before you go, I'd like a
printout of that appointments list.’

‘Danid’s? Why?' Jane picked up her white coat. ‘I'm not
sure.’

‘No one will know. Can you access it on the terninal down-
stairs?’

‘Yes, but . . . why do you want 1t?’

‘Just a hunch. I need to track it down. Then I can lay David
to rest.’

‘Well . . . keep it to yourself. These semor people don’t like
their medical records floating around.’

‘It’s a list, Jane. | could have copied it out of the phone book.’
| paused by the stairs. ‘Have you been able to find out why they
were seeing David? Was there anything wrong with them?’

‘Just sports injuries. Nothing else. Skin laceranons, one or two
broken bones. There’s some very rough touch rugby being played
at Eden-Olympia.’

The pressure of Jane's mouth stll dented my lips as [ walked to
the car. [ thought of her with the computer in the study, watching
me warnily as she searched through Greenwood’s records. Had
she been testing me, with her talk of extending the contract?
After another six months she would be as insututionalized as
any long-term convict, locked inside a virtual cell she called her
office. Eden-Olympia demanded a special type of temperament,
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committed to work rather than to_pleasure, to the balance sheet
and the drawing board rather than to the brothels and gaming
tables of the Old Riviera. Somehow | needed to remind Jane of
her true self. In its way her theft of the magazine from the tabac
was a small ray of hope.

| tucked the appointments bst into my breast pocket and
searched for the car keys. Parked behind the Jaguar on the
sloping forecourt was Wilder Penrose’s sports saloon, a low-slung
Japanese confection with huge wing murrors, grotesque spoiler
and air intakes large enough for a ramjet. To my puritan eye the
car was an anthology of marketing tricks, and I refused even to
idennfy its manufacturer.

| assumed that Penrose was making a house call on Simone
Delage, easing this highly-strung woman through the aftermath
of some troubled dream or advising her about the impotence
problems of over-promoted accountants. He had deliberately
parked a few inches from the Jaguar, rather than on the Delages’
forecourt, forcing me to make a nght tum that would show up
the Jaguar’s heavy steenng.

| started the engine, listening wath pleasure to the hungry gasp
of the rival carburettors, for once ready to sink their differences
against a common enemy. I edged forward and swung the steenng
wheel, but found my way blocked by the plinth of the dolphin
sculpture. | reversed, careful not to touch the Japanese car, but at
the last moment, giving way to a sudden impulse, I raised my foot
from the brake pedal. I felt the Jaguar’s heavy chrome bumper bite
deep into soft fibreglass, almost buckling the passenger door of the
sports saloon. It rocked under the impact, its hydraulics letting out
a chorus of neurotic cnies.

Trying to ignore what | had done, but adnutting to a distinct
lightness of heart, I rolled down the ramp towards the street.
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Glass Floors and White Walls

'MR SINCLAIR, THERE’S no cnme at Eden-Olympia. None at all”’
Pascal Zander, the new head of secunty, sighed with more than a
hint of disappointment. ‘In fact, [ can say that the whole concept
of criminality is unknown here. Do | exaggerate?’

‘You don’t,’ [ told im. ‘We’'ve been here two months and |
haven’t seen a single cigarette stub or bubble-gum pat.’

‘Bubble gum? The idea is unthinkable. There are no pine cones
to trip you, no bird shit on your car. At Eden-Olympia even nacure
knows her place.’

Zander beamed at me, glad to welcome me to his den. An
affable and fleshy Franco-Lebanese, he stood behind his desk,
camel-hair coat over his shoulders, more public relations man
than security chief. Cnme might be absent from Eden-Olympia,
but other pleasures were closer to hand. When his secretary, a
handsome Swiss woman in her forties, brought in an urgent lerter
for signature, he stared at her like a child faced with a spoonful
of cream.

‘Good, good . .." He watched her leave the office and then
turned the same lecherous gaze towards me, letting it linger for a
few moments without embarrassment. He sat down, still wearing
his coat, and shifted his rump on the leather chair. As he flicked
dismissively at the onyx pen-stand he made it clear that both
the chair and the desk he had inhented from Guy Bachelet, his
murdered predecessor, were too small for him. Already bored by
my visit, he stared at the distant rooftops of Cannes, to an older
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Cote d’Azur where the hallowed traditons of crime and social
pathology stll flourished.

For an unsavoury character, Pascal Zander was surprisingly like-
able, one of the few openly venal individuals in Eden-Olympia,
and [ found myself warming to him. I had intended to report
the brutal beatngs in the clinic car park, but here was a police
chief who sincerely believed that he had abolished crime. He was
sympatheac when I descnbed the Russian intruder who punched
me, but plainly saw our brawl as little more than an outbreak of
personal nvalry between expatriates, probably over the affecdons
of my wife.

‘At Eden-Olympia we are self-policing,’ he explained. ‘Honesty
15 a designed-in feature, along with free parking and clean air. Qur
guards are for show, like the guides at Euro-Disney.’

‘Their uruforms are actually costumes?’

‘In effect. If you want real cnme, go to Nice or Cannes La
Bocca. Robbery, prostitution, drug-dealing — to us they seem
almost folkloric, subsidized by the municipality for the enter-
tainment of tourists.’

‘Unthinkable at Eden-Olympia,’ I agreed. ‘All the same, there
was one tragic failure.’

‘Dr Greenwood? Tragic, yes ..." Zander pressed a scented
hand to his heart. ‘Every moment | spend in this chair [ teel
the tragedy. His behaviour was criminal, but of a kind beyond
the reach of the law or police.’

‘What happened to Greenwood? No one seems able to say.’

‘Speak to Wilder Penrose. A bolt of lightning streaks through
a deceased brain. Within minutes seven of my colleagues are dead.
Men and women who gave everything to Eden-Olympia. Death
stalked us all that moming, with a nfle in one hand and a box of
dice 1n the other.’

‘The killings were random?’
‘There's no doubt. Nothing linked the victims to their

murderer.’
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‘Except for one thing — they were his patients. Greenwood
may have believed they had some fatal disease.’

‘They did. But the diseasc was inside Greenwood’s mind.’
Zander leaned his plump chest across the desk, lowering his voice.
“We at security were heavily cniucized. But how could we predict
the behaviour of someone so deeply insane? You knew hum, Mr
Sinclair?”

‘He was a colleague of my wife’s in London. He seemed rather. . .
idealistic.’

‘The best disguise. There are many bnlhant people at Eden-
Olympia. For a few, their minds are lonely places, the cold heights
where genius likes to walk. Now and then, a crevasse appears.’

‘So it could happen again?’

‘“We hope not. Eden-Olympia would never survive. But sooner
or later, who can say? We are too trusting, Mr Sinclair. So
many glass floors and white walls. The possibilides for corruption
are enormous. Power, money, opportunity. People can commut
crimes and be unaware of it. In some ways it's better to be like Nice
or La Bocca — the lines are drawn and we cross them knowing the
cost. Here, it’s 2 gamne without rules. One determined man could. . .’
He seemed to stare into himself, then made an obscene gesture at the
air and turmed to me. ‘You want my help, Mr Sinclair?”’

‘I'm interested in exactly what happened on May 28. The
route Dr Greenwood took, the number of shots fired. They
might give me a clue to his state of mind. As an Englishman I
feel responsible.’

‘I'm not sure ..." Zander's hands fretted over his gaudy desk
omaments. ‘Violent assassins renounce their natonality as they
commit their cnmes.’

‘Could I talk to the next of kin?’

‘The wives of the deceased? They retumed to their home
countnies. Grief is all that’s left to them.’

‘The office staff? Secretanes, personal assistants?’

‘They've suffered enough. What more can they tell you?
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The colour of Greenwood’s tie? Whether he wore brown or
black shoes?’

‘Fair enough. An overall report of the incident would help me.
[ take it you prepared one?’ .

‘One? A hundred reports. For the invesagating magistrate, for
the Prefect of Police, for the Minister of the Intenor, six foreign
embassies, lawyers for the comparues . . .

‘So you can lend me one?”

‘They’re sall confidental. International corporations are involved.
Claims of negligence may be brought against Eden-Olympia,
which of course we deny.’

‘Then -’

‘I can’t help you, Mr Sinclair.’ For the first tme Zander sounded
like a policeman. He studied the scar on my forehead and my
still-bruised ecar. ‘Does violence intrigue you, Mr Sinclair?’

‘Not at all. I ry to avoid it.’

‘And your wife? For a few women . .

‘She’s a doctor. She’s spent years in casualty wards.’

‘Even s0. Some people find violence is a useful marmage aid. A
special kind of uckler. You're so involved with the Greenwood
murders, but I'm sure your motives are sincere. Sadly, you are
wasting your ame. All conceivable evidence was tracked down.’

‘Not all. . .’ I took the three spent bullets from my pocket and
rolled them across the desk. ‘Rifle bullets — I found them in the
garden at our villa. One was lying on the floor of the swamming
pool. How it got there is hard ro work out. For what it's worth,
[ don't think the hostages were shot in the garage.’

Zander took out a silkk handkerchief and vented some un-
pleasing odour from his mouth. He stared at the bullets but
made no attempt to examine them.

‘Mr Sinclair, vou did well to find them. My men told me they
made a careful] search.’

‘You could match them to Dr Greenwood’s nfle.’

‘The weapon is held by the Cannes police. It’s best if we don’t
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involve them again. Other traces of Greenwood will appear. The
greater a crime, the longer its effects poison the air. Have you
found anything else?’

‘Not at the villa. But there are one or two odd things going
on at Eden-Olympia.’

‘'m glad to hear it.” Zander opened a window and let 1n
the warm air, which he inhaled in short but hungry breaths.
R.ecovering his poise, he tumed to escort me to the door. ‘' Odd
things” . . . I'd almost lost hope for our business park. Good newrs,
Mr Sinclair. Keep your eyes open for me . . .’

'l wall. Now, the hostages . . .’

‘Mr Sinclair, please . . .” Zander put an arm around my shoulders,
reminding me of the strength that an overweight body can hide.
‘The dead no longer care where they were shot. Tell me about
your young wife. Is she enjoying her stay with us?’

‘Very much.’ I stepped through a side door into the corndor,
where a woman assistant was waiting. ‘She works far too hard.’

‘Everyone does. It’s our secret vice. She needs to play a licde
more. You'll have to find some new activity that amuses her.
There are so many interesting games at Eden-Olympia . . .’

His mouth began to purse again, showing the pink lining inside
his black lips, but his eyes were fixed upon the three bullets that
lay on his desk.



10

The Hit List

AN ALMOST DRUGGED air floated across the lake, a rogue cloud that
had drifted down the hillside, carrying the scent of office-freshener
from a factory in Grasse. | walked along the water’s edge, attracting
the attention of two secunty men in a Range Rover parked among
the pines. One watched me through his binoculars, no doubt
puzzled that anyone in Eden-Olympia should have the leisure
to stroll through the midday sun.

Between the security building and the Elf-Mantime research
labs was an open-air cafetenia, a facility intended to soften the
public face of the business park and give it a passing resemblance
to an Alpine resort. Tired after my meetng with Zander, | sat
down and ordered a vin blanc from the young French waitress,
who wore jeans and a white vest printed with a quotation from
Baudnliard.

Zander had told me nothing, as | expected. Even his silences
provided no useful clues. By now, nearly six months after the
event, a relieved Eden-Olympia had erased David Greenwood
from its collecave memory, filing the agedy in some adminis-
trative limbo assigned to earthquakes and regicides.

I thought of Zander: thuggish, bisexual and cormupt, qualites
no doubt essential for any successful police chief. I could smell
his aftershave on my nght hand, and was tempted to walk to
the water’s edge and wash the scent away, but disturbing the
surface would probably trigger a full-scale alert. Yet Zander was
a potential collaborator, the only person | had met who saw the



flaw at the heart of Eden-Olympia. Given the absence of an
explicit moral order, where decisions about nght and wrong
were engineered into the social fabnc along with the fire dnlls
and parking regulations, Zander's job became impossible. Cnme
could flounsh at Eden-Olympia without the residents ever being
aware that they were its perpetrators or leaving any clues to their
moutves.

Zander, according to Jane, was the acting head of secunty, and
was stll waiang for his appoinunent to be confirmed. Dunng the
interregnum, as he fretted at his desk 1in his camel-hair coat, he
might become a useful ally. | remembered the Alice images I had
found in the children’s room. Not for the first ame it occurred
to me that David Greenwood might never have commutted the
murders on May 28, and that the surveillance footage that showed
him entering and leaving his vicums’ offices had been faked.

A blonde woman in her thirties, dressed in a dark business
suit, sat down at a nearby table. She ordered a cappuccino and
exchanged a few words of banter with the waitress, but her eyes
were fixed on the top floor of the security building, where Pascal
Zander had his office. She opened a laptop computer and tapped
the keys, throwing up a sequence of property ads for expensive
villas on the heights of Super-Cannes and Californie, all furnished
with electric-blue lawns and emerald skies. She stared morosely at
the overlit photographs and began a typed dialogue with herself,
apparently setting out her day’s schedule and answenng her quenes
aloud in an ironic English voice. | imagined her stepping from her
shower, towel twirled around her head, keying in the emotions
she would feel that day, the memones to be cued, the daydreams
to be assigned a few minutes of too-precious time, the whole
programme laced with sardonic asides.

Dunng a creanve pause she gazed over the tables at me,
revealing an atractive but moody face. 1 marked her down as
a professional rebel, who resented the trappings of managenal
success, club-class upgrades and company credit cards, the fool’s
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gold that could buy an entire life and offer no discount for idealism
or integnity, and | lhiked the sombre eye that she levelled at the
business park. Her glance took in my open-necked shirt, tweed
sports jacket and thong sandals, a garb never wom by anyone in
Eden-Olympia at either work or play, but the off-duty dress at my
Cyprus RAF base, circa 1978, and the guarantee, I was deluded
enough to think, of a certain kind of honesty.

She watched me brush a leaf from my lapel, and a smile moved
like a slow tic across her mouth. She sipped her coffee, then pressed
a tissue to her lips, leaving the imprint of a crushed kiss on the table.
She returned to the laptop, perhaps outhning a cost-benefit analysis
of her next affair, the conungency funds to be assigned to minor
cosmetic surgery, precautionary visits to the HIV clinic . . .

As iIf to encourage the fantasies of the stranger siting nearby,
she kicked off her high-heeled shoes and hitched up her skirt to
scratch her stockinged insteps, exposing a satisfying glimpse of
white thigh. Despite the smart suit, her blonde hair was a lirtle
too blown, giving her the look of a nervy and intellectual tart. Was
she a call-girl, computernized like everyone else at Eden-Olympia?
Her sceptical stare at the Elf building made it hard to believe that
she worked as a contented member of anyone’s teamn.

A security helicopter patrolled the lake, its soft engine barely
audible across the impassive surface. For a few seconds | imagined
that it was keeping watch on me after my collision with Wilder
Penrose’s car.

| had deliberately damaged the door, paying Penrose back
for urging Jane to stay on at Eden-Olympia, but also for the
sheer perversity of watching the fibreglass craze and splinter. It
reminded me of an outburst of vandalismn I had given way to as
a boy of seven. My parents were on holiday in France, trying to
jury-rig their becalmed marriage and aware that they were always
happiest in a foreign country. [ was staying with my mother’s
sister, a retired character actress with a churchy streak. She was
devoted to me, but fiercely proscripave about the television 1 was
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allowed to watch. Almost every programme that | hked seemed
to remind her of her lapsed career. One aftemoon, when she
vetoed a science fiction senes 1n which she appeared as a Martian
psychiatrist, [ managed to sneak out into the street with a can
of spray-paint. In a few thnlling minutes 1 vandalized her car,
aerosolling bizarre hieroglyphs over the doors and windscreen in
what | imagined was an interplanetary language.

A traffic warden reported me to my aunt, but she managed to
hush up the incident. We both knew that I was trying to punish my
parents, but from then on she regarded me as a fallen angel. It no
longer mattered what television [ watched, a state of disgrace thar
heartened me for years. Damaging Penrose’s car had been almost
as satisfying. For a few seconds, despite myself, I telt like a boy
again, with all the covert powers that a disturbed child wielded
over the adult world.

The helicopter soared away, reflected in the marror curtain-
walling of the Crédit-Suisse building. The blonde woman with
the laptop had gone. Her crushed tssue, still bearing the imprint
of her lips, dnfted across the floor to my feet. I held the waxy
smear to my nostrils, inhaling the faint but potent scent.

A hand gnpped my shoulder, almost forcing me to my knees.

‘Paul, so this is where you hide . .. God, I envy you.’

Wilder Penrose beamed at me, unaware that he had knocked
over my wine glass. He took the tissue from my fingers and dabbed
at the stained cloth, leaving a vermilion smear. He wore another
of his linen suits, a black silk tie fluttering like a miniature noose
from his heavy throat. His eyes watched me in their unblinking
way, detached from the rest of his face and from the broad smule
that seemed to signal his genuine pleasure at finding me.

'Paul, I'm sorry — away from the climic I'm unbelievably clumsy.
Let’s get you another dnnk.’ Penrose signalled to the waitress,
and gazed around him with unfeigned delight. ‘It’s lovely here.
Luckily, I have a quiet day.’

‘No pauents? Isn’t that a mark of success?”
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‘Sadly, there isn’t a doctor in the world who would agree
with you.’ :

When the waitress served his coffee Penrose broke open a
sachet of sugar. His fingers were as.awkward as a child’s, and
the loose grains clung to his knuckles when he sank his broad
upper lip through the chocolate-speckled foam. Behind him, the
waitress was clearing the blonde woman’s table. She had left a
mess of debnis, tissues stained with coffee, cream spilt onto the
paper cloth. Were bad table manners a quirk of Eden-Olympia’s
executive class, a safety valve for corporate tensions?

The Japanese sports saloon was parked near the lake, the dent
in 1ts door clearly visible. Penrose followed my gaze.

‘Do you want a spin? It's an interesung car. Rather like your
Harvard, | imagine.’

‘Another tme.” Calmly, | said: *You've had a bump. Cutting
comers too fast?’

‘Only in my professional life. Those clochards in Cannes, mostly
old soixante-huitards. They see a mbute to modem industrial
genius and can’t resist giving it a swift kick.’

Penrose watched me while he spoke, head lowered over his
coffee as he licked up the foam, well aware that 1 had damaged
the car. Surpnisingly, I felt no guilt, almost as if 1 had acted wath
his approval.

‘Now, what's the verdict on Eden-Olympia? You've
settled in?’

‘That took ten minutes. The villa is very comfortable — for a
haunted house.’

'‘Good. And Senora Morales?”’

‘The body and soul of discreion. She wouldn’t be shocked if
[ sneaked a fourteen-year-old up to the bedroom.’

‘You should try it ..." Penrose used his forefinger to clean
the last drops from his cup. ‘Of course, in her eyes you already
have.’

‘Jane? She’s more mature than she looks.’
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‘1 work with her, Paul. She's waser than I'll ever be. As 1t
happens, prepubertal betrothals are still common in rural Spain.
[t helps to advance the menarche and accelerate the supply of
young farmhands. What about your neighbours?”’

‘We've met the Delages. Very new Europe, and extremely
helpful. Mrs Yasuda bows to me, but I haven’t got closer than
thirty feet.’

‘People at Eden-Olympia don’t mix. It’s a problem we're work-
ing on. By the time they get home they want to be alone, fix a
martini, swim a few lengths. Their true social life is the office.’

‘That sounds like a design error. Jane and I go into Cannes just
to talk to the tounsts at the next table.’

‘I've med that — odd, isn't 1t?’ Penrose muffled his voice. ‘Don’t
they seemn a litde strange?’

‘“Tounsts in Cannes?’

‘People outside Eden-Olympia. In some way a dimension 1s
missing. There’s a lack of self-corroboration. They stroll along
the Croisette, talk about their flights to Diisseldorf and Cleveland,
but it’s all unreal. If you stand back for a moment, tounsts are
a very odd phenomenon. Millions of people crossing the world
to wander around unfamiliar cities. Tounism must be the last
surviving relic of the great Bronze Age migratons.’

‘So they should stay at home?’

‘Yes, but that won’t help them. Go into Cannes and look
around — the checkout girls at the Monopnx, the chauffeur
walking a poodle, the dentist and his receptionist having their
ang 4 sept in a backstreet hotel. They're like actors improvising
their roles, unaware that the producton has moved on.’

‘To Eden-Olympia? 1 haven'’t seen a copy of the scnpt.’

‘I's still being written. We'll all take part — the Delages, you
and Jane and Mrs Yasuda. It’s the only scnipt that matters.’

‘Let me guess.’ I finished my wine and placed the empty glass
in front of Penrose, wondering how long it would take him to
knock it over. ‘The characters never meet, except in the office.
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There’s no drama and no conflict. There are no clubs or evening
classes . . .

'We don’t need them. They serve no role.’

‘No chanties or church fetes.- No fund-raising galas.’

‘Everyone is rich. Or at least, very well off.’

‘No police or legal system.’

*There’s no cnme, and no social problems.’

‘No democratic accountability. No one votes. So who runs
things?’

‘We do. We run things.’ Penrose spoke soothingly, exposing
his badly bitten nails as if trying to present himself as vulnerable
but sincere. ‘Years ago people took for granted that the future
meant more leisure. That's true for the less skilled and less able,
those who aren’t net contributors to society.’

‘Such as?’

‘Poets, traffic wardens, ecologists . . ." Penrose gestured dis-
missively, and struck my wine glass with his hand. He setted it
on the table, embarrassed by his clumsiness, and continued: ‘I'm
being unfair, but I know you agree with me. For the talented
and ambitous the futur¢ means work, not play.’

‘Depressing. No recreation at all?’

‘Only of a special kind. Talk to senior people at Eden-Olympia.
They’ve gone beyond leisure. Playing around with balls of vanous
shapes and sizes . . ." Penrose tmpped over his tongue, and paused
to flex his lips. ‘That’s something they left behind in childhood.
Work 1s where they find their real fulfilment — running an
investment bank, designing an airport, bnnging on stream a
new family of anabioncs. If their work is satisfying people don'’t
need leisure in the old-fashioned sense. No one ever asks what
Newton or Darwin did to relax, or how Bach spent his week-
ends. At Eden-Olympia work is the ulamate play, and play the
ultimate work.’

‘There’s one thing missing. All I see are a lot of ofhice buildings
and car parks in a faked-up landscape. What happens to the law
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and the church? Where are the moral compass beanngs that hold
everything together?’

‘They fall away. We shed them, like that brace you got nd of
once you could stand on your own legs.’

‘So Eden-Olympta has gone beyond morality?”’

‘In a sense, yes.’ Controlling his clumsy hands, Penrose moved
my wine glass to the next table. ‘Remember, Paul, the old morality
belonged to a cruder stage of human development. It had to cope
with packs of hunter-scavengers who'd only just left the Serenget
plain. The first religions were forced to deal with barely socialized
primates who’d tear each other’s arms off given halfa chance. Since
they couldn’t rely on self-control they needed ethical taboos to do
it for them.’

‘So, goodbye to the old morality. What then?”

‘Freedom. A giant multdnaconal like Fuji or General Motors
sets its own morality. The company defines the rules that govern
how you treat your spouse, where you educate your children,
the sensible limits to stock-market investment. The bank decides
how big a mortgage you can handle, the nght amount of health
insurance to buy. There are no more moral decisions than there
are on a new superhighway. Unless you own a Ferran, pressing
the accelerator is not a moral decision. Ford and Fiat and Toyota
have engineered in a sensible response curve. We can rely on their
judgement, and that leaves us free to get on with the rest of our
lives. We've achieved real freedom, the freedom from morahty.’

Penrose sat back, hands raised to the air, part conjuror and part
revivalist preacher. He was watching me to see how I reacted,
less interested in converting me than in extracting a grudging
concession that he might be nght. At some point in his life, at
his medical school or during his psychiatnc training, someone had
falled to rake him senously.

Unconvinced by his case, I said: ‘It sounds like a ticket to 1984,
this ime by the scenic route. | thought organization man died out

in the 1960s.’
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‘He did, our worried fmiend in_the grey-Aannel suit. He was
an early office-dwelling hominid, a corporate version of Dawn
Man who assumed a sedentary posture in order to survive. He
was locked into a low-tech bureaucranc cave, hittle more than
a human punch-card. Today’s professional men and women
are self-motivated. The corporate pyramud is a virtual hierarchy
that endlessly reassemnbles itself around them. They enjoy enor-
mous mobility. While you're mooning around here, Paul, they're
patenting another gene, or designing the next generation of drugs
that will cure cancer and double your life-span.’

‘I'm impressed. Eden-Olympia is the new paradise. You should
put up a sign.’

‘We might, one day, but we don’t want to boast.” Penrose
beamed at me, broad smile lighang up his dead eyes. ‘At long last,
people are free to enjoy themselves, though most of them haven’t
realized it yet. In many ways I'm a kind of leisure coordinator.
l run the adventure playground inside their heads. It’s open to
everyone here. You can explore your hidden dreams, the secret
places of your heart. You can follow your imaginaton, wherever
it leads.’

‘Ennui, adultery and cocaine?’

‘If you want to, but they’re rather old-fashioned. You're a pilot,
Paul, you've flown above the clouds. You owe it to yourself to be
more invenave.’

‘That sounds like a head-on collision with the law. Or a new
kind of psychopathology.’

‘Paul . . ." Pretending to be exasperated, Penrose leaned back
with a deep sigh. ‘The nch know how to cope with the psycho-
pathic. The squirearchy have always enjoyed freedoms denied to
the tenant farmers and peasantry. De Sade’s behaviour was typical
of his class. Aristocracies keep alive those endangered pleasures
that repel the bourgeoisie. They may seem perverse, but they
add to the possibilities of life.’

“That’s a cunious thing for a psychiatrist to say.’
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‘Not at all. Perverse behaviours were once potentially danger-
ous. Societies weren't strong enough to allow them to Aourish.’

‘But Eden-Olympia is strong enough?’

'‘Of course.” Penrose spoke soothingly, as if to a favounte
patent. ‘You're free here, Paul. Perhaps for the first tme in
your life.’

Penrose was watching me, cunous to see my reactions, a for-
gotten smuile lingering on his lips like a nide-mark. I wondered
why he was making this evangelical play for me, and whether he
had talked to Jane. Then 1 thought of another, more impression-
able doctor.

‘Free? It’s hard to know how loose the handcuffs really are.
Did you discuss this with David Greenwood?”

‘Probably. I'm something of a proselytizer. The middle classes
have run the world since the French Revolution, but they're
now the new proletanat. It’s time for another elite to set the
agenda.’

‘How did Dawvid take all this?”

‘I think he agreed. By the way, he visited me professionally.’

‘What was his problem? Too much sympathy for the poor and
orphaned?’

‘I can’t disclose that.’ Penrose smoothed his silk tie. *‘He was a

generous man, likeable in a boyish way. But . . . very repressed.’
‘Sexually?’
‘A little. 1 wanted Dawvid to be more robust, to stnke out more
fearlessly.’

‘Where?’ 1 gestured at the lake and the sun-filled atria of
the ofhce buildings. ‘I don't see a rainforest waiting for its Dr
Livingstone. He shot ten people. Three of them in the back as
they ran away from him.’

'l know. Zander told me about the bullets. That's why |
dropped by. I can see you're unsettled.” Penrose chewed on a
thumbnail, pensively sniffing the eroded crescent. ‘David could
be very naive, as he showed with his Lewis Carroll society. He
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didn’t realize that the French see the Alice books as a realistic
picture of English life. Eden-Olympia failed David Greenwood,
and we paid a2 heavy price. At least there were only ten deaths.’

'‘Only?’

‘There’s a rumour that he planned to kill more than ten people.’
Penrose stared over my head into some pnvate space, and rose
heavily from the table. ‘I must go. I'll tell Jane you're idling
away here.’

‘She won’t mind. Work is all she thinks about.’

‘Paul? That's close to self-pity.” Penrose raised a reproving
finger. ‘She’s running a new computer model, tracing the spread
of nasal viruses across Eden-Olvmpia. She has a hunch that if
people moved their chairs a further eighteen inches apart they’'d
stop the infectious vectors in their tracks.’

‘I thought people here were too far apart as it 1s.”

‘Only in some ways. If the dance floor is less crowded you can
really do vour stuff.” Penrose pumped his arms in an energeuc
twist that knocked his chair to the floor. He stood behind me,
large hands on my shoulders, as if reluctant to leave. ‘The dance
floor’s empty, Paul. Make the most of it. If you want to, pick
your tune . ..’

[ istened to the fading burble of his exhaust, and then returned
to my scrutiny of the lake. In front of me lay Penrose’s debnis, the
swamped saucer, soaked tissues and coffee-stained sugar sachets. A
passer-by would assume that he had been spoonfeeding a child.

A spoon of a notional kind had been pushed towards me, but
what atbit lay inside 1t? | guessed that Penrose was using me to
explore the Greenwood murders, to act as his proxy in an inves-
tigation he declined to share. Rather too casually, he had thrown
in the ‘rumour’ that there had been other intended victims.

[ took the appointments list from my wallet and spread it across
the wable. I scanned the names, with my scnbbled comments
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idenafying their posts at Eden-Olympia. Asterisks marked those
who had died.

Alain Delage. CFO, Eden-Olympia holding company.

* Michel Charbonnecau. Charrman, Eden-Olympia holding company.

* Robert Fontune. Chief executive, E-O administration.

* Olga Carlota. Manager of personnel reauitment, E-O.

* Guy Bacheler. Chief of secunty, E-O.

* Georges Vadim. General manager, TV Centre, E-O.

* Dominique Serrou. Physiaan.

* Professor Berthoud. Chief Pharmaaist.
Walter Beckman. Chairman, Beckman Secunties. Relocated New York City.
Henry Ogilvy. Insurance broker. Ex-Lioyd’s syndicate partner. Relocated Flonida.
Shohei Narita. President, invesiment bank. Former Greenuvod neighbour.
F.D.?
Pascal Zander.
Wilder Penrose.

Seven of the first eight had been killed by Greenwood, only
forty-eight hours after he began to schedule their appointments.
Two of the victims were fellow physicians at the clinic, and Jane
had pointed out that doctors arranged to see their colleagues
informally. Penrose, moreover, sat in the next office.

Alain Delage headed the list. I remembered that Simone had
mentioned their trip to Lausanne. Had they stayed at Eden-
Olympia, she told me, they would have witnessed the violent
tragedy of the final shoot-our.

But perhaps more closely than she guessed. As [ stared at the
list I realized that 1 was looking at a schedule of appointments,
but of a special kind. What I had taken from Jane’s computer was

a selecton of targets.
A hit hst?
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e

Thoughts of Saint-Exupéry

'MONSIEUR DELAGE! couLD you wait? Alain . . .

[ had left the Jaguar a hundred yards from the administranon
building, in the only free parking space [ could find. As | limped
between the lines of cars | shouted to the dark-suited figure
who emerged from the revolving doors. Except at a distance,
exchanging good momings outside our garages, we had never
spoken. Not recognizing my raised voice, Delage lowered his
head and stepped behind a male aide. The chauffeur held open
the door of his hmousine, gloved fist raised warmingly at me.

‘Alain . . . I'm glad I caught you.’ I stepped past the aide, who
was handing a black valise through the open window. He barred
my way, but | pushed him aside. The chauffeur’s hands gripped
my shoulders from behind, and he tned to wrestle me to the
ground. | propped myself against the car, held his lapels and
threw him against the boot. Then a far stronger pair of arms
seized me around the waist, pinning my elbows to my chest. I
could feel a secunty guard’s hot breath on my neck. He swung
me off balance, kicked my heels away and bundled me to the
hard asphalt.

Delage looked down from the window, moustache bristling
and pallid eyes alarmed behind his nmless spectacles. Then he
recognized the dishevelled Englishman, cheeks grazed wath gravel,
trying breathlessly to call to lhum.

‘Mr Sinclair? It’s you?’

‘Alain . . .’ | forced the guard’s hand from my chest and drew
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the appointments list from my pocket. ‘Read this . . . you may
be in danger.’

‘Paul? Can you breathe? I wasn’t expecting us to meet in quite
this way.’

Delage stood by the car, blinking at me with concem as
he dusted the grit from my jacket. | rested on the passen-
ger seat, leaning against the open door with my feet on the
ground.

‘I'm fAine. Give me a moment.’ | tested my knee, relieved that
the pins sall held. ‘Sorry to ambush you like that. Therc may be
a threat to your life.’

‘Let’s think about your life, Paul. I can call the clinic. Jane will
come with the medical team.’

‘Don’t bother her.’ I saluted the secunity man, stll watching
me warily, radio at the ready. The chaufleur was limping across
the drive to retrieve his peaked cap, which the aide had located
under a nearby car. ‘I'm glad secunty is up to scratch. He was
quick off the mark.’

‘Naturally.” Delage seemed glad. ‘After all that happened last
May. If you want to kill someone at Eden-Olympia it’s best to
make an appointment. Now, you spoke of danger?’

‘Right . . ." I opened the crushed printout. ‘I took this from a
computer in Greenwood’s office. Jane came across it by chance.
She doesn’t know that [ have it.’

‘l understand. Go on, Paul.’

‘It’s a list of names, drawn up by Greenwood two days before
the murders. Seven of the people listed he shot dead.’

‘Tragic, for them and the families. Every day I thank God we
were away.’

‘Your name is top of the list.’

Delage took the sheet from me and stared hard at the list wath
his accountant’s eye. He ducked his head in an oddly uneasy way,
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as 1f he had just overheard some unpleasant comdor gossip about
himself.

‘I'm here, yes. Why, I can’t imagine.” He folded the sheet,
puncaliously using the onginal creases. ‘You have a copy of
this?’

‘Keep 1t. It’s only a guess, but it may be a target list. If Green-
wood had collaborators you could sall be in danger.’

'You were nght to show it to me. I'll pass it to Mr Zander.’
He spoke quickly to his aide, a slim young man who still seemed
shaken by our bnef confrontanon. He took the pnntout and
headed towards the building. Delage watched him disappear
through the revolving doors and then tumed to me, his manicured
hand brushing the last dust from my jacket. He was clearly weigh-
ing the senousness of my message against my scruffy appearance.

‘Paul, you've put your spare time to good use. I’'m off to Nice
Airport, but we can speak en route to the heli-shuttle in Cannes.
Afterwards the car will bnng you back. It’s not often that you see
your name on a death list .

The imousine moved swaftly through the ousskirts of Le Cannet,
a target safely ahead of any possible attacker. Through the window
divider | watched the chauffeur speaking on the carphone, eyes
meeting mine in the rear-view mirror. No doubt the secunty
apparatus at Eden-Olympia was at full alert, wath 2 Range Rover
parked outside the Delages’ house.

But Alain had recovered his poise. The tentanve hands that
had straightened my shirt and jacket emerged from crisp cufis
that concealed the strong tendons of his wnsts. I guessed that he
had been a dedicated athlete in his earlier days, handicapped by
poor sight and the senousness of a borm accountant. Behind the
expensive suiting a masculine tension was waiting to be released.
[ could see him ranging along the baseline, playing his methodical
returns as he watched for his opponent’s weaknesses, now and then
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attemnpang a lob or backhand pass that never quite found its mark.
| remembered that he had been present at the brutal beating in
the clinic car park, one of the executives who had stopped their
cars to watch a display of summary justice at 1ts most unpleasant.
The beatings had probably helped to draw some of the tension
from himn, but he was a man who would never completely relax,
except in the company of his passive and ever-watchful wife.

[ assumed that he had already amortised the threat to himself.
In an effort .to distract me, he pointed to a henitage sign at the
juncton with the Mougins road.

‘If you're interested in painting, Bonnard’s house is here in Le
Cannet. Picasso worked at Antibes, Matisse further down the coast
at Nice. In many ways modern art was a culture of the beach. They
say it's the light, the special quality of quartz in the Permian rock.’

He spoke in the fluent, uninflected English of the international
executive, with the kind of arts connoisseurship picked up 1in the
antique shops that lined the lobbies of luxury hotels. I gazed at
the roadside, lined with speedboat dealerships, video warehouses
and swimming-pool showrooms. Together they crowded the few
spaces between the autoroute access ramps.

‘The light? Or were people more cheerful then? Picasso and
Mausse have gone, and the business parks have taken their place.’

‘But that’s good. It’s the turn of the sciences. Everything is
possible again — organisms with radial tyres, dreams equipped with
airbags. What do you think of our new silicon valley? You've had
the leisure to look around.’

‘I'm impressed, though leisure is in short supply. The new Cote
d'Azur doesn’t have tme for fun.’

‘That will change.’ Delage gripped his briefcase, as if about to
offer me a positon paper. ‘People realize they can work too hard,
even 1f work is more enjoyable than play. Your countryman,
David Greenwood, was a sad example.’

‘You knew him well?’

“We were neighbours, of course, but he was always busy with
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the refuge at La Bocca. We never met socially — my wife found
him far too earnest.- She likes to sunbathe, and it made him
uncomfortable, he would even lower the blinds.’ Delage stared
at his thighs, and then hid them behind his briefcase. ‘Now, this
list. ['m grateful for your concern, but I doubt if these names are
what you think. Perhaps Greenwood was drawing up a group of
volunteers for a medical expenment.’

‘It’s possible. Though he did shoot seven of them. Is there any
reason why he mught have wanted to kill you?’

‘None. It’s inconceivable. Believe me, find a different approach.
[ hear you have new evidence.’

‘Three spent bullets. I handed them in to Zander this aftermoon.
['m surpnsed you know.’

‘Monsieur Zander and I speak all the time. Tell me, Paul, how
good 1s our secunty?’

‘First class. There’s no doubt about 1t.’

‘Even so, you were able to get within a few feet of me. Sup-
pose you had been carrying a gun? Who told you I was leaving
for Nice?’

‘No one. I wanted to see you at your office. It was pure
chance.’

‘Chance can work for terronists. Pursue your enquines, but keep
Zander informed. You may come up with something important.’

‘Unlikely. Apart from this list there’s nothing to go on. [ need to
know the exact sequence of deaths that moming. It might explain
Greenwood'’s state of mind.’

‘Ten people were killed — what does the sequence matter?’
Delage pushed his glasses against his eyes, scanning the small
print of my quibbles and quenies. “Your frend wasn’t designing
a ballet.’

‘All the same, the pattern of deaths may say something. Who
was the first to die?’

‘I've no idea. Try Nice-Matin, they have an office in Cannes.
The municipal library has back copies of important newspapers.’
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"And the police?’

‘If you want to waste your time. They're happy to have an
Englishman who went mad without cause. That's your histon-
cal role.’

‘We're the village 1diot of the new Europe?’

‘The mushr, the holy fool. Think of David Greenwood, this
poor poetic doctor with his children’s shelter . . ." Delage spoke
with pleasant but cruel humour, part of the sadistic strain in this
repressed accountant that | had already noticed. He moved into
the comer of the leather seating and observed me in his steely
way. ‘You're very concemed with Greenwood — it may be that

you need a mystery. Did you know him well?’

‘Hardly at all.’

‘And Jane? Shightly better, perhaps?”’

‘No husband can ever say.” Moving on from his veiled sug-
geston, | spoke bnskly: ‘I'm impressed by Eden-Olympia, but
there are things that seem deliberately out of focus. Putting us in
Greenwood’s house. Giving Jane the same office. It's as if someone
is flashing a torch in the dark, sending a message we should try to
decode. Half the vicims were senmior managers at Eden-Olympia.
Suppose there are rival groups locked in a power struggle? You
say Greenwood was your holy fool, but a better term might be fall
guy. | haven’t seen any evidence yet that he fired a single shot.’

Delage flicked at aloose thread on his cuff. | had taken a gamble,
rattling my stick in an apparently empty kennel, in the hope that a
drowsing beast might emerge.

‘The evidence is there, Paul . . .’ Delage had withdrawn behind
his watery lenses. ‘I'll speak to Zander: we need to be less secrenve.
Eden-Olympia is home to the greatest corporations in the world.
Their chief executives are too valuable to nsk in a small local
feud. Greenwood killed his victims, stalking them one by one.
Secretanes saw him walk through their offices and open fire. As
they knelt behind their desks they were showered with their
employers’ blood.’
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‘Evenso ... ]

But Delage was speaking to the chauffeur as we rolled down
the Boulevard de la R épublique, past the elegant apartment houses
that lay below the heights of Super-Cannes. | sat forward when
we reached the Croisette, for once needing to get my bearings in
the maze of aftenoon traffic. Crowds strolled under the palms,
enjoying the warm autumn day, like cinzens of another world
who had come ashore for a few hours. Wilder Penrose had been
right to say that there was something unreal about them.

Delage beckoned to me. ‘Paul, the Noga Hilton. There are
nice shops in the lobby. Buy Jane a present.’

‘T will’

‘Simone and I are very fond of her. She has an ingénue’s charm
and directness. Why kecp her to yourself? You should join more
In our social hfe.’

'Is there such a thing?’

‘It’s private, but very active. Work is so enjoyable, while play is
demanding. It requires special qualities and offers special rewards.’
He opened the nearside door for me and stared at the sea. ‘I envy
you, Paul, but be careful. You're a pilot, like Sa1nt-l-."'.:hrul:u:r)r and
he ended there, lying in the deep water .

As he held out his hand | noticed the hvld bruises above his
wrist, the blue and yellow clouds of damaged skin hidden by
his shirt cuffs. I imagined him involved in a masochistic game
with his bored wife, probably involving more than a bnsk rap
on the knuckles. Behind the nmless glasses [ could see an almost
Calvinist repression at work. At the same time he seemed to be
smiling at some unexpected good fortune, like a suburban bank
manager discovering a book of intriguing phone numbers left by
his predecessor.

‘Nice-Matin - check them out, Paul.’

‘I will. Don’t worry, I'll get a present for Jane.’

‘Good.’ He waved from the window as the imousine slid away.
‘And think about Saint-Exupéry . . .’
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A Fast Drive to Nice Airport

A PUBLICITY PLANE flew along the Croisette, its pennant fluttering
like the trace of a fibrillating heart, unnoticed by the sunbathers
stretched on their loungers in the hotel concessions. The pilot
banked steeply when he was level with the Martinez and soared
towards Juan-les-Pins and the Antibes peninsula, his propeller
shredding the air and throwing shards of sunlight across the
vivid sea.

I watched untl it disappeared, wishing that I sat in the cockpit
of my old Harvard, deafened by the roar of the engine and
gagging on the stench of lubncating oil, flight plan clipped to
my knee, three bottes of iced beer in a cool-bag hanging from
the throttle mount, cigar smouldering in the ashtray sellotaped to
the instrument panel. | needed the rush of icy air over the canopy,
and the flood of light that irngated every cell in the reuna, every
waiting space in the soul.

At the public beach near the Palais des Fesuvals the speedboats
of the water-ski school rocked beside the landing stage as their
customers buckled on the safety hamesses. Tounsts crowded
the Croisette, amiable Amencans on short-stay package deals,
Germans of technical mind studying the microlight seaplanes
moored to the wooden piers, restless Arabs on the terrace of the
Carlton, bored with sex and drugs, and waiting for the gaming
rooms to open.

There was a whiff of crepes and frites from the lunch stalls, but
‘Wilder Penrose’s strictures had begun to bite. The crowds dnfted
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in slow motion, gathering in clumps around the tabacs and the
bureaux de change hke platelets blocking an artery. With their
camcorders and light meters, body bags packed with spare lenses,
they resembled a huge film crew without a scnpt.

I was frustrated, and knew 1t. My imitation was magnified by
Alain Delage’s veiled threat. He had flattered me by referring to
Saint-Exupéry, but the great pilot’s bones lay on the seabed in the
remains of his Lightning, somewhere near the Baie des Anges. I
could take the hint. But why had Delage bothered to give me a lift
into Cannes, unless my plumb-line was at last touching bottom?

As he suggested, I visited the ofhces of Nice-Matin. The back
issues told me nothing about David Greenwood and his day of
death, and how this amateur marksman had managed to seize his
hostages and then kill his victims, despite the substantal distances
involved and the elaborate secunty. There were photographs of
Greenwood posing with his orphans at the La Boccarefuge, but no
conceivable bridge between the smiling, dark-eyed girls and the
harsh news pictures of bullet-starred doors and bloody elevators.

The microfiche coptes of the Herald Tribune in the Amencan
Library were no more use. A helpful assistant suggested a local
newspaper for English-speaking residents, but after a taxa ride to
La Napoule I found only the back-street office of a free-sheet
lising properties for sale, swimming-pool constructors and dealers
in used Mercedes.

Drained by the sun, [ walked past the car-park entrance to the
Palais des Festvals. The heat rose from the ornamental dles like a
headache. Behind me, ten yards to my left, a blonde woman in a
dark suit followed me across the terrace. Face shielded from the
sun by a copy of Vogue, she tortered along on high-heels, as if

trying to sidestep her own shadow. Then it occurred to me that

she might be drunk, and [ thought of the air-condiuoned bars
hidden away in the Palais des Festivals.

Here, in the much-dended pink bunker, where the competing
entries in the film festival were screened each May, a congress of
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orthopaedic surgery was taking place. The American and German
tourists I had so looked down on were probably disunguished
surgeons from Topeka and Diisseldorf, far closer in spinit to
Eden-Olympia than [ assumed.

| stepped from the sun into the cool of the foyer. where an
accreditacion desk was issuing passes to the delegates. Without
exception, the surgeons wore trainers and sportswear, and for once
my trousers and thong sandals allowed me to merge seamlessly
into the crowd. The attendants checking the delegates’ badges
waved me through. Leaving the others to attend a lecture on
tuberculosis of the hip joint, I strolled towards a trade fair on the
ground floor. Sales staff patrolied their stands, filled with displays
of surgical armatures and correctve body-appliances.

Remembering my modest knee-brace, | stopped by a glass
cabinet that displayed two lifesize mannequins in full orthopaedic
ng. Replicas of a man and a woman, they each wore a cuirass
of pink plastic around the torso, and their jaws were supported
by moulded collars that encased them from the lower lip to the
nape of the neck. Elaborately sculptured corslets and cuisses, like
the fantasies of an obsessive armourer, surrounded their hips and
thighs, discreet apertures provided for whatever natural functions
were still left to these hybrid creatures.

‘Dear God . . .’ an English voice murmured over my shoulder.
‘Now we know. Love in Eden-Olympia . . .’

| tumed to find the opsy woman in the business suit who had
followed me across the terrace. Her make-up was stll in place, but
the sunlight had drawn a film of perspiration through her Lpstick
and eye shadow. As she swayed on her high-heels [ assumed
that she was the rmunchy wife of a British surgeon attending the
congress, an aftemnoon vamp on the Croisette prowl.

‘Marriage i la mode ... She pressed her hands against the
display case and peered challengingly at the models. ‘But do they
love each other? What do you say, Mr Sinclair?’

She steered the blonde hair from her forehead, and [ recognized
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the woman with the laptop who had sat near me in the open-ar
café near the Elf building. She was sober but ill at ease, her fingers
fretang at the copy of Vogue she carmed. A male sales assistant
moved past us, and she handed him the magazine, waving him
away before he could speak. I noaced the dust on her shoes, and
assumed that she had been following me for longer than the brief
walk across the terrace of the Palais des Fesavals.

Irmtated that Eden-Olympia was keeping its cyclops eye on
me, | tred to step around her, tipped over an uncovered cable
and pulled my knee. Wincing at the sudden pain, [ leaned against
the display case.

‘Mr Sinclair?’ Her hands steadied me. ‘Are you ... ?’

‘Don’ttell me,  know . . ." I pointed to the orthopaedic models.
‘I've come to the nght place.’

‘You need to sit down. There’s a bar upstairs.’

‘Thanks, but I have to go.’

'I'll buy you a dnnk.’

‘'l don't need a dnnk.” Annoyed by the clinging edginess, [ spoke
sharply. ‘You work at Eden-Olympia. For Pascal Zander?’

‘Who could? I'm in the property services department — Frances
Baring.” She frowned into the mirror of her compact, stung by
the rebuff and irritated with herself for having to approach me
so clumsily. ‘Please, Mr Sinclair. I need to talk to you about an

old fnend of ours.’

As the waiter took our order she tore a sachet of salt and poured
the grains into the ashtray. She twisted the paper square mnto an
arrow and pointed it at me.

Sall unsure why this attractive but prickly woman had approached
me, | said: ‘We're neighbours — 1 saw you this afternoon at
Eden-Olympia.’

‘Alcatraz-sur-Mer.’

‘Where?’
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‘Catch up. It’s my nickname for Eden-Olympia.’

‘Not bad. But is it a prison?”’

‘Of course. It pretends to be a space station. People like Pascal
Zander are really living on Mars.’

I stopped her mudlaung a second sachet. ‘Frances, relax. Our
dnnks are cormng.’

'‘Sorry.’ She flashed a quick smile. ‘I hate this kand of thing.
I'd never have made a good whore. I could cope with the sex,
but all those smoky glances across crowded lobbies . . . I wanted
to talk to you, away from Eden-Olympia. I'm due to see your
wife soon, [ believe.’

‘Jane?’

‘Yes. One of the endless check-ups Eden-Olympia arranges.
When they find nothing wrong you love them all the more. |
look forward to meedng her.’

‘She helps out with colonoscopies.’

‘You mean she’ll put a camera up my bottom? I've always
wanted to be on television. What about you?

‘I'm on holiday. It’s lasted a little longer than I planned.’

‘We’'ve all nodced. You're the Ben Gunn of our treasure 1sland.
I thought you were wnung a social history of the car park.’

'l should. It’s like Los Angeles, the car parks tend to find you,
wherever you are. My legs need the exercise — they’re getting
over a flying accident.’

‘Yes, you're a piot ..." She lit a cigarette, bnefly setting
fire to the ashtray. ‘Does that mean you have an interesting
sex lLfe?’

‘I hope s0 — I'm a devoted husband. That must stnke you as
totally deviant.’

‘No. Just a lictle against nature. Rather romanuc, though.’

Tired of this forced banter, | waved away the cigarette smoke
and tried to meet her eyes. Was she holding me here until Zander's
men arrived? A teamn could have followed Delage’s imousine to
Cannes, tipped off by the aide, then lost me as | zigzagged on
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my abortive errands. Frances Banng had picked up the trail as |
wandered along the Croisette.

But if she was a femme fatale she was a surpnsingly inept one,
working on her own with only the. roughest 1dea of how to
pursue her agenda. I was struck by how much she differed from
Jane. My teenage doctor was girlish but supremely confident,
while Frances was sophisticated but unsure of herself, probably
climbing the upper slopes of the corporate pyramid with litde
more than her scatty humour to protect her. I looked over the
balcony at the orthopaedic mannequins wearing their fetishist
armour. Jane would break down in guffaws if I suggested that
she wore one of the cuirasses as an erotic aid, but [ could imagine
Frances hamessing up without comment.

Seeing me smile at her, she sipped her drink and then held the
glass between us, exposing the waxy imprint of her lips like the
forensic trace of a kiss, the second 1 had seen that day.

‘Right, Paul.’ she announced. ‘I'm relaxed.’

‘Good. Now, who is the friend we share? Friendship isn’t that
common at Eden-Olympia.’

“This friend isn’t there any more.’ Her fingers moved towards a
salt sachet, stopped and calmed themselves by eviscerating the stub
of her cigarerte. ‘He died a few months ago. Last May, in fact . . .’

‘David Greenwood?’ When she nodded, her face clouding, 1
said: ‘How long have you been at Eden-Olympia?’

‘Three years. It feels longer since David died.’

‘You were close?’

‘On and off. He was very busy.’

‘The children’s refuge, the methadone clhinic. And the Alice
library.’

‘Alice, yes. “Never seen by waking eyes . ..”" She stared at
the imprint on her glass, unaware that her lips were moving, 2
sub-vocal message across the void.

Concemed for her, [ reached out and steadied her hands. ‘Were
vou there on May 287
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‘In my office at the Siemens building. I was there all day’

‘You saw the police amve and heard the shooting?’

‘Absolutely. Helicopters, ambulances, film crews . . . the whole
nightmnare played itself out like an insane video game. I haven’t
really woken up.’

'l understand.’ |1 held her empty glass, hot rom the fever of
her hands. ‘All those deaths. They hardly seem possible.’

‘Why?' She frowned at me, assurming that | was making some
abstruse point. ‘Everything’s possible at Eden-Olympia. That's its
raison d’étre.’

‘But the murders don’t chime with Greenwood’s character.
He was a builder, a creator of projects, not a destroyer. Jane says
he was an old-style idealist.’

‘Maybe that explains it all — idealists can be dangerous.’

‘You're saying he shot all those people from some higher
motive?’

‘What other reason is there? A sudden “brainstorm™?’

‘It seems likely.’

‘Eden-Olympia is a brainstorm.” She spoke with soft disgust.
‘Wilder Penrose is storming the brains .

‘I take 1t you don’t like the place?’

'l love it.” She signalled to the waiter, ordenng another round
of drinks. ‘I make three omes the salary I did in London, there
are perks galore, a gorgeous flat at Manna Baie des Anges. And
all the games [ want to play.’

‘Are there any games? The sports clubs are empty.’

‘Not that sort of game.” She watched me with the first real
cunosity, her eyes running over my tweed sports jacket. "These
are games of a different night.’

‘They sound like quite an effort.’

‘They are. Games at Eden-Olympia are always the senous
kind.’

‘The man who gave me a lift to Cannes seemed to be say-
ing that.’
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‘Alain Delage? Be careful with him. He looks like 2 mousy
accountant but he’s a textbook anal-sadist.’

‘You must know him well. Were you lovers?’

'l don’t think so. His wife is more my type but she plays
hard to get. That’s the trouble with Eden-Olympia - you can’t
remember if you once had sex with someone. Like Marbella or
... Mada Vale'’

She had tossed in my London address, a friendly warning that
she knew more about me than I assumed. But | was sure now
that Frances Baring was not working for Zander or anyone else
at Eden-Olympia. For reasons of her own she had set up our
accidental encounter, and was now pretending to flirt with me,
unsure whether I was worth the effort. In her edgy way, nervous
of being rebuffed, she was reaching out to me. I sensed that she
needed my help, but would take her time in coming to the point.
Already [ had warmed to her, to the tart tongue and wary eyes,
to the full figure she casually used to keep the waiters in their
place. At last | had met someone who was a direct link to David
Greenwood and not afraid to speak her mind.

‘You wanted to talk about Greenwood,’ | reminded her. ‘How
well did you know him?’

‘“We met at official functions, topping-out ceremonies. He was
lonely and didn’t realize it. But you understand how that feels.’

‘Am | lonely?’

‘Limping around all day?’ She brushed her cigarette ash from
my sleeve, and seemed almost concemned for me. ‘Poor man, I've
watched you.’

‘Frances . . . could someone else have camed out the killings?
Suppose David was framed. A young English doctor . . .’

‘No.’” Her eyes roamed around the bar, in search of another
drink, but she spoke distinctly. ‘David killed them — seven of
them, anyway.’

‘And the hostages?’

'l doubt it. Not much point.’
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“The Cannes police say they were shot 1n the garage. Evervone
accepts that, like the brainstorm explanation.’

‘It's the perfect alibi.” She lowered her voice as rwo elderly
Amencan surgeons in tracksuits sat at the next table. ‘But it only
just worked. David Greenwood nearly destroyed Eden-Olympia.
Huge amounts of corporate funding were pulled out. We had to
renegotate leases, cut rents and offer rebates that were pracuically
bribes. Who cares about a couple of dead chauffeurs?’

‘All the same, there’s something going on. It’s not a conspiracy,
or even a cover-up. David may have killed those people, but no
one will say why.’ | took a spare copy of the appointments list from
my breast pocket and placed it in front of Frances. ‘Recognize the
names?’

‘All of them.” She ran a vamished finger down the column, stab-
bing at those who had died. ‘Mostly the great and the good.’

'l took it from David’s computer. | think it’s a hit Lst.’

‘That makes sense. It even includes Wilder Penrose. Good for
Dawid - let’s kill all the psychiatnists.’

‘You don’t like Penrose?”’

‘He’s charming, in that brutal way of his. Eden-Olympia 1s a
huge experiment for him. All that brochure-speak about the first
intelligent city, the ideas laboratory for the future. He takes it
seriously.’

‘Don’t you?’

*‘Sure. We're the vanguard of a new world-anstocracy. Penrose
would get a shock if he knew that one of his prize pupils set out
after breakfast to kill him.’

‘I don’t think he’d mind.’

‘Of course not. He'd be Aattered.’ She scanned the names.
‘Robert Fontaine — he was rather charming. Very Walloon,
loved Clovis Trouille and all those nuns being buggered. Olga
Carlott, head of personnel. Tough luck, she was Eden-Olympia’s

uncrowned queen. A cool, glamorous dyke.’
‘Are you sure?’

I14§



“You sound shocked. She had the pick of the office juniors. Guy
Bachelet, head of secunity. Superbly lecherous, a great loss. He
often needed a safehouse for the private detecives he brought in
from Marseilles. Spent his time gazingat my legs.” Frances returned
the list to me. ‘Sad, 1sn’t 1t? One moment you're proposiioning
the hired help, and the next you're looking down at your own
brains spattered across the desk . .

“You heard the shots?’

‘Not really. Alarms started ringing, all the elevators stopped. I
was amazed at the number of doors that automancally locked.
David got onto the roof of the car park next to our building.’

‘And then?’

‘The securnity people pulled their fingers out.’

‘So David knew it was all over and went back to the villa?’

'l suppose so.” Frances stared hard at her knuckles. ‘David was
very sweet. It’s sad that Eden-Olympia changed him.’

‘How, exacdy?’

‘The way it changes everyone. People float free of themselves . . .’
She frowned at the flushed cheeks in her compact murror, and
picked up the bill. Suddenly keen to leave, she said: “There’s an
English-language radio station in Anubes — Riviera News. Last
July they broadcast a special feature. The reporter followed the
death route. Give them a call”’

We left the mezzanine and walked down to the floor below.
As Frances swayed against the display cases | realized that we were
slightly drunk, though not from the two glasses of wine.

Frances stopped by the mannequins in their orthopaedic cell.
‘All that armour — can you see yourself weanng it to make
love?’

‘Can you?’

‘It might be worth a oy. Why not?’

‘l wore a knee-brace after my accident. [t did nothing for my

sex life.’
‘How sad . . .” Frances took my arm, as if | were a near-senile
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cnpple who had renounced all earthly pleasures. “That’s the saddest
thing I've heard all day . .

On the steps of the Palais des Festivals the orthopaedic surgeons
were emerging from their lecture. I followed Frances into the nar-
row streets to the west of the Gray d’Albion Hotel, happy to be in
the company of this distracted but glamorous woman. As we pas-
sed the American Express office she shpped on the crowded pave-
ment and steadied herself against an open-topped BMW parked by
the kerb. She peered into her compact, and examined her teeth.

‘My mouth smells like a bar. I'm seeing my dentist in ten
minutes. Remember Riviera News.’

‘I will.” [ touched her cheek, removing a loose eyelash. “You've
helped me a lot over David Greenwood. We could meet here
again. | may have more questions you can answer.’

‘I'm sure you will.” She stared at me over her sunglasses. “That’s
very forward of you, Mr Sinclair.’

'l mean well’

‘I know what you mean.’ Her hips pressed against the BMW,
and the curvature of its door deflected the lines of her thugh, as if
the car was a2 huge orthopaedic device that expressed a voluptuous
mix of geometry and desire. She rooted in her handbag. ‘Tell me,
how’s your car?’

‘The Jaguar? Ageing gracefully.’

‘l was worried about it. | hear 1t was involved in a small collision
with a Japanese sports saloon.’

‘Did Penrose tell you that?’

‘Who knows? He’s very forgiving. But I’'m interested in why
you damaged his car.’

‘The hght was bad.’

‘It wasn’t.’” She waited as three French sailors stepped past,
each carefully inspecting her deep cleavage. ‘You don’t dislike
Penrose. So why?’
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‘It’s hard to explain. I was . . . corrupung myself. Eden-Olympia
encourages that.’

‘Very true. The first sensible thing you've said. We desperately
need new vices. Yes, we mught well meet . . .’

Before | could reply she waved and strode away, losing herself
in the afternoon tounsts. [ stood in the sunlight, savounng the
scented air she had left behind her. 1 realized that she had
never explained what she wanted to talk about, but it no longer
mattered.

A group of schoolchildren emerged from a nearby travel agency,
and forced me against the BMW. I leaned back, supporting myself
on the windscreen. A clutch of holiday brochures lay on the open
passenger seat. Tucked beneath them was a set of keys, linked to a
medallion that bore the BMW logo, forgotten by the car’s owner
when he left for a nearby appointment.

The schoolchildren retumed in a noisy posse, shouting at a
missing friend. As they shielded me from the travel agency
windows [ unlatched the door of the BMW and slipped into
the dniver’s seat. Traffic blocked the street as I started the engine.
When it cleared I pulled out in front of a municipal water cart.
Careful not to attract the interest of the policemen on duty outside
the Palais des Fesnvals, I tumed onto the eastbound carmageway
of the Croisette.

| passed the Majestic, the Carlton and the Martinez, my eyes
watching the rear-view mirror, and followed the Croisette towards
the Palm Beach casino. Rounding the point, [ set off along the
free beach where off-duty waiters lounged in their skimpy briefs,
watching the young women play volleyball on the chocolate sand.

As | joined the fast comiche road to Golfe-Juan a publicity
aircraft was towing its pennant above the lighthouse at La Garoupe.
Powerboats cut through the waters around the fles de Lérins. The
cool air moved over the windscreen, carmying away the sweat of
fear from my face, urging everything to flow faster through an
afternoon of eroticism and possibility.
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R elaxang on the coast highway, 1 changed down to third gear.
For the next thirty minutes [ drove like a Frenchman, overtaking
on the inside lanes, straddling the central marker lines on the
most dangerous bends, uilgating any woman dnver doing less
than seventy, my headlamps fashing, shpping the clutch at rraffic
lights as the exhaust roared through the muffler and the engine
wound itself to a screaming 7000 revs, swerving across double
yellows and forcing any oncoming dnivers to dig their wheels in
the refuse-filled verges.

Only once, surprisingly, did | have a minor accident. Reversing
from a cul-de-sac at Cagnes-sur-Mer, [ cracked a rear brake light
against a badly sited lamp standard. But the highway police who
haunted the RIN7 had taken off for the day, leaving me alone
with the wind and the shpstream.

Three hours later 1 parked the Jaguar outside our villa. Dusk lay
over the lakes and forest trails, and the upper floors of the office
buildings seemed to drift above the autumn must that filled the
valley. I switched off the engine, and listened to the sounds of Jane
showering in the bathroom. I had left the BMW near the main
entrance of Eden-Olympia, and then walked across the business
park to the administration building, where earher that aftemoon
[ had caught up with Alain Delage. Routine secunity checks the
next morning would log the BMW’s licence number into the
Cannes police computer, and soon reunite the owner with his
vehicle. | regretted the imtation and amaety | had caused him,
but stealing the car had satisfied an urgent need, in some way
tnggered by Frances Baring and the orthopaedic mannequins at
the Palais des Fesavals.

[ crossed the shadow-filled garden, glad that | would soon see
Jane again. The water in the swimming pool was still choppy, and
a pair of tights lay across a sun-lounger. After retuming from her
conterence in Nice, Jane had stripped off and swum 1n the nude.
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[ thought of her diving through the dusty surface, her pale figure
bringing light to the sombre water.

| climbed the stairs, my legs exhausted after pumping the brake
and clutch pedals of the BMW. I stood on the half-landing, the
gghts in my hand. Jane was drying herself in the bedroom,
holding the bath towel behind her shoulders, her small breasts
and childlike nipples flushed from the power jet, her quiff a
barely visible thread. She played the towel to and fro as she
pivoted on her bare feet, a matador at a natunst corrida. As I
walked into the bedroom she greeted me with a flounsh, and
tossed the towel high into the arr.

| embraced Jane, surpnsed by her cold skin. Over her shoulder
| noticed Simone Delage standing on her balcony, face lit by
the violet light of the Esterel, her eyes staring openly at Jane’s
naked body.
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13

A Decision to Stay

‘PAUL, CAN WE talk this through? I don’t want to upset you.’

‘Fire away.’ Croissant in hand, [ looked up from the breakfast
tray. ‘Do you mean last night?’

‘When?' Buttoning her silk blouse, Jane stared at me as if |
were one of her dimmer patients. ‘“Where, exactly?’

‘Nothing.’ I gestured with the croissant and dnpped strawberry
jam over the sheet. ‘Forget it.’

‘lesus . ..’ Jane pushed me aside and scraped the jam with a
teaspoon. ‘Sefiora Morales will think you've deflowered me. 1
have a hunch she suspects we're father and daughter.’

‘Interesang.’

‘Really? Now you tell me.” Jane ran a hand over my scarred
knee. ‘It’s inflamed a little, you’ll have to look after it. This thing
last night. I thought we smoked a little pot, watched a blue movie
and had a damn fine fuck.’

‘We did.’

‘Good. | waited a long time for that. Something perked you
up yesterday.” Catching sight of the Delages’ balcony, where a
maid was wiping the table, she tumed to me. ‘Last mght? | get 1t

. when you came in I was having a shower. I assume Stmone
was watching?’

‘You know she was. The only thing missing was the Toreador
theme from Carmen. | hope Simone enjoyed the show.’

Jane took the croissant from me and dropped it into my coffee.
‘Who are you — Nanook of the North? I'm not some eskimo
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squaw covered in whale o1, handed to any Inuit who drops by
for the night.’

‘I love whale o1l . . ." | raised my hands when Jane threatened
to punch me. ‘Dr Sinclair, I'll report.you to Professor Kalman.
Physical abuse of the patent.’

‘Don’t bother. He thinks you need a lobotomy. He told me
you're obsessed by car parks.” Honour saasfied, Jane smoothed
her black skirt in the mirror. ‘Anyway, you're nght. Who cares?
Sex isn’t about anatomy any more. It's where it always belonged
— inside the head.’

| sat on the side of the bed and held her waist. “What is 1t you
wanted to talk through?’

Jane stood between my scarred knees, hands on my shoulders,
the scents of oestrogen and shower gel competing for my atten-
don. ‘Yesterday I spoke to Kalman about my contract. They
still haven’t found a permanent replacement. They're prepared
to offer a relocation bonus.’

‘For a further three months?’

‘Six, probably. I know you want to get back to London. It’s
mad trying to run a publishing firm by fax and e-mail. You need
to see the reps, and so on. But ['ve nothing to go back to. The
work here is so interesting. We may be on to something with
these self-diagnostic kits. The first hint of hiver disease and diabetes,
prostate cancer . . . You don’t realize what a single drop of blood
can say about you.’

‘You sound like Adolf Hitler.’ I lay back on the bed. ‘Okay,
then.’

‘Okay, what?’

‘We’ll stay. Three months, six if you want to. | know how
much it means. I'll sort things out with Charles.’

‘Paul?’ Jane sounded almost disappointed. “You're a very sweet
man. Nothing’s decided yet, there are endless committees . . .’

‘That makes sense. They don’t want another English doctor

running amok.’
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‘We'll take tumns flying in and out. Say, every three weekends.
That way we won't lose touch.’

‘lane . . ." | held her wnst when she tned to move away from
me. ‘I'll stay.’

‘Here? At Eden-Olympia?”’

'‘Yes. I'm still your husband.’

‘As far as | know. That’s wonderful, Paul.’ Pleased but puzzled,
Jane dipped a finger in the jam dish. She sucked it pensively, my
teenage doctor again.

We walked arm in arm to Jane’s new rented Peugeot, as the
sprinklers circled and the scents of autumnn lilac bathed the garden.
A white detergent cloud billowed across the swimming pool,
watched by Simone Delage as she prowled her balcony, sun oil
in hand.

‘Mystenous soul,” | commented as Jane waved to her. ‘Too
many white Nordic nights. She’s very fond of you.’

‘I talked to her yesterday. She suggested we all do something
together.’

‘That’s a breakthrough. She knows you're mamed?’

‘l did mention 1t. What do you suppose she has in mind?
Something deeply corrupt?”’

'l hope so.’

‘She thinks my striptease is a cry for help.’

[ opened Jane's door and helped to stow her briefcase, guilcy
that | had another day of leisure to look forward to. ‘Don’t let
them work you too hard. | hope Wilder Penrose helps out wich
the routine stuff’

‘He's far too busy. He sees a constant stream of high-level
people. All the CEOs and company chairmen. He has them
working in therapy groups.’

‘Do they need therapy?’

‘l wouldn’t think so. They're middle-aged men with sports
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injunes. Your fnend Zander was 1n yesterday. Nasty cuts over
his back and shoulders.’

‘S/M? Some of these powerful men like their chauffeurs to
give them six of the best.’

‘Not Zander. He said he'd been playing touch rugby on the
beach at Golfe-Juan.’ Jane closed her door and in an ofthand way
said: “You mught like to know that David was treating some of
the girls at the La Bocca refuge for VD'’

‘Well, it was a refuge. All the same, it does give a new slant to
Alice Liddell. Sitting primly in her Victonan lace, arguing with
the Red Queen, while the chancres erupt and the spirochaete
burrows . . .’

‘Paul, you're sick. Talk to Penrose.’
She was gone with a wave, tooting the hom as she sped down

the avenue, my doctor, wife and lover again.

The last residents of the enclave had left for their offices, and only
the sprinklers played over the gardens, whispering as they moved
to and fro. A brnef interregnum reigned before the maids amived,
during which my mind took on an almost amphetamine clanty. |
lay on the jam-smeared sheet, my head in Jane’s pillow, and felt
the mould of her hips and shoulders, the faint tang of her vulva
still on my hands.

Looking at the sunlight, I felt as elated as the rainbows conjured
into the air by the lawn sprinklers. The insane, tearaway dnve
along the coast in the stolen BMW, Jane’s teasing stnp for Simone
Delage, and my encounter with Frances Baring had rearranged the
perspectives of that virtual city called Eden-Olympia.

I sat at the dressing table and ran my fingers over Jane’s hair-
brush, breathing the sweet scent of her scalp that clung to the
bristles. | opened the centre drawer, a clutter of rouge-smudged
cotton-wool balls, forgotten lipsticks and a Dutch cap, now home
to a foil packet of cannabis resin. I loved to sift through this familiar
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debns of a young wife too distracted to discard anything. The
contents of a woman's dressing table were as close as a husband
could ever get to her unconscious mind.

In the nght-hand drawer was a leather medical valise and a
copy of the Peugeot garage’s rental agreement. | scanned the debit
columns, checking its anthmetic, and noted that the agreement ran
for a year, with the option of a further six months’ extension.

So Jane, as | guessed, had already decided to stay on at Eden-
Olympia. She had assumed that 1 would return to London with
the Jaguar and had rented the little Peugeot, the first unilateral
decision of our marriage.

Trying not to face the implications of this minor betrayal,
| opened the valise, a gift from Jane’s mother. Inside was a
clutter of prescription pads and a carton contaimung a collection
of diamorphine syrettes and a dozen ampoules of pethidine. A
hypodermic syringe lay inside a leather wallet, part of a cache
of sedatve drugs that Jane had probably found in Greenwood’s
desk at the clinic and brought back to the villa for safekeeping.

Holding one of the ampoules to the light, I remembered my
early career as a drug dealer during the first unsettled term at my
prep school. Left alone at home with a bored au pair, 1 searched
my mother’s bedside table. There | found a selecton of shmming
pills, and without thinking [ swallowed several of the drinamyl
tablets. Ten minutes later | was soaring around the house like
a bird, my mind a window filled with light. I raced into the
garden, pursued by the au pair, my feet scarcely touching the
ground. Years later, when I took up gliding, I realized what had
spurred me on.

The stolen tablets established my authority at school, and my
mother’s repeated attempts to diet provided an unlimited supply.
The older, teenage boys were experienced users of alcohol and
pot, but | was the youngest dealer in the school. When my mother
took herself off the contraceptive pill, in a desperate throw of the
sexual dice, [ at last came to grief. | squeezed the tabs from their
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foil wrapper and passed them off ta my seven-year-old classmates
as a new psychedelic. Panic followed when a senior boy explained
the true role of the contraceptive pill. With a straight face he told
us that the pill’s effects were reversed by the male endocrine system
and we would all become pregnant . . .

| put away the pethidine ampoule and closed the valise. Jane’s
pocket radio lay at the bottom of the waste basket. Retneving
it. I reset the battenies, and searched the waveband for Riviera
News. | listened to the stream of pop music and plugs for
video-rental shops and pool cleaners. Snatches of intematonal
news broke the flow, references to civil war in the Cameroons
and an assassination attempt on the Israeh prime minister, but they
seemed inconsequential compared with the graphic accounts of a
yacht fire in the Golfe-Juan marina, or a landslip at Theoule that
had cracked a swimming pool. On the new Riviera, only the
trivial had any importance.

Yet David Greenwood had sat at this dressing table, perhaps
with a high-powered rifle across his knees, looking out at the
office buildings of Eden-Olympia. 1 switched off the radio and
threw it back into the waste basket. I still approached the murders
as if they were a momentary aberration, a paroxysm of anger in
the executive washroom. To understand Greenwood I needed to
think of other assassins, those deranged men who stared through
the telescopic sights of their sniper’s rifles, ready to grace with
their own madness the last moments of a president or a passing
pedestnan. [ needed to trap the ghost of the young doctor in whose
bed I slept. Above all, | needed to dream the psychotic’s dream.
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14

Riviera News

THE CHILDREN’S CAROUSEL rotated in the Place des Martyrs, a
gilded roundabout untouched by time. A small boy sat solemnly
in a miniature aeroplane, circling to the same music | had first
heard thirty years earlier. Antibes never changed, perhaps the
reason why Greene, who spent his life seeking change, had settled
there so contentedly.

I left the Jaguar in the underground car park near the Post
Office and walked through the streets of the Old Town to the
Place Nationale, where the restaurant tables were laid out under
the plane trees. My parents and [ had eaten lunch here dunng a
sudden cloudburst, as raindrops danced in our soup.

| found the offices of Riviera News above an outboard-motor
dealers in a side street off the Avenue de Verdun. The manager,
Don Meldrum, was an affable Australian with a dnnker’s puffy
face disguised by a tennis tan. A Fleet Street veteran of the
hot-metal days, he had moved to the Mediterranean and spotted
an anglophone niche among the marinas and yacht brokers.

He beckoned me into his cupboard of an office, where 1 sat
with my back to a partition wall and my knees against his desk.

‘If you're in pain, let out a shout. You need to be a contortionist
here, and I'm not talking about the programmes.” He pressed his
head to the wall and listened to the commercial break from the
adjacent studio, advertising a gourmet caterer eager to perform
his magic in the smallest yacht-galley. ‘So, Mr Sinclair . . . you're
reporting in from the batte-front?”
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‘Is there a war on?’ _

‘Bet on it. Eden-Olympia versus the rest of the Cote.’

‘Who's winning?’

‘Need you ask? Whatever the physicists say, ame here runs
one way, head-first into the future. There’s no looking back, and
almost everyone knows it.’

‘Almost?’

‘A few old-fashioned folk sall think people come to the Cote
d’Azur to have a good time. You and I know they come here
to work. This is Europe’s California. High-tech industres, an
army of people programming the future, billions surfing on a
siicon chip.’

‘And once a year you have the movies?’

‘Exactly.” Meldrum tapped his veined nose. ‘But forget about
Hollywood and the Palme d’Or. I'm talking about one-man-and-
a-dog operations from the Philippines. If [ wanted to be accurate
I'd say one-woman-and-a-dog. Now, | hear you're a close friend
of David Greenwood. Or were.’

‘To be honest, [ hardly knew him. I was trying to impress your
secretary.’

‘You did. She has more news sense than | do. She tells me
your wife took over from Greenwood at the Eden-Olympia
clinic. A nifty berth. Some say the best hospital on the coast.
When Jacques Chirac sprained hus thumb opening an oyster at
the Colombe d’Or that’'s where they took him. | hope they gave
you a luxury flat.’

‘Greenwood’s old villa. Nothing else was available.’

‘Makes sense — just about. A cold lot of fish, but that’s corporate
life. At least someone in the family can look after you if things go
wrong.’

‘l hope nothing does.’ I waited unal a timeshare commercial
came to an end. ‘I'm keen to know what happened on May 28.
That’s one day when something did go wrong.’

‘For Greenwood, and ten other poor sods.” Meldrum fiddled
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with a transcript on his desk. ‘So you’re having a quiet rake
through the ashes. Can | ask why?”’

‘He was a fellow Bnt. My wife knew him. | sleep in the man’s
bed, eat at his breakfast table, shit in his toiet. I'd like to know
the tuth.’

‘Sounds like a personal crusade. Worst reason for getting
involved. 1 take it you've come up with something? A diary?
Confessional tapes?’

‘Sorry. But there are things that don’t add up.’

‘Such as?’

‘Motive. There isn’t one.’

‘Or one you understand. If | were you, I'd stay close to the
nearest pifia colada.’

Ignoring this, I said: ‘I've talked to people who knew Green-
wood, doctors who worked with him. No one has any idea why
he went berserk. They're not covenng up, but . . .’

‘There’s nothing to cover up.’ Tiring of me, Meldrum stared
at the Arab yachts in the harbour. ‘For once, you can believe the
official story. This young English doctor, practically the Albert
Schweitzer of the Cote d’Azur, was working too hard for his
own good. One day a fuse blew and the lights went out.’

‘Or another set of lights came on. Bnghter and harder lights

that made everything seem very clear. Especially inside his own
head.’

Meldrum laughed ruefully at this. ‘Mr Sinclair, you should be
working for one of those concierge rags in Pans. My reporter
spent a lot of time at Eden-Olympia. It was a big case. CNN, the
London tabloids, all the news agencies. They found nothing.’

‘They were looking for a cnme passionel among the roulette
wheels. Drugs and decadent film stars. Handsome chauffeurs
sleeping with the flm producer’'s wife ... Someone at Eden-
Olympia said she’d heard a report on Riviera News that mapped
out Greenwood’s route. | mentioned it to your secretary.’

'l looked it out for you.” Meldrum pushed the transcnipt across
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the desk. ‘One of our smngers did.a round-up piece. He added
a few contact numbers you might find useful.’

‘It’s a big help.’ | searched the faded photocopy. ‘What’s the
reporer's name?’ - -

‘Roger Leland. That was his last effort. He took off and moved
down to the Algarve.’

[ started to read the wanscnpt, no more than three para-
graphs. **“One minute, ffty-two seconds . . .”’? A lictde on the
short side?”

‘Here that’s pracdcally Marcel Proust. Keep it to yourself. The
people who run Eden-Olympia have a lot of power.’

'l understand.’ [ noticed the date of transmussion. ‘July 25?
Nearly two months afterwards?’

‘We had some late info.’

‘A ap-off? Someone at Eden-Olympia?”’

‘Who can say? Leland kept his sources to himself. Take it easy,
Mr Sinclair.’

I shook his hand and eased myself around the door. ‘Do you
ever get out to Eden-Olympia?’

‘Not if I can help it. People there keep to themselves.’

‘Are they popular along the coast?’

‘Some are. Some definitely aren’t. A bunch of them were
making trouble in Mandelieu last weekend. They set up a late-
night braw] with the local Arabs in the fruit market.’

He watched me make my way down the stairs. As he waved,
[ called up to him: ‘These brawlers from Eden-Olympia — were
they weanng black leather jackets?”

“You know, [ believe they were. It looked like they were part
of a bowling team . . .

[ recumned to the Place Natdonale and sat under the plane trees
outside the Qasis restaurant, where the rain had once danced
in my soup. Cooling my hands around a vin blanc, I studied
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the transcnipt. The transmussion times on July 25 were listed:
2.34 p.m., 3.04, 3.34, presumably following the half-hour news
breaks. The abrupt end hinted that pressure had been brought to
bear from Eden-Olympia, which wanted nothing to rekindle the
anxieties of staff and corporate clients.

Roger Leland, speaking from Eden-Olympia, site of the greatest
tragedy to hit the Cote d’Azur in recent years. Two months
have passed since the homfic day when a young English docror,
thirty-rwo-years-old David Greenwood, ran amok with an auto-
matic rifle, killing ten victims before turning the weapon on humself.
Invesugating judge Michel Terneau 1s still no nearer finding a motive,
but has repeatedly stated that Greenwood acted alone and chose his
vicarns at random.

Riviera News has now uncovered new facrs that suggest the kill-
ings were carefully planned and involved at least one co-conspirator.
Video film from the business park’s surveillance cameras reportedly
revealed Greenwood and an unidentified white male in the TV
centre car park, transferring weapons from an unmarked van into
Dr Greenwood’s Renault Espace. Sadly, this ilm was accidentally
desgoyed. Mystery also surrounds Greenwood’s movements in the
last munutes of his hfe. Dnven back by gunfire as he attempted
to enter the Siemens building, Greenwood retumned to his villa
and immediately murdered his three hostages. Logs of police radio
traffic suggest that Greenwood made the 2.8 kilomemre joumney on
foot, taking just over three minutes, a feat even Olvmpic athletes
would find impossible. There were no reports of stolen or hijacked
vehicles.

Was there an accomplice who helped Greenwood make his
escape? The possibility that a second assassin is still at large, perhaps
planning his revenge, has sent alarm bells nnging throughout the
business park, still struggling to regain its calm after the tragic
evens of May 28. Roger Leland, for Riviera News, reportng
from Eden-Olympia.

131



[ read the transcript again, disappointed that it provided no
details of Greenwood's murder route. The references to a
co-conspirator were speculaton, and | tumed to the contact list
at the foot of the page.

Among the worthies named were Professor Kalman, director
of the clinic; Pascal Zander, acting chief of secunty; Claudine
Galante, manager, press bureau.

Scribbled in longhand at the bottorn of the page were four
more names, each with its telephone number.

Mlle [sabel Duval. Secretary of Dr Greenwood.
Mme Cordier and Madame Ménard. Wives of dead hostages.
Philippe Bourget. Brother of dead hostage.

All, surprisingly, as their phone numbers indicated, were sall
resident in the greater Cannes area, as if the magnitude of the crime
still held them in its gnp, part of the business park’s baleful gravity
that would never release those who came wathin 1ts orbit.
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A Residential Prison

THE ELDERLY BOULES players in the Place Delaunay stood in
their Zen poses, waiting for the click of a metal ball to alter the
geometry of their game. Admiring their self-control, I left the
Jaguar in the Rue Lauvert. Across the RN7 were the Antibes-Les-
Pins apartments, a huge residendal complex that covered thirty
acres between the Place Delaunay and the sea, another of the
security-obsessed compounds that were reshaping the geography
and character of the Cote d’Azur.

Surveillance cameras hung like gargoyles from the comices,
following me as | approached the barbican and identified myself
to the guard at the reception desk. Once my appointment was
confirmed, 1 followed his directions towards the Résidence de
la Plage, the group of seven-storey apartments nearest to the sea.
Decorative gardens in the formal French style surrounded the
pathway, refreshed by an 1rrigation system that left the brickwork
perpetually damp. But the shrubs and flowenng plants seemed
pallid and defeated, the ground beneath them so crammed with
electronic ducting that no roots could prosper. Together they
awaited their deaths, ready to be replaced by the month’s end.

High above me, fluted columns carried the pitched roofs, an
attemnpt at a vernacular architecture that failed to disguise this
execudve-class prison. Taking their cue from Eden-Olympia
and Antibes-les-Pins, the totalitanan systems of the future would

be subservient and ingratiating, but the locks would be just
as strong.

133



If this modemn-day utopia demanded a new kind of urban
survivalist, Isabel Duval personified her, from pale-grey make-up
to hand-knitted wool suit. She was a2 handsome woman in her late
thirdes with a pleasant but toneless face: from which all emoton
had long been drained. As she welcomed me into her apartment
she reminded me of the depury principal of a private girls’ school
who had been passed over for the headship too many times. Any
resentment had been carefully defused, wrapped in stenle gauze
and placed on a secure back shelf of her mind.

‘Monsieur Sinclair . . . ?" Her smile was as quick as a camera
shutter, the same flicker of the Lips that had beckoned the senior
execuaves of Eden-Olympia towards their cholesterol tests and
prostate examinations. | had inroduced myself over the phone,
explaining that Jane had taken over from Greenwood, whom I
posthumously promoted to close family fnend.

But Isabel Duval seemed not enarely convinced. Her nos-
tnils trembled, perhaps picking up some intrusive scent from
my clothes, the stale cigar smoke from Meldrum’s office. She
stepped back, giving a wide berth to my rogue gait, unused to
the presence of a strange man in her apartment.

‘Madame Duval, it’s good of you to see me. | must seem like
a ghost from the past.’

‘Not at all. An old friend of David Greenwood, how could
| refuse?’

She guided me to a chair in the sitting room. The balcony
windows looked out. not at the sea and beach, but into an
inner courtyard, providing a superb view of the cameras beneath
the eaves.

‘So many cameras,” | commented. ‘You're taking part 1n an
extraordinary film that no one will ever see.’

'l hope not. That would be a sign of falure by the secunty
systemn. Regrettably, there are many thieves on the Cote d’Azur.
They say we are safer here than in the vaults of the Bank of
France.’
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‘I'm glad. Is the secunity keeping the thieves out, or you in?’

| had hoped to relax her with this modest quip. but she stared
at me as if | had recited a verse of the Kamasutra. | knew that
she would not be keen to talk about Greenwood. At the same
ome she seemed intngued by my mouves, her eyes noting every
wayward crease in my trousers and the chipped toenails in my
open sandals.

‘It was all so tragic,” she said. “When did you last see Dawvid?’

'‘About a year ago, in London. It's hard to believe what
happened.’

‘It was a shock to us, too. In many cases, fatal. May I ask how
you found my telephone number?’

‘ asked someone at the chinic. Penrose’s secretary, I'm not
sure . ..

‘Dr Penrose? That doesn’t surprise me.” She glanced at the
nearest security camera, as if warning it that the burly psychiatnst
was prowling nearby. ‘Dr Penrose has made a career out of being
indiscreet.’

[ leaned forward, trying to hold her actention, which seemed
to wander into the side comdors of her mind. ‘Madame Duval,
I'm trying to understand what happened on May 28. In London,
David seemed so clear-headed.’

‘He was. As his secretary, | knew him well. Of course, [ wasn't
involved in his charity work at La Boacca.’” She spoke sharply, as
if she disapproved of the refuge. ‘It’s too late now, but I cntcize
myself.’

‘You were with him for many hours each day. What do you
think drove him over the edge?

She stared at her immaculate carpet, where a stray grey hait
caught the light. ‘I can’t say. He never confided his doubts

to me.’

‘He had doubts?’
‘Like all of us. Sadly, I wasn’t with him during the last days. I
might have been able to help him.’
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‘You were away?’ )

‘He asked me to take a week’s leave. This was in April, a
month earlier. He said he was going to a medical conference in
Geneva.’

‘Presumably you saw the nckets?”’

‘And the hotel reservanons. But Professor Kalman told me that
David was at the clinic throughout the nme of the conference.
For some reason, he decided not to go to Geneva.’

She spoke as if Greenwood had let her down, and | wondered
if she saw the murders as a kind of unfaithfulness.

‘Amonth. . .’ [repeated. ‘He was planning well ahead. Madame
Duval, he was trying to protect you. Everything you say suggests
it wasn't a brainstorm. He didn’t suddenly go mad.’

‘He was never mad.’

She spoke in a calm but firm voice. | imagined her lying awake
at night, in this electrified but nerveless world, thinking thac if
only she had forgone her holiday she might have reached out to
Greenwood and calmed his dream of death.

‘Was he working too hard?’ I asked.

‘It wasn’t a matter of hard work. David committed himself
too much to other people and their special needs. He was very
distracted, it explained his . . . carelessness.’

‘Over what?’

Madame Duval glanced around the situng room, carrying out a
quick inventory of the table lamps, desk and chairs, reestablishing
her tenancy of this segment of space-ume.

‘His mind was on his patients and their medical needs. Some-
dmes he took things from the shops in the Rue d’Anubes and
forgot to pay. Once the Gray d'Albion stopped him at the
door. They called the police, but Professor Kalman explained
the misunderstanding’

‘The police didn’t charge him?’

‘It was too trivial. An atomizer of scent — we exchanged
gifts on our birthdays. His thoughts were elsewhere.’
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‘The orphanage at La Bocca? If your muind s on higher things,
it's easy to -’

‘Higher things?’ She laughed at my naivety. ‘Those girls used
him. Arab street children are completely ruthless. He had money
and they thought he was a fool. Another time he borrowed a car
without perrmussion.’

‘Is that wrong? There’s an emergency car pool for doctors at
the clinic.’

‘This was in Cannes, outside the railway stabon. A man stepped
out to kiss his wife. He left the engine running.’

‘And Dawvid drove it away?’

‘The police caught him on the Croisette. He said 1t was a
medical emergency.’

‘Perhaps it was. But Professor Kalman hushed it up again?’

‘He set out the situation with the commussaire. Eden-Olympia
is very important to the police. They benefit from off-duty pay-
ments, special fees and so on.” Madame Duval stood up and stepped
to the window, as if hoping to catch a glimpse of Eden-Olympia
and the happier hours she had spent in Greenwood’s office. ‘I
knew David. He would never steal. He cared nothing for money,
and gave away half his salary.’

‘But he was distracted?’

‘He tried to help so many people — poor Maghrebians looking
for work, students, old women. He would take drugs from the
phammacy to help the addicts at the free clinic in Mandelieu.
When he was mugged it created problems with the police.’

‘Mugged? Are you sure?’

‘He had many bruises. Cannes La Bocca is not like the Croasette.
He tried to stabilize the addicts before he could treat them. They
were selling their drugs on the street outside the clinic. Dawid
didn’t realize 1t, but he became a kind of dealer.’

‘Doctor Serrou worked with him. Everyone speaks well of her.
Why did David shoot her?’

‘Who can say?’ Madame Duval tumed her face i1n profile,
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trying to hide the flush in her cheeks. ‘She was not a good
influence.’ '

[ waited for her to continue, but she had finished with me. As
we stood up, I said: “You've helped me greatly. Did you mention
any of this to the investigating judge?’

‘No.’ She pursed her lips, frowning from an imaginary wimess
box. She spoke scathingly of herself. ‘It was the time to speak out,
but [ let David down. | wanted to defend hus name. Believe me,
there are others to blame here.’

‘Madame Duval . . . did Dawvid actually kill the vicams?”’

‘Kill them? Of course.’

Surprised by my obrtuse question, she opened the front door.
The colour drained from her throat as she waited for me to
leave.

‘It’s very pleasant here,’ I told her. ‘But why did you resign
from the clinic?’

‘They offered me a special retirement plan. Eden-Olympia is
very generous. They understood how shocked [ was. At the tme
many people feared another attack.’

‘So you wanted to retire?’

'l accepted that a reassignment of personnel was necessary. My
presence was . . .

‘An embarrassment? I'm sorry you left, my wife would have
enjoyed working with you. It might be best not to speak about
this conversation. Are you in touch with Professor Kalman?’

‘No. But someone from the finance department comes every
month, to see if | have special needs. There are accumulated cash
benefits paid to founder-employees like myself.’

‘As long as the business park prospers?’

‘Exactly.’ Isabel Duval smiled her first smile, a slow gnmace of
the lips that revealed a dry knowingness. ‘Eden-Olympia is very
civilized, and very corrupt. Once you are there, they look after
you for ever . ..’
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16

Widows and Memornes

‘FOR EVER" was a difficult concept to grasp along this ever-
changing coastline. Port-la-Galére, where the chauffeurs’ widows
now lived, lay between Théoule and Miramar, five miles to the
west of Cannes. | set out along the beach road from the Vieux
Port towards La Napoule. A midnight storm had covered the sand
with driftwood carried across the water from the lles de Lérins,
where legend had impnisoned the man in the iron mask for ten
years in the grim Ste-Marguente fortress.

By contrast with its gloomny cells and triple bars, Antibes-les-
Pins was a most civilized detention centre. Isabel Duval was, after
all, free to leave at any time. | imagined this rather proud and
strained woman moving among the holiday-makers in the streets
of Juan-les-Pins, staring 1into the windows of the boutiques as she
held tight to her memones of David Greenwood. Her apartment
at Anubes-les-Pins was a decompression chamber, where the
explosive forces set off on May 28 were allowed to leak away.

If anything, [sabel Duval was still suffering from rapture of
the deep. Her picture of the shoplifang and car-stealing doctor,
exploited by orphans and drug addicts, was the reverse of the
haloed image that bereaved spouses usually created. Her desperate
listing of Greenwood’s petty failings was an attempt to fix his
reality in her mind before it faded for good. The shoplifang at
the Gray d’Albion was probably part of the same recklessness
that Jane had shown in the tabac near the Majestic Hotel. The
commandeenng of the car, unlike my own light-headed prank,
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might well have been the reflex of an exhausted doctor alerted
bv his mobile phone to vet another medical emergency.

At La Napoule | crossed the motor bnidge over the manna
complex and drove into the hills of the Esterel. A few cork trees
and umbrella pines had survived the forest fires, but most of the
hillsides were bare, exposing the red porphyry to the sunlight, the
ancient rocks so porous that they resembled immense rust-spills,
the waste aps of past ame.

Port-la-Galere would be more rnodest I assumed, a survival
of the old Cote d’Azur, an unspoilt fishing port with cobbled
quays and net-strewn jerties. Here the chauffeurs’ widows would
eke out a modest living guming dorade and boiling crayfish,
close-mouthed about their husbands’ years at Eden-Olympia.

My problem was to persuade them to speak freely to me. I
remembered the ampoule of pethidine in my jacket pocket,
which | had wken from Jane’s valise, intending to show 1t to
Wilder Penrose, a possible clue to Greenwood’s state of mind.
The widows might appreciate the sedative drug, ready to oy
anything that would free them from the stench of the quayside.

Théoule was so discreet that I almost failed to notce the resort,
an enclave of luxury houses rented by fashion designers and media
academics. | passed a tracked excavator digging a trench along
the kerb of the comiche road, laying the land lines for a cable-
television contractor. Rather than sit on their balconies with an
evening drink, enjoying one of the world’s most stmking views,
the owners of these exclusive villas preferred to slump in the dark
of their rumpus rooms, watching Hitchcock films and English
league football.

| overtook the excavator, and turned left at a sign that adverused
‘Port-la-Galére’ in rusac lettering. Beyond the guardhouse an
asphalt road curved around the hillside towards another gated
community. The villas and apartment houses had been designed
by a latter-day Gaudi, the walls and balconies moulded into
biomorphic forms that would have pleased the creator of the
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Sagrada Familia. Not a dorade was being gurtted, nor a crayfish
simmered. The marina was filled with yachts and powerboats,
sleek multhulls fitted with the latest satellite-navigation gear that
would steer the owners painlessly towards similar luxury berths
at Portofino and Bandol. I edged the Jaguar between the parked
Porsches and Land-Cruisers. At the waterside cafés a Pansian
smart set in weekend yachang ng chattered against a backdrop
of chandlers furnished like bounques and boutiques furnished like
chandlers.

Madame Cordier and Madame Menard, the chauffeurs’ wad-
ows, were cut from plainer cloth. We met as arranged in Madame
Cordier’s second-floor apartment, shielded from the sea by the
coiled extrusions of yellow plaster that formed the balcony railings.
The widows were in their mid-fornes, watchful and circumspect
women with faindy north Afncan features, the daughters, |
guessed, of pied-noir parents who had left Algena in the 1960s.

They were dressed in black, almost certainly for my visit. On the
telephone Madame Cordier had spoken in a halang English, no
doubt learned from her dead husband, strong on oaffic and parking
ups, and assumed that [ was a member of the Eden-Olympia
Inspectorate. Seeing my casual sportswear, she wanly shook my
hand, suspecting that the finance department at Eden-Olympia
had made an unwise lunge into informality.

Fortunately, Philippe Bourget, the brother of the third mur-
dered hostage, was also present. A sim young man with the
pensive air of a doctoral student, he taught at a lycée in Mandelieu
and was a fluent English speaker. He had dnven to Port-la-Galere
on the Mobylette cooling itself in the downstairs hallway.

Trying to ignore the Pansian chatter below the balcony, |
expressed my deep regret over the tragedy. Then, deciding to
jump in with both feet, I said to Bourget: ‘Please explain that
my wife is a doctor at Eden-Olympia. We were close friends of
David Greenwood.’

The women’s chins rose, and [ expected a show of hostlity.
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But they nodded without emoton, Madame Cordier, a tall and
strong-faced woman, beckoned me to a chair, and then slipped
away to prepare tea. Madame Ménard, a more placid and reserved
figure, watched me with a slowly waking smile, her hands quiedy
gestuning to each other.

'‘I'm glad,’ [ said to Bourget. ‘I was afraid they might not want
to see me.’

‘They know you weren’t involved.” Bourget studied me, as if
estimating my likely sympathies and intelligence. “You and your
wife were in England at the time?”’

‘Thankfully. We amved in August. The longer we're here
the stranger everything seems. It’s impossible to believe that Dr
Greenwood shot your brother.’

‘l agree.” Bourget spoke martter-of-factly. ‘Does that surprise
you?’

‘It does. Coming from you, it counts for something. Are you
saying Greenwood may not have killed his victims?’

‘Not exactly. He killed the first seven who died. Sadly, there’s
no doubt about that.’

Madame Cordier arrived with her tea tray. The widows tumed
to gaze at me, their faint smiles floating above the scent of
camomnule.

‘What about the hostages?’ | asked Bourget. ‘*Your brother and
the two husbands? Did he . . . #

‘Kill them?’ Bourget hesitated, one hand touching the air as if
searching for a blackboard. ‘It’s hard to decide. Perhaps not.’

“What makes you doubt 1t?’

‘It’s a queston of character.’

‘You don’t think Greenwood could have shot three men 1n

cold blood?’
‘It’s unlikely. Sall, we have to accept the court’s decision.’

He shrugged forbearingly, and stared at a framed photograph of

Monsieur Cordier on the mantelpiece.
‘Did you meet Greenwood?’ | asked him.
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‘No. But my brother often spoke of lum. He was an engineer
at the TV centre. Greenwood sometimes made health-and-safety
broadcasts.’

‘He knew Greenwood?’ Without thinking, | handed my tea-
cup back to Madame Cordier. ‘I thought Greenwood seized
the hostages at random. What about the husbands? Had they
met him?’

‘Yes." Situng forward, Madame Ménard spoke up strongly.
‘Pierre met him many times. Five, six, more aimes . . .’

‘And Georges.” Madame Cordier nodded vigorously. ‘They
saw him together.’

‘At the clinic?’ I asked. ‘Dr Greenwood was examining them?”’

‘No.” Madame Ménard spoke in precise tones. ‘Not the chnic.
At the Capitol.’

‘The Capitol? Is that an office building?’

‘It’s a bar in Le Cannet.’ Bourget stared hard at the two women,
showing his disapproval of these unnecessary confidences. Betore
they could speak again, he added: ‘He advised them in a dispute
with the personnel department.’

‘With the employment law,” Madame Ménard explained. ‘He
helped them at Eden-Olympia.’

Bourget pretended to search for his cycle clips. ‘“There was a
disagreement over evening work. They were expected to dnve
for too many hours.’

‘Pressure was put on them? They were threatened — 2’

‘With dismissal.” Bourget’s voice expressed his distaste. *Dr
Greenwood intervened, and the hours were reduced. They no
longer had to dnve in the evening.’

‘Evening . . .” Madame Cordier mimicked the violent move-
ments of a steening wheel. ‘Bad time 1n La Bocca.’

‘And Pierre,” Madame Ménard agreed. She clapped her hands
above the teacups, trying to picture a blur of colliding cars. ‘Not
a good time . ..’

The women broke off into French, voices raised as they
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shared their indignanon. Bourget beckoned me to the mantel-
piece.

‘It was generous of Greenwood to intervene. In many ways he
was a decent man. But we musn’t alarrn them.’

‘I'm sorry.’ | watched the animated wadows in their bombazine
dresses, capping each other’s memones. ‘They don’t seem too
alarmed. Did the husbands have any idea what Greenwood was
planning?”’

‘How could they?’

‘It would explain why he took them hostage.” Before Bourget
could stop me, | turned to the women. ‘Madame Cordier, it’s a
very sad time for you and Madame Ménard. I don’t want to upset
vou. Do you remember evervthing that happened on May 28

'‘Of course.” Madame Cordier composed herself like a witness
in court. ‘Please speak, Monsieur Sinclair.’

‘Did your husband say anything about Dr Greenwood on the
day before? Had he found something suspicious?’

‘Nothing. Georges said nothing about Dr Greenwood.’

‘Pierre told me he had many clients that day,” Madame Ménard
interjected. ‘He left very early for work.’

‘Right. What ume did he usually report to the transport
office?’

‘Before eight o’clock.’

‘So it took an hour or so to get there?’

‘No.” Madame Ménard covered her watch. *‘We lived in Le
Cannet.’

‘A ten-minute drive? And when did he leave on May 28"

‘Six o'clock.’

‘He gave himself nearly two hours? Madame Cordier — can
you remember when your husband left home?’

‘The same time. We lived in Grasse. A few minutes before
S1X.’

| was about to question the women further. but Bourget took
my arm. Patiently but firmly, he drew me to the balcony.
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‘They know nothing, Mr Sinclair.” He spoke with school-
masterly disapproval. ‘They have no idea why Dr Greenwood
seized their husbands. All these questions make it difficult for
them to forget.’

‘Are they trying to forget? It seems to me that . .

But I paid my respects to the widows, who came to the door
to see me off. For 2 moment, as they smiled at me, they seemed
SOITY tO see me go.

I followed Bourget down to the entrance hall. He released the
lock on his Mobylette and wheeled it into the road. Despite my
challenge to his supervisory role over the widows, I sensed that he
was glad to hear my questions aired. Once away from the women,
his manner became more friendly.

As we walked towards the Jaguar, I said: ‘They weren’t too
upset?’

‘They needed to talk. Were you surprised by how warmly they
spoke of Greenwood?’

‘Very surprised. How did your brother feel about him?”’

'Jacques admired him. They were due to testify together as wat-
nesses to a trafhc accident. Now the case will never be heard.’

"Who was involved?’

‘A junior manager in the personnel department at Eden-
Olympia. A car forced him off the road. Greenwood helped
him in the munutes before he died.’

‘Greenwood was 1n the car?’

‘No. He was passing in another vehicle. Along the coast road
to Juan-les-Pins. Joyriders accelerate to dangerous speeds.’

‘And your brother?

"He was in the manager’s car. They were fniends, and often went
hiking together. It’s lucky that Greenwood was driving by.’

‘And quite a coincidence - though not the first.’ I was aware
that Bourget was watching me, like a teacher with a promising
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pupl. Deciding to be frank with him, | said: ‘On May 28,
Greenwood seized three hostages. Ten thousand people work
at Eden-Olympia, but he picks the two chauffeurs, knowing he
may have to kill them. These are men he’s helped, with wives
dependent on them. He needs a third hostage, and somehow
chose your brother, even though they are going to testufy in
court together . . .’

‘He picked people he knew,” Bourget pointed out. ‘Perhaps
it was easier to approach them, rather than complete strangers.
He was very disturbed, Mr Sinclair.’

‘Even so.’ | looked back at Madamne Cordier’s apartment, where
the widows watched from the balcony. ‘The husbands ived within
ten minutes of Eden-Olympia, but left almost two hours before
they needed to check in for work. Why?’

‘Impossible to say. People behave in unexpected ways. My
brother was an active member of the Green movement. One
day he took up sport shooung. He had a game licence to hunt
deer. We were amazed.’

‘When was this?’

‘In April, about a month before he died. He often went to
the military range at Castellane. I still have his weapons and
ammunition. How do you explain that?’

‘l can’t.” We had reached the Jaguar, in the crowded car
park beside the quay. ‘I'm trying to start the clock on May
28. What was your brother doing so early in the car park of
the TV centre? The stadon doesn’t transmit programmes untl
six In the evening.’

‘Does it matter, Mr Sinclair> Bourget put a2 hand on my
shoulder, noticing my limp and amaous that I was overtaxing
myself. ‘Can I ask why you’re so involved? You didn’t really
know Greenwood.’

“‘Why do you say that?’

‘You're very concemed, but for a different man. David Green-
wood was not a vicam.’
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‘No ... I'm not sure what he was.’ | looked at the crowded
quayside, with its chic young vachtsmen and their girlfriends.
‘Port-la-Galere . . . 1it's charming, 1n 1ts way. A cunous retirement
home for two chauffcurs” widows.’

‘Eden-Olympia supplied the apartments. And the pensions.’

‘l hope they're generous. Port-la-Galere looks rather fash-
ionable.’

‘With a certain class of Pansian.” Bourget helped me into
the drniver’s seat, clearly relieved that [ was about to start the
engine. ‘People come here to take cocaine and sleep with each
other's wives.’

‘Hardly a place for grieving widows? At the same time, there’s
not much danger of them talking to the wrong people. Did
Eden-Olympia offer you compensation?’

‘Naturally. It was substannial.’

‘And you accepted?’

‘Mr Sinclair ..." Bourget smiled to himself and patted the
roof of the car, as if urging the Jaguar to take me back to the
corniche road. With his cycle clips and Mobylette he looked like
a French trainspotter, but I sensed that he had thought through
Eden-Olympia’s involvement in his brother’s death and had a
larger grasp than 1 did of the tragedy that surrounded David
Greenwood. ‘The compensation . . . ? [ handed it to my brother’s
former wife. It waits in trust for their son. Eden-Olympia looks
after everything, Mr Sinclair.’

147



17

Refuge at La Bocca

PORT-LA-GALERE AND ITS secrets fell behind me as I chmbed
the steep incline to the coastal road. The guards at the rustic
checkpoint logged the car’s numberplate into their mobile
radios. waiting patiently as [ fought the transmission sys-
tem for possession of second gear. They were dressed in the
chocolate-coloured uniforms favoured by supermarket security
men. When they saluted, it struck me that this would be the
chosen costume of any future army ordered to pacify a civilian
population, reminding it of happier days spent in the confec-
tionery aisles.

As | drove towards Cannes a light aircraft was uaking off from the
Cannes-Mandelieu airport near La Bocca. | pulled onto the verge,
earmning a rebuke from two elderly Frenchmen whose espadrilles I
almost crushed. They slapped the Jaguar’s roof, but [ let this pass,
and watched the aircraft climb across La Napoule Bay. Layers of
dust and humidity formed strata in the soft air, through which
the hotels of the Croisette trembled like uneasy spectres, a dream
about to collapse into itself.

| umed off the Cannes highway and followed the access
roads that led to the small airport. Single-engined aircraft were
parked in their green collapsible hangars, like the canopies of
giant perambulators, and executive jets waited for their corporate
fares by the passenger terminal. The dead chauffeurs, Cordier and
Ménard, would have sat here in their limousines on countless days,
staring through the wire fence and breathing the heady tang of
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aviation fuel. Already [ was certain that they had not been David
Greenwood’s hostages.

[ circled the car park and stopped outside 2 small single-storey
building like a general store in 2 mock-up of a Wild West frontier
town. These were the offices of Nostalgic Aviation. The nose and
cockpit section of a 1970s jet bomber was mounted on blocks
beside the entrance, the equivalent of a cigar-store indian or a
rusting cigarette machine. The showroom was filled with aviation
memorabilia — helmets, parachutes and radio gear from the Cold
War period, piston heads and propellers, several ejector seats and
a radial engine.

The store had closed for the aftemoon, and an almost tangible
melancholy hung over everything, gathering the same dust as
the model aircraft strung from the ceiling, the same sediment of
past time that fell rom the memones of old pilots and cloaked
this miniature museum. The gyrocompasses and Strategic Air
Command fuselage art — ‘SAC Time’, with naked blonde and
priapic nuclear bomb — were fossils embedded in the past, like
my old Harvard in the hangar at Elstree, as distant from the
executives boarding the Nice shuttle as trilobites encased in
prehistonc shale.

I stepped into the Jaguar, another rolling museum of itself, left
the airport and drove into the industmal suburb of La Bocca. As
the wheels struck the disused railway lines embedded in the road |
remembered another dream that had died here, within earshot of
the aircraft that patrolled the beaches of Cannes and Juan-les-Pins,
advertsing the discount furniture sales and speedboat auctions that
helped to define the future of the new Cote d’Azur.

The children’s refuge at La Bocca, to which David Greenwood
had devoted so much time, lay between the freight depot of the
SNCF and a cluster of run-down tenements that oflered tem-
porary housing to Maghrebian workers. The two-storey building
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had gothic windows and a steeply pitched roof, and was the
schoolhouse of a teaching order of African nuns. The dozen
nuns, black sisters from former French colonies, had welcomed
Greenwood’s offer to provide medical care for the girls in their
charge. After May 28 the municipal authonties had closed the
refuge, and the twenty girls were now in foster homes.

‘It was unsuitable for them to stay,” Sister Emilie, a2 middle-aged
nun from Dahomey, explained as she unlocked the doors and led
me into the schoolhouse. ‘Journalists came every day, television
cameras, even tounsts . . .

‘I understand. It would be dangerous for them.’

‘Not for the girls. You never had daughters, Mr Sinclair? You
can control one thirteen-year-old. Two girls control each other.
But twenty? Impossible. No man would be safe.’

The girls, she explained, were orphaned or abandoned daugh-
ters of migrant workers, and keenly interested in the bright lights
of the Croisette. The dayroom on the ground floor was furnished
with lumpy sofas and chairs, armrests scorched by cigarette bums.
A crucifix hung from the wall, along with a Raphaelesque repro-
duction of the Saviour's undemounshed face and uplifted eyes, the
image of a tubercular sexual fanatic that must have appealed to the
girls who lay around gossiping and smoking their cigarettes.

Greenwood and Dominique Serrou had paid the salanes of two
helpers and a cook. Only the generous funds donated by Eden-
Olympia allowed the impovenshed teaching order to educate the
girls and provide thern with books and a computer.

‘Such kind people. They gave everything and took nothing.
In the end . . ." Sister Emilie clapped her hands, as if the mulaple
killings had been an inexplicable accident.

‘Did Dr Greenwood get on with Dr Serrou?’

‘Were they . . . intimate?’ Sister Emilie paused on the creaking
stairs. ‘INo. Anyway, not here. They didn’c ask for my permussion.
Dr Greenwood was very young, and very tired.’

‘There were no disagreements? Over running the refuge?’
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‘Never. Busy people have no ume to disagree. They were
commuitted to their work.’

The dormitory on the second floor had been divided into
barrack-style cubicles, each with three beds. The mattresses were
bare, strewn with old scent bottles, broken mobile phones and
music CDs.

Sister Emilie stared padently at the debris, clearly eager to sweep
everything into the ncarest rubbish bin.

“The police told me to touch nothing. So . . .’

‘Maybe the girls will come back one day?’

‘It’s possible.” The prospect seemed to cheer her. “Your wife
is a doctor, Mr Sinclair?’

‘A paediatrician, like Dr Greenwood.” Embarrassed by the
nun’'s hopeful gaze, | could only say: ‘She has many responsi-
biliges . . .

| opened the wooden lockers behind the beds, filled with a
clutter of shoes and spent cosmetcs. From a peg hung a minuskirted
cocktail dress wath zebra stnipes, an electric eyesore that could only
have been worn within the lund imaginaton of a twelve-year-old.
On the shelf below was a pair of fishnet tights.

‘Those girls . . ." Sister Emilie averted her gaze. ‘They had so
many clothes.’

‘Dr Greenwood was generous with pocket money?’

‘Too much. He was sorry for the grls. Dr Serrou gave them
one hundred francs, then another hundred francs . . .’ She shuffled
to the door. *You stay and look, Mr Sinclair. Maybe you can find
something about your fnend. Poor Dr Greenwood . . .’

When she had gone I stood among the cubicles, inhaling the stll
potent scent of young women’s bodies. Supervising the troubled
teenagers would have required heroic patience. By day Green-
wood could check their health, prescribe vitamin supplements
and hand out his Alice books, but at nightfall the girls would
dress up in their finery and dial the immigrant bars in La Bocca,
shneking as they teased the mysufied construction workers.
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| imagined the high jinks in this shabby dormutory, like the
tricks that Jane and the women doctors at Guy's played on the
unwary housemen. Remembering how Jane had scuffed through
the wards, fingers stained with njcotine, I picked up the zebra frock
and the dusty nghts. I felt a cunous affection for the unknown
teenager who had wom them. She would soon forget the eamnest
English doctor, smiling through his fangue, who had tmed to
introduce her to the White Rabbit and the Red Queen.

I left the dormitory and crossed the landing into a high-ceilinged
room that had been Greenwood’s office. The bare desk was
flanked by empty medicine cabinets and Arabic posters warning
against the dangers of alcohol and tobacco. Jane had told me that
Greenwood was treating some of the girls for venereal complaints,
and | tried not to think of the childhoods from which he had
rescued them.

| sat behind the desk, and imagined myself dispensing medicines
and affecton to the girls, until the day when tiredness and despair
suddenly fused, and tore up all scnpts and scenanos. La Bocca
was a long way from Cannes, but separated by a universe from
Eden-Olympia.

| opened the desk drawer and took out a mounted photograph
that I assumed had hung from a nearby wall. David Greenwood
stood in the centre of a group portrait, his blond hair and pale
English face lit like a Aag among the suntanned Cannoises. He
seemed slightly drunk, not from alcohol but exhaustnon, his broad
grin failing to mask his unfocused gaze.

Beside him was a handsome woman with a quirky and defensive
smile, fair hair hiding one cheek, whom I had last seen outside the
American Express offices in Cannes. Frances Banng leaned against
Greenwood’s shoulder, clearly trying to support him. Her eyes
were fixed on his face with an expression of concern, less like
a lover about to bestow a kiss than a mother helping a child to
swallow a difficult morsel.

Around them stood a confident group of Eden-Olympia
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executves, familiar to me from the press cuttings Charles had
sent. I recognized Michel Charbonneau, chairman of the Eden-
Olympia holding company; Robert Fontaine, chief executive of
the admuinistration; and Guy Bachelet, the secunty head. Dan-
ger seemed far from their minds as they raised their glasses to
Greenwood. They posed for the camera in a large, gilt-ceilinged
room furnished with formal Empire chairs, like the antechamber
to a presidenual suite. Together they seemed to be celebrating a
notable achievement, perhaps a large and unexpected donation
to the refuge. Yet, apart from Frances Banng, no one was aware
that David Greenwood was at the end of his tether.

‘Mr Sinclair? Enough of the girls now . . .’

Sister Emilie called from below. I put away the photograph
and closed the office door behind me. As | walked down the
stairs I notced that I was sall carrying the zebra dress and fishnet
tights. Rather than hand them to the nun, I stuffed them nto
my jacket.

After making my thanks and a cash donation to Sister Emilie,
who silently bowed to me, | returned to the Jaguar. I drove
through the shabby streets of La Bocca, with their melancholy
Arab men haunting the doorways. | was glad to be within a
twenty-minute dnive of the Croisette and its kingdom of light. A
smell of cheap perfume filled the car, nsing from the zebra bundle
on the passenger seat. | stopped by a dustbin outside a supermarket,
stepped from the car and slid the garments under the lid.

The teenager’s scent, rancid but cunously stimng, still clung
to my hands. But 1 was thinking of the photograph I had seen in
Greenwood'’s office at the refuge. Frances Baning was dressed in a
business suit, but all the others in the group, including Greenwood
himself, were wearing their leather bowling jackets.
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18

The Street of'Darkest Night

DUSK CAME QUICKLY to Cannes, in the few moments that distracted
me as [ ordered another Tom Collins from the waiter at the Rialto
Bar. The sky seemed to alt, apping the sun like a sew of glowing ash
behind the heights of the Esterel, taking with it the hang-gliders who
salled the evening airs. The hotels along the Croisette retreated into
themselves, withdrawing behind their formal facades. The lights had
moved offshore. Electric snowflakes marked the Chrisamas-tree rig-
ging of the yachts moored near the beach, and a blaze of candlepower
bathed the two cruise liners anchored in the Napoule Channel.

Shore parties of passengers strolled under the palm trees, too
unsteady after their days at sea to risk crossing the Croisette. They
stared at the hundreds of Volvo salesmen emerging from a con-
ference at the Noga Hilton, like travellers glimpsing an unknown
tribe about to perform its rites of passage with 1ts sacred regalia,
the marketing brochure and the promotional video.

Prostitutes came out at dusk, usherettes in the theatre of the
night, shining their miniature torches at any kerb that threatened
their high-heels. Two of them entered the Rialto and sat at
the next table, muscular brunettes with the hips and thighs of
professional athletes. They ordered drinks they never touched,
kiling ime before they set off to rawl the hotels.

[, too, was waiting for the clock to move on, but with rather
less hope. Jane was chainng another late-evening committee at
the clinic, mapping out a further stage in the scheme that would
bring, if not immortality, then perpetually monitored health to
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Eden-Olympia. Our brains, 1 often told her, would soon need
a false ceiling to make room for the ducting demanded by our
‘intelligent’ lifestyle. Before breakfast we would set ourselves a
psychological test, tapping yes-or-no answers to alternative-choice
questions, while a standby alarm offered an emergency package
enttled “What to do tll the psychiatnst comes’.

As the prosntutes talked to each other in a creole of French and
Arabic, their scent drifted over my table, a dream of houns borne
by the night-world of the Croisette, the untaxed contraband of
the senses in this lazy entrepot of chance and desire. [ needed to
escape from Eden-Olympia, with its ceaseless work and its ethic
of corporate responsibility. The business park was the outpost of
an advanced kind of puritanism, and a virtually sex-free zone.

Jane and I rarely made love. The Aair she had shown dunng my
days as a virmual cnpple had been smothered by a sleep of eye-masks
and sedadves, followed by cold showers and snatched breakfasts. She
moved naked around our bedroom, in full view of Simone Delage
and her husband, flaunting not her sex but her indifference to it.

Cannes offered an anadote to this spartan regime. My parents
had been unfaithful, but in the old, unhappy way. My father’s
affairs complicated his busy life, giving him the harassed existence
of a secret agent, forever one step ahead of being unmasked,
a fraying conspiracy of rented cars and silent phone calls. He
communicated with one lover, the wife of an architect in the
same street, by adjusung the roller-blinds, a prearranged code
that my mother discovered in a flash of insight worthy of the
Bletchley Enigma team. As soon as my father left the house she
ran from room to room, raising and lowering the blinds at random.
| remembered the lover’s bemused gaze as she drove past, trying
to make sense of the baffling signals, and my mother’s smile of
triumph. Less happily, | once found her ironing a half-burmed
credit-card receipt she had fished from a lavatory bowl. |
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The streetwalkers stood up, testing their stlettos before stepping
into the might. The younger of the two, a twenty-year-old with
eyes wiser than any grandmother’s, glanced at me for a micro-
second too long, as if ready to fit a car-park quickie into her busy
evening schedule.

But sex with prostitutes required a special knack, as I had
learned dunng my RAF days in Germany. My girlfriends in
England on the whole seemed to like me, at least on even days of
the month, from the sixteen-year-old ballet student who dragged
me into the family-planning clinic to the adjutant’s secretary
who listened good-naturedly as | worried on about my parents’
postponed divorce. The Polish whores in the bars outside RAF
Miilheim were a different breed, scarcely women at all but furnes
from Aeschylus who intensely loathed their clients. They were
obsessed with the Turkish pimps and their children boarded with
reluctant sisters, and any show of feeling disgusted them. Warmth
and emotion were the true depravity. They wanted to be used Like
appliances rented out for the hour, offering any part of themselves
to the crudest fantasies of the men who paid them.

But at least they were real, in a way that eluded Eden-Olympia.
| fimished my dnink, left a 500-franc note on the saucer and stood
up to explore the night. I felt surpnsingly light-headed, hke a
dreamer who had strayed onto a film set of tropical palms and
cruise liners. At any moment an orchestra would stnike up and the
crowds on the Croisette, the Volvo dealers and Arab playboys and
orthopaedic surgeons, would form themselves into a disciplined,
arm-swinging chorus, belting out a big-band hit.

| followed the two prosututes past the Noga Hilton, cunous
to see how far I could go before the puntan conscience pulled
the plug. Uninspired by the car-dealers, the women locked arms
and strode down the Rue Amoureta to the Place Dubois. They
paused to scream abuse at a passing motonst, and veered away
into the darkness.

Unable to keep up with them, | rested my knee outside Mere
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Besson. After scanning the evening’'s menu | set off towards the
multstorey garage near the railway station, where 1 had parked
the Jaguar. A darker Cannes gathered itself around me once |
crossed the Rue d’Anabes. Off-duty chauffeurs, Arab pushers
and out-of-work waiters filled the narrow bars. They played
the fruit machines, their thighs rocking the pintables unnl the
alt-signs flashed, an eye on the new amvals who stepped from
the Marseilles train, would-be construction workers and pairs of
sharp-tempered young women who shouldered their way to the
head of the taxa queue. Pimps ambled around the tunnel entrance
to the underpass, a cloaca that drained away the festval city’s
dreams of lust and fortune.

Inhaling the heady air of north African tobacco, and the cheap
aftershave of nerve-gas potency, | crossed the Rue Jaures to the
garage. | fed my ticket into the pay-machine as two men and a
young girl walked down the concrete ramp towards the street.
With their leather jackess and hard shoulders, the men looked
like plainclothes police, and | guessed that they had caught an
absconding eleven-year-old trying to board the Pans express.
Neither of the men spoke to the girl, who trotted obediently
after them, eyes lowered to the ground.

They paused in the entrance, the men searching the street. The
girl heard the clatter of coins from the pay-machine, and tumed
to smile at me, as if pleased that I had won a jackpot. She was
dressed in a French schoolgirl’s blue skirt and white blouse, dark
hair bunched behind her head. With her rouged cheeks, silver
lipcoat and mascara she might have been any grl after an hour
at her mother’s dressing table. But there was nothing childlike
about her gaze, and I knew that she was not on her way to the
police station. She took in the passing traffic and the lights of the
rallway stagon, and then nodded to the men that she was ready
to move on.

Forgetting the Jaguar, | walked down the ramp and followed the
trio as they set off for the underpass. The Paris express was leaving

157



the station, passengers standing at the windows of the couchettes,
their cars stacked on’ the transporter wagons at the rear of the
train. | entered the tunnel as the wheels bit into the steel rails
over my head, a noise like pain through which the silver-lipped
child walked and skipped.

In the nexus of narrow streets beyond the Boulevard d’Alsace
congregated another constituency of the night: Maltese whores
and their pimps, transvestites from Recife and Niteroi, runners
for the dealers waiting in their cars off the Avenue St-Nicolas,
smartly dressed matrons who seemed never to find a client but
retumned evening after evening, teenage boys waiting for the
limousines that would ferry them to the villas of Super-Cannes,
the mansions of light that rose above the mght.

After dinner in the Vieux Port, Jane and I would sometimes
detour through these shabby streets, amazed by the cool profes-
sionalism of the working children and the indifference of the local
vice squad who made no attempt to rescue them. Thinking of
the refuge at La Bocca, 1 remembered the zebra-striped dress
and Ashnet tghts, and the Alice library that David Greenwood
had so touchingly collected. Here in the Rue Valenan the Red
Queen was a brothel-keeper and the only looking-glasses were
the smudged mirrors 1n the whores’ compacts.

A blond transvestite wath the body of a rugby forward stepped
into a streedlight, huge feet in a pair of suletto boots, thighs exposed
by minuscule satin shorts. His eyes swept the street. and followed
a cruising car driven by a middle-aged man with the face of a
depressed bank manager. The car paused and a door opened,
and the transvestite dived into the passenger seat, filling the car
like a gaudy circus horse.

A party of Volvo dealers, one with his conference name-tag
on his breast pocket, watched the Arab factory workers bargain-
hunting among the bored whores. 1 folowed the minders and
their schoolgirl to the end of the Rue Valenan. where three
unmarked vans were parked in a side street. A door shd back
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and a dniver stepped onto the cobbled road. He spoke to the
minders and then beckoned to the girl, who dutifully chmbed
into the passenger seat.

From the darkness around me mobile phones blecped against
the static of two-way radios. | glanced into the second van, where
a fair-haired youth in a tracksuit sat behind the wheel. He steered
his cigarette smoke away from his passenger, a girl of twelve who
wore a Mane-Antoinette gown and silk shoes. She stared through
the smeary windscreen, fingers playing aimlessly with a tasselled
umbrella.

The schoolgirl I had followed from the garage was listening to
the dashboard radio. Her chin bobbed to the disco rhythm, and
she seemed cheerful and confident, adjusting the dnver’s murror
to check her lipstick, a vision of a child-woman as confusing as
the doctor’s daughter with whom [ had first made love so many
decades ago. That fumbling sex, the muracle of an attic mattress
and a sharp-kneed thirteen-year-old biting my shoulder, had been
beyond anything my boyish mind could imagine, promises of
wonder that only retumed when | saw Jane slummng around
my hospital bed.

| opened my wallet and took out the photo-booth picture I
had found in the Russian’s shoe after our struggle beside the
swimming pool. Even in the garsh light of the Rue Valentin
I could see the resemblance between the smudged image of a
demure and placid child, photographed in a Moscow flat, and
the mature schoolgirl rebunching her hair, raised arms pressing
her small nipples against her cotton blouse.

‘Natasha . . .’

[ put away the photograph, trying to decide if she would still
be here when I brought the Jaguar from the garage. With luck I
could pay off her bodyguards, give them the slip and deliver the
child to Sister Emilie at La Bocca.

A black estate car turned off the Rue Valentin and stopped
behind the vans. A well-groomed woman in her forties, dressed
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like a hostess working for a pnivate airline, stepped from behind
the wheel. She walked to the nearest van and spoke to the blond
driver. He helped Mane-Antoinette from her seat, lifing her by
the waist of her embroidered dress, and carried her umbrella as
she ran in her silk shoes to the estate car. They left together, the
child in the rear seat behind the woman driver, the van following
with 15 headlights dimmed.

‘Monsieur . . . ? Cava ... ?

One of the leather-clad minders strolled towards me, as if
ready to discuss the next day’s football matches. He lit a cigarette,
cupping his hands over a brass lighter and revealing a ligh Polish
forehead.

The schoolgirl noticed me, her head nodding at the music.
There was a bnef smile as she remembered my jackpot win at the
garage pay-station. Then she launched into a sales demonstraton
of herself, raising her chin and rocking her shoulders. Her eyes
watched my hands, waiung for me to open my wallet.

| gestured towards the minder. ‘Okay? You wait here with
her. I'll bnng my car.’

‘Sept mille francs.’

'Sept mille? That’s steep. She must be very young.’

‘Seven thousand francs . . . The minder was about twenty years
old, with the same pointed nose and chin, and it struck me that he
might be the girl’s brother.

‘It's a deal.’ | opened my wallet. ‘Natasha?’

‘Whatever you like. Natasha, Nina, Ninotchka, it’s sall seven
thousand frances. No Mastercard, no plaanum Amex.’

[ took all the banknotes from my wallet. Once the grl was
in the Jaguar I knew that 1 could outrun the rusting van. I
offered him the loose wad of francs. ‘Three thousand now, the
rest later.’

‘Later? When you come back rom heaven?’ The Pole tumed
away, dismissing me to the darkness. ‘Later . . .’

‘Wait!" [ took the ampoule of pethidine from my pocket and
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handed it to him. ‘Take a close look - you'll find it inter-
esting . . .’

He squinted at the label in the darkness, tapped on the wind-
screen of the van and pointed to the headlamps. Sall bobbing to
the music, the girl swatched on the sidelights. The Pole read the
label, and shouted to two men standing in an alleyway next to
the shuttered warehouse of a building merchant.

They stepped from the alley, leather coats greasy in the yellow
glare of the sodium lights. The slimmer of the two drew a cigarette
from a gold case.

‘Greenwood?”’

‘Da. Eden-Olympia Polyclinic.’

Cheap teeth gleamed like marked dice. 1 recognized the Russian
who had grappled with me on the lawn. Holding the ampoule in
his open palm, he walked towards me with almost soundless steps.
[ noticed that he wore another pair of expensive shoes from the
Rue d’Antibes. Seeing me, he stepped back, aware that my eyes
were on his feet.

‘Mr Sinclair?’

‘Alexei — we've met before. At Eden-Olympia.’

‘l know. You have my shoe.” He raised the ampoule to the
streetlight. ‘Dr Greenwood? You take over?’

‘That’s it.” Seizing my chance, I said: “The free clinic — [ have
access to the old stock. Methadone, diamorphine, pethidine . . .
as much as you want. I'll get my car and go with Natasha.’

'‘Good . . .” He watched the girl playing with the radio. Then,
with a flick of his cigarette, he signalled to the Pole, who seized
my shoulders in his heavy hands. ‘First, we take your shoes, Mr
Sinclair . . .’

He was staring, unbelievingly, at my thonged sandals when
lights looded the narrow street, as if a master switch had
iluminated a darkened stage. Three Range Rovers swerved
into the Rue Valentin and swept past us, tyres thudding across
the cobbles, headlamps flashing along the doorways and side
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alleys. The streetwalkers and mawonly whores, the pimps and
Volvo dealers were frozen among the veering shadows.

Then the headlamps dimmed and everyone was running towards
the Avenue St-Nicolas. Burly men in black helmets, like the
members of a police parachute brigade, leapt from the Range
Rovers. All wore the tight-waisted bowling jackets I had first
seen 1n the clinic car park. Clubs in hand, they set upon the
fleeing crowd. Two of them chopped a Volvo dealer to the
ground, raining blows on his head and back. The streetwalkers
| had followed from the Rialto Bar emerged from the scrum,
nght skirts rucked around their waists. As they fell to the ground,
huge limbs uncoupling from their torsos, legs spread under the
whipping truncheons, I saw that both of them were men.

[ knelt on the cobbled road, my hands cut by shards of glass
from the broken ampoule. The posse moved past, and a flurry
of truncheons shattered the windscreen of the van. The schoolgirl
had taken shelter behind the steenng wheel. Ignonng the violence
around her, she fumbled with the radio and picked fragments
of windscreen glass from her blouse. She had chewed away
part of her silver lipcoat, and the raw flesh showed through
the shiny lacquer, as if a too eager lover had taken a bite from
her mouth.

‘Natasha . . . V" Trying to reassure her, | tapped the passenger
window. Then a hand gnpped my shoulder.

‘Mr Sinclair . . . it’s time to leave.’

‘Halder?’ | turmed to face the dark-skinned secunty guard. He
had appeared suddenly from the shadows, stepping from the alley
behind me, but I sensed from his nervous feet and fixed eyes
that he had been only a few steps from me since my arrival in
the Rue Valentin. He was dressed in black trousers, sneakers and
sweater, as if he had spent the day among the yachting fratemity
at Port-1a-Galére. He was unarmed, and ducked when a confused
Arab searching for his glasses ten feet from us was clubbed to the

ground.
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‘Halder!’ I pulled at his sweater. ‘Are you with the police?
What's happening here?’

‘Let’s go, Mr Sinclair . . . we can talk later.’ Halder seized my
elbow and steered me into the alley behind the builder’s ware-
house. He gnmaced at my cut hands, but pointed to the helmeted
men at the end of the Rue Valentin. Having cleared the street,
they were stnding back to the Range Rovers. One of the dnvers
sat at his open door, filmung the scene with a small camcorder.
| assumed they were all members of an auxaliary police unit, a
group of volunteer constables recruited to the vice squad.

‘They’re coming back. It’s best if we wait here.” Halder pressed
me against a shuttered doorway. He silenced me with a hard hand
over my mouth. ‘Not now, Mr Sinclair . . .’

Headlamps flared from the Range Rovers, again illuminating
the cobbled street, littered with suletto heels, sequinned purses,
pieces of underwear and cigarette lighters. Alexei had held on to
his expensive brogues, but the white nodes of broken teeth lay
among the fragments of the pethidine ampoule.

The leader of the posse led his squad back to the cars. When
he pulled off his helmet | recognized Pascal Zander, panting
hard as he stuffed his truncheon into his belt. His fleshy face
seemed even coarser in the heat and sweat of violence, his
engorged tongue too large for his mouth. He shouted at the
camcorder operator, then spat onto the bloody cobbles at his
feet.

Around him were three others | knew by sight: Dr Neumunster,
chief executive of a German investment bank, who lived on the
same avenue in the enclave; Professor Walter, head of cardiology
at the clinic; and an Amencan architect named Richard Maxted,
a bridge partner of Wilder Penrose. They lounged against the
Range Rovers, joking with each other like hunters retuming from
a boar shoot, happily charged by adrenalin and the camaradenc of
the chase.

Within seconds they had gone, the heavy vehicles reversing in
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a flurry of slamming doors, headlamps hunang for the Avenue St-
Nicolas, heading towatds Super-Cannes and the presiding powers
of the night.

‘Mr Sinclair? We can move now.’ -

| felt Halder’s trapped breath leave his lungs, a coarse reek
of garlic, spice and fear. He calmed himself, trying to steady
his pulse, relieved that | had made no attempt to provoke the
DOsse.

"What about the girl?’ I pointed to the damaged van. “We can’t
leave her here.’

Natasha sat behind the steening wheel, bobbing to herself in
the silence. Flecks of glass gleamed like jewels on her blouse. She
seemed unaware of the violence that had erupted around her, as
if nothing in her life could ever be a surpnise.

‘Halder, we need to get her to the police.’

Wearily, Halder held my arm. ‘She’s best here. Her friends
will be back for her.’

‘Friends? Halder, she'sachild ..’

‘It’s been a long day, Mr Sinclair. I'll take you to the gar-
age.’

As we left, the police sirens wailed down the Rue Jaureés, and
the first of the barefooted streetwalkers were making their way
towards their shoes.

‘Are you all nght to dnve? You look shaky, Mr Sinclair.” Halder
helped me into the Jaguar. ‘I'll call a taxi. You can collect the
car tOmorTow.’

‘I'm fine.’ [ felt a painful weal across my nght shoulder, reahzing
for the first nme that one of the posse had struck me wath his
truncheon. ‘Those clubs are hard.’

‘They were having fun.’ Halder pointed to the blood dnpping
onto the passenger seat. “You cut your hands. When you get back,
see a doctor.’
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‘I'm mamed to one.” | took an engine rag from the glove
compartment. ‘Thanks for helping me. It’'s a good thing you
were there. They wanted heads to crack.’

‘Someone needs to keep an eye on you, Mr Sinclair.” Halder
nodded at this sage advice, his eyes scanning the cars in the garage.
His nostnls flickered at the scent of exhaust fumes, but he still
breathed through his mouth. I knew from his huge pupils how
frightened he had been, and the special danger in which his darker
skin had placed him.

‘This Russian, Alexei, and the young Pole - they’ll go back
for the girl?’

‘Of course. She’s valuable to them.’

Trying to explain myself, I said: 'l saw them take her to the
Rue Valentn. I tned to buy her . . . you know, for an hour. ]
wanted to get her into the refuge at La Bocca’

‘l understand.’ Halder’s expression was deliberately neutral, the
gaze of a secunity man who had glanced into too many bedrooms
ever to be shocked. ‘You were worried for her.’

‘They asked for seven thousand francs. Who cammies that kind
of cash around? What does the girl have to do to eam 1t?’

‘Nothing much. Being eleven 1s enough.’

‘She was lucky the Range Rovers armived on ume. Who were
they? Zander was leading the whole thing.’

‘That’s right. It’s a special acdon group.’

‘Volunteer police? Very public-spirited.’

‘Not exactly. Think of it as . . . therapeutic.’

‘And the Rue Valentin is the disease? That makes sense. Were
you with them?’

‘No. Let’s say I was passing by.” Halder took the car keys from
my bloody hand and slid them into the igmtion. He wrenched
the gear lever into neutral and turned on the engine, using the
manual choke to set a fast idling speed. Above the clatter of
unaligned carburettors he shouted: ‘Go back to Eden-Olympia.
See Dr Jane about those hands.’
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‘Frank . ..” | wanted to thank him, but he had already with-
drawn from me, annoyed with himself for having shown his fear.

‘I'm glad you were there. 1 don’t know how you managed it.’

‘Easy, Mr Sinclair. [ followed you all day.” Halder stared at me
in his distant way, then relented and slapped the roof above my
head as I reversed out of the parking space. *Tomorrow I'll come
round and collect you. We’'ll go on a special tour.’

‘Where exactly?’
‘Eden-Olympia. You've never really been there . . .’
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19

Elopement

PAIN AU CHOCOLAT IN hand, | watched from the breakfast terrace
as Jane climbed from the pool and walked dnpping to the diving
board. She blew her nose into her fingers, and strutted down the
board with the clipped steps of a dressage horse. She sprang into
the air and jack-knifed into a clumsy pike before following her
hands into the water.

She surfaced with a scowl, and swam to the poolside. Unable
to lift herself onto the verge, she waded through the seething
foam to the ladder.

‘Paul, towel . . . did I make a splash?’

‘Dear, you always make a splash.’

‘Here. In the pool.’

‘A small one. You can dive through a keyhole.’

‘Not any longer.” She frowned at the unsettled water. ‘That
was a lousy dive. I'm out of practice.’

'You work too hard.’

She let me swathe her in the towel. Her hair was flattened
to her scalp, exposing a scratch-mark from her broken nails. her
eyebrows sleeked back and blanched lips set in a chalky face. She
panted as [ embraced her shoulders, her skin as cold as a shark's.

‘Jane, you're freezing. The pool heater must be on the blink.’

‘I switched it off last night. Need to be awake today. Very
awake.’

‘More committees? Try seeing a patient or two. It nught
relax you.’

167



‘I'm off to Sophia-Antipolis. We.may share medical databanks.’

‘So their computers will snuggle up with ours?”

‘That’s the way the future’s going.’

She kissed me with her cold lips, -tongue teasing a flake of
chocolate from my mouth. She stepped back when | winced at
the pressure of her hands on my back.

‘Paul? What’s happened?’

‘Nothing. I caught myself on the car door.’

‘Poor man. That’s fifties design for you. Time to forget about

the Harvard, Paul . ..’

[ sat on the terrace, sharing the last of the pastry with a sparrow
that had folowed me across the garden. Senora Morales was
moving around the lounge, discreetly clearing the ash from the
sertee cushions before the maids amved.

| had reached home at midnight to find the front door ajar.
In the lounge the cannabis and cigarette smoke hung in layers,
a microclimate like a volcano’s crater. Ash lay on the carpet and
coffee tables, marked with curious doodles. Through the blanket
of pot [ could smell Simone Delage’s pallid scent, a pheromone
emitted by an ice queen.

Jane was asleep, a Sabena face-mask over her forehead. Careful
not to wake her, I soaked my hands in the bathroom, hunang
with her eyebrow pincers for any shards of glass. Through the
mirror | noticed her lying on her side, stanng at my bruised
back. She was barely awake, dnfring in a dull, narcotic stupor,
eyes focusing with an effort as I bandaged my nght hand.

‘Paul . . . ? What are you doing here?’

‘Going to bed. Did 1 wake you?’

‘Can’t sleep. Too tired . . .’

‘T'll get something for you.’

‘Already did. Helps me relax. Your back ... 2

She drifted away, sinking her face into the airline mask. 1 sat
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beside her, waiting unul she breathed steadily, unsure whether to
call the night staff at the clinic. As I tried to take her pulse [ saw
the fresh puncture mark in the crook of her left arm.

By moming she had recovered, refreshed by the deep dia-
morphine night. Making coffee for her before Sefiora Morales
arnved, | listened to Riviera News for a bullettn on the incident
in the Rue Valenan. As | expected, no one had reported the
vigilante raid to the Cannes police.

Feeling the bruise on my back, | remembered the truncheons
fracturing the windscreen of the van. The violence had been
deeply satsfying for Pascal Zander and his senior execunves.
Entombed all day in their glass palaces, they relished the chance
to break the heads of a few pimps and transvestites and impose
the rule of the new corporate puritanism.

Yet no one had been concermed about the child-whore sitting
alone in the ransacked van. For that matter, 1 was still unsure
about my own motives, and why [ had followed little Natasha
from the car park. I thought of her stepping confidently into the
lurid night, but sull childish enough to be pleased by the sound
of tumbling coins. Sitting at the kitchen table, 1 looked through
the change in my pocket, the nickel and brass that had bo