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    Might someone have the motive - and the power - to trigger offan earthquake themselves? It is this possibility which AlistairMacLean took three years to research - and which forms the excitingand all-to-plausible theme to this book.


    [bookmark: Preface]Preface
It was at twenty seconds to six o'clock on the morning of 9February 1972 that the earth shook. As such tremors go it couldhardly even be called noteworthy; it was certainly no moreremarkable than those that afflict the citizens of Tokyo and itssurrounding countryside scores of times a year. Pendant lampsoscillated briefly, some precariously balanced objects fell fromtheir shelves, but those were the only discernible effects of thepassing of the earth ripple. The aftershock, considerably weaker,came twenty seconds later. It was learnt afterwards that there hadbeen four more aftershocks, but those were of so low a magnitudethat they registered only on the seismographs. Altogether a ratherinconsequential affair, but memorable for me, at least, inasmuch asit was the first-ever tremor I had experienced: having the groundmove beneath your feet provides a distinctly disquietingsensation.
The area where the maximum damage had occurred lay only a fewmiles to the north and I drove out to see it, but not until thefollowing day - partly because of reports of fissured roads,damaged viaducts and burst water mains but chiefly because theauthorities bend an unkindly eye on rubber-neckers whose unwantedpresence interferes with the efforts of rescue and medicalteams.
The township of Sylmar, which had borne the brunt of theearthquake, lies in the San Fernando Valley in California, somemiles north of Los Angeles - in fact, so unconscionably sprawlingis that city that it encompasses Sylmar within its boundaries. Tothe untutored eye the scene in that town appeared to be one ofconsiderable confusion, with wreckers, bulldozers and trucksmilling around at apparent random, but this was entirely illusory:all activities were highly organnised and under central control.Unlike their more unfortunate brethren in, say, Nicaragua orGuatemala or the Philip-
pines, places sadly accustomed to being side-swiped by much
more than their fair share of earthquakes, the Californians
are not only prepared for but are highly geared to deal
efficiently with the aftermaths of natural disasters: theSan
franciscans, for instance> have fifteen hospitals in kitform
distributed at various key points around their city inprep-
aration for the next earthquake which is widely and more
than a little fearfully regarded as inevitable.
Damage to buildings was widespread but not severe -
except in one very localized area. This was, or to aconsider-
rable extent had been, the Veterans' AdministrationHospital,
before the eartnquake it had consisted of three parallelblocks
of buildings. The two outer blocks had remained virtually
ttact: the central one had collapsed like a house of cards,
destruction was total; no part of it was left standing.Over
sixty patients died.
The contrast between this ruin and the virtual immunity
of the two sister blocks would have seemed incomprehensible
to anyone without some knowledge of the Californian build-
ing codes. With some such knowledge it was all too readily
understandable. The city of Los Angeles has the misfortune
to have its very own private and personal structure faultrun-
ning under its streets. This is known as the Newport-Angle-
Wood Fault, and when one side of the fault suddenly jerked
forward in respect to the other in 1933 it produced theLong
Beach earthquake in which a disconcertingly large numberof^
buildings fell down, solely because they had been shoddily
built on unreinforced, made-up ground.
This prompted the authorities to introduce a new building
code, designed to result in structures as nearlyearthquake-
proof as possible, a code that is as rigorously enforced as itis
vigorous in nature, and it was under the enforcements ofthis
code that the two outer blocks of the Veterans' Hospitalhad
been built, one in the late 1930s, the other in the late1940s:
the destroyed block had been constructed in the mid-
twenties.
Nevertheless, it had been destroyed by an earthquake theepicentre of which had been some eight miles distant to thenorth-east. But what was important - and significant - about theearthquake that had caused this considerable damage was the factorof its power - or lack of it. The power, or magnitude, of anearthquake is registered on an arbitrarily \ chosen Richter scalewhich ranges from zero to twelve. And what is important to bear inmind is that the Richter scale progresses not arithmetically butlogarithmically. Thus, a six on the Richter scale is ten times aspowerful as a five or a hundred times as powerful as a four. TheSan Fernando earthquake which levelled this hospital block inSylmar registered six-point-three on the Richter scale: the onethat wreaked havoc on San Francisco in 1906 registeredseven-point-nine (according to the recent modifications of theRichter scale). Thus, the earthquake that caused this damage inSylmar was possessed of only one per cent of the effective power ofthe San Franciscan one. It is a sobering and, to those burdenedwith an over-active imagination, a fearful reflection.
What is even more sobering and frightening is the fact that, tothe best of our knowledge, no great earthquake -'great' isarbitrarily taken to be anything eight and above on the Richterscale - has ever occurred beneath or in the immediate vicinity ofany major city. (Such a disaster may have occurred in that awesomeNorth Chinese earthquake of 1976 when a third of a million peopleare reported to have died: but the Chinese have dropped a totalnews blanket over this tragedy.) But the law of averages wouldindicate strongly that somewhere, some time, a major earthquakewill occur in a place which is not conveniently uninhabited or, atleast, sparsely populated. There is no reason to imagine, un-. lessone chooses to take refuge behind I-don't-want-to-know mentalblinkers, that this possibility may even today he aprobability.
The word 'probability' is used because the law of averages isstrengthened by the fact that with the exception of China, Turkeyand, to a lesser extent, Italy, earthquakes largely tend to takeplace in coastal areas, whether those coastal areas be of landmasses or islands; and it is in those coastal areas, for thepurposes of trade and because they are the points in ingress to thehinterland, that many of the world's great Cities have been built.Tokyo, Los Angeles and San Francisco are three such examples.
That earthquakes should be largely confined to those areas isin no way fortuitous: their cause, as well as that of volcanoes, isnow a matter of almost universal agreement among geologists. Thetheory is simply that in the unimaginably distant past when landfirst appeared it was in the form of one gigantic super-continentsurrounded by - inevitably - one massive ocean. With the passage oftime and for reasons not yet definitely ascertained thissuper-continent broke up into several different continental masses,which, borne on what are called their 'tectonic plates' - whichfloat on the still molten magma layer of the earth - drifted apart.Those tectonic plates occasionally bang or rub against one another;the effects of the collisions are transmitted either to the landabove or the ocean floor and appear in the form of earthquakes orvolcanoes.
Most of California lies on the North American plate which,while tending to move westward, is not the real villain of thepiece. That unhappy distinction belongs to that same North Pacificplate which deals so hardly with China, Japan and the Philippinesand on which that section of California lying to the west of theSan Andreas Fault so unhappily lies. Although the North Pacificplate appears to be rotating slightly, its movement in Californiais still roughly to the north-west and, now and then, when thepressure between the two plates becomes too much, the North Pacificplate eases this pressure by jerking north-west along the SanAndreas Fault and so producing one of those earthquakes thatCalifornians don't care so much about.
The extent of the dislocation along this right-slip fault -socalled because if you stand on either side of the fault after anearthquake the other side appears to have moved to the right - iscrucial in relation to the magnitude of the shock.
Occasionally there may be no lateral slip at all. Someting itmay be only a foot or two. But, even though its conse-quences arenot to be contemplated lightly, a lateral slip of forty feet iseminently possible.
In fact, and in this context, all things are possible. Theactive earthquake and volcanic belt that circumgirdles the Pacificis commonly - and appropriately - known as the 'ring of fire'. TheSan Andreas Fault is an integral part of this, and it is on thisring of fire that the two greatest monster earthquakes (in Japanand South America) ever record have occurred. They were on theorder of eight-point-nine on the Richter scale. California can layno more claim to divine protection than any other part of the ringof fire and then no compelling reason why the next monster, aboutsix time as powerful as the great San Francisco one, shouldn'toccur say, in San Bernardino, thus effectively dumping Los Angelesinto the Pacific. And the Richter scale goes up to twelve.
Earthquakes on the ring of fire can show another advantageousaspect - they can occur offshore as well under land. When thisoccurs huge tidal- waves result. 1976 the town of Mindanao in theSouthern Philippines was inundated and all but destroyed andthousands of lives were lost when an undersea earthquake at themouth of the crescent-shaped Morro Bay caused a fifteen-foot tidalwave that engulfed the shores of the bay. Such an ocean ear quakeoff San Francisco would devastate the Bay area and in allprobability, wouldn't do any good to the Sacramento and San JoaquinValleys'.
As it is said, it is the wandering nature of those tectonicplates that is the prime cause of earthquakes. But there are threeother imponderable, possibilities that could well act as triggeringfactors which could conceivably cause earthquakes.
The first of those it emissions from the sun. It is known thatthe strength and content of solar winds alter considerable andwholly unpredictably. It is also known that they can produceconsiderable alterations in the chemical structure our atmospherewhich in turn can have the effect of either accelerating or actingas a brake on the rotation of the earth
effect which, because it would be measurable'in terms of onlyhundredths of a second, would be wholly undetected by many butcould have (and may have had in the past) an influence ranging fromthe considerable to the profound on the unanchored tectonicplates.
Secondly, there is a respected body of scientific opinion
that holds that external gravitational forces may exercise
same influence. To find out Whether their theories areright
or wrong scientists are waiting with considerable interestfor
the year 1982, when all nine planets will be in alignment.
The third potential trigger is man. He has gratuitously andhaphazardly interfered with due natural processes since the dawn ofrecorded time, and there appears no logical reason why he shouldn'textend his unwanted tinkering to the realm of earthquakes. Aspecies that is capable of prying into and eventually exploitingthe ultimate secrets of nature and com-ing up with the hydrogenbomb is capable of anything. That than should consider theregulation of earthquakes, either by red triggering or inhibition,is not a new idea. Experi-ments along those lines have already beencarried out for peaceful purposes. Unfortunately (if inevitably)the idea has occurred that the triggering of earthquakes might bean interesting innovation in the next nuclear war and, indeed,occurred to such a marked extent that there already exists amulti-national agreement, duly signed and solemnly sworn to,prohibiting the use of nuclear weapons that could endanger theenvironment by causing such things as atmos-pheric pollution andthe creation of tidal waves.
And, apart from war, this concept can be employed for a varietyof other interesting purposes, which is what this book isabout.
[bookmark: Chapter1]Chapter 1
Ryder opened his tired eyelids and reached for the telephonewithout enthusiasm. 'Yes?'
'Lieutenant Mahler. Get down here right away. And bring
your son.'
'What's wrong ?' The lieutenant customarily made a point ofhaving his subordinates call him 'sir', but in Sergeant Ryder'scase he'd given up years ago. Ryder reserved the| term for those heheld in respect: no friends or acquaintance to the best of theirknowledge, had ever heard him use it. 'Not over the phone.' Thereceiver clicked and. Ryder rose
reluctantly to his feet, pulled on his sports coat and fastenedthe central button, so effectively concealing the Smith &Wesson strapped to the left-hand side of what| had once been hiswaist. Still reluctantly, as became a man who had just finished atwelve-hour non-stop duty stint, glanced around the room, allchintzy curtains and ch covers, ornaments and vasefuls of flowers:Sergeant Ryder clearly, was no bachelor. He went into the kitchen,sniffed sorrowfully at the aroma coming from the contents ofsimmering casserole, turned off the oven and wrote 'Gone down-town'at the foot of a note instructing him when and to what temperaturehe should turn a certain switch: which was as near to cooking Ryderhad ever come in his twenty seven years of marriage.
His car was parked in the driveway. It was a car that noself-respecting police officer would care to have been found shotin. That Ryder was just such a policeman was beyond doubt, but hewas attached to Intelligence and had little use for gleaming sedansequipped with illuminated 'police' signs flashing lights andsirens. The car - for want of a better word - was an elderly andbattered Peugeot of the type much used by Parisians of a sadisticbent of mind whose great
pleasure it was to observe the drivers of shininglimousines
slow down and pull into the kerb whenever they caught sight
of those vintage chariots in their rear-view mirrors.
Four blocks from his own home Ryder parked his car,
walked up a flagged pathway and rang the front-door bell,
An young man opened the door.
Ryder said: 'Dress uniform, Jeff, We're wanted down-
town.'
'Both of us? Why?'
'Your guess. Mahler wouldn't say.'
'It's all those TV cop series he keeps watching. You've got
be mysterious or you're nothing.' Jeff Ryderleft and
turned in twenty seconds, tie in position and buttoning up
his uniform. Together they walked down the flagged path.
They made an odd contrast, father and son. Sergeant
Ryder was built along the general lines of a Mack truckthat
had seen better days. His crumpled coat and creaseless
trousers looked as if they had been slept in for a week:Ryder
would buy a new suit in the morning and by evenfall a
second-hand clothes dealer would have crossed the street to
avoid meeting him. He had thick dark hair, a dark mous-
che and a worn, lined, lived-in face that held a pair ofeyes,
dark as the rest of him, that had looked at too many things
in the course of a lifetime and had liked little of whatthey
d seen. It was also a face that didn't go in for much inthe
way of expressions.
Jeff Ryder was two inches taller and thirty-five pounds
lighter than his father. His immaculately pressedCalifornia
Highway Patrolman's uniform looked like a custom-built job
by Saks. He had fair hair, blue eyes - both inherited from
his mother - and a lively, mobile, intelligent face. Only a
clairvoyant could have deduced that he was Sergeant Ryder's
son.
On the way, they spoke only once. Jeff said: 'Mother's
late on the road tonight - something to do with our summons
of the presence ?'
'Your guess again.'
[2 pages missing]
disappeared in the past two months.'
'Five it is.' Mahlerlooked acutely unhappy.
Ryder said: 'Where did those two scientists come from ?'
'San Diego and UCLA, I believe. Does it matter ?'
'I don't know. It may be too late already.'
'What's that meant to mean, Sergeant?'
'It means that if those two men have families they should
be under immediate police guard.' Mahler, Ryder could see,
wasn't quite with him so he went on: 'If those two men have
been kidnapped then it's with a special purpose in mind.
Their co-operation will be required. Wouldn'tyou co-
operate a damn sight faster if you saw someone with a pair
of pliers removing your wife's finger-nails one by one ?'
Possibly because he didn't have a wife the thought had
clearly not occurred to Lieutenant Mahler, but, then,think-
ing was not his forte. To his credit, once the thought had
been implanted he wasted no time. He spent the next two
minutes on the telephone.
Jeff was grim-faced, edgy, his voice soft but urgent.'Let's
get out there fast.'
'Easy. Don't go off half-cocked. The time for hurry ispast.
It may come again but right now it's not going to helpany.'
They waited in silence until Mahler replaced his phone.
Ryder said: 'Who reported the break-in ?'
'Ferguson. Security chief. Day off, but his house is wired
into the San Ruffino alarm system. He came straight down.'
'He did what ? Ferguson lives thirty miles out in the hills
in the back of nowhere. Why didn't he use his phone ?'
'His phone had been cut, that's why.'
'But he has a police band car radio - '
'That had been attended to also. So had the only three
public phone boxeson the way in. One was at a garage -
owner and his mechanic had been locked up.'
'But there's an alarm link to this office.'
'There was.'
'An inside job ?'
'Look, Ferguson called only two minutes after he had
arrived there,'
'Anybody hurt ?'
'No violence. All the staff locked up in the same room,
The sixty-four-million-dollar question.'
'Theft of nuclear fuel? That'll take time to establish,
according to Ferguson.'
'You going out there ?'
'I'm expecting company.' Mahlerlooked unhappy.
'I'll bet you are. Who's out there now ?'
'Parker and Davidson.'
'We'd like to go out and join them.'
Mahler hesitated, still unhappy. He said, defensively:
'What do you expect to find that they won't ? They're good
detectives. You've said so yourself.'
Four pairs of eyes are better than two. And because she's
my wife and Jeff's mother and we know how she might have
behaved and reacted we might be able to pick up something
that Parker and Davidson might miss.'
Mahler,his chin in the heels of his hands, gazed morosely
at his desk. Whatever decision he took the chances werehigh
that his superiors would say it was the wrong one. He com-
promised by saying nothing. At a nod from Ryder both men
left the room.
The evening was fine and clear and windless, and a setting
sun was laying a path of burnished gold across the Pacificas
Ryder and his son drove through the main gates of San
Ruffino. The nuclear station was built on the very edge of
the San Ruffino cove - like all such stations it requiredan
immense amount of water, some 1 ,800,000 gallons of sea-
water a minute, to cool the reactor cores down to theiropti-
mum operating temperatures: no domestic utility supply
could hope to cope with the tiniest fraction of thisamount.
The two massive, gleamingly-white and domed contain-
ment structures that housed the reactor cores were at once
beautiful - in the pure simplicity of their external design-
but sinister and threatening; if one chose to view themthat
way: they were certainly awe-inspiring. Each was about the
height of a twenty-five-storey building with a diameter of
about 150 feet. The three-and-a-half-feet-thick concretewalls
were hugely reinforced by the largest steel bars in theUnited
States. Between those containment structures - which also
held the four steam generators that produced the actual
electricity - was a squat and undeniably ugly building of
absolutely no architectural merit. This was the Turbine
Generator Building, which, apart from its two turbo-gener-
ators, also housed two condensers and two sea-water evapor-
ators.
On the seaward side of those buildings was the inaptly
named 'auxiliary building', a six-storey structure, some240
feet in length, which held the control centres for bothreactor
units, the monitoring and instrumentation centres and the
vastly complicated control system which ensured the plant's
safe operation and public protection.
Extending from each end of the auxiliary building were the
two wings, each about half the size of the main building.
These in their own ways were areas as delicate andsensitive
as the reactor units themselves, for it was here that allthe
nuclear fuels were handled and stored. In all, the buildingof
the complex had called for something like a third of amillion
cubic yards of concrete and some fifty thousand tons ofsteel.
What was equally remarkable was that it required only
eighty people, including a good proportion of securitystaff,
to run this massive complex twenty-four hours a day.
Twenty yards beyond the gate Ryder was stopped by a
security guard wearing an indeterminate uniform and a
machine-carbine that was far from menacing inasmuch as
the guard had made no move to unsling it from his shoulder.
Ryder leaned out.
'What's this, then ? Open house day ? Public free to come
and go ?'
'Sergeant Ryder.' The little man with the strong Irish
accent tried to smile and succeeded only in looking morose.
'Finetime now to lock the stable door- Besides, we'reexpect-
ing lawmen. Droves of them.'
'And all of them asking the same stupid questions over and
over again just as I'm going to do. Cheer up, John. I'llsee
they don't get you for high treason. On duty at the time,
were you ?
'For my sins. Sorry about your wife, Sergeant. This'll be
your son ?' Ryder nodded. 'My sympathies. For what they're
worth. But don't waste any sympathy on me. I broke regu-
lations. If it's the old cottonwood tree for me, I've gotit
coming. I shouldn't have left my box.'
Jeff said:'Why?'
'See that glass there. Not even the Bank of America has
armoured plate like that. Maybe a Magnum 'forty-four
could get through - I doubt it. There's a two-way speaker
system. There's an alarm buzzer by my hand and a foot
switch to trigger off a ten-pound charge of gelignite that
would discourage anything short of a tank. It's buriedunder
the asphalt just where the vehicles pull up. But no, old
smarty-pants McCafferty had to unlock the door and go
outside.'
'Why?'
'No fool like an old fool. The van was expected at just
that time - I had the note on my desk. Standard fuelpick-up
from San Diego. Same colour, same lettering, driver and
guard with the same uniforms, even the same licenceplates.'
'Same van, in other words. Hi-jack. If they could hi-jackit
when it was empty why not on the return journey when it was
full?'
'They came for more than the fuel.'
'That's so. Recognize the driver?'
'No. But the pass was in order, so was the photograph.'
'Well, would you recognize that driver again ?'
McCafferty scowled in bitter recollection. 'I'd recognize
that damned great black beard and moustache again. Prob-
ably lying in some ditch by this time.
'Didn't have time even to see the old shotgun, just the one
glance and then the vangate - they're side loaders - fell
down. The only uniform the lot inside were wearing were
stocking masks. God knows how'many of them there were;
I was too busy looking at what they were carrying -pistols,
sawn-off twelve-bores, even one guy with a bazooka.'
'For blasting open any electronically-locked steel doors,I
suppose.'
'I suppose. Fact of the matter is, there wasn't one shotfired
from beginning to end. Professionals, if ever I saw any.Knew
exactly what they were doing, where to go, where to look
Anyway, I was plucked into that van and had hand and leg
cuffs on before I had time to close my mouth.'
Ryder was sympathetic. 'I can see it must have been a bit
of a shock. Then?'
'One of them jumped down and went into the box.
Bastard had an Irish accent: I could have been listening to
myself talking. He picked up the phone, got through to
Carlton - he's the number-two man in security, if you
recollect: Ferguson wasoff today - told him the transportvan
was here and asked for permission to open the gate. He
pressed the button, the gates opened, he waited until thevan
had passed through, closed the door, came out through the
other door and climbed into the van that had stopped for
him.'
'And that's all ?'
'All I know. I stayed in there - I didn't have much option,
did I ? - until the raid was over, then they locked me upwith
the others.'
'Where's Ferguson ?'
'In the north wing.'
'Checking on missing articles, shall we say? Tell him I'm
here.'
McCafferty went to his guard box, spoke briefly on the
phone and returned. 'It's okay.'
'No comments?'
'Funny you should ask that. He said: "Dear God, as if we
haven't got enough trouble here".'
Ryder half-smiled a very rare half-smile and drove off
Ferguson, the security chief, greeted them in his officewith
civility but a marked lack of enthusiasm. Although it was
some months since he had read Ryder's acerbic report on the
state of security at San Ruffino Ferguson had a longmemory.
The fact that Ryder had been all too accurate in his report
and that he, Ferguson, had neither the authority nor the
available funds to carry out all the report'srecommendations
hadn't helped matters any. He was a short stocky man with
wary eyes and a habitually worried expression. He replaced
a telephone and made no attempt to rise from behind his
desk.
I 'Come to write another report, Sergeant?' He tried to
pound acid but all he did was sound defensive. 'Create alittle
more trouble for me?'
Ryder was mild. 'Neither. If you don't get support from
your blinkered superiors with their rose-coloured glassesthen
the fault is theirs, not yours.'
'Ah.' The tone was surprised but the face still wary.
Jeff said: 'We have a personal interest in this, Mr Fer-
guson.'
'You the sergeant's son ?' Jeff nodded. 'Sorry about your
mother. I guess saying that doesn't help very much.'
'You were thirty miles away at the time,' Ryder said
reasonably. Jeff looked at his father in some apprehension:
he knew that a mild-mannered Ryder was potentially the
most dangerous Ryder of all, but in this case thereseemed
no undue cause for alarm. Ryder went on: 'I'd looked tofind
you down in the vaults assessing the amount of loot our
friends have made off with.'
'Not my job at all. Never go near their damned storage
facilities except to check the alarm systems. I wouldn'teven
begin to know what to look for. The Director himself isdown
there with a couple of assistants finding what the scoreis.'
'Could we see him ?'
'Why? Two of your men, I forget their names - '
Parker and Davidson.'
'Whatever. They've already talked to him.'
'My point. He was still making his count then.'
Ferguson reached a grudging hand for the telephone,
spoke to someone in tones of quiet respect, then said to
Ryder: 'He's just finishing. Here in a moment, he says.'
Thanks. Any way this could have been an inside job ?'
'An inside job ? You mean, one of my men involved.
Ferguson looked at himsuspiciously. He himself had been
thirty miles away at the time, which should have puthimself
personally, beyond suspicion: but equally well, if he had
been involved he'd have made good and certain that he was
thirty miles away on the day that the break-in had occurred
'I don't follow. Ten heavily armed men don't need assist
ance from inside.'
'How come they could have walked through your elec
tronically-controlled doors and crisscross of electric eye
undetected ?'
Ferguson sighed. He was on safer ground here. The pick
up was expected and on schedule. When Carltonheard from
the gate guard about its arrival he would automaticallyhave
turned them off.'
'Accepting that, how did they find their way to wherever
they wanted to go ? This place is a rabbit warren.'
Ferguson was on even surer ground now. 'Nothing simple
I thought you would know about that.'
'A man never stops learning. Tell me.'
'You don't have to suborn an employee to find out
precise Jay-out of any atomic plant. No need to infiltrate
wear false uniforms, get hold of copies of badges or useany
violence whatsoever. You don't have to come within
thousand miles of any damned atomic plant to know anything
about it, what the lay-out is, the precise location ofwhere
uranium and plutonium are stored, even when nuclear fuel
shipments might be expected to arrive or depart, as thecase
may be. All you have to do is to go to a publicreading-room
run by the Atomic Energy Commission at Seventeen
seventeen H Street in Washington, DC. You'd find it most
instructive, Sergeant Ryder - especially if you were avillain
bent on breaking into a nuclear plant.'
'This some kind of a sick joke ?'
'Very sick. Especially if, like me, you happen to be
head of security in a nuclear plant. There are card index
there containing dockets on all nuclear facilities in the
country in private hands. There's always a very friendlyclerk
on hand - I've been there - who on request will give you a
stack of more papers than you can handle giving you what I
and many others would regard as being top-secret andclassi-
fied information on any nuclear facility you want - except
governmental ones, of course. Sure it's a joke, but itdoesn't
make me and lots of others laugh out loud.'
'They must be out of their tiny minds.' It would be a gross
exaggeration to say that Sergeant Ryder was stunned -facial
and verbal over-reactions were wholly alien to him - but he
has unquestionably taken aback.
Ferguson assumed the expression of one who was buttoning
his hair-shirt really tight. 'They even provide a Xerox
machine for copying any documents you choose.'
'Jesus! And the Government permits all this ?'
'Permits? It authorized it. Atomic Energy Act, amended
nineteen-fifty-four, states that citizen John Doe - undis-
covered nut-case or not - has the right to know about the '
privateuse of nuclear materials. I think you'll have torevise
our insider theory, Sergeant.'
'It wasn't a theory, just a question. In either caseconsider
revised.'
Dr Jablonsky, the director of the reactor plant, came into
the room. He was a burly, sun-tanned and white-haired man
in his mid-sixties but looking about ten years younger, aman
who normally radiated bonhomie and good cheer. At the
moment he was radiating nothing of the kind.
'Damnable, damnable, damnable,' he said to no one in
particular. 'Evening, Sergeant. It would have been nice to
meet again in happier circumstances for both of us.' He
looked at Jeff interrogatively. 'Since when did they callin
DHPs on an - '
'Jeff Ryder, Dr Jablonsky. My son.' Ryder smiled slightly.
'I hope you don't subscribe to the general belief thathigh-
way patrolmen only arrest on highways. They can arrest
anyone, anywhere, in the State of California.'
'My goodness, I hope he's not going to arrest me.' He
leered at Jeff over the top of rimless glasses. 'You mustbe
worried about your mother, young man, but I can't see any
reason why she should come to any harm.'
'And I can't see any reason why she shouldn't,' Ryder
interrupted. 'Ever heard of any kidnapee who was not threat
ened with actual bodily harm ? I haven't.'
Threats? Already?'
'Give them time. Wherever they're going they probably
haven't got there yet. How is it with the inventory ofstolen
goods ?'
'Bad. We have three types of nuclear fuel in storage here,
Uranium-238, Uranium-235 and Plutonium. U-238 is the
prime source of all nuclear fuel and they didn't both
taking any of that. Understandably.' a
'Why understandably ?'
'Harmless stuff.' Absently, almost, Dr Jablonksy fished
the pocket of his white coat and produced several small
pellets, each no more than the size of a .38-calibre shell
'That's U-238. Well, almost. Contains about three per
cent U-235.Slightly enriched, as we call it. You have
get an awful lot of this stuff together before it starts
fission, giving off the heat that converts water to steam
that spins the turbine blades that make our electricity. He
in San Ruffino we crowd six-and-three-quarter millions
these, two-hundred-and-forty into each of twenty-eigh
thousand twelve-foot rods, into the nuclear reactor core
This we figure to be the optimum critical mass for fissionin
a process controlled by huge supplies of cooling water and
one that can be stopped altogether by dropping boron rod
between the uranium tubes.'
Jeff said: 'What would happen if the water supply stopped
and you couldn't activate the boron rods or whatever
Bang ?'
'No. The results would be bad enough - clouds of radio
active gas that might cause some thousands of deaths and
poison tens, perhaps thousands of square miles of soil -but
it's never happened yet, and the chances of it happening
have been calculated at five billion to one. So we don'tworry
too much about it. But a bang? A nuclear explosion? It's
possible. For that you require U-235 over ninety percent
pure, the stuff we dropped on Hiroshima. Now that is nasty
stuff. There was a hundred-and-thirty-two pounds of it in
that bomb, but it was so crudely designed - it really be-
longed to the nuclear horse-and-buggy age - that only about
seventy-five ounces of it fissioned: but was still enough
to wipe out the city. Since then we have progressed - ifthat's
the word I want. Now the Atomic Energy Commission
reckons that a total of five kilograms - eleven pounds - isthe
so called "trigger" quantity, enough for the detonation ofa
nuclear bomb. It's common knowledge among scientists that
the AEC is most conservative in its estimate - it could be
done with less.'
Ryder said: 'No U-238 was stolen. You used the word
unfortunately". Couldn't they have stolen it and converted
into U-235 ?
'No. Natural uranium contains a hundred-and-forty atoms
' U-238 to each atom of U-235. The task of leaching out
the U-235 from the U-238 is probably the most difficult
scientific task that man has ever overcome. We useaprocess
called "gaseous diffusion" - which is prohibitivelyexpensive,
enormously complicated and impossible to avoid detection.
the going cost for a gaseous diffusion plant, at today'sin-
flated rates, is in the region of three billion dollars.Even
today only a very limited number of men know how the
process works - I don't. All I know is that it involvesthou-
sands of incredibly fine membranes, thousands of miles of
tubes, pipes and conduits and enough electrical power to
run a fair-sized city. Then those plants are so enormousthat
they couldn't possibly be built in secret. They cover somany
hundreds of acres that you require a car or electric cartto
get round one. No private group, however wealthy or
Criminally-minded, could ever hope to build one.
'We have three in this country, none located in this State,
The British and French have one apiece. The Russians aren't
saying. China is reported to have one in Langchow in Kansu
'It can be done by high-speed centrifuges, spinning
such a speed that the marginally heavier U-238 is flow
to the outside. But this process would use hundreds,
thousands of centrifuges and the cost wouldbe mind-bog|
gling. I don't know whether it's ever been done. The South
Africans claim to have discovered an entirely new process
but they aren't saying what and US scientists aresceptical.
The Australians say they've discovered a method by using
laser beams. Again, we don't know, but if it were possible
a small group - and they'd all have to be top-flightnuclear
physicists - could make U-235 undetected. But why both
going to such impossible lengths when you can just go tothe
right place and steal the damned stuff ready-made just
they did here this afternoon ?'
Ryder said: 'How is it all stored ?'
'In ten-litre steel bottles each containing seven kilogra
of U-235, in the form of either an oxide or metal, the
oxide in the form of a very fine brown powder, the metal
little lumps known as "broken buttons". The bottles are
placed in a cylinder five inches wide that's braced with
welded struts in the centre of a perfectly ordinaryfifty-five
gallon steel drum. I needn't tell you why the bottles areheld
in suspension in the airspace of the drum - stack them all
together in a drum or box and you'd soon reach the critical
mass where fissioning starts.'
Jeff said: 'This time it goes bang?'
'Not yet. Just a violent irradiation which would have avery
nasty effect for miles around, especially on human beings.
Drum plus bottle weighs about a hundred pounds, so it is
easily moveable. Those drums are called "bird-cages"
though Lord knows why: they don't look like any bird-cage
I've ever seen.'
Ryder said: 'How is this transported ?'
'Long distance by plane. Shorter hauls by common
carrier.'
'Common carrier ?'
'Any old truck you can lay your hands on/ Ferguson
sounded bitter.
'How many of those cages go in theaverage truck ship-
ment?'
'onThat hi-jacked San Diego truck carries twenty.'
'One hundred and forty pounds of the stuff. Right ?'
'Right.'
'A man could make himself a fair collection of nuclear
bombs from that lot. How many drums were actually taken ?'
'Twenty.'
'A full load for the van ?'
'Yes.'
'So they didn't touch your plutonium?'
'More bad news, I'm afraid. When they were being held
at gunpoint but before they were locked up some of thestaff
heard the sound of another engine. A diesel. Heavy. Could
have been big - no one saw it.' The telephone on his desk
rang. He reached for it and listened in silence except forthe
occasional 'who?', 'where?' and 'when?' He hung up.
'Still more bad news ?' Jablonsky asked.
'Don't see it makes any difference one way or another. The
hi-jacked van's been found. Empty, of course, except forthe
river and guard trussed up like turkeys in the back. They
say they were following a furniture van round a blindcorner
then it braked so sharply that they almost ran into it.Back
doors of the van opened and the driver and the guard
decided to stay just where they were.They say they didn't
feel like doing much else with two machine-guns and a
bazooka levelled six feet from their windscreen.'
'An understandable point of view,' Jablonsky said. 'Where
were they found?'
'In a quarry, up a disused side road. Couple of youngkids.'
'And the furniture van is still there ?'
'As you say, Sergeant. How did you know ?'
'Do you think they'd have transferred their cargo into an
identifiable van and driven off with it? They'd have asecond
plain van.' Ryder turned to Dr Jablonsky. 'As you were
about to say about this plutonium - '
'Interesting stuff and if you're a nuclear bomb-making
enthusiast it's far more suitable for making an atom bomb
than uranium although it would call for a greater deal
expertise. Probably call for the services of a nuclearphysicist.'
'A captive physicist would do as well '
'What do you mean?'
'They - the villains - took a couple of visiting physic
with them this afternoon. From San Diego and Los Angel
I believe they were..' .
'Professor Burnett and Dr Schmidt? That's a ludicrous
suggestion. I know both men well, intimately, you might say
They are men of probity, men of honour. They'd never
operate with the blackguards who stole this stuff.'
Ryder sighed. 'My regard for you is high, Doctor, so I
onlysay that you lead a very sheltered life. Men of principleare
Decent men?'
Our regard is mutual so I'll just content myself with say
ing that I don't have to repeat myself.'
'Men of compassion, no doubt?'
'Of course they are.'
'They took my wife, and a stenographer - '
'Julie Johnson.'
'Julie Johnson. When our hi-jacking thieves start feeding
those ladies through a meat grinder what do you think
going to win out - your friends' high principles or theircom
passion ?'
Jablonsky said nothing. He just lost a little colour.
Ferguson coughed in a sceptical fashion, which is a diff
cult thing to do, but in his line of business he'd had a lotof
practice. 'And I'd always thought you were devoid of imag
ination, Sergeant. That's stretching things a bit, surely.!
'Is it ? As security chief it's your job to vet everybody
applying for a job here. This stenographer, Julie. What'sher
background ?'
'Typist making a living. Shares a small flat, nothing fancy
with two other girls. Drives a beat-up Volkswagen. Parents
dead.'
'Not a millionairess doing the job for kicks ?'
'Kicks. No chance. A nice girl, but nothing special there.
Ryder looked at Jablonsky. 'So. A stenographer's pay
check. A sergeant's pay-check. A patrolman's pay-check.
maybe you think they're going to hold those ladies toransom
for a million dollars each? Maybe just to rest their eyeson
her a long day at the nuclear bench ?' Jablonsky said noth-
ing. 'The meat grinder. You were talking about this plu-
tonium.'
'God, man, have you no feelings ?'
'Time and a place for everything. Right now a little think-:
ing, a little knowledge might help more.'
I suppose.' Jablonsky spoke with the restrained effort of a
man whose head is trying to make his heart see sense.
plutonium - Plutonium 239, to be precise. Stuff that des-
troyed Nagasaki. Synthetic - doesn't exist in nature. Man-
made - we Californians had the privilege of creating it.Un-
believably toxic - a cobra's bite is a thing of joycompared
to it. If you had it in an aerosol in liquid form withfreon
under pressure - no one has as yet got around to figuring
out how to do this but they will, they will - you'd have an
indescribably lethal weapon on your hands. A couple of
squirts of this into a crowded auditorium, say, with acouple
of thousand people, and all you'd require would be a couple
of thousand coffins.
'It's the inevitable by-product of the fissioning ofuranium
in a nuclear reactor. The plutonium, you understand, is
still inside the uranium fuel rods. The rods are removedfrom
the reactor and chopped up - '
'Who does the chopping? Not a job I'd fancy myself.'
'I don't know whether you would or not. First chop and.
you'd be dead. Done by remote-controlled guillotines in a
place we call the "canyon". Nice little place withfive-foot
falls and fivefoot-thick windows. You wouldn't want to go
inside. The cuttings are dissolved in nitric acid thenwashed
with various reactive chemicals to separate the plutonium
from the uranium and other unwanted radioactive fission
products.'
'How's this plutonium stored ?'
'Plutonium nitrate, actually. About ten litres of it goes
into a stainless steel flask, about fifty inches high by fiveinches
diameter. That works out about two and a half kilograms of
pure plutonium. Those flasks are even more easily handled
than the uranium drums and quite safe if you're careful.'
'How much of this stuff do you require to make a bomb.
'No one knows for sure. It is believed that it istheoretically
possible although at the moment practically impossible to
make a nuclear device no bigger than a cigarette. The AEC
puts the trigger quantity at two kilograms. It's probablyan
over-estimate. But you could for sure, carry enough plu
tonium to make a nuclear bomb in a lady's purse.'
'I'll never look at a lady's purse with the same eyes again
So that's a bomb flask ?'
'Easily.'
'Is there much of this plutonium around ?'
'Too much. Private companies have stock-piled more plu
tonium than there is in all the nuclear bombs in the world.
Ryder lit a Gauloise while he assimilated this. 'You did
say what I thought you did say ?'
'Yes.'
'What are they goingto do with this stuff?'
'That's what the private companies would like to know.
The half-life of this plutonium is about twenty-sixthousand
years. Radio-actively, it'll still be lethal in a hundredthousand
years. Quite a legacy we're leaving to the unborn. If man-
kind is still around in a hundred thousand years, which no
scientist, economist, environmentalist or philosopher seri-
ously believes, can't you just see them cursing theirancestors
some three thousand generations removed ?'
'They'll have to handle that problem without, me. It's this
generation I'm concerned with. Is this the first timenuclear
fuel has been stolen from a plant ?'
'God, no. The first forced entry I know of, but others may
have been hushed up. We're touchy about those things, much
more touchy than the Europeans who admit to several
terrorist attacks on their reactor stations.'
'Tell the man straight out.' Ferguson sounded weary.
'Theft of plutonium goes on all the time. I know it, Dr
Jablonsky knows it. The Office of Nuclear Safeguards -
that's the watch-dog of the AEC - knows about it best ofall,
it comes over all coy when questioned, even although their
director did admit to a Congressional House energy sub-
committee that perhaps one half of one per cent of fuel was
unaccounted for. He didn't seem very worried about it.
after all, what's one half of one per cent, especially whenyou
say it quickly ? Just enough to make enough bombs to wipe
out the United States, that's all. The great trustingAmerican
public know nothing about it - what they don't know can't
frighten them. Do I sound rather bitter to you, Sergeant?'
'You do a bit. You have reason to ?'
'I have. One of the reasons I resented your securityreport,
there's not a security chief in the country that doesn'tfeel
bitter about it. We spend billions every year preventing
luclear war, hundreds of rnillions from preventingaccidents
at the reactor plants but only about eight millions onsecurity,
the probability of those occurrences are in the reverseorder.
the AEC say they have up to ten thousand people keeping
track of material. I would laugh if I didn't feel likecrying,
The fact of the matter is they only know where it is about
once a year. They come around, balance books, count cans,
take samples and feed the figures into some lucklesscomputer
that usually comes up with the wrong answers. Not the com-
puter's fault - not the inspector's. There's far too few ofthem
and the system is ungovernable anyway.
'The AEC, for instance, say that theft by employees, be-
cause of the elaborate built-in protection and detectionsys-
tems, is impossible. They say this in a loud voice forpublic
consumption. It's rubbish. Sample pipes lead off from the
plutonium run-off spigot from the canyon - for testing
strength, purity and so forth. Nothing easier than to run offa
little plutonium into a small flask. If you're not greedyand
take only a small amount occasionally the chances are that
you can get off with it almost indefinitely. If you cansuborn
two of the security guards - the one who monitors the TV
screens of the cameras in the sensitive areas and theperson
who controls the metal detector beam you pass through on
leaving - you can get off with it for ever.'
This has been done ?'
'The government doesn't believe in paying high salaries
for what is basically an unskilled job. Why do you think
there are so many corrupt and crooked cops ? If you don't
mind me saying so.'
'I don't mind. This is the only way? Stealing the stuff in
dribs and drabs. Hasn't been done on a large scale ?'
'Sure it has. Again, nobody's talking. As far backas
nineteen-sixty-four, when the Chinese exploded their first
nuclear bomb, it was taken for granted in this country that
the Chinese just didn't have the scientific 'know-how to
separate-out U-235 from natural uranium. Ergo, they must
have pinched it from somewhere. They wouldn't have
stolen it from Russia because Chinese, to say the least,are
not welcome there. But they're welcome here, especially
in California. In San Francisco you have the biggestChinese
community outside China. Their students are received with
open arms in Californian universities. It's no secret that
that's how the Chinese came to have the secrets of making
an atom bomb. Their students came across here, took a post-
graduate course in physics, including nuclear physics, then
high-tailed it back to the mother country with thenecessary
information.'
'You're digressing.'
'That's what bitterness does for you. Shortly after they
exploded their bomb it came to light, perhaps accidentally,
that sixty kilos of U-235 had disappeared from a nuclear
fuel fabricating plant in Appolo, Pennsylvania. Coincidence?
Nobody's accusing anybody of anything. The stuff's going
missing right and left. A security chief in the east oncetold
me that a hundred-and-ten kilos of U-235 somehow got lost
from his plant.' He broke off and shook his headdejectedly.
'The whole thing is so damned stupid anyway.'
'What's stupid ?'
'Pilfering a few grams at a time from a plant or breaking
into one to steal it on a grand scale. That's being stupid.It's
stupid because it's unnecessary. If you'd wanted aking-size
haul of U-235 or plutonium today what would you have done?'
'That's obvious. I'd have let the regular crew of thattruck
load up and hi-jack it on the way back.'
'Exactly. One or two plants send out their enriched nuclear
fuel in such massive steel and concrete drums - transported
in big fifteen-to-twenty-ton trucks - that the necessity fora
crane effectively rules out hi-jacking. Most don't. Wedon't.
A strong man on his own would have no difficulty inhandling
our drums. More than one nuclear scientist has publicly
suggested that we approach the Kremlin and contract the
Red Army for the job. That's the way the Russians do it - a
heavily armoured truck with an escort armoured vehicle in
front and behind.'
'Why don't we do that?'
'Not to be thought of. Same reason again - mustn't scare
the pants off the public. Bad for the nuclear image. Atoms
for peace, not war. In the whole fuel cycle transportation isby
so far the weakest link in security that it doesn't deserve tobe
called a link at all. The major road shippers - likePacific
Intermountain Express or Tri-State or MacCormack - are
painfully aware of this, and are worried sick about it. But
there's nothing their drivers can do. In the truckingbusiness
- many would prefer the word "racket" - theft and shortages
are the name of the game. It's the most corrupt andcriminal-
ridden business in the State but no one, especially thedrivers,
is going to say so out loud for all the world to hear. The
Teamsters are the most powerful and widely feared union in
the States. In Britain or Germany or France they would just
be outlawed, and that would be that; in Russia they'd end
up in Siberia. But not here. You don't buck or bad-mouth
the Teamsters - not if you place any value on your wife or
kids or pension, or, most of all, your own personal health.
'Every day an estimated two per cent of goods being trans-
portedby road in this country just go missing: the realfigure
is probably higher. The wise don't complain: in theminority
of cases where people do complain the insurers pay up
quietly, since their premiums are loaded against what they
regard as an occupational hazard. "Occupational" is the
keyword. Eighty-five per cent of thefts are by peopleinside
the trucking industry. Eighty-five per cent of hi-jackingsin-
volve collusion - which has to involve the truck-drivers,all,
of course, paid-up members of the Teamsters.'
'Has there ever been a case of a nuclear hi-jack on the
open road V
'Hi-jacks don't happen on the open road. Well, hardly
ever. They occur at transfer points and driver'sstop-overs.
Driver Jones visits the local locksmith and has a fresh setof
keys for ignition and cab doors cut and hands it over to
Smith. Next day he stops at a drivers' pull-up, carefullylocks
the door and goes - either himself or with his mate - forhis
hamburger and french fries or whatever. When he comes out,
he goes through the well-rehearsed routine of double-take,
calling to heaven for vengeance and hot-footing it to the
nearest phone box to call the cops, who know perfectly well
what is going on but are completely incapable of proving
anything. Those hi-jackings are rarely reported and passvir-
tually unnoticed because there are very rarely any crimesof
violence involved.'
Ryder was patient. 'I've been a cop all my life. I know
that. Nuclear hi-jack, I said.'
'I don't know.'
'You don't know or you aren't telling?'
'That's up to you to decide, Sergeant.'
'Yes. Thank you.' It was impossible for anyone to say
whether Ryder had decided anything or not. He turned to
Jablonksy.
'Okay, Doc, if we go and have a look at Susan's office?'
Jablonsky's voice was dry. 'Unusual of you, Sergeant, to
ask anybody's permission for anything.'
'That'sdownright unkind. Fact is, we haven't been offi-
cially assigned to this investigation.'
'I know that.' He looked at Jeff. This is hardly the stamp-
ing ground for a highway patrolman. Have you been ex-
pressly forbidden to come here ?'
'No.'
'Makes no difference. Heavens, man, in your place I'd
be worried to death. Search the whole damned building if
you want.' He paused briefly. 'I suggest I come with you.'
' "The whole damned building", as you call it, can be left
toParker and Davidson, who are already here, and the law-
men in their droves who will be here in any moment. Why
do you want to come with us to my wife's office ? I'venever
tampered with evidence in my life.'
'Who says you did ?' He looked at Jeff. 'You know your
father has a long-standing and well-justified reputationfor
taking the law into his own hands ?'
'One does hear rumours, I have to admit. So you'd be a
witness-stand guarantor for the good behaviour of one who
is in need of care and protection ?' It was the first timethat
Jeff had smiled since he'd heard of his mother'skidnapping.
Jablonsky said: 'First time I ever heard anyone mention
care and protection and Sergeant Ryder in the same breath.'
'Jeff could be right.' Ryder was unruffled. 'I am getting
on.'
Jablonsky smiled his total disbelief.
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The office door, slightly ajar, had four splintered holes
tightly grouped round the lock and handle. Ryder looked at
them with no reaction, pushed open the door and walked
inside. Sergeant Parrker stopped from what he was doing,
which was pushingscraps of paper around a desk-top with
the rubber tip of a pencil, and turned round. He was aburly,
pleasant-faced man in his late thirties who didn't look abit
like a cop - which was one reason why his arrest record
ranked second only to Ryder's.
'Been expecting you,' he said. 'One hell of a business,just
incredible.' He smiled as if to alleviate the tension which
Ryder didn't seem to be feeling at all. 'Come to take over,
have you, to show the incompetents how a professional goes
about it?'
'Just looking. I'm not on this and I'm sure old Fatso will
take great pleasure in keeping me off it.' 'Fatso' referredto
their far-from-revered police chief.
The sadistic blubber of lard would love to do just that.'
He ignored the slight frowrn of Dr Jablonsky who had never
had the privilege of making the police chief'sacquaintance.
'Why don't you and I break his neck some clay ?'
'Assuming he's got a neck inside that twenty-inch collar.'
Ryder looked at the bullet-ridden door. 'McCafferty - the
gate guard - told me there was no shooting. Termites?'
'Silencer.'
'Why the gun at all ?'
'Susan is why.' Parker was a family friend of longstanding.
'The villains had rounded up the staff and put them in the
room across the hallway there. Susan just happened to look
out of the door and saw them coming so she closed the door
and locked it '
'So they blasted it open. Maybe they thought she was
making a dive for the nearest telephone.'
'You made the security report.'
'That's so. I remember. Only Dr Jablonsky here and Mr
Ferguson were permitted direct lines to the outside. Allother
calls have to be cleared through the switchboard. They'd
have taken care of the girl there first. Maybe they thought
she was leaving through a window.'
'Not a chance. From all I've heard - I haven't had time
to take statements yet - those villains would have beenper-
fectly at home here with blindfolds on. They'd have known
there was no fire-escape outside. They'd have known that
every room is air-conditioned and that you can't very well
jump through plate-glass windows sealed like those are.'
'Then why ?'
'Maybe in a hurry. Maybe just the impatient type. At
least he gave warning. His words were: "Stand well to one
side, Mrs Ryder, I'm going to blast open that door".'
'Well, that seems to prove two things. The first is that
they'renot wanton killers. But I said "seem". A deadhostage
isn't much good as a bargaining counter or as a lever tomake
reluctant physicists bend to their task. Second, they knew
enough to be able to identify individual members of the
staff.'
'That they did.'
'They seem to have been very well informed.' Jeff tried to
speak calmly, to emulate the monolithic calm of his father,
but a rapidly beating pulse in his neck gave him away.
Ryder indicated the table-top strewn with scraps of torn
paper. 'Man of your age should be beyond jigsaws.'
'You know me: thorough, painstaking, the conscientious
detectivewho leaves no stone unturned.'
'You've got all the pieces the right way up, I'll say thatfor
you. Make anything of it?'
'No. You r
'No. Contents of Susan's waste-paper basket, I take it ?'
'Yes.' Parker looked at the tiny scraps in irritation. 'I
know secretaries and typists automatically tear up bits of
papers destined for the waste-paper basket. But did shehave
to be so damned thorough about it ?'
'You know Susan. Never does things by halves. Or quar-
ters. Or eighths.' He pushed some of the scraps around -
remnants of letters, carbons, some pieces of shorthand.'Six-
teenths, yes. Not halves.' He turned away. 'Any other clues
you haven't come up with ?'
'Nothing on her desk, nothing in her desk. She took her
handbag and umbrella with her.'
'How do you know she had an umbrella ?'
'I asked,' Parker said patiently. 'Nothing but this left.'
He picked up a framed and unflattering picture of Ryder,
replaced it on the desk and said a propos of nothing:
'Some people can function efficiently under any circum-
stances. And that's it, I'm afraid.'
DrJablonsky escorted them to the battered Peugeot. 'If
there's anything I can do, Sergeant - ' j
'Two things, as a matter of fact. Without letting Ferguson
know, can you get hold of the dossier on Carlton? You
know, the details of his past career, references, that sortof
thing.'
'Jesus, man, he's number two in security.'
'I know.'
'Any reason to suspect him ?'
'None. I'm just curious why they took him as hostage. A
senior security man is supposed to be tough andresourceful.
Not the kind of man I'd have around. His record may show
some reason why. Second thing, I'm still a pilgrim lost inthis
nuclear desert. If I need any more information can Icontact
you?'
'You know where my office is.'
'I may have to ask you to come to my place. Head office
can put a stop order against my coming here.'
'A cop ?'
'A cop, no. An ex-cop, yes.'
Jablonsky looked at him consideringly. 'Expecting to be
fired ? God knows, it's been threatened often enough.'
'It's an unjust world.'
On the way back to the station Jeff said: 'Three questions.
Why Carlton ?'
'Bad choice of hostage, like I said. Secondly, if thevillains
could identify your mother they could probably identify
anyone in the plant. No reason why they should beespecially
interested in our family. The best source of names andwork-
ing locations of the staff is in the security files. OnlyFerguson
and Carlton - and, of course, Dr Jablonsky - have access to
them.'
'Why kidnap him ?'
'To make it look good? I don't know. Maybe he wasn't
kidnapped. You heard what Ferguson said about the gov-
ernment not paying highly for unskilled jobs. Maybe greener
fields were beckoning.'
'Sergeant Ryder, you have an unpleasantly suspicious
imagination. What's more, you're no better than a common
thief.' Ryder drew placidly on his cigarette and remained
unmoved. 'You told Jablonskyyou never tampered with
evidence. I saw you palm pieces of paper from the table
where Sergeant Parker was trying to sort them out.'
'Suspicious minds would seem to run in this family,' Ryder
said mildly. 'I didn't tamper with evidence. I took it. If itis
evidence, that is.'
'Why did you take it if you don't know?'
'You saw what I took?'
'Didn't look much to me. Squiggles, doodles.'
'Shorthand, you clown. Notice anything about the cut of
Jablonsky's coat ?'
'First thing any cop would notice. He should have his coat
cut looser to conceal the bulge of his gun.'
'It's not a gun. It's a cassette recorder. Jablonskydictates
all his letters and memos into that, wherever he is in the
plant, as usually as not when he's walking around.'
'So?'Jeff thought for a bit then looked properly chagrined.
'Guess I'll just stick to my trusty two-wheeler and handing
out tickets to traffic violators. That way my lack of atower-
ing intelligence doesn't show up so much. No shorthand
required, is that it?'
'I would have thought so.'
'But why tear it up into little bits - '
'Just goes to show that you can't believe half the expert
who say that intelligence is hereditary.' Ryder puffed onhis
cigarette with just a hint of complacency. 'Think I would
have married someone who panicked and lacked resource
'Like she runs from a room when she sees a spider? any
message ?'
'I would think. Know anyone who knows shorthand ?'
'Sure. Marge.'
'Who's Marge ?'
'God damnit, Dad, your god-daughter. Ted's wife.'
'Ah. Your fellow easy rider on the lonely trails of the
freeways ? Marjory, you mean ? Ask them around for a drink
when we get home.' I
'What did you mean back thereby saying to Jablonsky
that you expected to be fired ?' I
'He said it, not me. Let's say I sense premature retirement
coming up. I have a feeling that Chief Donahure and I
aren't going to be seeing very much eye to eye in a few
minutes' time.' Even the newest rookie in the police force
knew of the Chief of Police's enmity towards Ryder, afeeling
exceeded only by the massive contempt in which Ryder held
his superior.
Jeff said: 'He doesn't much like me either.' ]
'That's a fact.' Ryder smiled reminiscently. Some time
before her divorce from the Chief of Police, Jeff hadhanded
out a speeding ticket to Mrs Donahure, although he had
known perfectly well who she was. Donahure had first of all
asked Jeff, then demanded of him that he tear up the book-
ing. Jeff had refused, as Donahure must have known he
would in advance. The Californian Highway Patrol had the
reputation, of which it was justifiably proud, of beingperhaps
the only police force in the Union that was wholly above
corruption. Not too long ago a patrolman had handed out a
speeding ticket to the Governor. The Governor had written a
letter of commendation to police headquarters - but hestill
had to pay up.
sergeant Dickson was still behind his desk. He said:
'Where have you two been?'
'Detecting/ Ryder said. 'Why?'
'The brass have been trying to reach you at San Ruffino.'
He lifted a phone. 'Sergeant Ryder and Patrolman Ryder,
lieu tenant. They've just come in.' He listened briefly and
hung up. 'The pleasure of your company, gentlemen.'
'Who's with him ?'
'Major Dunne.' Dunne was the area head of the FBI.
plus a Dr Durrer from Erda or something.'
'Capitals,'Ryder said. 'E-R-D-A. Energy Research and
Development Administration. I know him.'
'And, of course, your soul-mate.'
Four men were seated in Mahler's office. Mahler, behind
the desk, was wearing his official face to conceal his un-
happiness. Two men sat in chairs - Dr Durrer, an owlish-
looking individual with bottle-glass pince-nez that gavehis
eyes the appearance of those of a startled fawn, and Major
Dunne, lean, greying, intelligent, with the smiling eyes of
one who didn't find too much in life to smile about. The
standing figure was Donahure, Chief of Police. Although he
wasn't very tall his massive pear-shaped body took up a
disproportionate amount of space. The layers of fat above
and below his eyes left little space for the eyes themselves:he
had in addition a fleshy nose, fleshy lips and a formidable
array of chins. He was eyeing Ryder with distaste.
'Case all sewn up, I suppose, Sergeant?'
Ryder ignored him. He said to Mahler: 'You sent for us ?'
Donahure's face had turned an instant purple. T was
speaking to you, Ryder. I sent for you. Where the hell have
you been?'
'You just used the word "case". And you've been phoning
San Ruffino. If we must have questions do they have to be
stupid ones ?'
'My God,Ryder, there's no man talks to me -'
'Please.' Dunne's voice was calm, quiet but incisive. Td
be glad if you gentlemen would leave your bickering for
I another time. Sergeant Ryder, Patrolman, I've heard about
Mrs Ryder and I'm damned sorry. Find anything interestin
up there ?'
'No,' Ryder said. Jeff kept his eyes carefully averted.'And
I don't think anyone will. Too clean a job, tooprofessional.
No violence offered. The only established fact is that the
bandits made off with enough weapons-grade material to
blow up half the State.'
'How much ?' Dr Durrer said.
'Twenty drums of U-Two-Three-Five and plutonium;
don't know how much. A truck-load, I should think,
second truck arrived after they had taken over thebuilding.'
'Dear, dear.' Durrer looked and sounded depressed.
'Inevitably, the threats come next.'
Ryder said: 'You get many threats ?'
'I wouldn't bother answering that,' Donahure said. 'Ryder
has no official standing in this case.' j
'Dear, dear,' Durrer said again. He removed his pince-nez
and regarded Donahure with eyes that weren't owlish at all.
'Are you curtailing my freedom of speech ?' Donahure was
clearly taken aback and looked at Dunne but found no sup-
port in the coldlysmiling eyes. Durrer returned hisattention
to Ryder. 'We get threats. It is the policy of the State of
California not to disclose how many, which is really arather
stupid policy as it is known - the figures have been pub-
lished and are in the public domain - that some two hun-
dred and twenty threats have been made against Federal and
commercial facilities since nine teen-sixty-nine. Hepaused,
as if expectantly, and Ryder accommodated him.
'That's a lot of threats.' He appeared oblivious of thefact
that the most immediate threat was an apopletic one:
Donahure was clenching and unclenching his fists and his
complexion was shading into an odd tinge of puce.
'It is indeed. All of them, so far, have proved to behoaxes.
But some day the threat may prove to be real - that is,either
the Government or private industry may have to pay up or
suffer the effects of a nuclear detonation or nuclearradiation.
We list six types of threat - two as highly improbable,four
reasonably credible. The highly improbable are the detona-
tion of a home-made bomb made from stolen weapons-grade
materials or the detonation of a ready-made nuclear bomb
stolen from a military ordnance depot: the credible are the
dispersion of radio-active material other than plutonium,the
release of hi-jacked radio-active materials from a spentfuel
shipment, the detonation of a conventional high explosive
salted with strontium-ninety, krypton-eighty-five, cesium-
one-three-seven or even plutonium itself, or simply by the
release of plutonium for contamination purposes.'
'From the business-like way those criminals behaved in
San Ruffino it might be that they mean business.'
'The time has to come - we know that. This may be the
time we receive a threat that really is a threat. We havemade
preparations, formulated in nineteen-seventy-five. "Nuclear
Blackmail Emergency Response Plan for the State of Cali-
fornia", it's called. The FBI have the overall control ofthe
investigation. They can call on as many Federal, State and
local agencies as they wish - including, of course, thepolice.
They can call on nuclear experts from such places as Donner
in Berkeley and Lawrence at Livermore. Search and decon-
tamination teams and medical teams, headed by doctors
who specialize in radiology, are immediately available asis
the Air Force to carry those teams anywhere in the State.
We at ERDA have the responsibility of assessing thevalidity
of the threat.'
'How's that done ?'
'Primarily on checking with the government's computer-
ized system that determines very quickly if unexpected
amounts of fissionable material is missing.'
'Well, Dr Durrer, in this case we know already how much
is missing so we don't have to ask the computers. Just aswell;
I believe the computers are useless anyway.'
For the second time Durrer removed his pince-nez. 'Who
told you this ?'
Ryder looked vague. T don't remember. It was some time
ago.'Jeff kept his smile under covers. Sure, it was sometime
ago. It must have been almost half an hour since Ferguson
had told him. Durrer looked at him thoughtfully thenclearly
decided there was no point in pursuing the subject. Ryder
went on, addressing himself to Mahler. 'I'd like to be
assigned to this investigation. I'd look forward to working
under Major Dunne.'
Donahure smiled, not exactly an evil smile, just that of a
man savouring the passing moment. His complexion had
reverted to its customary mottled red. He said: 'No way.'
Ryder looked at him. His expression wasn't encouraging.
'I have a very personal interest in this. Forgotten?'
'There'llbe no discussion, Sergeant. As a policeman, you
take orders from only one person in this county and that's
me.'
'As a policeman.' Donahure looked at him in sudden un-
certainty.
Dunne said: 'I'd appreciate having Sergeant Ryder work-
ing with me. Your most experienced man and your best in
Intelligence - and with the best arrest record in the county-
any county, come to that.'
'That's his trouble. Arrest-happy. Trigger-happy. Violent.
Unstable if he was emotionally involved, as he would be in
a case like this.' Donahure tried to assume the expressionof
pious respectability but he was attempting the impossible.
'Can't have the good name of my force brought into dis-
repute.'
'Jesus!' It was Ryder's only comment.
Dunne was mildly persistent. 'I'd still like to have him.'
'No. And with respects, I needn't remind you that the
authority of the FBI stops on the other side of that door.It's
for your own sake, Major Dunne. He's a dangerous man to
have around in a delicate situation like this.'
'Kidnapping innocent women is delicate?' Durrer's dry
voice made it apparent that he regarded Donahure as some-
thing less than a towering intelUgence. 'You might tell us
how you arrive at that conclusion ?'
'Yes, how about that, Chief?' Jeff could restrain himself
no longer; he was visibly trembling with anger. Ryder ob-
served him in mild surprise but said nothing. 'My mother,
Chief.And my father. Dangerous? Arrest-happy ? Both of
those things - but only to you, Chief, only to you. Myfather's
trouble is that he goes around arresting all the wrongpeople
pimps, drug-pushers, crooked politicians, honest, public-
spirited members of the Mafia, respected business-men who
are no better than scofflaws, even - isn't it sad? -corrupt
cops. Consult his record, Chief. The only time his arrests
have failed to secure either a conviction or a probationorder
as when he came up against Judge Kendrick. You remem-
ber Judge Kendrick, don't you, Chief? Your frequent house-
guest who pocketed twenty-five thousand dollars from your
buddies in City Hall and finished up with penitentiary.Five
years. There were quite a lot of people who were lucky notto
join him behind bars, weren't there, Chief?'
Donahure made an indeterminate sound as if he were
suffering from some constriction of the vocal chords. Hisfists
were clenching and unclenching again and his complexion
was still changing colour - only now with the speed and
unpredictability of a chameleon crawling over tartan.
Dunne said: 'You put him there, Sergeant?'
'Somebody had to. Old Fatso here had all the evidence
but wouldn't use it. Can't blame a man for notincriminating
himself.' Donahure made the same strangled noise. Ryder
took something from his coat pocket and held it hidden,
glancing quizzically at his son.
Jeff was calm now. He said to Donahure: 'You've also
slandered my father in front of witnesses.' He looked at
Ryder. 'Going to raise an action ? Or just leave him alone
with his conscience ?'
'His what ?'
'You'll never make a cop.'Jeff sounded almost sad. 'There
are all those finer points that you've never mastered, like
bribery,corruption, kick-backs and having a couple of bank
accounts under false names.' He looked at Donahure. 'It's
true, isn't it, Chief? Some people have lots of accountsunder
false names ?'
'You insolent young bastard.' Donahure had his vocal
chords working again, but only just. He tried to smile.
'Kinda forgotten who you're talking to, haven't you ?'
'Sorry to deprive you of the pleasure, Chief.'Jeff laid gun
and badge on Mahler's table and looked at his father in no
surprise as Ryder placed a second badge on the table.
Donahure said hoarsely: 'Your gun.'
'It's mine, not police property. Anyway, I've others at
home. All the licences you want,'Ryder said.
'I can have those revoked tomorrow, copper.' The vicious
ness of his tone matched the expression on his face.
'I'm not a copper.' Ryder lit a Gauloise and drew on it
with obvious satisfaction.
Tut that damned cigarette out!'
'You heard. I'm not a copper. Not any more. I'm just a
member of the public. The police are servants of the public
I don't care to have my servants talk to me that way.Revoke
my licences ? You do just that and you'll have a photostatof
a private dossier I have, complete with photostats ofsigned
affidavits. Then you'll revoke the order revoking mylicences.
'What the devil's that meant to mean ?'
'Just that the original of the dossier should make ve
interesting reading up in Sacramento.'
'You're bluffing.' The contempt in Donahure's voice
would have carried more conviction if he hadn't licked his
lips immediately afterwards.
'Could be.' Ryder contemplated a smoke-ring with a
mildly surprised interest.
'I'm warning you, Ryder.' Donahure's voice was shaking
and it could have been something else other than anger.'Get
in the way of this investigation and I'll have you lockedup
for interfering with the course of justice.'
'It's just as well you know me, Donahure. I don't have to
threaten you. Besides, it gives me no pleasure to see fatblobs
of lard shaking with fear.'
Donahure dropped his hand to his gun. Ryder slowly un-
buttoned his jacket and pushed it back to put a hand on
each hip. His .38 was in full view but his hands were clearof
it.
Donahure said to Lieutenant Mahler: 'Arrest this man.'
Dunne spoke in cold contempt. 'Don't be more of a fool
than you can help, Donahure, and don't put your lieutenant
in an impossible position. Arrest him on what grounds, for
heaven's sake ?'
Ryder buttoned his jacket, turned and left the office, Jeff
close behind him. They were about to climb into the Peugeot
then Dunne caught up with them.
'Was that wise?'
Ryder shrugged. 'Inevitable.'
'He's a dangerous man, Ryder.Not face to face, we all
know that. Different when your back's turned. He has power-
ful friends.'
'I know his friends. A contemptible bunch, like himself,
half of them should be behind bars.'
'Still doesn't make them any less dangerous on a moonless
night. You're going ahead with this, of course?'
'My wife, in case you have forgotten. Think we're going
to leave her to that fat slob's tender care ?'
'What happens if he comes up against you ?'
Jeff said: 'Don't tempt my father withsuch pleasant
thoughts.'
'Suppose I shouldn't. I said I'd like you to work with me,
Ryder. You, too, if you wish, young man. Offer stands. Al-
ways room for enterprising and ambitious young men in the
FBI'
'Thanks. We'll think it over. If we need help or advice can
we contact you ?'
Dunne looked at them consideringly then nodded. 'Sure.
You have my number. Well, you have the option. I don't.
Like it or not I've got to work with that fat slob as youso
accurately call him. Carries a lot of political clout inthe
valley.' He shook hands with the two men. 'Mind your
backs.'
In the car, Jeff said: 'Going to consider his offer ?'
'Hell, no. That would be leaving the frying-pan for the
fire. Not that Sassoon - he's the Cahfornian head of theFBI
- isn't honest. He is. But he's too strict, goes by the bookall
the time and frowns on free enterprise. Wouldn't want that-
would we?'
Marjory Hohner, a brown-haired girl who looked too young
to be married, sat beside her uniformed GHP husband and
studied the scraps of paper she had arranged on the tablein
front of her. Ryder said: 'Come on, god-daughter. A bright
young girl like you - '
She lifted her head and smiled. 'Easy. I suppose it will
make sense to you. It says: "Look at back of your photo-
graph".'
Thank you, Marjory.' Ryder reached for the phone and
made two calls.
Ryder and his son had just finished the re-heated contents
of the casserole Susan had left in the oven when DrJablonsky
arrived an hour after the departure of the Hohners, brief-
case in hand. Without expression or inflection of voice he
said: 'You must be psychic. The word's out that you've been
fired. You and Jeff here.'
'Not at all.' Ryder assumed an aloof dignity. 'We retired.
Voluntarily. But only temporarily, of course.'
'You did say "temporarily" ?'
'That's what I said. For the moment it doesn't suit me to
be a cop. Restricts my spheres of activities.'
Jeff said: 'You didsay temporarily ?'
'Sure. Back to work when this blows over. I've a wife to
support.'
'But Donahure -'
'Don't worry about Donahure. Let Donahure worry about
himself. Drink, Doctor?'
'Scotch, if you have it.' Ryder went behind the small wet
bar and Pulled back a sliding door to reveal an impressive
array of different bottles. Jablonsky said: 'You have it.'
'Beer for me. That's for my friends. Lasts a long time,' he
added inconsequentially.
Jablonsky took a folder from his briefcase.'This is thefile
you wanted. Wasn't easy. Ferguson's like a cat on a hot tin
roof. Jumpy.'
'Ferguson's straight.'
'I know he is. This is a photostat. I didn't want Ferguson
or the FBI to find out that the original dossier ismissing.'
'Why's Ferguson so jumpy ?'
'Hard to say. But he's being evasive, uncommunicative.
Maybe he feels his job is in danger since his securitydefences,,
were so easily breached. Running scared, a litlle. I think we-
all are in the past few hours. Even goes for me.' He looked
gloomy. 'I'm even worried that my presence here' - he
smiled to rob his words of offence - 'consorting with anex-
cop might be noted.'
'You're too late. It has been noted.'
. Jablonsky stopped smiling. 'What ?'
'There's a closed van about fifty yards down the road on
the other side. No driver in the cab - he's inside the vanlook-
ing through a one-way window.'
Jeff rose quickly and moved to a window. He said: 'How
long has he been there ?'
'A few minutes. He arrived just as Dr Jablonsky did. Too
late for me to do anything about it then.' Ryder thought
briefly then said: 'I don't much care to have thosesnoopers
round my house. Go to my gun cupboard and take what you
want. You'll find a few old police badges there, too.'
'He'll know I'm no longer a cop.' J
'Sure he will. Think he'd dare say so and put the finger
on Donahure ?'
'Hardly. What do you want me to do? Shoot him?'
'It's a tempting thought, but no. Smash his window open
with the butt of your gun and tell him to open up. His nameis
Raminoff and he looks a bit like a weasel, which he is. He
carries a gun. Donahure reckons he's his top undercoverman.
I've had tabs on him for years. He's not a cop - he's acrim-
inal with several sentences behind him. You'll find apolice-
band radio transmitter. Ask him for his licence. He won't
have one. Ask him for his police identification. He won'thave
that either. Make the usual threatening noises and tell him
to push off.'
Jeff smiled widely. 'Retirement has its compensations.'
Jablonsky looked after him doubtfully. 'You sure got a lot
of faith in that boy, Sergeant.'
'Jeff can look after himself,' Ryder said comfortably. 'Now
Doctor, I hope you're not going to be evasive about telling
me why Ferguson was being evasive.' 1
'Why should I?' He looked glum. 'Seeing tnai I'm a
marked man anyway.'
'He was evasive with me?'
'Yes.I feel more upset about your wife than you realize
I think you have the right to know anything that can help
you.'
'And I think that deserves another drink.' It was a meas
ure of Jablonsky's preoccupation that he'd emptied hisglass
without being aware of it. Ryder went to the bar and re-
turned. 'What didn't he tell me?'
'You asked him if any nuclear material had been hi-jacked,
He said he didn't know. Fact is, he knows far too muchabout
it to be willing to talk about it. Take the recent Hematite
Hangover business, so-called, I imagine, because it's given
a headache to everybody in nuclear security. Hematite is in
Missouri and is run by Gulf United Nuclear. They may have
anything up to a thousand kilograms of U-235 on thepremises
at any given time. This comes to them, bottled, in the form
of UF-Six, from Porbmouth, Ohio. This is converted into
U-235 oxide. Much of this stuff, fully enriched and top
weapons-grade material, goes from Hematite to Kansas City
by truck, thence to Los Angeles as air cargo then is again
trucked a hundred and twenty miles down the freeways to
General Atomic in San Diego. Three wide-open transits. Do
you want the horrifying details?'
'I can imagine them. Why Ferguson's secretiveness?'
'No reason really. All security men are professional clams.
There's literally tons of the damned stuff missing. That'sno
secret. The knowledge is in public domain.'
'According to Dr Durrer of ERDA - I spoke to him this
evening - the government's computer system can tell you in
nothing flat if any significant amount of weapons-grade
material is missing.'
Jablonsky scowled, a scowl which he removed by fortifying
himself with some more Scotch. 'I wonder what he calls
significant. Ten tons ? Just enough to make a few hundred
atom bombs, that's all. Dr Durrer is either talking througha
hole in his hat, which, knowing him as I do, is extremely
unlikely, or he was just being coy. ERDA have beensuffering
from very sensitive feelings since the GAO gave them ablack
eye in, let me see, I think it was in July of '76.'
'GAO ?'
'General Accounting Office.' Jablonsky broke off as Jeff
entered and deposited some material on a table. He looked
very pleased with himself.
'He's gone. Heading for the nearest swamp I should
imagine.' He indicated his haul 'One police radio: he'd no
licence for it so I couldn't let him keep that, could I?One
gun: clearly a criminal type so I couldn't let him keepthat
either, could I ? One driving licence: identification in lieuof
police authorization which he didn't seem to have. And one
pair of Zeiss binoculars stamped 'LAPD': he couldn't recall
where he got that from and swore blind that he didn't
know that the initials stood for Los Angeles Police Depart-
ment.'
'I've always wanted one of those,' Ryder said. Jablonsky
growned in heavy disapproval but removed that in the same
way as he had removed his scowl.
'I also wrote down his licence plate number, opened the
hood and took down the engine and chassisnumbers. I told
him that all the numbers and confiscated articles would be
delivered to the station tonight.'
Ryder said: 'You know what you've done, don't you?
You've gone and upset Chief Donahure. Or he's going to be
upset any minute now.' He looked wistful. 'I wish we had a
tap on his private line. He's going to have to replace the
equipment, which will hurt him enough but not half as much
as replacing that van is going to hurt him.'
Jablonsky said: 'Why should he have to replacethe van ?'
'It's hot. If Raminoff were caught with that van he'd get
laryngitis singing at the top of his voice to implicateDpna-
hure. He's the kind of trusty henchman that Donahure
surrounds himself with.'
'Donahure could block the enquiry.'
'No chance. John Aaron, the Editor of the Examiner, had
been campaigning for years against police corruption in
general and Chief Donahure in particular. A letter to the
editor asking why Donahure failed to act on information
received would be transferred from the readers' page topage
one. The swamp, you say, Jeff? Me, I'd go for Cypress Bluff
Two hundred feet sheer into the Pacific, then sixty feet of
water. Ocean bed's littered with cars past their best.Anyway
I want you to take your own car and go up there and dropall
this confiscated stuff and the rest of those old police badgesto
join the rest of the ironmongery down there.'
Jeff pursed his lips. 'You don't think that old goat would
have the nerve to come around here with a search warrant ?'
'Sure I do. Trump up any old reason - he's done it often
enough before.'
Jeff said, wooden-faced: 'He might even invent some
charge about tampering with evidence at the reactor
plant?'
'Man's capable of anything.'
'There's some people you just can't faze.' Jeff left tofetch
his car.
Jabloiisky said: 'What was that meant to mean?'
'Today's generation? Who can tell? You mentioned the
GAO. What about the GAO ?'
'Ah, yes. They produced a report on the loss of nuclear
material for a government department with the memorable
name of the "House Small Business Subcoi% ittee on Energy
and Environment". The report was and is classified. The
Subcommittee made a summary of the report and declassi-
fied it. The GAO would appear to have a low opinionof
ERDA. Says it doesn't know its job. Claims that there are
literally tons of nuclear material - number of tonsunspeci-
fied - missing from the thirty-four uranium and plutonium
processing plants in the country. GAO say they seriously
question ERDA's accountability procedures, and that they
haven't really a clue as to whether stuff is missing ornot.'
'Dr Durrer wouldn't have liked that.'
'ERDA were hopping. They said there was - and I know it
to be true - up to sixty miles of piping in the processing
system of any given plants, and if you multiply that by
thirty-four you have a couple of thousand miles of piping,
land there could be a great deal of nuclear material stuckin
those pipes. GAO completely agreed but rather spoiled
things by pointing out that there was no way in which the
contents of those two thousand miles could be checked.'
Jablonsky peered gloomily at the base of his empty glass.
Ryder rose obligingly and when he returned Jablonsky said
accusingly but without heat: 'Trying to loosen my tongue,is
that it?'
'What else ? What did ERDA say ?'
'Practically nothing. They'd even less to say shortly
afterwards when the Nuclear Regulatory Commission com-
pounded that attack on them. They said in effect twothings:
that practically any plant in the country could be taken bya
handful of armed and determined men and that the theft-
detection systems were defective.'
'You believe this?'
'No silly questions, please - especially not after what
happened today.'
'So there could be tens of tons of the stuff cached around
the country?'
T could be quoted on my answer?'
'Now it's your turn for silly questions.'
Jablonsky sighed. 'What the hell. It's eminently possible
and more than probable. Why are you asking those ques-
tions, Sergeant ?'
'One moreand I'll tell you. Could you make an atom
bomb?'
'Sure. Any competent scientist - he doesn't have to be a
nuclear physicist - could. Thousands of them. School of
thought that says that no one could make an atomic bomb
without retracing the Manhattan project - that extremely
long, enormously complicated and billion-dollar programme
that led to the invention of the atom bomb in World War
Two. Rubbish. The information is freely available. Write to
the Atomic Energy Commission, enclosethree dollars and
they'll be glad to let you have a copy of the Los AlamosPrimer
which details the mathematical fundaments of fission bombs.
A bit more expensive is the book called Manhattan District
History, Project Y, the Los Alamos Project. For this you haveto
approach the Office of Technical Services of the US Depart-
ment of Commerce, who will be delighted to let you have a
copy by return post. Tells you all about it. Mostimportantly,
it tells you of all the problems that arose in the buildingof
the first atomic bomb and how they were overcome. Stirring
stuff. Any amount of works in public print - just consult
your local library - that consist of what used to be the
supersecret information. All else failing, the Encyclopedia
Americana will probably tell any intelligent person as much
as he needs to know/
'We have a very helpful government.'
'Very. Once the Russians had started exploding atom
bombs they reckoned the need for secrecy was past. What
they didn't reckon onwas that some patriotic citizen or
citizens would up and use this knowledge against them.' He
sighed. 'It would be easy to call the government of the day
a bunch of clowns but they lacked the gift of Nostradamus:
"hindsight makes us all wise".'
'Hydrogen bombs ?'
'A nuclear physicist for that.' He paused then went on
with some bitterness: 'Provided, that is, he's fourteenyears
of age or over.'
'Explain.'
'Back in nineteen-seventy there was an attempted nuclear
blackmail of a city in Florida. Police tried to hush it up butit
came out all the same. Give me a million dollars and a safe
conduct out of America or I'll blast your city out ofexistence,
the blackmailer said. Next day came the same threat, this
time accompanied by a diagram of a hydrogen bomb - a
cylinder filled with lithium hydride wrapped in cobalt,with
an implosion system at one end.'
'That how they make a hydrogen bomb ?'
'I wouldn't know.'
'Isn't that sad ? And you a nuclear physicist. They nailed
the blackmailer?'
'Yes. A fourteen-year-old boy.'
'It's an advance on fireworks.' For almost a minute Ryder
gazed into the far distance, which appeared to be locatedin
the region of his toe-caps, through a drifting cloud ofblue-
grey smoke, then said:
'It's a come-on. A con-job. A gambit. A phoney. Don't you
agree ?'
Jablonsky was guarded. 'I might. If, that is to say, I had
the faintest idea what you were talking about.'
'Will this theft of the uranium and plutonium be made
public?'
Jablonsky gave an exaggerated shrug. 'No, sir. Not if we
can help it. Mustn't give the shivers to the great American
public'
'not if you can help it. I'll take long odds that thebandits
won't be so bashful and that the story will have bannerhead-
lines in every paper in the State tomorrow. Not to mention
the rest of the country. It smells, Doc. The peopleresponsible
are obviously experts and must have known that the easiest
way to get weapons-grade material is to hi-jack a shipment.
With all that stuff already missing it's long odds thatthey've
got more than enough than they need already. And you know
as well as I do that three nuclear physicists in the Statehave
just vanished in the past couple of months. Would you care
to guess who their captors were?'
'I don't think so - I mean, I don't think I have to.'
'I didn't think so. You could have saved me all this think-
ing - I prefer to avoid it where possible. Let's assumethey
already had the fuel. Let's assume they already had the
physicists to make the nuclear devices, quite possibly even
hydrogen explosives. Let's even assume that they have al-
ready got one of those devices - and why stop at one ? -
manufactured and tucked away at some safe place.'
Jablonsky looked unhappy. 'It's not an assumption I care
to assume.'
'I can understand that. But if something's there wishing it
wasn't won't make it go away. Some time back you des
cribed somethingas being eminently possible and more than
probable. Would you describe this assumption in the same
words ?'
Jablonsky thought for some moments then said: 'Yes.'
'So. A smoke-screen. They didn't really need the fuel or
the physicists or the hostages. Why did they take something
they didn't need ? Because they needed them.'
'That makes a lot of sense.'
Ryder was patient. 'They didn't need them to making
bombs. I would think they needed them for three other
reasons. The first wouldbe to obtain maximum publicity, to
convince people that they had means to make bombs
meant business. The second is to lull us into the beliefthat
we have time to deal with the threat. I mean, you can
make a nuclear bomb in a day or a week, can you ?'
'No.'
'So. We have breathing space. Only we haven't.'
'Getting the hang of your double-talk takes time. If our
assumption is correct, we haven't.'
'And the third thing is to create the proper climate
terror. People don't behave rationally when they're scare
out of their wits, do they? Behaviour becomes no longer
predictable. You don't think, you just react.'
'And wheredoes all this lead us?'
'That's as far as my thinking goes. How the hell should
know?'
Jablonsky peered into his Scotch and found no inspiration
there. He sighed again and said: 'The only thing that make
sense out of all of this is that it accounts for yourbehaviour
'Something odd about my behaviour ?'
'That's the point. There should be. Or there should have
been. Worried stiff about Susan. But if you're right inyour
thinking - well, I understand.'
'I'm afraid you don't. If I'm right in what you so kindly
call "my thinking" she's in greater danger than she would
have been if we'd accepted the facts at their face value. Ifthe
bandits are the kind of people that I think they are then
they're not to be judged on ordinary standards. They're
mavericks. They're power-mad, megalomaniacs if you like,
people who will stop at nothing, people who will go all the
way in ruthlessness, especially when thwarted or shovedinto
a corner.'
Jablonsky digested this for some time then said: 'Then you
ought to look worried.'
'That would help a lot.' The door bell rang. Ryder rose
and went to the lobby. Sergeant Parker, a bachelor who
looked on Ryder's house as a second home, had already let
himself in. He, like Jablonsky, was carrying a briefcase:
unlike Jablonsky, he looked cheerful. '
'Evening. Shouldn't be associating with a fired cop, but in
the sacred name of friendship - '
'I resigned.'
'Comesto the same thing. Leaves the way clear for me to
assume the mantle of the most detested and feared cop in
own. Look on the bright side. After thirty years ofterrifying
the local populace you deserve a break.' He followed Ryder
into the living-room. 'Ah! Dr Jablonsky. I didn't expect to
find you here.'
'I didn't expect to be here.'
'Lift up your spirits, Doc. Consorting with disgraced cops
is not a statutory crime.' He looked accusingly at Ryder.
Speaking of lifting - or lifting up spirits - this man's glassis
almost empty. London gin for me.' A year on an exchange
visit to Scotland Yard had left Parker with the profound
conviction that American gin hadn't advanced since
prohibition days and was still made in bath-tubs.
'Thanks to remind me.' Ryder looked at Jablonsky. 'He's
only consumed about a couple of hundred crates of the-stuff
here in the past fourteen years. Give or take a crate.'
Parker smiled, delved into his briefcase and came up with
Ryder's photograph. 'Sorry to be so latewith this. Had togo
back and report to our fat friend. Seemed to be recovering
from some sort of heart attack. Less interested in myreport
than in discussing you freely and at some length. Poor man
was very upset so I congratulated him on his character
analysis. This picture has some importance ?'
'I hope so. What makes you think so?'
'You asked for it. And it seems Susan was going to take it
with her then changed her mind. Seems she took it with her
into the room where they were all locked up. Told the guard
she felt sick. Guard checked the wash-room - for windows
and telephone, I should imagine - then let herin. She came
out in a few minutes looking, so I'm told, deathly pale.'
'Morning Dawn,' Ryder said.
'What's that ?'
'Face-powder she uses.'
'Ah! Then - peace to the libbers - she exercised a woman's
privilege of changing her mind and changed her mind about
taking the picture with her.'
'Have you opened it up ?'
'I'm a virtuous honest cop and I wouldn't dream - '
'Stop dreaming.'
Parker eased off the six spring-loaded clips at the back,
removed the rectangle of white cardboardand peered with
interest at the back of Ryder's photograph. 'A clue, by
heavens, a clue! I see the word "Mono." The rest, I'm
afraid, is in shorthand.'
'Figures. She'd be in a hurry.' Ryder crossed to the phone,
dialled then hung up in about thirty seconds. 'Damn! She's
not there.'
'Who?'
'My shorthand translator, Marjory. She and Ted have
gone to eat, drink, dance, to a show or whatever. I've no
idea what they do in the evenings or where the young hang
out these days.Jeff will know. We'll just have to wait tillhe
returns.'
'Where is your fellow ex-cop ?'
'Up on Cypress Bluff throwing some of Chief Donahure's
most treasured possessions into the Pacific'
'Not Chief Donahure himself? Pity. I'm listening.'
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America, like England, has much more than its fair share of
those people in the world who choose not to conform to the
status quo. They are the individualists who pursue theirown
paths, their own beliefs, their own foibles and what are
commonly regarded as their own irrational peculiaritieswith
a splendid disregard, leavened only with a modicum of
kindly pity and sorrow and benign resignation, for those
unfortunates who are not as they, the. hordes of faceless
conformists amongst whom they are forced to move and have
their being. Some few of those individualists, confined
principally to those who pursue the more esoteric forms of
religions of their own inventions, try sporadically to leadthe
more gullible of the unenlightened along the road thatleads
to ultimate revelation: but basically, however, they regard
the unfortunate conformists as being sadly beyond redemp-
tion and are resigned to leaving them to wallow in the
troughs of their ignorance while they follow the meandering
highways and byways of their own chosen life-style,oblivious
of the paralleling motorways that carry the vast majorityof
blinkered mankind. They are commonly known as eccen-
trics.
America, as said, has its fair share of such eccentrics -and
more. But California, as both the inhabitants of that State
and the rest of the Union would agree, has vastly more than
its fair share of American eccentrics: they are extremelythick
upon the ground. They differ from your true English eccen-
tric, who is almost invariably a loner. Californianeccentrics
tend to polarize, and could equally well be categorized as
cultists, whose beliefs range from the beatific to thecata-
clysmic, from the unassailable - because incapable of dis-
proof- pontifications of the self-appointed gurus to thecour-
ageous resignation of those who have the day, hour and
minute of the world's end or those who crouch on the summit
of a high peak in the Sierras awaiting the next flood which
will surely lap their ankles - but no higher - beforesunset.
In a less free, less open, less inhibited and less tolerantsociety
than California's they would be tidied away in those insti-
tutions reserved for imbalanced mavericks of the human
race: the Golden State does not exactly cherish them but
does regard them with an affectionate if occasionally ex-
asperated amusement.
But they cannot be regarded as the true eccentrics. In
England, or on the eastern seaboard of the States, one canbe
poor and avoid all contact with like-minded deviants and
still be recognized as an outstanding example of what the
rest of mankind is glad it isn't. In the group-mindedtogeth-
erness of California such solitary peaks of eccentricachieve-
ment are almost impossible to reach, although there have
been one or two notable examples, outstandingly the self-
proclaimed Emperor of San Francisco and Defender of
Mexico. Emperor Norton the First became so famous and
cherished a figure that even the burial ceremony of his dog
attracted such a vast concourse of tough and hard-headed
nineteenth-century Franciscans that the entire businesslife
of the city, saloons and bordellos apart, ground to acomplete
halt. But it was rare indeed for a penniless eccentric toscale
the topmost heights.
To hope to be a successful eccentric in California one has
to be a millionaire: being a billionaire brings with it acast-
iron guarantee. Von Streicher had been one of the latter,one
of the favoured few. Unlike the bloodless and desiccated
calculating machines of the oil, manufacturing and market-
ing billionaires of today, Von Streicher had been one ofthe
giants of the era of steamships, railways and steel. Bothhis
vast fortune and his reputation as an eccentric had been
made and consolidated by the early twentieth century, and
his status in both fields was unassailable. But everystatus
requires its symbol: a symbol for your billionaire cannotbe
intangible: it has to be seen, and the bigger the better:and
all self-respecting eccentrics with the proper monetaryquali
fications invariably settled on the same symbol: a homethat
would properly reflect the uniqueness of the owner. Kubla
Khan had built his own Xanadu and, as he had been in
comparably wealthier than any run-of-the-mill billionaire
what was good enough for him was good enough for them.
Von Streicher's choice of location had been governed by
two powerful phobias: one of tidal waves, the other
heights. The fear of tidal waves stemmed from his youth
when he had read of the volcanic eruption and destruction
of the island of Thera, north of Crete,when a tidal wave
estimated at some 165 feet in height, destroyed much of the
early Minoan, Grecian and Turkish civilizations. Since then
he had lived with the conviction that he would be similarly
engulfed some day. There was no known basis for his fear of
heights but an eccentric of good standing does not require
any reason for his whimsical beliefs. He had taken thisfear
ful dilemma with him on his one and only return to his
German birthplace, where he had spent two months examin
ing the architectural monuments, almost exclusively castles
left behind by the mad Ludwig of Bavaria, and on his return
had settled for what he regarded as the lesser of two evils
height.
He didn't, however, go too high. He selected a plateau
some fifteen hundred feet high on a mountain range some
fifty miles from the ocean, and there proceeded to buildhis
own Xanadu which he later christened 'Adlerheim' - the
home of the eagle. The poet speaks of Kubla Khan's pied-a
terre as being a stately pleasure dome. Adlerheim wasn't
like that at all. It was a castellated neo-Gothic horror, a
baroque monstrosity that came close to being awe-inspiring
in its total, unredeemed vulgarity. Massive, built of north
Italian marble, it was an incredible hodge-podge of turrets
onion towers, crenellated battlements - and slit windowsfor
the use of archers. All it lacked was a moat and drawbridge
but Von Streicher had been more than satisfied with it asit
was. For others, living in more modern and hopefully more
enlightened times, the sole redeeming feature was to be see
from the battlements, looking west: the view across thebroad
alley to the distant coastal range, Streicher's firstbreak-
water against the inevitable tidal wave, was quitesplendid.
Fortunately for the seven captives in the rear of thesecond
of two vans grinding round the hairpins up to the castle,
they were doubly unable to see what lay in store for them,
doubly, because in addition to the van body being wholly
closed, they wore blindfolds as well as handcuffs. But they
were to know the inside of Adlerheim more intimately than
when the most besotted and aesthetically retarded admirerof
all that was worst in nineteenth-century design would have
dared to.
The prisoners' van jolted to a stop. Rear doors were
opened, bandages removed and the seven still-handcuffed
passengcrs were helped to jump down on to the authentically
cobbled surface of what proved to be a wholly enclosed
courtyard. Two guards were closing two massive, iron-bound
teaken doors to seal off the archway through which they had
first entered. There were two peculiarities about theguards,
they were carrying Ingram sub-machine guns fitted with
silencers, a favourite weapon of Britain's elite SpecialAir
Service - despite its name, an Army regiment - which had
two rare privileges: the first was that they had access totheir
own private armoury, almost certainly the most compre-
hensively stocked in the world, the second being that any
member of the unit had complete freedom to pick the weapon
of his own particular choice. The popularity of the Ingram
was testimony to its effectiveness.
The second idiosyncrasy about the two guards was that,
from top of burnous to sandal-brushing skirts of robe, they
were dressed as Arabs - not the gleamingly white garb that
one would normally look to find in the Stateof California
but, nonetheless, eminently suitable for both the very warm
weather and the instantaneous concealment of Ingrams in
luminous folds. Four other men, two bent over colourful
lower borders that paralleled all four walls of thecourtyard,
two carrying slung, rifles, were similarly dressed. All sixhad
the sun-tanned swarthiness of an Eastern desert dweller:
but some of their facial bone structures were wrong.
The man who was obviously the leader of the abductors,
and had been in the leading van, approached the captives
and let them see his face for the first time - he hadremoved
his stocking mask on leaving San Rufflno. He was a tallman,
but broad-shouldered and, unlike the pudgy Von Streicher,
who had habitually worn lederhosen and a Tyrolean hat with
pheasant's feather when in residence, he looked as if he
belonged in an eagle's home. His face was also lean andsun-
tanned, but with a hooked nose and a piercing light blueeye.
One eye. His right eye was covered by a black patch. . ?
He said: 'My name is Monro. I am the leader of this
community here.' He waved at the white-robed figures.
'Those are my followers, acolytes, you might almost callthem,
all faithful servants of Allah.'
'That's what you would call them. I'd call them refugees
from a chain gang.' The tall thin man in the black alpaca
suit had a pronounced stoop and bi-focal glasses and looked
the prototype of the absent-minded academic, which was
half-true. Professor Burnett of San Diego was anything but
absent-minded: in his professional circle he was justly
famous for his extraordinarily acute intelligence andjustly
notorious for his extraordinarily short temper.
Morro smiled. 'Chains can be literal or figurative,
Professor. One way or another we are all slaves tosomething.'
He gestured to the two men with rifles. 'Remove their
handcuffs. Ladies and gentlemen, I have to apologize for a
rather upsetting interruption of the even tenor of yourways.
I trust none of you suffered discomfort on our journeyhere.'
His speech had the fluency and precision of an educated man
for whom English is not his native language. 'I do not wish
to sound alarming or threatening' - there is no way of
sounding more alarming and threatening than to say you
don't intend to - 'but, before I take you inside, I wouldlike
you to have a look at the walls of this courtyard.'
They had a look. The walls were about twenty feet high
and topped with a three-stranded barbed wire fence. The
wires were supported by but not attached to the L-shaped
steel posts embedded in the marble, but passed instead
through insulated apertures.
Morro said: 'Those walls and the gates are the only way to
leave here. I do nQt advise that you try to use either.
Especially the wall. The fence above is electrified.'
'Has beenfor sixty years.' Burnett sounded sour.
- 'You know this place, then?' Morro didn't seem surprised.
'You've been here ?'
'Thousands have. Von Streicher's Folly. Open to the
public for about twenty years when the State ran it.'
'Still open to the public, believe it or not. Tuesdays and
Fridays. Who am I to deprive Californians of part of their
cultural heritage ? Von Streicher put fifty volts through it asa
deterrent. It would only kill a person with a bad heart -and
a person with a bad heart wouldn't try to scale that wallin
the first place. I have increased the current to twothousand
volts. Follow me, please.'
He led the way through an archway directly opposite the
entrance. Beyond lay a huge hall, some sixty feet by sixty.
Three open fireplaces, of stone, not granite, were let into
each of three walls, each fireplace large enough for a manto
stand upright: the three cracklipg log fires were not for
decorative purposes because even in the month of June the
thick granite walls effectively insulated the interior fromthe
heat outside. There were no windows, illumination being
provided by four massive chandeliers which had come all the
way from Prague. The gleaming floor was of inlaid redwood.
Of the floor space only half of the area was occupied, this bya
row of refectory tables and benches: the other was empty
except for a hand-carved oaken rostrum and, close by, apile
of undistinguished mats.
'Von Streicher's banqueting hall,' Morro said. He looked
at the battered tables and benches. 'I doubt whether he
would have approved of the change.'
Burnett said: 'The Louis Fourteenth chairs, the Empire-
period tables. All gone? They would have made excellent
firewood.'
'You must not equate non-Christian with being barbaric,
Professor. The original furniture is intact. The Adlerheimhas
massive cellars. The castle, I'm afraid, its splendidisolation
apart, is not as we would have wished for our religious
purposes. The refectory half of this hall is profane. Theother
half' - he indicated the bare expanse - 'is consecrated. We
have to make do with what we have. Some day we hope to
build a mosque adjoining here: for the present this has to
serve. The rostrum is for the readings of the Koran: themats,
of course, are for prayers. For calling the faithful to prayerwe
have again been forced to make a most reluctant compromise.
For Mohammedans those onion towers, the grotesque
architectural symbol of the Greek Orthodox Church, are
anathema, but we have again consecrated one of them and it
now serves as our minaret from which the meuzzin summons
the acolytes to prayer.'
Dr Schmidt, like Burnett an outstanding nuclear physicist
and, like Burnett, renowned for his inability to standfools
gladly, looked at Morro from under bushy white eyebrows
that splendidly complemented his impossible mane of white
hair. His ruddy face held an expression of almost comical
disbelief.
'This is what you tell your Tuesday and Friday visitors?'
'But of course.'
'My God!'
'Allah, if you please.'
'And I suppose you conduct those personal tours yourself?
I mean, you must derive enormous pleasure from feeding
this pack of lies to my gullible fellow citizens.'
'Allah send thatyou some day see the light.' Morro was
not patronizing, just kindly. 'And this is a chore - what amI
saying? - a sacred duty that is performed for me by my
deputy Abraham.'
'Abraham?' Burnett permitted himself a professional
sneer. 'A fitting name for a follower of Allah.'
'You have not been in Palestine lately, have you,
Professor?'
'Israel'
'Palestine. There are many Arabs there who profess the
Jewish faith. Why take exception to a Jew practising the
Muslim faith? Come. I shall introduce you to him. I daresay
you will find the surroundings more congenial there.'
The very large study into which he led them was not only
more congenial; it was unashamedly sybaritic. Von Streicher
had left the internal design and furnishings of theAdlerheim
to his architects and interior designers and, for once,they
had got something right. The study was clearly modelled on
an English ducal hbrary: book-lined walls on three sides of
the room, each book expensively covered in the finest
leather, deep-piled russet carpet, silken damask drapes,also
russet, comfortable and enveloping leather armchairs, oaken
side-tables and a leather-topped desk with a padded leather
swivel chair behind it. A slightly incongruous note wasstruck
by the three men already present in the room. All were
dressed in Arab clothes. Two were diminutive, with un-
remarkable features not worth a second glance; but thethird
was worth all the attention that the other two were spared.
He looked as if he had started out to grow into abasketball
player then changed his mind to become an American foot-
ball player. He was immensely tall and had shoulders like a
draught horse: he could have weighed anything up to three
hundred pounds.
Morro said: 'Abraham, our guests from San Ruffino.
Ladies and gentlemen, Mr Abraham Dubois, my deputy.'
The giant bowed. 'My pleasure, I assure you. Welcome
to the Adlerheim. We hope your stay here will be a pleasant
one.' Both the voice and the tone of the voice came as a
surprise.Like Morro, he spoke with the easy fluency of an
educated man and, looking at that bleak impassive face, one
would have expected any words to have either sinister or
threatening overtones. But he sounded courteous and gen-
uinely friendly. His speech did not betray his nationality
but his features did. Here was no Arab, no Jew, noLevantine
and, despite his surname, no Frenchman. He was unmis-
takably American - not your clean-cut all-American campus
hero, but a native American aristocrat whose unbroken
lineage was shrouded in the mists of time: Dubois was a
full-blooded Red Indian.
Morro said: 'A pleasant stay and, we hope, a short one.'
He nodded to Dubois, who in turn nodded to his two dim-
inutive companions, who left. Morro moved behind the
desk. ' If you would be seated, please. This will not takelong.
Then you'll be shown to your quarters - after I have intro-
duced you to some other guests.' He pulled up his swivel
chair, sat, and took some papers from a desk drawer. He
uncapped a pen and looked up as the two small white-robed
men, each bearing a silver tray filled with glasses,entered.
'As you see, we are civilized. Refreshments?'
Professor Burnett was the first to be offered a tray. He
glowered at it, looked at Morro and made no move. Morro
smiled, rose from his seat and came towards him.
'If we had intended to dispose of you - and can you think
of any earthly reason why we should ? - would I havebrought
you all the way here to do so ? Hemlock we leave toSocrates,
cyanide to professional assassins. We prefer ourrefreshments
undiluted. Which one, my dear Professor, would you care
to have me select at random?'
Burnett, whose thirst was legendary, hesitated only briefly
before pointing. Morro lifted the glass, lowered the amber
level by almost a quarter and smiled appreciatively. 'Glen-
fiddich. An excellent Scottish malt. I recommend it.'
The Professor did not hesitate. Malt was malt no matter
what the moral standards of one's host. He drank, smacked
his lips and sneered ungratefully. 'Muslimsdon't drink.'
'Breakaway Muslims do.' Morro registered no offence. 'We
are a breakaway group. As for those who call themselvestrue
Muslims, it's a rule honoured in the breach. Ask themanager
of any five-star hotel in London which, as the pilgrimage
centre of the upper echelons of Arabian society, is nowtaking
over from Mecca. There was a time when the oil sheikhs
used to send out their servants daily to bring back large
crates of suitably disguised refreshments until the manage-
ments discreetly pointed out-that this was whollyunnecessary
and all that was required that they charge such expenses up
to laundry, phones or stamps. I understand that various
governments in the Gulf remained unmoved at stamp bills
• for a thousand pounds sterling.'
'Breakaway Muslims.' Burnett wasn't through with sneer-
ing yet. 'Why the front?'
'Front?' Morro smilingly refused to take umbrage. 'This
is no front, Professor. You would be surprised how many
Muslims there are in your State. You'd be surprised how
highly placed alarge number of them are. You'd be sur-
prised how many of them come here to worship and to
meditate - Adlerheim, and not slowly, is becoming a place
of pilgrimage in the West. Above all, you'd be surprisedhow
many influential citizens, citizens who cannot afford tohave
their good name impugned, would vouch for our unassail-
able good name, dedication and honesty of purpose.'
Dr Schmidt said: 'If they knew what your real purpose
was I wouldn't be surprised: I'd be utterly incredulous.'
Morro turned his hands palms upwards and looked at his
deputy. Dubois shrugged then said: 'We are respected,
trusted and - I have to say this - even admired by thelocal
authorities. And why not? Because Californians not only
tolerate and even cherish their eccentrics, regarding themas
a protected species? Certainly not. We are registered as a
charitable organization and, unlike the vast majority of
charities, we do not solicit money, we give it away. In the
eight months we have been established we have given over
two million dollars to the poor, the crippled, the retarded
and to deserving pension funds, regardless of race orcreed.'
'Including police pension funds ?' Burnett wasn't through
with being nasty for the evening.
'Including just that. There is no question of bribery or
corruption.' Dubois was so open and convincing that dis-
belief came hard. 'A quid pro quo you may say for the
security and protection that they offer us. Mr Curragh,
county Chief of Police, a man widely respected for hisinteg-
rity, has the whole-hearted support of the Governor of the
State in ensuring that we can carry out our good works,
peaceful projects and selfless aims without let orhindrance.
We even have a permanent police guard at the entrance to
our private road down in the valley to ensure that we arenot
molested.' Dubois shook his massive head and his face was
grave. 'You would not believe, gentlemen, the number of
evilly-intentioned peoph in this world who derive pleasure
from harassing those who would do good.'
'Sweet Jesus!' Burnett was clearly trying to fight against
speechlessness. 'Of all the hypocrisy I've encountered inmy
life .. . You know, Monro, I believe you. I can quitebelieve
that you have - not suborned, not subverted - you have
conned or persuaded honest citizens, an honest Chief of
Police and an honest police force into believing that youare
what you claim to be. I can't see any reason why they
shouldn't believe you - after all, they have two milliongood
reasons, all green, to substantiate your claims. Peopledon't
throw around a fortune like that for amusement, do they?'
Morro smiled. 'I'm glad you're coming round to our
point of view.'
'They don't throw it around like that unless they are
playing for extremely high stakes. Speculate to accumulate-
isn't that it, Morro?' He shook his head in slow disbelief,
remembered the glass in his hand and took further steps to
fortify himself against unreality. 'Out of context, onewould
be hard put not to believe you. In context, it isimpossible.'
'In context?'
'The theft of weapons-grade materials and mass kid-
napping. Rather difficult to equate that with your alleged
humanitarian purposes. Although I have no doubt you can
equate anything with anything. All you need is a sickenough
mind.'
Morro returned to his seat and propped his chin on his
fists. For some reason he had not seen fit to remove theblack
leather gloves which he had worn throughout. 'We are not
sick. We are not zealots. We are not fanatics. We have but
one purpose in mind - the betterment of the human lot.'
'Which human lot ? Yours ?'
Morro sighed. 'I waste my time. Perhaps you think you
are here for ransom? You are not. Perhaps you think it is
our purpose to compel you and Dr Schmidt to make some
kind of crude atomic weapon for us? Ludicrous - no one can
compel men of your stature and integrity to do what theydo
not wish to do. You might think - the world might think -
that we might compel you to work by the threat of torturing
the other hostagesr particularly the ladies? Preposterous.I
would remind you again that we are no barbarians. Professor
Burnett, if I pointed a six-gun between your eyes and told
you not to move, would you move?'
'I suppose not.'
'Would you or wouldn't you V
'Of course not.'
'So, you see, the gun doesn't have'to be loaded. You take
my point?'
Burnett remained silent.
'I will not give you my word that no harm will come to
any of you for clearly my word will carry no weight withany
of you. We shall just have to wait and see, will we not?'He
smoothed the sheet in front of him. 'Professor Burnett and
Dr Schmidt I know. Mrs Ryder I recognize.' He looked at a
bespectacled young girl with auburn hair and a ratherscared
expression. 'You must, of course, be Miss Julie Johnson,
stenographer.'
He looked at the three remaining men. 'Which of you is
Mr Haverford, Deputy Director?'
'I am.' Haverford was a portly young man with sandy hair
and a choleric expression who added as an afterthought:
'Damn your eyes.'
'Dear me. And Mr Carlton? Security deputy?'
'Me.' Carlton was in his mid-thirties, with, black hair,
permanently compressed lips and, at that moment, a
disgusted expression.
'You mustn'treproach yourself.' Morro was almost
kindly. 'There never has been a security system thatcouldn't
be breached.' He looked at the seventh hostage, a pallid
young man with thin pale hair whose bobbing Adam's apple
and twitching left eye were competing in sending distress
signals. 'And you are Mr Rollins, from the control room?'
Rollins didn't say whether he was or not.
Morro folded the sheet. 'I should like to suggest that when
you get to your rooms you should each write a letter.
Writing materials you will find in your quarters. To your
nearest and dearest, just to let themknow that you arealive
and well, that - apart from the temporary curtailment of
your liberty - you have no complaints of ill treatment and
have not been and will not be threatened in any way. You
will not, of course, mention anything about Adlerheim or
Muslims or anything that could give an indication as toyour
whereabouts. Leave your envelopes unsealed: we shall do
that.'
'Censorship, eh?' Burnett's second Scotch had had no
mellowing effect.
'Don't be naive.'
'And if we - or I - refuse to write ?'
'If you'd rather not reassure your families that's your
decision entirely.' He looked at Dubois. 'I think we could
have Drs Healey and Bramwell in now.'
Dr Schmidt said: 'Two of the missing nuclear physicists.'
'I promised to introduce you to some guests.'
'Where is Professor Aachen?'
'ProfessorAachen ?' Morro looked at Dubois, who pursed
his lips and shook his head. 'We know no one of that name.'
'Professor Aachen was the most prestigious of the three
nuclear physicists who disappeared some weeks ago.'
Schmidt could be very precise, even pedantic, in hisspeech.
'Well, he didn't disappear in our direction. I have never
heard of him. I'm afraid that we cannot acceptresponsibility
for every scientist who chooses to vanish. Or defect.'
'Defect? Never. Impossible.'
'I'm afraid that's been exactly the reaction of American
and British colleagues of scientists who have found the
attractions of State-subsidised flats in Moscowirresistible.
Ah! Your non-defecting colleagues, gentlemen.'
Apart from a six-inch difference in height Healey and
Bramwell were curiously alike. Dark, with thin, intelligent
faces and identical horn-rimmed glasses and wearing neat,
conservatively-cut clothes, they would not have looked out
of place in a Wall Street boardroom. Morro didn't have to
make any introductions: top-ranking nuclear physicists form
a very close community. Characteristically, it occurred to
neither Burnett norSchmidt to introduce their companions
in distress.
After the customary hand-shaking, gripping of upper arms
and not-so-customary regrets that their acquaintance should
be renewed in such deplorable circumstances, Healey said:
'We were expecting you. Well, colleagues ?' Healey favoured
Morro with a look that lacked cordiality.
Burnett said: 'Which was more than we did of you.' By
'we' he clearly referred only to Schmidt and himself. 'Butif
you're here we expected Willi Aachen to be with you.'
'I'd expected the same myself. But no Willi. Morro here is
under the crackpot delusion that he may have defected. Man
had never even heard of him, far less met him.'
'"Crackpot" is right,' Schmidt said, then added grudg-
ingly: 'You two look pretty fit, I must say.'
'No reason why not.' It was Bramwell. 'An enforced and
unwanted holiday, but the seven most peaceful weeks I've
had in years. Ever, I suppose. Walking, eating,sleeping,
drinking and, best, no telephone. Splendid library, as you
can see, and in every suite colour TV for the weak-minded.'
'Suite ?'
'You'll see. Those old-time billionaires didn't begrudge
themselves anything. Any idea why you are here ?'
'None,' Schmidt said. 'We were looking to you to tell us.'
'Seven weeks and we haven't a clue.'
'He hasn't tried to make you work for him?'
'Like building a nuclear device? Frankly, that's what we
thought would be demanded of us. But nothing.'Healey
permitted himself a humourless smile. 'Almostdisappointing,
isn't it ?'
Burnett looked at Morro. 'The gun with the empty
magazine; is that it?' Morro smiled politely.
'How's that ?' Bramwell said.
'Psychological warfare. Against whomsoever the inevitable
threat will ultimately be directed. Why kidnap a nuclear
physicist if not to have him manufacture atom bombs under
duress? That's what the world will think.'
That's what the world will think. The world does not
know that you don't require a nuclear physicist for that.But
the people who really matter are those who know that for a
hydrogen bomb you do require a nuclear physicist. We
figured that out our first evening here/
Morro was courteous as ever. 'If I could interrupt your
conversation, gentlemen. Plenty of time to discuss the past-
and the present and future - later. A late supper will be
available here in an hour. Meantime, I'm sure our new
guests would like to see their quarters and attend to some-
ah - optional correspondence.'
Susan Ryder was forty-five and looked ten years younger.
She had dark-blonde hair, cornflower-blue eyes and a smile
that could be bewitching or coolly disconcerting according
to the company. Intelligent and blessed with a sense of
humour, she was not, however, feeling particularly humorous
at that moment. She had no reason to. She was sitting onher
bed in the quarters that had been allocated to her. Julie
Johnson, the stenographer, was standing in the middle ofthe
room.
'They certainly know how to put up their guests/said
Julie. 'Or old Von Streicher did. Livingroom and bedroom
from the Beverly Wilshire. Bathroom with gold-plated taps
- it's got everything!'
T might even try out some of these luxuries,' said Susan in
a loud voice. She rose, putting a warning finger to herlips.
'In fact I'm going to try a quick shower. Won't be long.'
She passed through the bedroom into the bathroom,
waited some prudent seconds, turned the shower on, returned
to the living-room and beckoned Julie who followed her back
to the bathroom. Susan smiled at. the young girl's raised
eyebrows and said in a soft voice: 'I don't know whether
these rooms are bugged or not.'
'Of course they are.'
'What makes you so sure ?'
'I wouldn't put anything past that creep.'
'Mr Morro.I thought him quite charming, myself. But I
agree. Running a shower gets a hidden mike all confused.
Or so John told me once.' Apart from herself and Parker, no
one called Sergeant Ryder by his given name, probably
because very few people knew it: Jeff invariably called her
Susan but never got beyond 'Dad' where his father was
concerned. 'I wish to heaven he was here now - though
mind you, I've already written a note to him.' -
Julie looked at her blankly.
'Remember when I was overcomeback in San Ruffino and
had to retire to the powder room? I took John's picturewith
me, removed the backing, scribbled a few odds and ends on
the back of the picture, replaced the backing and left the
picture behind.'
'Isn't it a pretty remote chance that it would ever occur
to him to open up the picture?'
'Yes. So I scribbled a tiny note in shorthand, tore it upand
dropped it in my waste-paper basket.'
'Again, isn't it unlikely that that would occur to him? To
check your basket? And even if he did, to guess that ascrap
of shorthand would mean anything?'
'It's a slender chance. Well, a little better than slender.
You can't know him as I do. Women have the traditional
right of being unpredictable, and that's one of the things
about him that does annoy me: ninety-nine point something
per cent of the time he can predict precisely what I willdo.'
'Even if he does find what you left - well, you couldn't
have been able to tell him much.'
'Very little. A description - what little I could give ofany-
body with a stocking mask - his stupid remark about taking
us to some place where we wouldn't get our feet wet, andhis
name.'
'Funny he shouldn't have warned his thugs against calling
him by name. Unless, of course, it wasn't his name.'
'Sure it's not his name. Probably a twisted sense ofhumour.
He broke into a power station, so it probably tickled himto
call himself after another station, the one in Morro Bay.
Though I don't know if that will help us much.'
Julie smiled doubtfully and left. When the door closed
behind her Susan turned around to locate the draught that
had suddenly made her shoulders feel cold, but there was no
place from which a draught could have come.
Showers were in demand that evening. A little way along the
hallway Professor Burnett had his running for precisely the
same reason as Susan had. In this case theperson he wanted
to talk to was, inevitably, Dr Schmidt. Bramwell, when
listing the amenities of Adlerheim, had omitted to include
what both Burnett and Schmidt regarded as by far the most
important amenity of all: every suite was provided with its
own wet bar. The two men silently toasted each other,
Burnett with his malt, Schmidt with his gin and tonic:
unlike Sergeant Parker, Schmidt had no esoteric preferences
as to the source of his gin. A gin was a gin was a gin.
Burnett said:'Do you make of all this what I make of all
this ?'
'Yes.' Like Burnett, Schmidt had no idea whatsoever what
to make of it.
cIs the man mad, a crackpot or just a cunning devil ?'
'A cunning devil, that's quite obvious.' Schmidt pon-
dered. 'Of course, there's nothing to prevent him frombeing
all three at the same time.'
"What do you reckon our chances are of getting out of
here?'
'Zero.'
'What do you reckon our chances are of getting out of here
alive ?'
'The same. He can't afford to let us live. We could
identify them afterwards.'
'You honestly think he'd be prepared to kill all of us in
cold blood ?'
'He'd have to.' Schmidt hesitated. 'Can't be sure. Seems
civilized enough in his own odd-ball way. Could be aveneer,
of course - but just possibly he might be a man with a mis-
sion.' Schmidt helped his meditation along by emptying his
glass, left and returned with a refill. 'Could even beprepared
to bargain our lives against freedom from persecution.
Speaking no ill of the others, of course' - he clearly was -'but
with four top-ranking nuclear physicists in his hands heholds
pretty strong cards to deal with either State orgovernment,
as the case may be.'
'Government. No question. Dr Durrer of ERDA would
have called in the FBI hours ago. And while we may be
important enough we mustn't overlook the tremendous
emotional factor of having two innocent women as hostages.
The nation will clamour for the release of all of us,irrespec-
tive of whether it means stopping the wheels of justice.'
'It's a hope.' Schmidt was glum. 'We could be whistling in
the dark. If only we knew what Morro was up to. All right,
we suspect it's some form of nuclear blackmail because we
can't see what else it could be: but what form we can'teven
begin to guess.'
'Healey and Bramwell could tell us. After all, we haven't
had a chance to talk to them. They're mad, sure, but they
seemed fairly relaxed and not running scared. Before we
start jumping to conclusions perhaps we should talk tothem.
Odds are that they know something we don't.'
'Too relaxed.' Schmidt pondered some time. 'I hesitate to
suggest this - I'm no expert in the field - but could theyhave
been brain-washed, subverted in some way?'
'No.' Burnett was positive. 'The thought occurred to me
while we were talking to them, Very long odds against.
Know them too well'
Burnett and Schmidt found the other two physicists in
Healey's room. Soft music was playing. Burnett put a finger
to his lips. Healey smiled and turned up the volume.
'That's just to put your minds at rest. We haven't been
here for seven weeks without knowing the rooms aren't
bugged. But something's buggingyou?'
'Yes. Bluntly, you're too casual by half. Flow do you know
Morro isn't going to feed us to the lions when he gets
whatever he wants?'
'We don't. Maybe we're stir-happy. He's repeatedly told
us that we will come to no harm and that he's no doubtabout
the outcome of his negotiations with the authorities when
he's carried out whatever mad scheme he has in mind.'
That's roughly what we had in mind. It doesn't seem like
much of a guarantee to us.'
'It's all we have. Besides, we've had time to figure itout.
He doesn't want us for any practical purposes. Therefore
we're here for psychological purposes, like the theft of
uranium and plutonium: as you said, the pointed gun
without bullets. If we were wanted for only psychological
purposes then the very fact of our disappearance would have
achieved all he wanted and he could have disposed of us on
the spot. Why keep us around for seven weeks before dis-
posing of us? For the pleasure of our company?'
'Well, there's no harm in lookingon the bright side. Maybe
Dr Schmidt and I will come around to youi way of thinking.
I only hope it doesn't take another seven weeks.' Healey
pointed towards the bar and lifted an interrogativeeyebrow,
but Burnett shook his head, clear indication of how per-
turbed he was. 'Something else still bugs me. Willi Aachen.
Where has he disappeared to? Reason tells me that if four
physicists have fallen into Morro's hands so should havethe
fifth. Why should he be favoured? Or, depending on vour
point of view, so blessed?'
'Lord only knows. One thing for sure, he's no defector.'
Schmidt said: 'He could be an involuntary defector?'
Burnett said: 'It's been known to happen. But it's one
thing to take a horse to water.'
'I've never met him,' Schmidt said. 'He's the best, isn'the?
From all I hear and all I read, that is.'
Burnett smiled at Healey and Bramwcll then said to
Schmidt: 'We physicists are a jealous and self-opinionated
lot who yield second place to no one. But well, yes, he'sthe
best.'
'I assume that it's because I've been naturalized only six-
months and that he works in a super-sensitive area thatI've
been kept away from him. What's he like? I don't mean his
work. His fame is international.'
'Last seen at that symposium in Washington ten weeks ago.
The three of us were there. Cheerful, happy-go-lucky type.
Frizzled head of hair like the blackest gollywog you eversaw.
Tall as I am, and heavily built - about two-hundred-and-
ten pounds, I'd say. And stubborn as they come - the ideaof
the Russians or anybody making him work for them just isn't
conceivable.'
Unknown to Professor Burnett, unknown to any other per-
son who had ever known Willi Aachen in his prime, Burnett
was wrong on every count. Professor Aachen's face was
drawn, haggard and etched with a hundred lines, none of
which had existed three months previously. The mane of
frizzled hair he still had but it had turned the colour ofsnow.
He was no longer tall because he had developed a severe
stoop akin to that of an advanced sufferer from kypho-
scoliosis. His clothes hung on a shrunken frame of 150pounds.
And Aachen would work for anybody, especially Lopez. If
Lopez had asked him to step off the Golden Gate Bridge
Aachen would have done it unhesitatingly.
Lopez was the man who had worked this change on the
seemingly indestructible, seemingly impregnable Aachen.
Lopez - nobody knew his surname and his given name was
probably fictitious anyway - had been a lieutenant in the
Argentinian army, where he had worked as an interrogator
in the security forces. Iranians and Chileans arewidely
championed as being the most efficient torturers in theworld,
but the army of the Argentine, who are reluctant to talk
about such matters, make all others specializing in thefield
of extracting information appear to be fumblingadolescents.
It said a great deal for Lopez's unholy expertise that hehad
sickened his ruthless commanders to the extent that theyhad
felt compelled to get rid of him.
Lopez was vastly amused at stories of World War heroes
gallantly defying torture for weeks, even months, on end.It
was Lopez's claim - no boast, for his claim had been sub-
stantiated a hundred times over - that he could have the
toughest and most fanatical of terrorists screaming in un-
speakable agony within five minutes and, within twenty min-
utes, have the name of every member of his cell.
It had taken him forty minutes to break Aachen and he
had had to repeat the process several times in thefollowing
three weeks. For the past month Aachen had given no
trouble. It was a tribute and testimony to Lopez's evilskill
that although Aachen was a physically shattered man with
the last vestiges of pride, will and independence gone forever,
his mind and memory remained unimpaired.
Aachen gripped the bars of his cell and gazed through
them, with lack-lustre eyes veined with blood, at the im-
maculate laboratory-cum-workshop that had been his home
and his hell for the previous seven weeks. He staredunblink-
ingly, interminably, as if in a hypnotic trance, at therack
against the opposite wall. It held twelve cylinders. Eachhad
a lifting ring welded to the top. Eleven of those wereabout
twelve feet high, and in diameter no more than the barrelof
a 4.5-inch naval gun, to which they bore a strong resem-
blance. The twelfth was of the same diameter but less than
half the height.
The workshop, hewn out of solid rock, lay forty feet be-
neath the banqueting hall of the Adlerheim.
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Ryder, Dr Jablonsky, Sergeant Parker and Jeff waited with
varying degrees of patience as Marjory transcribed Susan's
shorthand, a task that took her less than two minutes. She
handed her notepad to Ryder.
"Thank you. This is whatshe says: "The leader is called
Monro. Odd".'
Jablonsky said: 'What's odd about that? Lot of unusual
names around.'
'Not die name. The fact that he should permit one - or
more - of his men to identify him by his name.'
'Bogus,' Jeff said.
'Sure. "Six foot, lean, broad-shouldered, educated voice.
American ? Wears black gloves. Only one with gloves. Think
I see black patch over his right eye. Stocking mask makesit
difficult to be certain. Other men nondescript. Says noharm
will come to us. Just regard the next few days as aholiday.
Bracing vacation resort. Not the sea. Can't have anyoneget-
ting their feet wet. Meaningless chatter? Don't know. Turn
the oven off". That's all.'
'It's not much.' Jeff's disappointment showed.
'What did you expect ? Addresses and telephone numbers ?
Susan wouldn't have missed anything, so that was all shehad
to go on. Two things. This Morro may have something
wrong with both hands - disfigurement, scarring, amputa-
tion of fingers - and with one eye: could be a result of an
accident, car crash, explosion, even a shoot-out. Then,like
all criminals, he may occasionally be so sure of himselfthat
he talks too much. "Not the sea, but bracing". Could have
been telling lies to mislead, but why mention it at all ?Brac-
ing. Hills. Mountains.'
'Lots of hills and mountains in California.' Parker sounded
less than encouraging. 'Maybe two-thirds. Just leaves anarea
about the size of Britain to search. And for what ?
There was a brief silence then Ryder said: 'Maybe it's not
what. Maybe it's not where. Maybe we should be asking our-
selves why.'
The front-door bell rang for an unnecessary length of time.
Jeff left and returned with the Chief of Police, whoappeared
to be in his customary foul mood, and an unhappy young
detective called Kramer. Donahure looked around him with
the thunderously proprietorial air of a house-owner whose
premises have been invaded by a hippy commune. His glare
settled on Jablonsky.
'What are you doing here?'
'Funny you should ask that.' Jablonsky spoke in a cold
voice and removed his glasses so that Donahure could see
that his eyes were cold too. 'I was about to ask you thesame.'
Donahure let him have some more of the glare then
switched it to Parker. 'And what the hell are you doing here?'
Parker took a slow sip of his gin, an action that had apre-
dictable effect on Donahure's complexion. 'An old friend
visiting an old friend. Maybe for the thousandth time.Talk-
ing over old times.' Parker took another leisurely sip.'Not
that it's any of your goddamned business.'
'Report to me first thing in the morning.' Donahure's
larynx was giving him trouble again. 'I know what you're
talking about - the break-in. Ryder is not only not on the
case, he's not a cop any more. You don't discuss policebusi-
ness with the public. Now, get out. I want to talk to Ryder
privately.'
Ryder was on his feet with surprising ease for a man of his
bulk. 'You'll be getting me a reputation for down-rightlack
of hospitality. I can't have that.'
'Out!' A difficult word to snarl but Donahure made a
creditable attempt. Parker ignored him. Donahure swung
round, crossed the room, lifted a telephone and yelped in
agony as Ryder's left hand closed over his arm. The ulnar
nerve in the elbow is the most exposed and sensitive of all
peripheral nerves and Ryder had powerful fingers. Donahure
dropped the telephone on the table to free his right handfor
the purpose of massaging his left elbow: Ryder replaced the
phone on its rest.
'What the hell was that for ?' Donahure rubbed his elbow
industriously. 'Right. Kramer. Book Ryder for assault and
obstruction of justice.'
'What?' Ryder looked around. 'Anyone here see me as-
sault Fatso ?' Nobody, apparently, had seen anything.'Cali-
fornian's home is his castle. Nobody touches anything with-
out my say-so.'
'Is that so?' Triumph overcame the throbbing nerve. He
dug into a pocket and produced a piece of paper which he
flourished at Ryder. 'I'll touch anything I like in thishouse.
Know what that is ?'
'Sure. A search warrant with LeWinter's name on it.'
r
'It's a warrant, Mister.'
Ryder took the warrant. 'Law says I've the right to readit.
Or didn't you know?' Ryder glanced at it for all of asecond.
'Judge LeWinter it is. Your poker-playing pal at City Hall.
Next only to yourself the most corrupt official in town,the
only judge in town who would issue you with a warrant on a
trumped-up charge.' He looked at the four seated people.
'Now please watch the reactions of this upholder of public
morality, especially his complexion. Jeff, would you haveany
idea what this trumped-up charge might be?'
'Well, now.' Jeff thought. 'A trumped-up charge of theft,
I'd think. A stolen driving licence? A missing policeradio?
Or something really ridiculous, like harbouring a set of
binoculars with an LAPD stamp.'
'Observe the complexion,' Ryder said. 'An interesting clin-
ical study. Violet with overtones of purple. I'll bet agood
psychologist could make something of that. A guilt complex,
perhaps?'
'I've got it,' Jeff said happily. 'He's come to search the
place for evidence stolen from the scene of the crime.'
Ryder studied the warrant. 'I don't know how you do it.'
Donahure snatched the warrant back. 'Too damn right.
And when I do find it - '
'Find what ? That's why it's a put-up job - you've no idea
what you're looking for. You haven't even been out to San
Ruffino.'
7 know what I'm looking for.'He marched off to an ad-
jacent bedroom then halted as he became aware that Ryder
was following him. He turned. 'I don't need you, Ryder.'
'I know. But my wife does.'
'What do you mean ?'
'She's got some pretty nice jewellery in there.'
Donahure balled his fists, looked at Ryder's eyes, changed
his mind and stalked - if a hippopotamus could ever be said
to stalk - into the bedroom, Ryder at his heels. -
He started with a dressing-table drawer, rifled through a
pile of blouses, leftthem in an untidy heap, slammed the
drawer shut, moved to the next drawer and repeated his cry
of pain as Ryder found the ulnar nerve again. In theliving-
room Parker rolled up his eyes, rose, picked up his ownglass
and that of Jablonsky and headed purposefully for the bar.
Ryder said: 'I don't like untidy people. Especially, Idon't
want filthy fingers touching my wife's clothing. I'll go
through her clothing and you can watch. As I've no idea
what the hell you're looking for I can't very well hide it,
can I ?' Ryder made a meticulous search of his wife'scloth-
ing, then allowed Donahure to take over.
Jeff brought a drink into the kitchen. Kramer, leaning
against the sink with his arms folded, looked glum and un-
happy. Jeff said: 'You look like a man who could do with a
morale booster. Gin. Donahure is loaded up with bourbon.
Never smell it.' Kramer took the drink gratefully. 'Whatare
you supposed to be doing?'
'Thanks. You can see what I'm doing. I'm searching the
kitchen.'
'Found anything yet?'
'I will when I start looking. Pots and pans, plates and
saucers, knives and forks - all sorts of things.' He gulpedsome
of his drink. 'Don't know what the hell I'm supposed to be
looking for. Damned sorry about this, Jeff. What can I do?'
'Just what you're doing. Nothing. Inactivity becomes you.
Any idea what our fat friend is looking for ?'
'No. You?'
'No.'
'Your father ?'
'It's possible. If he knows he hasn't told me. Not thathe's
had a chance to.'
'Must be something important. Something that makes
Donahure pretty close to desperate.'
'How come ?'
'Sergeant Ryder is how come. Or maybe you don't know
the reputation of the bogey-man?'
'Ah.'
'Yes. Takes a desperate man to provoke your old man.'
'Like a man playing for high stakes. Well, now. You
interest me.'
'I interest myself.'
'Looking for incriminating evidence, perhaps.'
'Incriminating whom, I wonder?'
'I wonder.'
Footsteps and voicesapproached. Jeff plucked the glass
from Kramer, who had a drawer open before Donahure
entered. Ryder was close behind him. Donahure gave Jeff the
benefit of his customary glare.
'What are you doing here?'
Jeff lowered the glass from his lips. 'Keeping an eye onthe
cutlery.'
Donahure jerked a thumb. 'Out.' Jeff glanced at his
father.
'Stay,' Ryder said. 'Fatso's the one who leaves.'
Donahure breathed heavily. 'By God, Ryder, push me any
more and I'll - '
'You'll do what ? Give yourself a heart attack by pickingup
your teeth?'
Donahure took it out on Kramer. 'What did you find?
Nothing?'
'Nothing that shouldn't be here.'
'Sure you searched properly?'
'Pay no attention,' Ryder said. 'If there was an elephantin
this house Donahure would miss it. Never tapped a wall,
lifted a rug, tried to find a loose tile, didn't even lookunder a
mattress. Couldn't have had police schools in his days.' He
ignored Donahure's apoplectic splutterings and led the way
back to the living-room. He said to no one in particular:
'Whoever made this oaf a chief of police was eithermentally
deficient or a victim of blackmail. Donahure, I'm nowlooking
at you with what is known as undisguised contempt. You
better go make a fast report to your boss. Tell him you've
made a classic blunder. Two blunders. One psychological,
one tactical. I'll bet for once you acted on your own - no
one with an IQ, above fifty would have tipped his hand in
that crass fashion.'
'Boss? Boss? What the hell do you mean, boss?'
'You'd make as good an actor as you are a police chief.
You know, I do believe I'm right. Bluster - your only stock
in trade,of course - but beneath the bluster you'rerunning
scared. "Boss", I said. "Boss," I meant. Every puppet needs
his puppet-master. Next time you're thinking of making any
independent move I suggest you first consult someone with
intelligence. One assumes your boss must have a little
intelligence.'
Donahure tried out his basilisk stare, realized it was the
Wrong fit, turned on his heel and left. Ryder followed himto
the front door. 'Not your day, Donahure. But then it wasn't
quite Raminoff's day either, was it? But I hope his had a
better ending. I mean, I hope he managed to jump clear
before he dumped your van in the Pacific' He clapped
Kramer on the shoulder. 'Don't look so perplexed, young
man. I'm sure the Chief will tell you all about it on theway
back to the station.'
He went back into the living-room. Parker said: 'What was
all that about, then ?'
'I'm not quite sure. I talked about his blunders and I'm
sure I was right. He'd never make the lead in "The Great
Stone Face". I blundered myself, but in a different way. I
blundered into what seemed to be a sensitive area. I wonder
what that area could be. .. .'
'You said it yourself. He's taking orders from someone.'
That crook's been taking orders all his life.Don't look so
shocked, Dr Jablonsky. He's a crook, and has been for aslong
as I've known him, which is far too long. Sure, the Cali-
fornian police forces are no better than the other Statesin
the Union as far as the three P's are concerned - power,
politics and promotion. But it is remarkably free from
genuine corruption - Donahure is the exception that proves
the rule.'
'You have proof?' Jablonsky said.
'Just look at him. He's living proof. But you would mean
documented proof. That I have. What I'm going to say you
can't quote me on, because I didn't say it.'
Jablonsky smiled. 'You can't faze me any more. As I said,
I've got the hang of your double-talk now.'
'Notfor repetition. Ah! Something else.' He picked up the
picture with the shorthand. 'Not for repetition either.'
'I can tell Ted ?' Marjory said.
'I'd rather not.'
'Wait till I tell Susan you keep secrets from her.'
'Okay. But a secret shared is no longer a secret.' Hecaught
her interrogative glance at Jablonsky and Parker. 'My dear
child, the first thing nuclear physicists and intelligencecops
learn is how to guard their tongues.'
'I won't talk. Ted won't talk. We just want to help.'
I don't want your help.'
She made a move.
'Sorry.' He took her hand in apology. 'That wasn't nice.
If I need you, I'll ask. I just don't want to involve youin
what may be a messy business.'
She smiled. 'Thank you.' Both of them knew that he would
never ask.
'Chief of Police Donahure. He has a rather special house,
Spanish-Moroccan, swimming pool, wet bars everywhere,
expensive furniture in awful taste, no mortgage. Mexican
couple. Late model Lincoln, full payment on delivery.
Twenty thousand dollars on bank deposit. Living high offthe
hog, you might say, but then Donahure doesn't have a wife.
to spend all his money for him - understandably, he's a
bachelor. An acceptable life-style - he doesn't get paid in
pennies. What's not so acceptable is that in sevendifferent
banks under seven different names he has just over half a
million dollars salted away. He might have some difficultyin
accounting for that.'
'Nothing that goes on or is said in this house is going to
surprise me any more.' Jablonsky nevertheless managed to
look surprised. 'Proof?'
'Sure he's got proof,' Jeff said. As Ryder didn't seem
disposed to deny this, he carried on: 'I didn't know until
this evening. My father has a dossier on him, complete with
signed affidavits, which would make very interestingreading
in Sacramento.'
Jablonsky said: 'This true?'
'You don't have to believe it,' Ryder said.
'I'm sorry. But why don't you lower the boom on him?
Repercussions wouldn't matter a damn to you.'
'They wouldn't. But they'd matter to others. Nearly half
of our friend's ill-gotten gains come from blackmail. Three
prominent citizens of this town, basically as clean and
innocent as most of us are, which doesn't say a great deal,
have been badly compromised. They could also be badly
hurt.I'll use this document if my hand is forced, ofcourse.'
'And what would it take to force your hand ?'
'State secrets, Doc' Parker smiled as he said it and roseto
his feet.
'So State secrets.'Jablonsky rose also, then nodded towards
the file he'd brought. 'Hope that's of some use to you.'
'Thank you. Thank you both very much.'
»
Jablonsky and Parker walked together to their cars. Jablon-
sky said: 'You know him better than I do, Sergeant. Ryder
really cares about his family? He doesn't seem terriblyupset
to me.'
'He cares. Not much of a man for the emotional scene.
He'll probably be just as relaxed when he kills the man who
took Susan.'
'He would do that V Jablonsky seemed unhappy.
'Sure. Wouldn't be the first time. Not in cold blood, of
course - he'd have to have a reason. No reason, he'll just
leave a nice challenging case for the plastic surgeon. And
either of those two things could happen to anyone who gets
in his way when he's trying to get next to Morro, orwhatever
his name is. I'm afraid the kidnappers made a big mistake -
they kidnapped the wrong person.'
'What do you think he's going to do ?'
'Don't know. I'm just guessing when I say I know what
I'm going to do, something I never thought I would. I'm
going right home and say a prayer for the health of our
Chief of Police.'
Jeff nodded towards the file Jablonsky had brought. 'How
about your homework ? I always had to do it first thingwhen
I came home.'
'Uninterrupted thought for that one.'
'I suppose he thinks that's a gentle hint. Gome on, Marge,
I'll take you home. See you when I see you.'
'Half an hour.'
'Ha!' Jeff looked pleased. 'So you're not going to sitthere
all night and do nothing?'
'No. I'm not going to sit here all night and do nothing.'
For some time after they had left it seemed as if he
intended to do just that. After some minutes he put his
photograph back in the frame, rose and placed it between
two others on the upright piano. The one to the left wasthat
of his wife: the other, that of Peggy, his daughter, asopho-
more in arts at San Diego. She was a laughing girl with -
dancing eyes who had inherited her father's colouring ineyes
and hair but, fortunately, neither his features nor build,both
of which belonged strictly to her mother. It was common
knowledge that she was the only person who could wrap the
formidable Sergeant Ryder round her little finger, a stateof
affairs of which Ryder was well aware and by which he
appeared completely untroubled. He looked at the three
photographs for some seconds, shook his head, sighed, re-
moved his own and placed it in a drawer.
He made a call to San Diego, listened for a full half-
minute and hung up. The next call he made was to Major
Dunne of the FBI. After the first ring Ryder suddenly
replaced the receiver. Some thought had evidently occurred
to make him change his mind. Instead, he poured himselfan
unaccustomed Scotch, picked up the file on Carlton, sat and
began to leaf through it, making neat, precise notes as he
reached the foot of each page. He had just gone through ita
second time when Jeff returned. Ryder rose.
'Let's go take a little ride in your car.'
'Sure. Where ?'
'Anywhere.'
'Anywhere? I can manage that.'Jeff thought. 'Donahure
might be more persistent than one would give him credit
for ?'
'Yes.'
They drove off in Jeff's Ford. After half a mile Jeff said:
'I don't know how you do it. There was a stake-out. We're
being followed.'
'Make sure.'
Jeff made sure. Another half-mile and he said: 'I'm sure.'
'You know what to do.'
Jeffnodded. He turned left at the first intersection,turned
right up a poorly-lit lane, passed the entrance of abuilder's
yard and came to a stop opposite a second entrance, turning
his lights off. Both men got out and walked unhurriedlyinto
the yard.
The car following drew up about fifty yards behind. A lean
man of medium height, his face shadowed by a fedora that
had become passe in the 1930s, emerged and walked quickly
towards the Ford. He had just passed the first entrancewhen
something told him that all was not well. He "swung round,
reached inside his coat, then lost all interest in what hewas
doing as a heavy toe-cap caught him just below the knee:
in any event it is difficult to reach for a gun whenhopping
around on one leg and clutching the other with both hands.
'Stop that noise,' Ryder said. He reached inside the man's
coat, pulled out an automatic, transferred His grip to the
barrel and struck the man squarely in the face with thebutt.
This time the man screamed. Jeff flashed a torch in hisface
and said in a voice that could have been steadier: 'Hisnose
is gone. Some of his top teeth too. They're gone as well.'
'So's my wife.' The tone of the voice made Jeff flinch and
he looked at a man that he'd never seen before. 'Riddenyour
luck too far, Raminoff. If I catch you within a mile of my
house again you'll be a month in Belvedere.' Belvedere was
the city hospital. 'Then after that I'll go and attend toyour
boss. Tell him that. Who is your boss, Raminoff?' He lifted
the gun. 'You have two seconds.' •
'Donahure.' It was a peculiar gurgling sound and one for
which Raminoff could hardly be blamed: blood was pump-
ing steadily from mouth and nose. Ryder watched him for a
couple of dispassionate seconds, then turned on his heel.
Back in the Ford Ryder said: 'Stop at the first phone
booth.' Jeff glanced at him questioningly but Ryder wasn't
looking at him.
Ryder spent three minutes inthe booth and made two calls.
He returned to the car, lit a Gauloise and said: 'Drivehome.'
'We've got a phone there. Tapped?'
'Would you put anything beyond Donahure? Two things.
I've just made a call to John Aaron. Editor of theExaminer.
No word yet from the kidnappers. He'll let me know as soon
as anything comes through. I've also made a call to Major
Dunne of the FBI. I'll be seeing him shortly. After you've
dropped me off home I want you to come inside, pickup a gun
and something that will serve as a mask and go out to Dona-
hure's place and find out whether he's at home or not. Dis-
creetly, of course.'
'He's having visitors tonight?'
'Two. You and me. If he's there call me at this number.'
He switchedon a map light and wrote on a notepad, tearing
the page off. 'The Redox in Bay Street. Know it ?'
'By reputation.'Jeff sounded severe. 'A singles, full ofgays
and drug-pushers, not to mention addicts. Hardly yourscene,
I would have thought.'
'Why I'm going there. Must say Dunne didn't sound too
happy about it either.'
Jeff hesitated. 'Going to give Donahure the Raminoff
treatment ?'
'It's a tempting thought, but no. He'd have nothing to tell
us. Anyone smart enough to pull off this raid would besmart
enough not to establish any direct contact with a clownlike
Donahure. He would certainly use an intermediary, maybe
even two. I would.'
'Then what would you be looking for ?'
'I wouldn't know until I have looked.'
Ryder was in disguise - he was wearing a freshly pressed
business suit which only his family knew he possessed.Dunne,
too, was in disguise: he wore a beret, dark glasses and a
pencil moustache, none of which suited him and made him,
as he was uncomfortably aware, look slightly ridiculous.But
the grey eyes were as intelligent and watchful as ever. He
looked in distaste at the oddly attired clientele, mainlyteen-
agers and those in the early twenties, and sniffed the airin
nose-wrinkling disgust.
'Place smells like a damn bordello.'
'You frequent those places?'
'Only in the line of duty.' Dunne smiled. 'Okay, so no one
would look for us here. Certainly I wouldn't.' He broke off
as a creature in pink pantaloons deposited two drinks on
their table and left. Ryder poured both into a convenient
potted plant.
'Can't do it any harm. Teaspoonful of whisky topped up
with water.' He produced a flask from an inside pocket and
poured generous measures.'Malt. Always prepared. Your
health.'
'Excellent. And now ?'
'Four things. One, our Chief of PolicS. For your informa-
tion only. Donahure and I are not seeing eye to eye.'
'You surprise me.'
'Probably not half as surprised as Donahure is right now.
I've been upsetting him. I've been the cause of his losinga
van of his this evening - it fell off a cliff into the Pacific.I've
confiscated some of his personal goods and interviewed a
stake-out he set on me.'
'He's in hospital ?'
'He'll need medical care. Right now I'd guess he's report-
ing to Donahure on the failure of his mission.'
'How did you pin him to Donahure ?'
'He told me.'
'Naturally. Well, can't say I'm sorry. But I did warn you -
Donahure's dangerous. Rather, his friends are. And you
know how cornered rats behave. You have a tie-in between
him and San Ruffino ?'
'Things point thatway. I'll look through his house later
on tonight, see what I can find.'
'He might be at home.'
'What difference does that make? Then I think I'll go
have a word with Judge LeWinter.'
'You will ? He's a different kettle of fish from Donahure.
Spoken of as the next State Supreme Court Chairman.'
'Still tarred with the same brush. What do you know of
him?'
'We have a file on him.' Dunne peered at his glass.
'That means he's poison ?'
'I'm being non-commital.'
'Yes. Well, somethingelse for your file. Donahure called
tonight with a search warrant on such an obviously trumped-
up charge that only a crooked judge would have signed it.'
'Any prizes for guessing ?'
'No. Number two. I'd appreciate your help in this and the
next couple of matters.' He drew Carlton's file and thenotes
he had made on it from a large envelope. 'Security deputy.
One of the seven snatched this afternoon. His curriculumvitae
or whatever you call it. Seems above-board.'
'All the best villains are.'
'Yes. Army, intelligence, two security jobs before coming
to San Ruffino. As he's always worked for the Army or the
AEC his past should be an open book. However, I'd like an
answer to those few questions I've noted, especially hispast
contacts. The contacts, no matter how unimportant, are the
important things.'
'You have reason to suspect this man Carlton ?'
Tve no reason not to, which is the same thing to me.'
'Routine. Number three V
Ryder produced another paper - Marjory's transcription
of Susan's shorthand - and explained how he had come by it.
Dunne read through it several times. Ryder said: 'You seem
to find this interesting?'
'Odd. This bit about not getting wet feet. About once a
year since theturn of the century some people in thisState
have been confidently expecting the second flood. Cranks,of
course.'
'Cranks and highly organized criminals like this Morro or
whoever don't go together?'
They're not mutually exclusive either.'
'Does the FBI have their names ?'
'Of course. Thousands of them.'
'Forget it. If you were to lock up all the non-conformistsin
this State you'd have half the population behind bars.'
'And maybe the wrong half at that.' Dunne was pensive.
'You mentioned the word "organized". We do have groups
of what you might call organized and successful cranks,'
'Subversives ?'
'Weirdos. But weirdos who have managed to put it to-
gether in an acceptable and comprehensible fashion. Ac-
ceptable and comprehensible to them, that is.'
'Many of those so-called organized groups?'
'Haven't seen the list lately. Coupleof hundred perhaps.'
'Just a handful. No stone unturned, is that it ?'
'And no avenue unexplored. I'll get a fist. But that's not
what you're interested in. This Morro character. Fictitious
name, of course. May have disfigurement or damage to
hands and right eye. That's easy. Number four ?'
'Bit more personal, Major.' Ryder slid a photograph and
piece of paper across the table. 'I want this person takencare
of.'
Dunn looked at the photograph with appreciation. 'Lovely

  

young lady. Obviously no relation of yours, so what's the
connection ?'
Peggy. My daughter.'
'Ah!' Dunne was not an easy man to knock off stride. 'Mrs
Ryder must be a beautiful person.'
'Well thank you very much.' Ryder smiled. 'She's a
sophomore at San Diego. The address is the flat she shares
with three other girls. Tried to phone her - that's hernumber
there - but no reply. I'm sure one of your men could findout
where she is in no time. I'd like her to know what'shappened
before she finds out on the radio or TV in some crowded
discotheque.'
'No problem. But that's not all, is it? You said "taken
care of.'
'They already have my wife. If Donahure is tied into this -
and I'll know within an hour - Morro and his friends might
not like me.'
'The request is unusual.'
'So are the circumstances.' Dunne was hesitating. You
have children, Major?'
'Damnit, yes. I mean, 8amn you, yes. How old is Peggy ?
'Eighteen.'
'So's my Jane. Blackmail,Sergeant, downright blackmail.
All right, all right. But you know I'm supposed to be co-
operating closely with Donahure. You're putting me in a
difficult position.'
'What kind of position do you think I'm in?' He looked up
as pink pantaloons approached their table and looked at
Ryder.
'You Mr Green ?'
-
'Yes. How did you know ?'
'Caller said a wide man in a dark suit. You're the only
wide man in a dark suit here. Phone's this way.'
Ryder followed and picked up the phone. 'Well-built,my
lad, not wide. What news ?'
'RaminofF's been and left. Houseboy drove him. Still
bleeding. Gone to some struck-off quack, probably.'
'Donahure there ?'
'I don't imagine Raminoff spent five minutes talking to the
houseboy.'
'Meet you at the corner of Fourth and Hawthorne. Ten
minutes, maybe fifteen.'
Ryder had arrived back at his table but had not yet sat
down when pink pantaloons appeared again. 'Another call,
Mr Green.'
Ryder was back inside a minute. He sat and broughtout
his flask again.
'Two calls. The stake-out did in fact report back to Dona-
hure. Going out there in a minute.' Under Dunne's puzzled
gaze Ryder gulped the contents of his refilled glass.'Second
call was from John Aaron. You know him?'
'The Examiner? I know him.'
'AP and Reuters are burning up the wires. Gentleman
called them. You'd never guess the name he gave.'
'Morro.'
'Monro it was. Said he'd engineered the San Ruffino break-
in of which he was sure they knew nothing about. Gave in
specific detail the amount of Uranium Two-Three-Five and
plutonium that had been taken, and asked any interested
party to check with the power station. Also gave names and
addressesof hostages and asked all interested parties tocon-
tact their relatives to check.'
Dunne was calm. 'No more than what you expected. Your
phone must be ringing constantly at the moment. Any
threats ?'
'None. Just thought he'd let us know and give us time to
consider the implications.'
'Aaron say when the news is being released ?'
'Be an hour at least. TV and radio stations are jittery as
hell. They don't know whether it's a hoax, or not, and they
don't want to appear the biggest fools in the West. Also,
even if it were true,they're not sure whether they'd becon-
travening national security regulations. Personally I'venever
heard of any such regulations. They're apparently waiting
confirmation and clearance from the AEG. If they get it
there'll be a simultaneous State-wide release at eleven.'
'I see. Well, it gives me plenty of time to get a manaround
to your Peggy.' m
Td much appreciate that. In the circumstances, most
people would have forgotten all about a mere teenager.'
'I told you. I have one. She doesn't think she's there atall.
You have your car?' Ryder nodded. 'If you drop me off at
my place I'll get hold of San Diego and have a couple ofmen
assigned to the job in ten minutes. No sweat.' Dunne be-
came thoughtful. 'You won't be able to say that about the
citizens of this State tomorrow. They'll be sweatingbuckets.
Clever lad, this Morro. Mustn't underestimate him. He's
craftily reversed the old maxim of better the devil youknow
than the devil you don't. Now it's a case of worse thedevil
you don't know than the devil you do. He'll have everyone
in fits.'
'Yes. The citizens of San Diego, Los Angeles, San Francis-
co, Sacramento all wondering who's going to be the firstfor
vaporization, and each hoping to hell it's going to be oneof
the other three.'
'You seriously think that, Sergeant?'
'I haven't really had time to think about anything. I'm
just trying to imagine how other people would think. No, I
don't seriously think so. Clever men like our friend Morro
have an objective in mind, and indiscriminate annihilation
wouldn't be any way to achieve that. Threats would be
enough.'
'That's what I would think. But, then, it will take thepub-
lic some time to realize - if they ever do - that we're up
against a person of that kind of cunning.'
'And for such a person the mental climate is just right.
For Kim, it couldn't be better.' Ryder ticked off hisfingers.
'We've had the bubonic plague bugaboo. Didn't come to
much, granted, but it scared half the people out of theirwits.
Then the swine fever - you could say exactly the same about
that. Now practically everybody in the State, especiallythose
on the coast, has this obsessive and - what's the word ? -'
'Paranoid ?'
'I didn't make college. This paranoid fear about when the
next, the biggest and perhaps the last earthquake is goingto
come. And now this. The nuclear holocaust - we know, at
least we think we know there isn't going to be any suchthing.
But try convincing people of that.' Ryder laid money on the
table. 'At least it should take their minds off earthquakesfor
the time being.'
Ryder met Jeff as arranged. They left their cars at theinter-
section and made their way on foot up Hawthorne Drive, a
steep, narrow and winding lane lined with palms.
'The houseboy's back,' Jeff said. 'He came back alone, so I
should imagine Raminoff's either having his nose set or is
being detained for the night in the casualty ward. The
houseboy and his wife don't sleep in the house - there's a
little bungalow at the foot of the garden. They're bothinside
there, for the night, I take it. Up this bank here.'
They scrambled up a grassy bank, pulled themselves over a
wall and parted some rose bushes. Donahure's house was ,
built round three sides of an oblong swimming pool, withthe
centre section, a long, low living-room, brightlyilluminated.
The night had turned cool and steam over the pool hung
motionless in the still night air, but not so opaque as to
prevent the watchers seeing Donahure, glass in hand, pacing
heavily up and down. The sliding glass doors were opened
wide.
'Go down to the corner there,' Ryder said. 'Hide in the
bushes. I'll get as close as I can to that lounge. When Iwave
my arm attract his attention.'
They took up position, Jeff among the rose bushes, Ryder,
on the other side of the pool, in the dark shadow betweentwo
yew trees. (The Californians, unlike Europeans, do not
relegate their yews and cypresses to graveyards.) Jeff madea
loud moaning sound. Donahure stopped his pacing, listened,
went to the opening between the sliding glass doors and
listened again. Jeff repeated the sound. Donahure slipped
off his shoes and padded silently across the tiles, a gun inhis
hand. He had taken only five steps when the butt of the
Smith & Wesson caught him behind the right ear.
They used a pair of Donahure s own handcuffs to secure
him to the standpipe of a radiator, Scotch Tape from hisdesk
to gag him and a table runner to blindfold him.
Ryder said: The main entrance will be at the back. Go
down to the bungalow and check that the houseboy and his
wife are still there. When you return lock it, and ifanyone
rings don't answer. Lock every door and window in the
house. Pull the curtains here then start on that desk. I'll bein
his bedroom. If there's anything to be found it will be inone
of those two rooms.'
'Still don't know what we're looking for?'
'No. Something that would make you lift an eyebrow if
you saw it in your house or mine.' He looked around the
room. 'No sign of a safe - and you can't have secretwall-safes
in a wooden house.'
'If I had as much on my conscience as you say he has I
wouldn't have anything in the house. I'd have it in a bank
safe-deposit. Well, at least you've got the satisfaction of
knowing that he'll have a headache when he wakes.' Jeff
thought. 'He could have a study or office or den - lots of
those houses do.'
Ryder nodded and left. There was no such study. The first
bedroom he came to was plainly unoccupied. The second
bedroom was Donahure's. Ryder useda pencil flash,
established that the curtains of both windows were open,
closed them and switched on overhead and bedside lights.
The immaculate room clearly reflected the efficient tidi-
ness of the houseboy's wife, a tidiness that made Ryder'stask
that much easier. Ryder was painstaking, methodical, tookall
of all fifteen minutes for his search and found nothing,for
there was nothing to find. For all that, he made aninteresting
discovery. One wall cupboard was given over to a positive
armoury of weapons - revolvers, automatics, shotguns and
rifles with a copious supply of ammunition to match. There
was nothing sinister in this: many American gun buffs had
their own private armouries, frequently setting aside an
entire gun-room to display them. But two particular weapons
caught his attention - peculiarly-shaped light-weight riflesof
a type not to be found in any gun store in America. Ryder
took them both and a box of matching ammunition then, for
good measure, pocketed three of the splendid collection of
handcuffs that Donahure had hanging from hooks on the
side. All those items he laid on the bed while he went to
examine the bathroom. There was nothing there that there
shouldn't have been. He picked up his newly acquired
possessions from the bed and rejoined Jeff,
Donahure, chin slumped on his chest, appearedto be
asleep. With the rifle barrel Ryder prodded him far from
gently in the region of his expansive solar plexus. He was
asleep. Jeff was sitting by the desk looking down into an
opened drawer. Ryder said: 'Anything?'
'Yes.' Jeff looked pleased with himself. Tm a slow starter
but when I get going - '
'What do you mean, a slow starter?'
'Desk was locked. Took me some time to find the key - it
was at the bottom of Fatso's holster.' Jeff deposited abundle
of currency notes on the table. They were in eight separate
lots, each secured with an elastic band.
'Hundreds of bills, all small denominations, looks like.
What's Donahure doing with hundreds of bills ?'
'What indeed ? Got any gloves ?'
'Now he asks me. Do I have any gloves? Masks - hoods,
rather - because you told me. Now that I - and I supposeyou
- have smeared fingerprints all over the shop you ask for
gloves.'
'Our fingerprints don't matter. You think Donahure is
going to report this matter and complain about the dis-
appearance of all this money which we are about to take
with us ? I just want you to count the stuff and not smearup
fingerprints. Old notes are no good, they could carry a
hundred smears. Maybe some new notes. Count from the
bottom left - most people and most tellers count from the
top right.'
'Where did you get those toys from?'
'From Donahure's toy shop.' Ryder looked at the two
rifles. 'Always wanted one of those. Thought you might want
one too.'
'Rifles you have.'
'Not those. I've never seen one. I've seen a diagram.'
'What are they ?'
'You'll be surprised. Unobtainable in this country.We
think we make the best rifles in the world. The Britishthink
they do and the Belgians think the same of their own Nato
rifles. Well, we don't think, we say. But they all knowthat
this is the best. Light, deadly accurate, can be strippeddown
in seconds and hidden in the pockets of your top-coat.
Splendid weapon for terrorists - as the British soldiers in
Northern Ireland have found out to their cost.'
'The IRA have those ?'
'Yes. It's called the Kalashnikov. If a person's huntingyou
at night with one of those fitted with infra-red telescopic
sights you might as well shoot yourself. Or so they say.'
'Russian ?'
'Yes.'
'Catholics and Communists make strange bed-fellows.'
'The people who use those in Northern Ireland are
Protestants. An extremist splinter-group officiallydisowned
by the IRA. Not that the Communists care very much with
whom they associate as long as they can stir up trouble.'
Jeff took one of the rifles, examined it, looked at the
unconscious Donahure and then at Ryder.
Ryder said: 'Don't ask me. All I know about our friend's
early background is that he's a first-generation American.'
'From Northern Ireland ?'
'From Northern Ireland. Fits in neatly. Probably fits in
too neatly.'
'Donahure - a Communist?'
'We mustn't look for aRed under every bush. No law
against it - well, not since McCarthy departed the scene. I
don't think so, anyway. He's too stupid and too selfish tobe
interested in any ideology. That's not to say, of course,that
he wouldn't accept their money. Count those notes and then
check the rest of the desk. I'll go over the rest of theroom.'
Ryder looked while Jeff counted. After some minutes Jeff
looked up, his face alight. 'Boy, this is interesting.Eight
packets of notes, each containing one-thousand,two-hundred-
and-fifty dollars. Ten thousand.'
'So I was wrong. He's now got an eighth unofficial bank
-account. Very interesting, I agree. But nothing to get
excited about.'
'No ? There are several new notes in each packet. I've only
made a quick check but as far as I can see they're inseries.
And they're the bicentennial two dollar notes.'
'Ah, this is interesting. The one the ungrateful American
public turned their thumbs down on. The Treasury had
carloads of the stuff printed but there's only a smallpercent-
age of it in circulation. If they really are in series, theFBI
should be able to trace it without trouble.'
Nothing more came to light and they left five minutes
later after freeing a now-stirring Donahure of hishandcuffs,
Scotch Tape and blindfold.
Major Dunne was still in his office, handling two phones at
the same time. When he'd hung up Ryder said: 'Not yet
abed?'
'No. And I don't expect to be - not this night, anyway,
I'll have plenty of company in my misery. Statewide alert,
twenty-four-hour basis, for every agent who could walk.
Description of Morro has been telexed, or is being telexed,
throughout the country. I've arranged for this list of the
organized weirdos, but I won't havethat until tomorrow.
Your Peggy has been taken care of.'
Jeff said to Ryder: ' Our Peggy ?'
'Forgot to tell you. The kidnappers have made a statement
to AP and Reuters. No threats, just detailing whatmaterials
they've stolen and the names of the people they kidnapped.
It will be released at eleven tonight.' He looked at hiswatch.
'Half an hour. I didn't want your sister to have the shockof
hearing of the kidnapping of her mother over the TV or
radio. Major Dunne has kindly taken care of that.'
Jeff looked from one man to another then said: 'It's just
a thought. But has it occured to you that Peggy might be in
danger ?'
'It is a thought and it has occurred.' Dunne could be very
precise and clipped in his speech, 'It has also been takencare
of.' He peered at the rifles in Ryder's hand. 'Late hour togo
shopping.'
'We borrowed them from your friend Donahure.'
'Ah! How is he ?'
'Unconscious. Not that there's much difference between
that and his walking state. He knocked his head against the
butt of an automatic'
Dunne brightened. 'Disgraceful. You had reason for taking
those ? Something special ?'
'I'm pretty sure. These are Kalashnikovs. Russian. Can
you check with Washington, import controls, to see if any
licences have been issued to bring those in? I very much
doubtit. The Russians just love to unload their arms on
anyone with the cash to pay, but it's a fair guess they
wouldn't part with the most advanced rifle in the business,
. which this is.'
'Illegal possession? That would make him an ex-chief of
police.-'
'Unimportant. He'll be that soon anyway.'
'Communist ?'
'Unlikely. Of course, he's capable of being an empty
convert to anything if the money's good enough.9
'I'd like to have those, if I may.'
'Sorry. Finders keepers. Want to admitin court that you
abetted burglarious entry? Don't be upset. Jeff's got alittle
present for you.' Jeff placed the wad of banknotes on the
table. 'Ten thousand dollars exactly. All yours. How many
consecutively listed brand new two-dollar notes are there,
Jeff?'
'Forty.'
'Manna,' Dunne said reverently. 'I'll have the names of
the bank, teller and drawer by noon tomorrow. Pity you
weren't able to find out the name of the drawer.'
'Told you. Donahure was asleep. I'll go back and ask him
later on.'
'Like that ? May be pushing your luck, Sergeant.'
'No.I've had the great misfortune to know Chief Dona-
hure longer than you have. Man's a bully. I know it's com-
monplace to say that all bullies are cowards, which is notat
all true: but in his case it is. Take his face. A disaster, butthe
only one he has and he probably cherishes it. He saw what
happened to his stake-out's face tonight.'
'Mm.' Dunne's momentarily beatific expression had been
replaced by a frown, and it wasn't because of anything that
Ryder had said. He tapped the bundle of notes. 'This. How
am I to account for this, to explain it away? I mean, where
did it come from ?'
'Yes.' It was Jeff's turn to frown. 'I didn't think of it
cither.'
'Easy. Donahure gave it to you.'
'He what ?'
'Despitethe fact that he has about half a million in ill-
gotten gains salted away under seven or eight forged names,
we all know that he's basically a decent, upright,honourable
man, deeply commited to the welfare of his fellow man, to
upholding the rule of justice and ruthlessly crushingbribery
and corruption wherever it raises its ugly head. He was ap-
proached by the syndicate responsible for the San Ruffino
break-in and given this money in return for a blow-by-blow
account of the steps being taken by the State and Federal
authorities in investigating this case. You and he workedout
a plan to feed false and misleading information to thecrooks.
Naturally, he handed you this tainted money for safe keep-
ing. You have to admire the man's unshakeable integrity.'
'Ingenious, but you've overlooked the obvious. All Dona-
hure has to do is to deny it.'
'With his fingerprints all over those notes - especiallythose
new ones ? He's either got to go with the story or admitthat
he had the notes cached away in the house which would
leave him the awkward task of explaining where he got them
from. Which option do you think he'll elect?'
Dunne said admiringly; 'You have a very devious mind.'
'Set a thief to catch a thief?' Ryder smiled. 'Maybe. Two
things, Major. When you or whoever handle those notes
don't touch the top right. Fingerprints, especially on the
two-dollar bills.'
Dunne looked at the notes. He said: 'I'd estimate there's
about two thousandbills there. You expect me to try them
all for fingerprints ?'
'I said you or whoever.'
'Well, thanks. And the second thing ?'
'Have you got a fingerprinting set here ?'
'Lots. Why ?'
'Oh, I don't know.' Ryder was vague. 'You never know
when those things might not come in handy.'
Judge LeWinter lived in a spendidly impressive house as
befitted one widely tipped to become the next chairman of
the State Supreme Court. Within a few miles of the Cali-
fornian coast is to be founda greater variety of homearchi-
tecture than anywhere, but, even by such standards, Le-
Winter's home was unusual, a faithful replica of anAlabaman
ante-bellum house, gleaming white, with its two-storey col-
onnaded porch, balconies, a profusion of surrounding mag-
nolias and a plethora of white oak and long-bearded Spanish
moss, neither of which seemed to find the climate very con-
genial. Within so imposing a residence - one couldn't callit
a home - could only dwell, one would have thought, a pillar
of legal rectitude. One could be wrong.
How wrong Ryder and his son found out when they opened
the bedroom door without the courtesy of a prior knock and
found the legal luminary in bed, but not alone: and hewasn't
being not alone with his wife, either. The judge, bronzed,
white-haired and white-moustached, the absence of a white
winged collar and black string neck-tie an almost jarring
note, looked perfectly at home in the gilded Victorian iron
bedstead. Which was more than could be said for his com-
panion, a sadly over-painted and youthful demi-mondaine
who looked as if she would have been much more at home in
what could delicately be termed as the outermost fringes of
society. Bothwore startled and wide-eyed expressions as
people tend to wear when confronted with two hooded men
bearing guns, the girl's expression shading gradually intoa
guilty fear, the judge's, predictably, into outrage. Hisspeech
was equally predictable.
'What the devil! Who the hell are you ?'
'We're no friends, you can be sure of that,-' Ryder said.
'We know who you are. Who's the young lady?' He didn't
bother to wait for the inevitable silence but turned toJeff.
'Bring your camera, Perkins ?'
'Sorry.'
'Pity.' He looked at LeWinter. 'I'm sure you would have
loved us to send a snapshot to your wife to show thatyou're
not pining too much in her absence.' The judge's outrage
subsided. 'Right, Perkins, the prints.'
Jeff was no expert, but he was not long enough out of
police school to have forgotten how to make clean prints. A
deflated Le Winter, who clearly found the situation beypnd
him, offered neither objection nor resistance. When Jeffhad
finished he glanced at the girl and then at Ryder, whohesi-
tated and nodded. Ryder said to her: 'Nobody's going to
hurt you, Miss. What's your name ?'
She compressed her lips and looked away. Ryder sighed,
picked up a purse which could only be hers, opened it and
emptied the contents on to a dressing table. He rifledthrough
those, selected an envelope and said: 'Bettina Ivanhoe,eight-
eight-eight South Maple.' He looked at the girl,frightened,
flaxen-haired, with high and rather wide Slavonic cheek-
bones: but for her efforts to improve on nature she would
have been strikingly good-looking. 'Ivanhoe ? Ivanov would
be nearer it. Russian ?'
'No. I was born here.'
'I'll bet your parents weren't.' She made no reply. He
looked through the scattered contents of the purse andpicked
up two photographs, one each of the girl and LeWinter.
That made her more than a one-time visitor. There had to
be a forty-year gap in their ages. 'Darby and Joan,' Ryder
said. The contempt in his voice was matched by his gesture
of flicking the cards to the floor.
'Blackmail?' LeWinter tried to inject some contempt of
his own, but he wasn't up to it. 'Extortion, eh?'
Ryder said indifferently: 'I'd blackmail you to death if
you were what I think you might be. In fact, I'd putyou to
death-without any blackmail.' The words hung chillingly in
the air. 'I'm after something else. Where's your safe and
where the key to it?'
LeWinter sneered, but there was - it could have been
imagined - a hint of relief behind the sneer. 'A cheap-jack
heist-man.
'Unbecoming language from the bench.' Ryder produced
and opened a pen-knife, then approached the girl. 'Well,
LeWinter?'
LeWinter folded his arms and looked resolute.
'The flower of southern chivalry.' Ryder tossedthe knife
to Jeff, who placed the tip against LeWinter's second chin
and pressed.
'It's red,' Jeff said. 'Just the same as the rest of us.Should
I have sterilized this ?'
'Down and to the right.' Ryder said. That's where the
external jugular is.'
Jeff removed the knife and examined it. The blade was
narrrow and only the top haunch had blood on it. To Le-
Winter who had stopped looking resolute, it must have
seemed that the arterial flood-gates had burst. His voicewas
husky. The safe's in my study downstairs. The key's in the
bathroom.'
Ryder said:'Where ?'
'In a jar of shaving soap.'
'Odd place for an honest man to keep a key. The contents
of this safe should be interesting.' He went into thebathroom
and returned in a few seconds, key in hand. 'Do you have
staff on the premises ?'
'No.'
'Probably not. Think of the stirring tales they could tell
your wife. Believe him, Perkins ?'
'On principle, no.'
'Me neither.' Ryder produced three sets of handcuffs - all
until very recently, the property of the police chief. Oneset
secured the girl's right wrist to a bedpost, the second Le-
Winter's left to the other bedpost, the third, passingbehind
a central head-rail, secured their other two wriststogether.
For gags a couple of pillow-slips sufficed. Before securing
LeWinter's gag Ryder said: 'A hypocrite like you, who makes
all those stirring speeches against the Washington gunlobby,
is bound to have some lying around. Where are they?'
'Study.'
Jeff began a meticulous search of the room. Ryder went
below, located the study, located the gun cupboard and
opened it. No Kalashnikovs. But one particular hand-gun,
of a make unknown to him, took his attention. He wrapped it
in a handkerchief and dropped it into one of his capacious
coat pockets.
The safe was massive, six feet by three, weighing well over
a quarter of a ton and built at some time in the remotepast
before safe-breakers had developed the highly sophisticated
techniques of today. The locking mechanism and key were
woefully inadequate. Had the safe been free-standing Ryder
would have opened it without hesitation. But it was setinto
a brick wall to a depth of several inches, a most unusual
feature for that type of safe. Ryder returned upstairs, re-
moved LeWinter's gag and produced his knife.
'Where's the cut-off switch for the safe ?'
'What damned switch ?'
"You were too quick in telling me where the key was. You
wanted me to open that safe.' For the second time thatnight
LeWinter winced, more in apprehension than pain, as the
knife tip punctured the skin of his neck. 'The switch thatcuts
the alarm relay to the local sheriff's office.'
Le Winter was more obdurate this time, but not markedly
so. Ryder returned downstairs and slid back a panel above
the study door to expose a simple switch. He clicked thisoff
and opened the safe. Half of it was designed as a filing
cabinet, the files, in the customary fashion, beingsuspended
by metals lugs from parallel rails. Nearly all of thosewere
given over to personal notes on court cases that had come
before him. Two files were marked 'Private Correspondence',
but apparendy weren't all that private, as some of them had
been signed on his behalf by his secretary, a (Miss) B.
Ivanhoc: the young lady upstairs seems to have carried sec-
retarial devotion to her boss to lengths above and beyondthe
call of duty. In the shelves above only three objects caughthis
attention and were removed. One was a list of names and
telephone numbers. The second was a leather-bound copy of
Sit Walter Scott's Ivanhoe. The third was a green and also
leather-bound notebook.
As notebooks go it was large - about eight inches by five -
and secured by a locked, brass clasp, a sufficientdeterrent
against the young or merely curious but of no avail against
the ill-intentioned armed with a knife. Ryder sliced open
the spine and rifled through the exposed pages - which told
him nothing, inasmuch as they were covered with neatly-
typed figures, not letters. He wasted no time on thenotebook.
He knew nothing of cryptography, which didn't worry him:
the FBI had its own highly specialized department of code-
breakers who could decipher anything except the most highly
sophisticated military codes, and even those they could doif
given enough time. Time. Ryder looked at his watch. It was
one minute to eleven.
He found Jeff methodically going through the pockets of
LeWinter's considerable number of custom-made suits.
LeWinter and the girl were still resting comfortably. Ryder
ignored them and switched on a TV set. He didn't bother to
select any particular station: the same programme would be
on every one. Ryder didn't bother to look at the screen. He
didn't appear to be watching anything at all but, in fact,he
didn't allow the couple on the bed to move out ofperipheral
vision.
The announcer, who might just coincidentally have been
dressed anyway in a dark suit and tie, used his Statefuneral
voice. He confined himself to the facts. The San Ruffino
nuclear power reaction station had been broken into that
late afternoon and the criminals had made good their escape
taking with them weapons-grade material and hostages. The
precise amount of material taken was specified, as were the
names, addresses and occupations of the hostages. Neither
the person giving this information nor the source fromwhich
it had come had been identified, but the genuineness of the
information was beyond dispute as it had been confirmed in
detail by the authorities. The same authorities werecarrying
out an intensive investigation. The usual meaninglesspoppy-
cock, Ryder thought; they had no leads to investigate. He
switched off the set and looked at Jeff.
'Notice anything, Perkins ?'
The same thing as you were noticing. What you can see of
Casanova's face here didn't show much change in expression.
Didn't show anything, in fact. Guilty as hell, I'd say.'
'Good as a signed confession. That news was no news to
him.' He looked at LeWinter and appeared momentarily
lost in thought before saying: T've got it. Your rescuers,I
mean. I'll send along a reporter and a photographer from
the Globe.'
'Isn't that interesting ?' Jeff said. T do believe Don Juan
has registered a slight change in expression.'
LeWinter had, in fact, registered a marked change in
expression. The bronzed skin had assumed a greyish hue and
the suddenly protuberant eyes seemed bent on parting
company with their sockets. One could enjoy the Globe
without being able to read too well. It specialized inartistic
portraits of unclad feminine illiterates who spent their
evenings reading Sophocles in the original, in candid shots
of the newsworthy caught in apparently compromising or
undignified situations, and, for the intelligentsia amongtheir
readers, extensive muck-raking couched in terms of holy
crusades against shocked morality. All of this was,perforce,
in the very simplest of prose. And such was the intolerable
pressure brought to bear through the demands imposed by
the clamorous urgency, the evangelistic immediacy and the
socially important content of those journalisticimperatives
that the over-worked editorial staff were frequendy and
reluctantly compelled to encapsulate, hold over or, most
commonly, altogether forget, such trivia as theinternational
news or, indeed, any but the most salaciously elevatingitems
of the local news. One did not require telepathic aid to
guess that the judge's mind was touching on such matters in
general and, in particular, on page one, where the un-
retouched and considerably enlarged picture of himself and
his handcuffed amorita would leave room only for the
appalled caption.
Downstairs in the study Ryder said: 'Glance through
those court cases in the files. You may find something of
interest, although I doubt it. I have a call to make.' He
dialleda number, and while waiting for his call to come
through glanced at the list of names and telephone numbers
he had taken from the safe. His number answered and he
asked for Mr Jamieson. Jamieson was the night manager at
the telephone exchange. He was on the line almost at once.
'Sergeant Ryder here. Important and confidential, Mr
Jamieson.' Jamieson had delusions about his self-importance
and liked to have those kept well stoked. 'I have a number
here and would be glad if you made a noteof it.' He gavethe
number, had it read back to him and said: 'I think it's
Sheriff Hartman's home number. Would you check and give
me the address - it's not in the book.'
'Important, huh ?' Jamieson sounded eager. 'Hush-hush ?'
'You don't know how important. Heard the news ?'
'San Ruffino ? My God, yes. Just now. Bad, eh ?'
'You just can't guess.' He waited patiently until Jamieson
came back to him. 'Well?'
'You got the right name, right number. Classified, God
knows why. One hundred-and-eighteenRowena.'
Ryder thanked him and hung up. Jeff said: 'Who's
Hartman?'
'Local sheriff. That safe is wired to his office. Missed
something up there, didn't you V
'I know.'
'How?'
'If I hadn't missed it you wouldn't mention it.'
'You noticed how readily LeWinter parted with the key to
that safe. What does that tell you about Sheriff Hartman ?'
'Nothing much. Correction, nothing good.'
'Yes. The number of people by whom LeWinter would
willingly be found in such a scandalous and compromising
situationmust be very few. But he knows that Sheriff
Hartman wouldn't talk. So there's a bond between them.'
'LeWinter could have a friend in this world.'
'We're talking about probabilities, not.thenear-impossible.
Blackmail? Unlikely. If the judge were blackmailing Hart-
man this would be a once-in-a-lifetime chance for thesheriff
to make sure that the blackmail ended here and now.
LeWinter could be the victim but I can't see it that way.
What I do see is that they are in some very profitablebusiness
together. Criminal business. An honest judge would never
compromise himself by going into business with a lawman.
Anyway, I know LeWinter is bent. I know nothing about
this Hartman but he's probably the same.'
'As honest - if unemployed - cops it's our duty to find out
what Hartman's bent about. In what now appears to be the-
usual fashion?' Ryder nodded. 'Donahure can wait?'
'He'll keep. Turned up anything?'
'Hell, no. All these "whereases" and "whereofs"and
"hereintofores" are too much for me.'
'You can forget it. Even LeWinter wouldn't express his
deepest thoughts - or criminal intentions - in legalese.'
Ryder again dialled a number, waited then said: 'Mr Aaron ?
Sergeant Ryder here. Now don't get me wrong, but how
would you like one of your photographers to take a pictureof
a prominent citizen caught in a compromising situation ?'
Aaron's tone was uncomprehending. Not cold: just not
understanding. 'I am surprised, Sergeant. You know that
the Examiner is not a yellow tabloid.'
'Pity. I thought you were and would be interested in Judge
LeWinter's peccadilloes.'
'Ah!' LeWinter ranked with Chief Donahure at the top of
the list of Aaron's target for special editorials. 'What'sthat
crooked old goat up to now ?'
'He's not up to anything. He's lying down. He's with his
secretary who is young enough to be his grand-daughter.
When I say "with" I mean "with". He's handcuffed to her,
and they're both handcuffed to the bed.'
'Good God!' Aaron made a coughing sound, probably
trying to stifle laughter. 'Intrigues me vastly, Sergeant.But
I'm still afraid we couldn't publish - '
'No one asked you to publish anything. Just take a
photograph.'
'I see.' There was a brief silence. 'All you want is forhim
to know that such a picture has been taken ?'
'That's it. I'd be glad if your boys would maintain the
fiction I've told him - that I was sending people from the
Globe:
This time Aaron positively cackled. 'That would make him
happy!'
'He's having fits. Many thanks. I'm leaving the handcuff
keys on the study table.'
Dunne, as he'd promised, was still in his office when they
returned. Ryder said:'Progress?'
'Damn all. Almost impossible to make an outgoing call.
Switchboard'sbeen jammed since the news announcement.
At least a hundred people have seen the criminals - in, as
usual, a hundred different places. You ?'
'Don't know. You'll have to help us if you will. First off,
here are Judge LeWinter's fingerprints.'
Dunne looked at him in disbelief. 'He gave you his finger-
prints ?'
'Sort of.'
'I warned you, Ryder. Tangle with that old bird and you
step out of your class. Donahure has powerful friends only
locally but LeWinter has them where it counts- in Sacra-
mento. Don't tell me you used violence again.'
'Certainly not. We left him peacefully in bed and un-
harmed.'
'Did he recognize you ?'
'No. We wore hoods.'
'Well, thank you very much. As if I haven't got enough on
my hands. Do you know what kind of hornet's nest you'll
have stirred up ? And where will it all end up ? In my lap?'
He closed his eyes. 'I know who'll be the next caller onthose
damned phones.'
'Not LeWinter. He's a bit restricted right now. Matter of
fact we left him handcuffed to a bedpost and his secretary.
They were there when we arrived. She's Russian.'
Dunne closed his eyes again. When he'd assimilated this
and steeled himself for whatever was to come, he said care-
fully: 'And?'
'This is interesting.' Ryder unwrapped the hand-gun he
had taken. 'One wonders what an upright judge is doing with
a silenced automatic. Can you have it tested for fingerprints?
Incidentally, the girl's fingerprints are already there. Thisis
a notebook, coded. I imagine the key is in this copy of
Ivanhoe. Perhaps the FBI can find out. Finally, this is his
private list of telephone numbers. They may or may not be
significant but I've neither the time nor the facilities tofind
out.'
Dunne was heavily sarcastic. 'Anything else you'd like me
to do for you ?'
'Yes. A copy of the file you have on LeWinter.'
Dunne shook his head. 'FBI personnel only.'
'Would you listen to him,' Jeff said. 'After all thelegwork
we do for him, after all the valuable clues we put in his
hands - '
'Okay, okay. But I'm promising nothing. Where to now?'
To see another lawman.'
'He has my advance sympathies. Do I know him?'
'No. And I don't. Hartman. Must be new. Anyway, he's in
Red bank. County division.'
'What has this unfortunate done to incur your displeasure?'
'He's a pal of LeWinter's.'
'That, of course, explains everything.'
Hartman lived in a small and unpretentious bungalow on the
outskirts of town. For a detached Californian house it was
virtually a slum: it had no swimming pool. Ryder said:
'His association with LeWinter must be pretty recent.'
'Yes. Lets the side down, doesn't he ? Door's open. Do we
knock?'
'Good heavens, no.'
They found Hartman seated at his desk in a small study.
He was a large, heavily-built man and musthave stood
several inches over six feet when he stood up: but Sheriff
Hartman would never stand up again. Somebody had
carefully cross-filed a soft-nosed bullet which had enteredby
the left cheek-bone. The dum-dum effect had taken off the
back of his head.
It was pointless to search the house; whoever had been
there before them would have made certain that nothing
incriminating a third party - or parties - had been left
behind.
They took the dead man's fingerprints and left.
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That was the night the earth shook. Not all of the earth,of
course but for a goodly portion of the residents of South
California it might have been just that. The shock came at
twenty-five minutes past midnight and the tremors were felt
as far north as Merced in the San Joaquin Valley, as farsouth
as Oceanside, between Los Angeles and San Diego, as far
west as San Luis Obispo, close by the Pacific, to thesouth-
east clear across the Mojave desert and to the east as faras
Death Valley. In Los Angeles, though no structural damage
was done, the shake was felt by all who were awake and it
was pronounced enough to wake many of those who were
sleeping. In the other main centres of population -Oakland,
San Francisco, Sacramento and San Diego - no tremors were
felt; but the earthquake, a very minor one at 4-2 on the
-Richter scale, was duly recorded on the delicate seismo-
graphs.
Ryder and Jeff, seated in the former's living-room, both
felt it and saw it - a ceiling lamp, travelling through anarc
of not more than two inches at maximum, oscillated for
about twenty seconds before coming to rest. Dunne, still inhis
office, felt it and paid no attention to it - he had been
through many such tremors before and he had more im-
portant things on his mind. LeWinter, dressed now as was
his secretary, felt it through the open door of his safe,the
remaining contents of which he was examining with some
anxiety. Even Donahure, despite an aching occiput and a
mind somewhat beclouded by his fourth consecutive large
Scotch, was dimly aware of it. And, although itsfoundations
were firmly embedded on the very solid rock of the Sierra
Nevada, the Adlerheim felt it most acutely of all, for the
excellent reason that the epicentre of the earthquake wasno
more than a dozen miles distant; even more importantly
the 'quake registered strongly in the seismographicaloffice
installed in one of the caves - wine cellars - which Von
Streicher had excavated out of the rock and on two other
seismographs which Morro had foresightedly had installed
in two private residences he owned, each about fifteenmiles
distant and in diametricaliv different directions.
And the shocks were registered, too, in institutes which,
one would have thought, had considerably more legitimate
interest in such matters than Morro. Those were the officesof
Seismological Field Survey, those of the CalifornianDepart-
ment of Water Resources, in the Californian Institute of
Technology and the US Geological Survey's National Center
for Earthquake Research. The last two, probably the most
important of the four, were conveniently located where they
would be the first to be demolished should a massive earth-
quake affect either Los Angeles or San Francisco, for the
Institute of Technology was located in Pasadena and the
Earthquake Research Center in Menlo Park. The nerve-
centres of all fourinstitutes were in direct and permanent
contact with each other and it had taken them only minutes
to pin-point, with complete precision, the exact epicentreof
the earthquake.
Alec Benson was a large, calm man in his early sixties.
Except on ceremonial occasions, which he avoided wherever
and whenever possible, he invariably wore a grey flannel
suit and a grey polo jersey, which went well enough withthe
grey hair that topped the tubby, placid and usually smiling
face. Director of the seismology department, he held two
professorships and so many doctorates and scientificdegrees
that, for simplicity's sake, his numerous scientificcolleagues
referred to him just as 'Alec'. In Pasadena, at least, hewas
regarded as the world's leading seismologist: while the
Russians and Chinese may have disputed this it was note-
worthy that those two countries were always among the
first to nominate him as chairman of the not infrequent
international seismological conferences. This esteemstemmed
primarily from the fact that Benson never made any distinc-
tion between himself and his world-wide colleagues and
sought advice as frequently as he gave it.
His chief assistant was Professor Hardwick, a quiet,
retiring, almost self-effacing scientist with a track recordthat
almost matched that of Benson's. Hardwick said: 'Well,
about a third of the people in the State must have felt the
shock. It's already been on TV and radio and will be in all
the late editions of the morning's papers. At the leastguess,
there must be a couple of million amateur seismologists in
California. What do we tell them? The truth?'
For once, Alec Benson wasn't smiling. He looked thought-
fully round the half-dozen scientists in the room, thevastly
experienced nucleus of his research team, and studied their
expressions, which were neither helpful nor unhelpful:
clearly, they were all waiting for him to give a lead.Benson
sighed. He said: 'No one admires George Washington more
than I do - but, no, we don't tell them the truth. A little
white lie and it won't even rest easily on my conscience.
What's to be gained if we tell the t ith other than scaringour
fellow Californians even further out of their wits thanthey
are now? If anything major is going to happen then it'sjust
going to happen and there's damn all we can do about it. In
any event, we have no evidence that this is a prelude to a
major shake.'
Hardwick looked doubtful. 'No intimation, no warning,
nothing?'
'What point would it serve?'
'Well, there's never been a 'quake there in recorded
history.'
'No matter. Even a major 'quake there wouldn't be of
great importance. Devastation of property and loss of life
would be insignificant, because the area is so sparsely
populated. OwensValley, eighteen-seventy-two, the largest
recorded earthquake in Californian history - how many
people died there ? Maybe sixty. The Arvin-Techapi 'quake
of nineteen-fifty-two, at seven-point-seven the largest in
Southern California - how many died there? Perhaps a
dozen.' Benson permitted himself his customary smile. 'Now,
if this latest jolt had happened along theInglewood-Newport
Fault I'd take a different view entirely.' The Inglewood-
Newport Fault, which had been responsible for the Long
Beach earthquake of 1933, actually ran under the city ofLos
Angeles itself. 'As it is, I'm in favour of letting sleepingdogs
lie.'
Hardwick nodded. Reluctantly, but he nodded. 'So we
blame it on the poor old blameless White Wolf Fault ?'
'Yes. A calmly reassuring release to the media. Tell them
again, briefly, about our ESPP, that we are cautiously
pleased that it seems to be going according to plan andthat
the intensity of this shake corresponds pretty closely toour
expected estimate of fault slippage.'
'Release to the TV and radio stations?'
'No. General. Wire service. We don't want to lend
anything that smacks of undue urgency or importance to
our - ah - findings.'
Preston, another senior assistant, said: 'We don't letethics
creep into this, huh ?'
Benson was quite cheerful. 'Scientifically indefensible.But
from the humanitarian point of view - well, call itjustifiable.'
It said much for the immense weight of Benson's prestige
that the consensus of opinion was heavily on his side.
In the refectory hall in the Adlerheim Morro was being
equally cheerful and reassuring to the anxious hostages who
had gathered there. 'I can assure you, ladies andgentlemen,
that there is no cause for alarm. I grant you, it was quitea
nasty shake, the worst we have experienced here, but ashake
of a thousand times that magnitude would leave us complete-
ly unharmed. Apart from the fact that you will probably
have already learned from your TVs that there has been no
damage throughout the State, you must all be intelligent
enough and widely-read enough to know that earthquakes
spell danger only for those who live in dwellings onmade-up
filled land, marshy land whether drained or not and on
alluvial soil. Damage rarely occurs to dwellings that have
their foundations on rock - and we have our foundations on
thousands of feet of rock. The Sierra Nevada has been here
for millions of years: it is not likely to disappearovernight.
It is unlikely that you could find any safer or moredesirable
- from the earthquake point of view - residence in theState
of California.' Morro glanced smilingly around hisaudience,
nodding his approval when he saw that his words seemed to
have had the desired calming effect. 'I don't know aboutyou
people, but I have no intention of allowing this passingtrifle
to interfere with my night's sleep. I bid you allgoodnight.'
When Morro entered his private office the smile was
markedly absent. Abraham Dubois was seated behind Mor-
ro's desk, a phone in one hand, a pencil in the other, his
huge shoulders hunched over a large-scale map of Cali-
fornia. Morro said: 'Well?'
'It is not well.' Dubois replaced the phone and delicately
pricked a pencil dot on the map. 'Here. Exactly here.' He
used a rule then set it against a mileage scale. 'The epi-
centre, to be precise, is exactly eleven and a halfmilesfrom
the Adlerheim. This is not so good, Mr Morro.'
'It's not so good.' Morro lowered himself into an armchair.
'Does it not strike you as ironic, Abraham, that we should
pick the one spot in the State where an earthquake takes
place outside our back door, so to speak ?' j
'Indeed. It could be an ill omen. I wish I could fault the
triangulation, but I can't. It's been checked andre-checked.'
Dubois smiled. 'At least we didn't pick an extinct volcano
which has suddenly turned out not to be so extinct afterall.
What option do we have? There is no time, there is no al-|
ternative. This is our operating base. This is ourperfectly
secure cover. This is our weaponry. This is the only multi-
band radio transmitting station we have. All our eggs arein
one basket. But if we pick up that basket and try to walk
away with it the chances are that we will fall and be left|
with only the ruined ingredients for an omelette.'
'I'll go sleep on it although I don't think I'll wake upfeel-
ing any differently from the way you do now.' Morro pushed
himself heavily to his feet. 'We mustn't let what could be
only a once-in-a-lifetime coincidence affect our thinkingand
planning too much. Who knows, there may not be another
tremor in this area for a hundred years. After all, there
hasn't been one for hundreds, not at least that we know ofor
has been recorded. Sleep well.''
But Dubois did not sleep well for the excellent reason that
he did not go to bed. Morro did sleep, but it was for onlyan
hour or so. He awoke to find his light on and Duboisshaking
his shoulder. j
'My apologies.' Dubois lookdd rather more cheerful than
when last he had been seen. 'Bu\ I've just made avideo-tape
of a TV newscast and I think y^ u ought to see it as soonas
possible.' \
'The earthquake, I take it?' V^ubois nodded. 'Good or
bad ?' - \
'One could not call it bad. I think you might well turn it
to your advantage.'
The replay of the video-tape lasted no more than five min-
utes. The newscaster, a bright and knowledgeable youngster
who clearly knew enough about what he was talking about
not to have recourse to a teleprompter, was remarkablybrisk
and fresh for one who was up and around at the unchristian
hour of 3 a.m. He had a large relief map of Californiahanging
on the wall behind him and wielded a slender cane with all
the fluent dexterity of a budding Toscanini.
He began by giving concise details of what was known of
the earthquake, the area over which it had been felt, the
degree of apprehension felt in various areas and the amount
of damage which it had caused, which was zero. He then
went on to say: 'From the latest authoritative statement it
would appear that this earthquake is to be regarded as aplus
and not a minus, as a matter for some self-congratulationand
not as a pointer towards some future calamity. In short,
according to the St .te's top seismological sources, thismay
well be the first earthquake ever knowingly anddeliberately
brought about by man.
'If this is correct, then it must be regarded as a landmarkin
earthquake control, the first successful implementation
of the ESPP. For Californians, this can only be good news.
To remind you: ESPP stands for "Earthquake Slip Pre-
ventative Programme", which must be one of the clumsiest
and most misleading titles thought up by the scientificfrat-
ernity in recent years. By "slip" is meant simply therubbing,
sliding, jarring, earthquake-producing process which occurs
when one of the eight, maybe ten - no one seems very sure -
of the earth's tectonic plates, on which the continentsfloat,
push into, above, under or alongside each other. The tideis
misleading because it gives the impression that earthquakes
may be brought under control by preventing this slip from
taking place. In fact it means precisely the opposite - the
prevention of earthquakes, or at least major earthquakes,by
permitting, indeed encouraging, this slipping factor totake
place - but to take place in a gradual and controlledprocess
in which there is a continuing and progressive easing ofthe
strain between the plates by allowing them to slide com-
paratively smoothly past one another producing a series of
minor and harmless 'quakes at frequent intervals instead of
massive ones at long intervals. The secret, notsurprisingly
is lubrication.
Tt was purely a chance discovery that led to this possi-
bility - which would now appear a strong possibility - of
modifying earthquakes by increasing their frequency. Some
body, for reasons best known to theniselves, injected waste
water into a particularly deep well near Denver and dis
covered, to their surprise, that this triggered off a seriesof
earthquakes - tiny, but unquestionably earthquakes. Since
then there have been many experiments, both in the lab
oratory and under actual field conditions, that haveclearly
demonstrated that frictional resistance in a fault zone isles
sened by decreasing the stress along the fault.
Tn other words, increasing the amount of fluid in thefault|
lessens the resistance in the fault while withdrawing thefluid
increases the resistance: if an existing stress is presentbetween
the faces of two tectonic plates it can be eased byinjecting
fluid and causing a small earthquake, the size of which can
be fairly accurately controlled by the amount of fluidinjec
ted. This was proved some years ago when Geological Survey
scientists, experimenting in the Rangeley oil fields inColor-
ado, found that by alternately forcing in and then with-
drawing fluids they could turn earthquakes off and on atwill.
'To what may be to their eternal credit, seismologists in
our State were the first to put those theories to practicaluse.'
The newscaster, who seemed to relish his role as lecturer,
was now tapping the map on the wall. 'From here to here' -
he indicated a line that stretched from the Mexican border
to the San Francisco Bay area - 'massive drills,specifically
designed for this task, have bored holes to an incredibledepth
of up to forty thousand feet in ten selected areas alongthis
roughly south-east-north-west line. All of those bore-holes
are in known earthquake faults and all in areas where some
of the most severe of recorded earthquakes have takenplace.'
Starting from the south he tapped out a number of spots
on the map. 'Ten bore-holes in all. The scientists areexperi-
menting with various mixtures of water and oil forlubricat-
ing purposes. Well, not quite mixtures, for oil and water
don't readily mix. First oil, then stuff they call mud, the
whole pushed further down and through cracks in the rocks
by water under high pressure.'
He stopped, looked at the camera for a dramatic five
seconds, turned, placed the tip of the cane against a spotat
the southern tip of the San Joaquin Valley, then, holdingthe
cane in position, turned to face the camera again.
'And here - if I may coin a phrase - we seem to have
struck oil at one-twenty-five a.m. today. Twenty, thirty
miles south-east of Bakerfield. Exactly where a massiveearth-
quake struck a quarter of a century ago. And exactly where
the sixth bore-hole from the south is located. Ladies and
gentlemen, I give you the villain of the piece - the White
Wolf Fault.' The newscaster relaxed and smiled boyishly.
'And now, folks, you know as much about it as I do, which
I'm afraid isn't very much. But have no fear: I'm sure the
real seismological experts will be busy lecturing you onthis
for days to come.'
Wordlessly, Dubois and Morro rose from their seats,
looked at each other then went to the map still spread on
Morro's table. Mono said: 'You are quite certain that the
triangulation is correct V
'Our three seismologists will swear to it.
'And our three bright boys place the epicentre in the Gar-
lock Fault, not the White Wolf Fault ?'
'They should know. Not only are they highly experienced
but we're practically sitting on top of the Garlock Fault.'
'TheSeismology Field Survey, Caltech, the Geological
Survey and God knows how many other scientific bodies -
how could they all possibly - especially when they were all
certainly working in collaboration - come up with the same
mistake?'
'They didn't.' Dubois was positive. 'For earthquakes, this
is the best monitored area in the world and those are among
the world's top experts.'
'They lied?'
? 'Yes.'
'Why should they lie ?'
Dubois was almost apologetic. 'I've had a little time to
thinkabout this. I think there are two reasons. Californiais
today obsessed with the fear, the certainty almost, thatsome
day, maybe quite soon according to a few eminent earth-
quake researchers, the big one is going to strike, one thatwill
make the San Francisco nineteen-o-six look like afirecracker:
it's more than possible that State officials are trying toallay
this fear by stating that this 'quake was man-made.Secondly,
all those clever seismologists may be living with abrand-new
fear which particularly affects themselves - that they may
have been dabbling in murky waters, that they may notreally
know what they were doing, that by messing around with
those various faults they may have inadvertently triggered
off something they didn't expect - a movement in the Gar-
lock Fault where they don't have a bore-hole. But they dohave
a drilling rig sitting fair and square in the middle of the
Tejon Pass on the San Andreas Fault - and at Frazier Park,
near Fort Tejon, the San Andreas and the Garlock Faults
intersect.'
'I suppose it is a possibility. And if that were correct it
might happen again, perhaps even on a major scale, and I
don't think we'd like that at all.' Morro compressed hislips
then slowly smiled. 'You have had more time to think about
this than I have. I seem to recall your saying that wemight
just possibly turn this to our advantage.' Dubois smiled in
return and nodded. 'Ten past three in the morning and what
better time for a glass of that splendid Glenfiddich. Don't
you agree ?'
Tor inspirational purposes.'
'Indeed. You think perhaps we should relieve those pres-
tigious seismological institutes of the fear that the publicmay
come to associate unexpected earthquakes - 'quakes in the
wrong place, that is - with their indiscriminate tampering
with seismic faults ? If the public were to know the truth,
that is ?'
'Something like that.'
Morro smiled again. T look forward to writing this com-
munique.'
Ryder wasn't smiling when he woke up. He cursed, quietly
but with considerable feeling, as he reached out for hisbed-
side phone. It was Dunne.
'Sorry to wake you, Ryder.'
'No worry. I've had almost three hours' sleep.'
'I've had none. Did you see that newscast shortly before
three this morning?'
'The one about the White Wolf Fault? Yes.'
'There'll be another and even more interesting newscast
in less than five minutes. Any channel should do.'
'What's it this time?'
'I think the impact will be greater if you watch for your-
self. Call me afterwards.'
Ryder replaced the receiver, liftedit again, told a queru-
lous Jeff that there was something worth watching on TV,
cursed again and went through to his living-room. The
newscaster - the same cheerful youngster whom he'd seen
just over three hours previously - came to the pointwithout
preamble.
He said: 'We have received a further communication from
the same Mr Morro who claimed last night to have been
responsible for the break-in at the San Ruffino nuclear
power station and theft of nuclear fuel. We had no reasonto
doubt that claim as the amounts claimed as stolen corres-
ponded precisely to the amounts that were stolen. This
station cannot guarantee the authenticity of thiscommunica-
tion, that is to say, that it is from the same man. It may bea
hoax. But as the various communications media received
this message in exactly the same way as the previous one we
regard this as prima facie evidence that the message isgenuine.
Whether the information it contains is also genuine is not,of
course, for us to say. The message reads:
' "The people of California have been subjected to a hoax
in that they have been deliberately lied to by the State's
leading seismological authorities. The earthquake which
took place at one-twenty-five this morning did not, as so
falsely alleged, take place in the White Wolf Fault, and Iam
sure this can easily be verified by consulting the ownersof
scores of privately owned seismographs throughout theState.
None of them would alone dare challenge the authority ofthe
State's official institutes but their combined testimonywould
make it clear that those State institutes are lying. Iexpect
this statement to bring in massive confirmation of what Iam
saying.
' "The reason why the institutes put out this untrue
statement lies in their hope of allaying the people'sincreasing
fear of imminent earthquake activity on an unprecedented
scale and their own fear that the citizens of this Statemight
come to associate fresh earthquakes, in areas other thanthose
in which they are operating their ESPP plan, with their
controversial attempts to tamper with the earth's crust.
' "I can allay their latter fear. They were not responsible
for this seismic shock. I was. The epicentre lay not in the
White Wolf Fault but in the Garlock Fault, which, next to
the San Andreas, is the largest in the State and is paralleland
so close to the White Wolf Fault that seismologists may
easily have been deceived into believing that they had
misread their instruments or that their instruments were in
error.
' "To be honest, I did not expect to trigger off this minor
shock as there has been no earthquake in recorded history
that would help explain the existence of this hugefracture.
The small atomic device I exploded at one-twenty-five this
morning was for purely experimental purposes - to see,
in effect, whether it worked or not. The results were grat-
ifying.
' "It is possible that there will be many in the State who
will disbelieve my claim. There will be none in the State,or
in the nation, who will have any doubts remaining when I
explode a second nuclear device tomorrow at a place and
time to be announced later. This device is already inposition
and is in the kiloton range of that which destroyed Hiro-
shima."
'That's it, then.' This time there was no trace of theboyish
grin he'd permitted himself in the earlier newscast. Tt
could be a hoax. If not, the prospect is at best sobering,at
worst chilling. It wrould be interesting to speculate onthe
effects and intentions of- '
Ryder switched off. He was quite capable of doing his own
speculating. He made and drank several cups of coffee while
he showered, shaved and dressed for what promised to be a
very long day ahead. He was into his fourth cup of coffee
when Dunne rang and apologized for the delay in calling
him back.
Ryder said: 'The impact was guaranteed. There's only one
question I can see: has the State, in the persons of our
seismologists, been lying to us?'
'Ihave no idea.'
'I have.'
'That's as maybe. Fact is, we have no closed line to
Pasadena. But we have to our Los Angeles office. Sassoon is
very unhappy, not least about you, and wants to see us.
Nine o'clock. Bring your son. As seen as may be.'
'Now? It's only six-forty.'
'I have things to tell you. Not over an open line.'
Tapping phones here, tapping phones there,' Ryder
complained. 'Man's got no privacy left in this State.'
Ryder and his son arrived at Dunne's office a few minutes
afterseven. Dunne, his alert, precise and efficient self,
showed no trace of his sleepness night. He was alone.
Ryder said: 'This room isn't bugged?'
'When I leave two suspects alone in it, yes. Otherwise,no.'
'Where's the big white chief?'
'Sassoon's still in LA. He's staying there. He is, as Isaid,
unhappy. First, because this is happening in his own back
yard. Second, the director of the FBI is winging his merry
way from Washington. Third, the CIA have got wind of this
and want into the act. As everybody must be very wellaware,
the FBI and the CIA are barely speaking to each other these
days, and even when they do speak you can hear the ice
crackling.'
'How did they get into the act ?'
'I'll come to that in a moment. We're going on a short trip
by helicopter soon. Pasadena. Nine a.m. the boss says, and
we meet him exactly at that time.'
Ryder was mild. 'The FBI has no jurisdiction over a retired
cop.'
'I wouldn't even bother saying "please". Wild horses
wouldn't stop you.' Dunne shuffledsome papers into a neat
pile. 'While you and Jeff have been resting lightly we, as
usual, have been toiling all through the night. Want tomake
some notes?'
'No need. Jeff's my memory bank. He can identify over a
thousand licence plates within thirty miles of here.'
'I wish it were only licence plates we were dealing wjth.
Well, now, our friend Carlton, the security deputy taken
along with the nuclear fuel. A dossier of sorts. Captain,Army
Intelligence, Nato, Germany. Nothing fancy. No cloak-and-
dagger espionage or counter-espionage stuff. Seems he
infiltrated a Communist cell among Germans working in
the base camp. Unsubstantiated suspicion of having become
too intimate with them. Offered transfer to regular tank
battalion and refused. Resigned. He wasn't cashiered, he
wasn't pressured to resign; let's say the Army didn't standin
his way. At least that's what they say. Probably correct.No
matter how unjustified the suspicions that hang over a
man the Army understandably doesn't take chances. End
of that line. When the Pentagon decides to clam up,
that's it.'
Just a hint of a Communist tie-up?'
'That would be enough for the CIA. You can't move
around the Pentagon without treading one of their agents
underfoot. A whiff of a Red under the bed and thev're
reaching for their cyanide guns or whatever before you know
it.
'His security references. Worked for an AECplant in
Illinois. Good record. Security chief checking on contacts.
Then a reference from TVA's twin Brown's Ferry nuclear
plants in Decator, Alabama. Man's never been there.
Certainly not under that name, certainly not in security.
Some other capacity, some other name, but unlikely.
Disastrous fire when he was there, incidentally, but not
caused by him. Technician looking for an air leak with a
lighted candle: he found it.'
'How come the reference?'
'Forged.'
Jeff said: 'Wouldn'tFerguson, the security chief, have
checked out the reference?'
Briefly, Dunne sounded weary. 'He admits he didn't.
Ferguson himself had been there and said that Carlton
knew so many details about the place, including the details
of the fire? that he thought a check-out pointless.'
'How would he have known about the fire ?'
'Unclassified. It's in the public domain.'
Ryder said: 'How long was he supposed to have been
there ?'
'Fifteen months.'
'So he may just have dropped out ofthe scene for that
time?'
'Sergeant Ryder, a man with the know-how can go under-
ground for fifteen years in this nation and never surface
once.'
'He may not have been in the country. He could have a
passport at home.'
Dunne looked at him, nodded and made a note. 'Washing-
ton checked out with the AEG at seventeen-seventeen H
Street. They keep records there of those seekinginformation,
those consulting card indices and dockets on nuclearfacilities.
No one had ever checked information on San Ruffino - there
was none to check. I got Jablonsky out of bed over thisone.
He was reluctant to talk. Usual threatening noises from the
FBI. Then he admitted they have advanced plans for
building a fast breeder reactor there. This comes under AEG
control. Top secret. No records.'
'So Carlton's our man?'
'Yes. Not that that's going to help much now that he's
holed up with Monro.' Dunne consulted another paper. 'You
'wanted a list of all the organized and - "successful", Ithink
you said - cranks, weirdos, eccentrics or whatever in the
State. This is it. I think I said two hundred. Actually, it'sa
hundred and thirty-five. Even so, I'm told it would take
for ever to investigate them all. Besides, if this lot areas
clever and organized as they seem to be, they'll have an
unbreakable cover.'
'We can narrow it down. To start with, it'll have to be a
large group. Also, a comparatively new group, formed just
for this purpose. Say within the past year.'
'Numbers and dates.' Resignedly, Dunne made another
note. 'Don't mind how hard we have to work, do you ? Next
comes our friend Morro. Not surprisingly, nothing is known
about him, as a man, a criminal with an eye-patch and
damaged hands, to usor to the police authorities.'
Jeff looked at his father. 'Susan's note. Remember she
wrote "American?" American, question mark?'
'And so she did. Well, Major, another little note if you
please. Contact Interpol in Paris.'
'So Interpol it is. Now the notes you took from Donahure.
Easy - just meant waking up half the bank managers and
tellers in the county. Local Bank of America. Drawn four
days ago by a young woman with pebble-tinted glasses and
long blonde hair.'
'Youmean twenty-twenty vision and a long blonde wig.'
'Like enough. A Mrs Jean Hart, eight hundred Cromwell
Ridge. There is a Mrs Jean Hart at that address. In her
seventies, no account with that bank. Bank teller didn't
count notes -just handed over ten banded thousands.'
'Which Donahure split up eight ways for eight banks.
We'll have to get his prints.'
'We got them. One of my boys with the help of a friend of
yours, a Sergeant Parker - who, like you, doesn't seem to
care overmuch forDonahure - got them from his office about
three this morning.5
'You have been busy.'
'Not me. I just sit here running up phone bills. But I've
had fourteen stout men and true working for me during the
night - had to scrape the southern Californian barrel toget
them. Anyway, we've got some lovely clear specimens of
Donahure's prints on those notes. More interestingly, we
have some lovely clear specimens of LeWinter's too.'
'The paymaster. And how about the paymaster's auto-
matic ?'
'Nothing there. Not registered. Nothing suspicious in that-
judges get threats all the time. Not used recently - filmof
dust in the barrel. Silencer probably a pointer to the typeof
man he is, but you can't hang a man for that.'
'The FBI file on him. Still reluctant to tell me about it?'
'Not now I'm not. Nothing positive. Nothing very good
either. Not known to associate with criminals. His openlist
of telephone numbers would appear to confirm that. From
that list he would appear to know every politician and city
hall boss in the State.'
'And you said that he was not known to associate with
criminals ? What else ?'
'Both we and the police are dissatisfied with some - more
than some - of the sentences he has been handing out over
the past years.' Dunne consulted a sheet before him.'Enemies
of known cronies getting unduly stiff sentences: criminal
associates of cronies - repeat, he himself has no direct
criminal associates - getting light, sometimes ludicrously
light, sentences.'
'Pay-off?'
'No proof, but what would you think? Anyway, he's not
as naive as his minion Donahure. No local accounts under
false names - none that we know of, anyway. But we
monitor - without opening - his correspondence from time to
time.'
'You're as bad as the KGB.'
Dunne ignoredthis. 'He gets occasional letters from
Zurich. Never sends any, though. Keeps his tracks pretty
well covered, does our judicial friend.'
'Intermediaries feeding pay-offs into a numbered
acount?'
'What else? No hope there. Swiss banks will only open up
in the case of a convicted criminal.'
'This copy of Ivanhoe that LeWinter had in his safe ? And
the coded notebook?'
'Seems to be a mish-mash of telephone numbers, mainly in
this State and Texas and what are beginning to look like
meteorologicalreports. Making progress. At least Washing-
ton is. There are no specialized Russian cryptographers in
California.'
'Russian?'
'Apparently. A simple variation - well, simple to them, I
suppose - of a well-known Russian code. Reds lurking in the
undergrowth again? Could mean anything, could mean
nothing. Another reason, I suppose, for the keen interest
being shown by the CIA. I should imagine, without actually
knowing, that the bulk of Washington cryptographers are on
the CIA's pay-roll,one way or another.'
'And LeWinter's secretary is Russian. Russian descent,
anyway. A cypher clerk?'
'If this were any of a dozen countries in the world I'dhave
the fair Bettina in here and have the truth out of her inten
minutes. Unfortunately, this is not one of those dozen
different countries.' He paused. 'And Donahure has - had -
Russian rifles.'
'Ah! The Kalashnikovs. Import permit - '
'None. So officially there are none of those rifles in the
country. The Pentagon do have some, but they're not saying
where they got them from. The British, I imagine - some
captured IRA arms cache in Northern Ireland.'
'And Donahure is, of course, a second generation Irish-
man.'
?
'God, as if I haven'tgot enough headaches!' To illustrate
j'ust how many he had Dunne laid his forehead briefly onthe
palms of his hands then looked up. 'Incidentally, what was
Donahure looking for in your house ?'
'I've figured that out.' Ryder didn't seem to derive much
satisfaction from the thought. 'Just give me a lifetime andby
the end of it I'll add up two and two and come pretty close
to the right answer. He didn't come because Jeff and I
hadn't been too nice to his stake-out and deprived him of a
lot of his personal property,- including his spy-van: he'd
never have dared connect himself with that. He didn't come
for the evidence I'd taken from San Ruffino because he
didn't know I'd taken any and, in the first place, hehadn't
even had time to go to San Ruflino. By the same token he
didn't have time to go to LeWinter's for a search warrant
either. He wouldn't have dared to, anyway, for if he'd told
LeWinter the real reason why he wanted the search warrant
LeWinter might have considered him such a menace that
he'd not only refuse such a warrant but might have had him
eliminated altogether.'
Dunne wasn't looking quite so brisk and alert as when they
had arrived. He said in complaint: 'I told you I'vegot a
headache.'
'My guess is that a proper search of Donahure's home or
office would turn up a stack of warrants already signed and
officially stamped by LeWinter. All Donahure had to do was
to fill them in himself. I'd told him about the dossier Ihad
on him. He'd come for that. So obvious that I missed it atthe
time. And I'd told him he was so bone-headed that he just
had to be acting on his own. So he was, because it is
something that concerned only him personally.'
' Of course it has to be that. The two of them might runfor
cover.'
'Don't think so. They don't know the evidence is in our
hands. Donahure, being a crook at heart, will automatically
assume that only crooks would have stolen the money and
the guns, and they wouldn't be likely to advertise thefact.
And I don't think that LeWinter will run either. He'll have
been worried sick at first, especially at the thought ofthe
stolen code-book and the fact that his fingerprints havebeen
taken. But when he's found out - if he hasn't already found
out - that the dreaded picture of himself and his accommo-
dating secretary has not appeared in the Globe, he'll have
discreet enquiries made and find out that the two men who
had come to photograph him were not employed on the
Globe and he will come to the inevitable conclusion thatthey
were blackmailers, perhaps out to block his appointment as
Chief Justice to the State Supreme Court. You've said
yourself he has powerful friends: by the same token such a
man must also have powerful enemies. Whatever their
reason, he won't be scared of blackmailers. Blackmailers
wouldn't know a Russian code. True, fingerprints have been
taken, but cops don't wear hoods and take your prints inbed:
they arrest you first. And he can take care ofblackmailers.
Californian law is ruthless towards that breed - andLeWinter
is the law.'
Jeff said in injured reproach: 'You might have told me all
this.'
'I thought you understood.5
'You'd all this figured in advance ? Before you moved in on
them?' Dunne said. Ryder nodded. 'Smarter than the
average cop. Might even make the FBI. Any suggestions?'
'A tap on LeWinter's phone.'
'Illegal. Congress is very uptight about tapping these days
- chiefly, one supposes, because they're terrified ofhaving
their own phones tapped. It'll take an hour or two.'
You appreciate, of course, that this will be the second tap
on his line.'
'Second?'
'Why do you think Sheriff Hartman's dead ?'
'Because he'd talk ? A new recruit, still not deeplyinvolved,
wanting to get out from under before it was too late?'
'That, too. But how come he's dead ? Because Morro had
LeWinter's line tapped. I called the night telephone mana-
ger from LeWinter's house to get Hartman's address - he
was unlisted, but that's probably because he was fairly new
to the area. Someone intercepted the call and got to Hart-
man before Jeff and I did. By the way, there's no point in
recovering the bullet that killed him. It was a dum-dum and
would have beendistorted out of recognition and further
mangled on embedding itself in the brick wall. Ballisticex-
perts are not wizards: you couldn't hope to match up what's
left of that bullet with any gun barrel.' •
' "Someone", you said?'
'Perhaps Donahure - he was showing signs of coming to
when we left him - or, just possibly, one of Donahure's
underworld connections. Raminoff wasn't the only one.'
'You gave your name over the phone?'
'Had to - to get the information I waited.'
'So now Donahure knows you were in LeWinter's house.
So now LeWinter knows.'
'No chance. To tellLeWinter that he'd have to tell him
that he either had LeWinter's phone tapped or knew that it
was tapped. By the same token if my call to Aaron of the
Examiner was tapped Donahure or whoever would still be
unable to tell LeWinter. But unlikely that that second call
was tapped - our eavesdropping friend would have taken off
like a bat after he'd heard mention of Hartman's name and
address.'
Dunne looked at him curiously - it might almost have been
with respect. 'To coin a phrase, yougot all the anglesfig-
ured.'
'I wish I had. But I haven't.'
One of the desk-phones rang. Dunne listened in silence
and his lips compressed as all trace of expression left hisface.
He nodded several times, said, 'Yes, I'll do that,' and re-
placed the receiver. He looked at Ryder in silence.
Without any particular inflection in tone, Ryder said: 'I
told you. I didn't have all the angles figured. They've got
Peggy ?'
'Yes.'
Jeff's chair crashed over backwards. He was on his feet,
face almost instantly drained of colour. 'Peggy! What'shap-
pened to Peggy ?'
'They've taken her. As hostage.'
'Hostage! But you promised us last night - so much for
your damned FBI!'
Dunne's voice was quiet. 'Two of the damned FBI, as you
call them, were gunned down and are in hospital. One is on
the critical list. Peggy, at least, is unharmed.'
'Sit down, Jeff.' Still no inflection in the voice. Helooked
at Dunne. 'I've been told to lay off.'
'Yes. Would you recognize the amethyst she wears on the
little finger of her left hand?' Dunne's eyes were bitter.
'Especially, they say, if it's still attached to her littlefinger?'
Jeff had just straightened his chair. He was stillstanding,
both hands holding the back bar as if he intended to crushit.
His voice was husky. 'Good God, Dad! Don't just sit there.
It's not - it's not human. It's Peggy! Peggy! We can'tstay-
here. Let's leave now. We can be there in no time.'
'Easy, Jeff, easy. Where in no time ?'
'San Diego.'
Ryder allowed an edge of coolness to creep into his voice.
Deliberately, he allowed it. 'You'll never make a cop until
you learn to think like one. Peggy, San Diego - they'rejust
tangled up on the outside strand of the spider's web. We've
got to find the spider at the heart of the web. Find it andkill
it. And it's not in San Diego.'
'I'll go myself, then! You can't stop me. If you want to
sit around -'
'Shut up!' Dunne's voice was as deliberately harsh as
Ryder's had been cool, but at once he spoke more gently.
'Look, Jeff, we know she's your sister. Your only sister,your
kid sister. But San Diego's no village lying out in the sticks-
it's the second biggest city in the State. Hundreds ofcops,
scores of trained detectives, FBI - all experts in this sortof
man-hunt. You're not an expert, you don't even know the
town. There's probably upwards of a hundred men trying to
find her right now. What could you hope to do that they
can't?' Dunne's tone became even more reasonable, more
persuasive. 'Your father's right. Wouldn't you rather gokill
the spider at the heart of the web ?'
'I suppose so.'Jeff sat in his chair but the slight shakingof
the hand showed that blind rage and fear for his sisterstill
had him in their grip. 'I suppose so. But why you, Dad?
Why get at you through Peggy ?'
Dunne answered. 'Because they're afraid of him. Because
they know his reputation, his resolution, the fact that he
never gives up. Most of all they're afraid of the fact thathe's
operating outside the law. Le Winter, Donahure, Hartman -
three cogs in their machine, four if you count Raminoff -and
he gets to them all in a matter of hours. A man operating
inside the law would never have got to any of them.'
'Yes, but how did they - '
'Simple with hindsight,' Ryder said. 'I said that Donahure
would never dare tell I - we - were in Le Winter's place.But
he told whoever ordered him to fix the tap. Now that it'stoo
late I can see that Donahure is far too dumb to think offixing
a tap himself.'
Who's the whoever?'
'Just a voice on the phone, most likely. A link man. A link
man to Morro. And I call Donahure dumb. What does that
make me ?' He lit a Gauloise and gazed at the driftingsmoke.
'Good old Sergeant Ryder. All the Angles figured.'
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Golden mornings are far from rare in the Golden State and
this was one of them, still and clear and beautiful, the sunal-
ready hot in a deep-blue sky bereft of cloud. The view from
the Sierras across the mist-streaked San Joaquin Valley tothe
sunlit peaks and valleys of the Coastal Range was quitebreath-
takingly lovely, a vista to warm the hearts of all but thevery
sick, the very near-sighted, the irredeemablymisanthropical
and, in this particular instance, those who were heldprisoner
behind the grim walls of the Adlerheim. In the last case,
additionally, it had to be admitted that the view from the
western battlement, high above the courtyard, was marred,
psychologically if not actually, by the triple-strandedbarbed
wire fence with its further unseen deterrent of 2000 volts.
Susan Ryder felt no uplift of the heart whatsoever. Noth-
ing could ever make her anything less than beautiful, but
she was pale and tired and the dusky blueness under her
lower lids had not come from any bottle of eye-shadow. She
had not slept except for a brief fifteen-minute periodduring
the night from which she had woken with the profound con-
viction that something was far wrong, something more ter-
rible than even their incarceration in that dreadful place.
Susan, whose mother had been a Scot, had often, and only
half-jokingly, claimed that she had the first sight, asdistinct
from the legendary second sight, inasmuch as she knew that
something, somewhere, was terribly wrong at the moment
it was happening and not that it was about to happen at
some future time. She had awoken, in fact, at the moment
when her daughter's two FBI guards had been gunned down
in San Diego. A heaviness of heart is as much a physical asa
mental sensation, and she was at a loss to account for it.So
much, she thought morosely, for her reputation as thecheer-
ful, smiling extrovert, the sun who lit up any company in
which she happened to find herself. She would have given
the world to have a hand touch her arm and find herself
looking into the infinitely reassuring face of her husband,to
feel his rock-like presence by her side.
A hand did touch her arm then took it. It was Julie
Johnson. Her eyes were dulled and tinged with red as if she
had spent a goodly part of the night ensconced behind the
wet bar so thoughtfully provided by Mono. Susan put an
arm round the girl's slender shoulders and held her.Neither
said anything. There didn't seem to be anything to say.
They were the only two on the battlements. Six of the
other hostages were wandering, apparently aimlessly, around
the courtyard, none speaking to any of the others. It could
have been that each wished to be alone with his or her per-
sonal thoughts or that they were only now beginning to ap-
preciate the predicament in which they found themselves: on
the other hand the inhibitory and intimidatory effects of
those bleakwalls were sufficient to stifle the normalmorning
courtesies of even the most gregarious.
The ringing of the bell from the door of the great hallcame
almost as a relief. Susan and Julie made their way down the
stone steps with care - there was no guard-rail - andjoined
the others at one of the long tables where breakfast wasbeing
served. It was a first-class meal that would have donejustice
to any hotel of good standing, but apart from Dr Healey and
Dr Bramwell, who ate with a gusto becoming guests of long
standing, the others did no more than sip some coffee and
push pieces of toast around. In atmosphere, it was theearly
morning equivalent of the Last Supper.
They had just finished what most of them hadn't even
started when Morro and Dubois entered, smiling, affable,
courteous, freely bestowing good-mornings and hopes that
they had all spent the night in peaceful and relaxingslumber.
This over, Morro lifted a quizzical eyebrow. 'I observethat
two of our new guests, Professor Burnett and Dr Schmidt,are
absent. Achmed' - this to one of the white-robed acolytes -
'ask them if they would be good enough to join us.'
Which, after five minutes, the two nuclear scientists did.
Their clothes were crumpled as if they had slept in them,
which, in fact, was what they had done. They had unshaven
faces and what was known to the trade as 'tartan eyes' -for.
which Morro had only himself to blame in having left re-
freshments so freely available in their suites. In fairness,he
was probably not to know that the awesome scientific repu-
tations of the two physicists from San Diego and UCLA were
matched only by their awesome reputations in the field of
bacchanalian conviviality.
Morro allowed a decent interval to elapse then said: 'Just
one small matter. I would like you all to sign your names.If
you would be so good, Abraham?'
Dubois nodded amiably, picked up a sheaf of papers and
went round the table, laying a typed letter, typed envelope
and pen before each of the ten hostages.
'What the devil is the meaning of this, you witless bastard?'
The speaker was, inevitably, Professor Burnett, hislegendary
ill-temper understandably exacerbated by a monumental
hangover. 'This is a copy of the letter I wrote my wifelast
night.'
'Word for word, I assure you. Just sign it.'
'I'll be damned if I will.'
'It's a matter of utter indifference to me,' Morro said.
'Asking you to write those letters was purely a courtesyges-
ture to enable you to assure your loved ones that you are
safe and well. Starting from the top of the table you willall
sign your letters in rotation, handing your pens toAbraham.
Thank you. You look distraught, Mrs Ryder.'
'Distraught, Mr Morro?' She gave him a smile but it
wasn't one of her best. 'Why should I ?'
'Because of this.' He laid an envelope on the table before
her, address upwards. 'You wrote this?'
'Of course. That's my writing.'
'Thank you.' He turned the envelope face down and she
saw, with a sudden dryness in her mouth, that both edges
had been slit. Morro opened the edges, smoothed the envel-
ope flat and indicated a small greyishsquidge in themiddle
of the back of the envelope. Taper was completely blank, of
course, but there are chemical substances that bring outeven
the most invisible of writing. Now, even the most dedicated
policeman's wife wouldn't carry invisible ink around with
her. This little squiggle here has an acetic acid basis,most
commonly used in the making of aspirin but also, in some
cases, nail varnish. You, I observe, use colourless nailvarnish.
Your husband is a highly experienced, perhaps evenbrilliant
detective and he would expect similar signs of intelligence
from his wife. Within a few minutes of receiving this letterhe
would have had it in a police laboratory. Shorthand, of
course. What does it say, Mrs Ryder?'
Her voice was dull. ' "Adlerheim".'
'Very, very naughty, Mrs Ryder. Enterprising, of course,
clever, spirited, call it what you like, but naughty.'
She stared down at the table. 'What are you going to do
with me?'
'Do with you? Fourteen days bread and water? I think
not. We do not wage war on women. Your chagrin will be
punishment enough.' He looked round. Trofessor Burnett,
DrSchmidt, Dr Healey, Dr Bramwell, I would be glad if
you would accompany me.'
Morro led the way to a large room next to his own study.
It was notable for the fact that it lacked any window andwas
covered on three sides by metal filing cabinets. Theremain-
ing wall - a side wall - was, incongruously enough, givenover
to repulsively baroque paintings framed in heavy gilt - one
presumed they had formed the prized nucleus of Von Streich-
er's art collection - and a similarly gilt-edged mirror.There
was a large table in the centre, with half a dozen chairs
round it and, on it, a pile of large sheets of paper, aboutfour
feet by two, the top one of which was clearly some sort of
diagram. At one end of the table there was a splendidly-
equipped drinks trolley.
Morro said: 'Well, now, gentlemen, I'll be glad if you do
me a favour. Nothing, I assure you, that will involve youin
any effort. Be so kind as to have a look at them and tellme
what you think of them.'
'I'll be damned if we do,' Burnett said. He spoke in his
normal tone, that of defiant truculence. 'I speak formyself,
of course.'
Morro smiled. 'Oh, yes, you will.'
'Yes ? Force ? Torture ?'
'Now we are being childish. You will examine them and
for two reasons. You will be overcome by your natural
scientific curiosity - and, surely, gentlemen, you want to
know why you are here V
He left and closed the door behind them. There was no
sound of a key being turned in a lock, which was reassuring
in itself. But then a push-button, hydraulically-operatedbolt
is completely silent in any event.
He moved into his study, now lit by only two red lamps.
Dubois was seated before a large glass screen which, infact,
was completely transparent. Half an inch from that was the
back of the one-way mirror of the room where the four
scientists were. From this gap the maximum of air had been
extracted, not with any insulation purposes in mind but to
eliminate the possibility of the scientists hearinganything
that was said in the study. Those in the study, however,had
no difficulty whatsoever in hearing what the scientists hadto
say, owing to the positioning of four suitably spaced andcun-
ningly concealed microphones in the scientists' room. Those
were wired into a speaker above Dubois's head and a tape-
recorder by his side.
'Not all of it,' Morro said. 'Most of it will probably beun-
printable - unrepeatable, rather - anyway. Just the meat on
the bones.'
T understand. Just to be sure, I'll err on the cautiousside.
We can edit it afterwards.'
They watched the four men in the room look around un-
certainly. Then Burnett and Schmidt looked at each other
and this time there was no uncertainty in theirexpressions.
They strode purposefully towards the drinks trolley,Burnett
selecting the inevitable Glenfiddich, Schmidt homing in on
the Gordon's gin. A brief silence ensued while the two men
helped themselves in generous fashion and set aboutrestoring
a measure of tranquillity to the disturbances plaguingtheir
nervous systems.
Healey watched them sourly then made a few far from
oblique references to Morro, which was one of the passages
that Morro and Dubois would have to edit out of the final
transcript. Having said that, Healey went on: 'He's right,
damn him. I've just had a quick glance at that top blue-
print and I must say it interests me strangely - and not ina
way that I like at all: and I do want to know what the hell
we are doing here.'
Burnett silently scrutinized the top diagram for all ofthirty
seconds and even the aching head of a top physicist can ab-
sorb a great deal of information in that time. He looked
round the other three, noted in vague surprise that hisglass
Was empty, returned to the drinks trolley and rejoined the'
others armed with a further glass of the malt whisky, which
he raised to the level of his speculative eyes. 'This,gentlemen,
is not for my hangover, which is still unfortunately withme:
it's to brace myself for whatever we find out or, more pre-
cisely, for what I fear we may find out. Shall we have alook
at it then, gentlemen ?'
In the study next door Morro clapped Dubois on the
shoulder and left.
Barrow, with his plump, genial, rubicund face, ingenuous
expression and baby-blue eyes, looked like a pastor - to be
fair, a bishop - in mufti: he was the head of the FBI, aman
feared by his own agents almost as much as he was by the
criminals who were the object of his life-long passion toput
behind bars for as long a period as the law allowed and, if
possible, longer. Sassoon, head of the Californian FBI, was
a tall, ascetic, absent-minded-looking man who looked as if
he would have been far more at home on a university campus,
a convincing impression that a large number oT convicted
Californian felons deeply regretted having taken at itsface
value. Crichton was the only man who looked his part: big,
bulky, tight-lipped, with an aquiline nose and cold greyeyes,
he was the deputy head of the CIA. Neither he nor Barrow
liked each other very much, which pretty well symbolizedthe
relationship between the two organizations theyrepresented.
Alec Benson, Professor Hardwick by his side, bent his un-
troubled and, indeed, his unimpressed gaze on the threemen,
then let it rest on Dunne and the two Ryders in turn. Hesaid
to Hardwick: 'Well, well, Arthur, we are honoured today -
three senior gentlemen from the FBI and one senior gentle-
man from the CIA. A red-letter day for the Faculty. Well,
their presence here I can understand - not too well, but I
understand.' He looked at Ryder and Jeff. 'No offence, but
you would appear to be out of place in this distinguished
company. You are, if the expression be pardoned, justordin-
ary policemen. If, of course, there are any such.'
'No offence, Professor,' Ryder said. 'There are ordinary
policemen, a great many of them far too ordinary. And we
aren't even ordinary policemen - we're ex-ordinary police-
men.'
Benson lifted his brows. Dunne looked at Barrow, who
nodded. 'Sergeant Ryder and his son Patrolman Ryder re-
signed from the force yesterday. They had urgent andprivate
Reasons for doing so. They know more about the peculiarcir-
cumstances surrounding this affair than any of us. Theyhave
achieved considerably more than any of us who have, infact,
achieved nothing so far, hardly surprising in view of thefact
that the affair began only last evening. For good measure,
Sergeant Ryder's wife and his daughter have both been kid-
napped and are being held hostage by this man Morro.'
'Jesus!' Benson no longer looked untroubled. 'My apolo-
gies, certainly - and my sympathies, certainly. It may beus
who have not the right to be here.' He singled out Barrow,
the most senior of the investigative officers present. 'Youare
here to ascertain whether or not CalTech, as spokesmen for
the various other State institutes, and especially whetherI,
as spokesman for the spokesmen, so to speak, have been
guilty of misleading the public. Or, more bluntly, have Ibeen
caught lying in my teeth ?'
Even Barrow hesitated. Formidable man though he was,
recognized another formidable man when he met one and
he was aware of Benson's reputation. He said: 'Could this
tremor have been triggered off by an atomic device ?'
'It's possible, of course, but it's equally impossible totell.
A seismograph is incapable of deciding the nature of the
source of shock waves. Generally, almost invariably, we are
in no doubt as to the source. We ourselves, the British andthe
French announce our nuclear tests: the other two members
of the so-called nuclear club are not so forthcoming. But
there are still ways of telling. When the Chinese detonateda
nuclear device in the megaton range - a megaton, as you are
probably aware, is the equivalent of a million tons of TNT-
clouds of radiation gas drifted eventually across the US.The
cloud was thin, high and caused no damage, but was easily
detected - this was in November nineteen-seventy-six.Again,
earthquakes, almost invariably, give off after-shocks.
'There was one classical exception - again, oddly enough,
in November of nineteen-seventy-six. Seismology stations in
both Sweden and Finland detected an earthquake - not
major, on the four-something Richter scale - off the coastof
Estonia. Other scientists disputed this, figuring that the
Soviets have been responsible, accidentally or otherwise,for
nuclear detonation on the floor of the Baltic. They havebeen
disputing the matter ever since. The Soviets, naturally,have
not seen fit to give any enlightenment on the matter.'
Barrow said: 'But earthquakes do not occur in that region
of the world.'
'I would not seek, Mr Barrow, to advise you in the matter
of law enforcement. It's a minor area, but it's there.'
Barrow's smile was at its most genial. 'The FBI stands
corrected.'
'So whether this man Morro detonated a small nuclear
device there or not I can't tell you.' He looked at Hardwick.
'You think any reputable seismologist in the State wouldven-
ture a definite opinion one way or another on this, Arthur?'
'No.'
'Well, that's the answer to one question, unsatisfactory
though it may be. But that, of course, is not the questionou
really want to ask. You wanted to know whether we --
you like - was entirely accurate in locating the epicentreof
the shock in the White Wolf Fault instead of, as Morro
claims, in the Garlock Fault. Gentlemen, I was lying in my
teeth.'
There was a predictable silence.
'Why ?' Crichton was not a man noted for his loquacity.
'Because in the circumstances it seemed the best thing to
do. In retrospect, it still seems the best thing.' Bensonshook
his head in regret. 'Pity this fellow Morro had to comealong
and spoil things.'
' Why ?' Crichton was also noted for his persistency.
'I'll try to explain. Mr Sassoon, Major Dunne and the two
policemen here - sorry, ex-policemen - will understand. For
you and Mr Barrow it may not be so easy.'
'Why?'
It seemed to Alec Benson that Crichton was a man of re-
markably limited vocabulary, but he refrained from com-
ment. 'Because those four are Californians. You two arenot.'
Barrow smiled. 'A State apart. I always knew it. Secession
next, is that it ?'
'It is a State apart, but not in that sense. It's apartbecause
it's the only State in the Union where, in the back - and
maybe not so far back - of the mind of any reasonably in-
telligent person lies the thought of tomorrow. Not when
tomorrow comes, gentlemen, tomorrow comes.
'Californians live in a state of fear or fearful resignationor
just pure resignation. There has always been the vague
thought, the entertainment of the vague possibility, thatone
day the big one is going to hit us.'
Barrow said: 'The big one. Earthquake ?'
'Of devastating proportions. This fear never really crys-
tallized until as late as nineteen-seventy-six - third timeI've
mentioned that year this morning, isn't it?Nineteen-seventy-
six was the bad year, the year that made the minds ofpeople
in this State turn to thoughts they'd rather not thinkabout.'
Benson lifted a sheet of paper 'February four, Guatemala,
Seven-point-five on the Richter scale. Tens of thousandsdied.
May six, North Italy. Six-point-five. Hundreds dead, wide-
spread devastation, and later on in the same year another
'quake came back to wipe out the few buildings that were
still left standing after the first earthquake. May sixteen
Soviet Central Asia. Seven-point-two. Death-rate and dam-
age unknown - the Soviets are reluctant to discuss those
things. July twenty-seven, Tangshan. Eight-point-two, in
which two-thirds of a million died and three-quarters of a
million were injured:as this occurred in adensely-populated
area, large cities like Peking and Teintsin were involved.
Then in the following month the far south of thePhilippines.
Eight-point-zero. Widespread devastation, exact deaths un-
known but running into tens of thousands - this partly due
to the earthquake, partly due to the giant tsunamai - tidal
wave - that followed because the earthquake had occurred
under the sea. They had a lesser earthquake in the Philip-
pines some way further north on November nine. Six-point-
eight. No precise figures released. In fact, November ofthat
year was quite a month, with yet another earthquake in the
Philippines, one in Iran, one in Northern Greece, five in
China and two in Japan. Worst of all Turkey. Five thousand
dead. '
'And all those earthquakes, with the exception of the one
in Greece and Italy, were related to the movement of what
they call the Pacific plate, which causes the so-called ringof
fire around the Pacific. The section that mainly concernsus,
as everyone knows, is the San Andreas Fault where thenorth-
east-moving Pacific plate rubs against thewestward-pressing
American plate. In fact, gentlemen, where we are now is,
geologically speaking, not really part of America at allbut
part of the Pacific plate, and it hardly requires aneducated
guess to know that in the not-too-distant future we won't
physically be part of America either. Some day the Pacific
plate is going to carry the western seaboard of Californiainto
the oceanic equivalent of the wild blue yonder, for where
we're sitting at the moment lies to the west of the San
Andreas Fault - only a few miles, mind you, it passes under
San Bernadino, just a hop, skip and jump to the east. For
good measure, we're only about the same distance from the
Newport-Inglewood Fault to the west - that's what caused
the Long Beach 'quake of nineteen-thirty-three - and not all,
that much further from the San Fernando Fault to the
north, which caused, as you may recall, that very nasty
business back in February 'seventy-two. Seismologically
speaking, only a lunatic would choose to live in the countyof
Los Angeles. A comforting thought, isn't it gentlemen?'
Benson looked around him. No one seemed to find it a
comforting thought at all.
'Little wonder, then, that people's thoughts started
turning inwards. Little wonder that they increasingly
wondered, "When's our time going to come?" We're sitting
fair and square astride the ring of fire and our turn mightbe
any time now. It is not a happy thought to live with. And
they're not thinking in terms of earthquakes in the past.
We've only had four major earthquakes in our known past,
two of them really big ones on the order ofeight-point-three
on the Richter scale, Owens Valley in eighteen-seventy-two
and San Francisco in nineteen-o-six. But, I say, it's notthose
they're thinking of. Not in the terms of major earthquakes
but of monster earthquakes, of which there have been only
two recorded in history, both of the Richter order ofeight-
point-nine, or about six times the destructive force of the
San Francisco one.' Benson shook his head. 'An earthquake
up to ten on the Richter scale - or even twelve - istheoretically
possible but not even the scientific mind cares tocontemplate
the awfulness of it.
'Those two monster 'quakes occurred also, perhaps not
coincidentally, in the first place in nineteen-o-six and
nineteen-thirty-three, the first in Ecuador, the second in
Japan. I won't describe the effects to you two gentlemen
from Washington or you'd be taking the plane back east -if,
that is to say, you managed to get to LA airport before the
ground opened up beneath you. Both Ecuador and Japan
sit astride the Pacific ring of fire. So does California.Why
shouldn't it be our turn next?'
Barrow said: 'That idea about a plane is beginning to
sound good to me. What would happen if one of those struck?'
'Assuming a properly sombre tone of voice, I must admit
I've given a great deal of thought to this. Say it struckwhere
we're sitting now. You'd wake up in the morning - only of
course the dead don't wake - and find the Pacific where Los
Angeles is and Los Angeles buried in what used to be Santa
Monica Bay and the San Pedro Channel. The San Gabriel
Mountains might well have fallen down smack on top of
where we are now. If it happened at sea - '
'How could it happen at sea?' Barrow was a degree less
jovial than he had been. The fault runs throughCalifornia.'
'Easterner. It runs out into the Pacific south of San
Francisco, by-passes the Golden Gate, then rejoins the
mainland to the north. A monster 'quake off the Golden
Gate would be of interest. For starters, San Franciscowould
be a goner. Probably the whole of the San Francisco penin-
sula. Marin County would go the same way. But the real
damage - '
The real damage ?' Crichton said.
'Yes. The real damage would come from the immense
ocean of water that would sweep into the San Francisco Bay.
When I say "immense'' I mean just that. Up in Alaska - we
have proof- earthquakes have generated water levels three
and four hundred feet above normal. Richmond, Berkeley,
Oakland, all the way down throughPalo Alto to San Jose
would be drowned. The Santa Cruz Mountains would
become an island. And even worse - to anticipate, Mr
Crichton, there is worse - the agricultural heart ofCalifornia,
the two great valleys of San Joaquin and Sacramento, would
be flooded, and the vast part of those valleys lie under an
altitude of three hundred feet.' Benson became thoughtful.
T hadn't really thought of it before but, come to that, I
don't think I'd much care to be living in the capital eitherat
that time for it would be dead in line of the first great wallof
water rushing up the Sacramento river valley. Perhaps you
are beginning to understand why I and my colleagues prefer
to keep people's minds off such things ?'
'I think I'm beginning to.' Barrow looked at Dunne. 'How
do you - as a Californian, of course - feel about this ?'
'Unhappy.'
'You go along with this way of thinking T
'Go along with it? If anything, I'm even ahead of it. Ihave
the unpleasant feeling that Professor Benson is not only
matching me up in my thinking but passing me by.'
Benson said: 'That's as maybe. There are, I must admit,
another couple of factors. In the past year or so peoplehave
begun delving into records and then wishing they hadn't
delved. Take the northern part of the San Andreas Fault. It
is known that a great earthquake struck there in eighteen-
thirty-three although, at the time, there was no way of
calibrating its strength. The great San Francisco 'quake of
nineteen-o-six struck there sixty-eight years later. Therewas
one in Daly City in nine teen-fifty-seven but at amagnitude
of five-point-three it was geologically insignificant.There
hasn't been, if I may use the term, a "proper" earthquakeup
north for seventy-one years. It may well be overdue.
'In the southern San Andreas there has been no major
'quake since eighteen-fifty-seven. One hundred and twenty
years ago. Now, triangulation surveys have shown that the
Pacific plate, in relation to the American plate, is moving
north-east at two inches a year. When an earthquake occurs
one plate jerks forward in relation to the other - this is
called a lateral slip. In nineteen-o-six slips of betweenfifteen
and eighteen feet have been measured. On the two inches a
year basis, one hundred and twenty years could mean an
accumulated pressure potential amounting to twenty feet.
If we accept this basis - not everyone does - a majorearth-
quake in the Los Angeles area is considerably overdue.
'As far the central area of the San Andreas, no major
'quake has ever been recorded. Lord only knows how long
that one may be overdue. And, of course, the big one may
occur in any of the other faults, such as the Garlock, the
next biggest in the State, which has been quiet forcenturies.'
Benson smiled. 'Now, that would be something, gendemen.
A monster lurking in the Garlock Fault.
'The third thing that rather tends to preoccupy people's
minds is that reputable scientists have begun to talk out
loud - in print, radio and television - about the prospects
that lie ahead of us. Whether they should talk out loud ornot
is a matter for their own principles and consciences: Iprefer
not to, but I'm not necessarily correct.
'A physicist, and a highly regarded one, Peter Franken,
expects the next earthquake to be of a giant size, and hehas
openly predicted death toll figures between twenty thousand
and a million. He has also predicted that if it happens inthe
long-quiescent central section of the San Andreas theseverity
of the shock waves would rock both Los Angeles and San
Francisco - in his own words, "quite possibly wiping them
out": it is perhaps not surprising that, per head ofpopulation,
California consumes more tranquillizers and sleepingtablets
than any place on earth.
'Or take the San Francisco emergency plan. It is known
that no fewer than sixteen hospitals in "kit" form arestored
in various places around the city ready to be set up when
disaster strikes' A leading scientist commented somewhat
gloomily that most of those, should a major earthquake
occur, would probably be destroyed anyway, and if the city
was inundated or the peninsula cut off the whole lot wouldbe
useless. San Franciscans must find this kind of statement
vastly heartening.
'Other scientists settle a maximum of five years' existence
for both Los Angeles and San Francisco. Some say two.
One seismologist gives Los Angeles less than a year tolive.
A crackpot ? A Cassandra ? No. The one person they should
listen to. A James H. Whitcomb of CalTech, the best earth-
quake forecaster in the business. He has predicted before
with an almost uncanny degree of accuracy. Won't neces-
sarily be located in the San Andreas Fault, but it's coming
very soon.'
Barrow said: 'Believe him ?'
'Let me put it this way. If the roof fell in on us whilewe're
sitting here I wouldn't raise an eyebrow - provided, thatis,
I had time to raise an eyebrow. I personally do not doubt
that, sooner rather than later, Los Angeles will be razedto
the ground.'
'What were the reactions to this forecast?'
'Well, he terrified a lot of people. Some scientists just
shrugged their shoulders and walked away - earthquake
prediction is still in its infancy or, at best, an inexactscience.
Most significantly, he was immediately threatened with alaw
suit by a Los Angeles city official on the grounds thatsuch
reports undermined property values. This is on record.'
Benson sighed. 'All part of the "Jaws Syndrome" as it has
come to be called. Greed, I'd call it. Recall the film - noone
who had commercial interests at stake wanted to believe in
this killer shark. Or take a dozen years ago in Japan, aplace
called Matsushiro. Local scientists predicted an earthquake
there, of such and such a magnitude at such and such atime.
Local hoteliers were furious, threatened them with God
knows what. But, at the predicted place, magnitude andtime,
along came the earthquake.'
'What happened ?'
'The hotels fell down. Commercial interests, commercial
interests. Say Dr Whitcomb predicted a 'quake on the
Newport-Inglewood Fault. One certain result would be the
temporary closing of the Hollywood Park Race Track - it's
almost smack on the fault, and you can't have tens of
thousands of people jammed into a potential death-trap. A
week goes by, two weeks, and nothing happens. Loss of
profits might run into millions. Can you imaginehow much
Dr Whitcomb would be sued for?
'And the Jaws Syndrome is just first cousin to the Ostrich
Syndrome. Put your head in the sand, pretend it's not there
and it'll go away. But fewer and fewer people are indulging
in that, with the result that fear, in many areas, isreaching
a state dangerously close to hysteria. Let me tell you astory,
not my story, but a very prophetic short story written some
five years ago by a writer called R. L. Stevens.
'If I recall correctly it was called The Forbidden Word.
There was a California Enabling Act which prohibited all
reference to earthquakes in print or public. Penalty offive
years. The State, apparently, has lost, by death orflight,)
fifty per cent of its population because of earthquakes.Road
blocks at State lines and people forbidden to leave. A man
and girl are arrested for mentioning the word "earthquake''
in a public place. I wonder when we're going to have a real
life Enabling Act, when a mounting hysteria will drive usinto
a nineteen-eighty-four Orwellian situation ?'
'What happened ?' Barrow said. 'In the story ?'
'It's not relevant, but they got to New York which was
crowded by the millions of Galifornians who'd fled east and
were arrested by the Population Control Board for mention-
ing the word "love" in public. You can't win. The same as
we can't win in this situation. To warn, to cry doom, theend
of the world is nigh ? Or not to warn, not to frighten them
into a state of near-panic? For me, there is one crucialfactor.
How can you evacuate three million people, as in Los
Angeles, on a mere prediction ? This is a free society. Howin
God's name can you close down coastal California, ten
mllions, maybe more, and hang around for an indeterminate
time while you wait for your predictions to come true?
Where are you going to go, where are you going to put them?
How can you make them leave when they know there is no
place to go ? This is where their homes are, their jobsare,
their friends are. There are no homes anywhere else, nojobs
anywhere else, no friends anywhere else. This is where they
live, this is where they'll have to live, and, even thoughit's
sooner rather than later, this is where they're going tohave
to die.
'And while they're waiting to die, I think they should be
allowed to live with as much peace of mind, relative though
that may be, as is possible. You're a Christian in the dun-
geons in Rome and you know it's only a matter of time
before you're driven into the arena where the lions are
waiting. It doesn't help a great deal if you are remindedof
the prospect every minute. Hope, however irrational,
springs eternal.
'Well, that's my attitude and that's my answer. I have lied
in my teeth and I intend to go on doing so. Any suggestions
that we were wrong will be vehemently denied. I am not,
gentlemen, committed to a lie: I am committed to a belief.
I have, I think, made my position very clear. Do you accept
it?'
Barrow and Crichton looked briefly at each other, then
turned to Benson and nodded in unison.
'Thank you, gentlemen.As for this maniac Morro, I can
be of no help there. He's all yours, I'm afraid.' He paused
'Threatening to explode an atomic bomb, or suchlike. I must
say that, as a concerned citizen, I'd dearly love to knowwhat
he's up to. Do you believe him ?'
Crichton said: 'We have no idea.'
'No inkling what he's up to ?'
'None.'
'Suspense, war of nerves, tension. Creating fear, hoping to
panic you into precipitate and misguided action ?'
'Very likely,' Barrow said. 'Only, we haven't got anything
to act against yet.'
'Well, just as long as he doesn't let it off under my seator
in any other inhabited area. If you learn the time andplace
of this proposed - ah - demonstration, may I request
grandstand seat?'
'Your request has already been granted,' Barrow said
'We were going to ask you anyway. Would there be anything
else, gentlemen?'
'Yes,' Ryder said. 'Would it be possible to borrow some
reading material on earthquakes, especially recent ones?'
Everyone looked at him in perplexity. Everyone, that is|
except Benson. 'My pleasure, Sergeant. Just give this cardto
the librarian.'
Dunne said: 'A question, Professor. This Earthquake
Preventitive Slip Programme of yours. Shouldn't that delay
or minimize die great 'quake that everyone seems to think
coming ?'
'Had it been started five years ago, perhaps. But we're on
just beginning. Three, maybe four years before we getresult
I know in my bones that the monster will strike first. It'sout
there, crouched on the doorstep, waiting.'
[bookmark: Chapter7]Chapter 7
At half past ten that morning Morro re-entered his study.
Dubois was no longer at the observation window but was
sitting at Morro's desk, two revolving tape-recorders infront
of him. He switched them off and looked up.
Morro said:'Deliberations over?'
'Twenty minutes ago. They're deliberating something else
now.' i
'How to stop us, no doubt.'
'What else? I gave up listening some time ago: they
couldn't stop a retarded five-year-old. Besides, they can't
even speak coherently, far less think rationally.'
Morro crossed to the observation window and switched on
the speaker above his head. All four scientists were sitting-
more accurately sprawling - round the table, bottles' infront
of them to save them the labour of having to use and walkto
the drinks trolley. Burnett was speaking, his face suffused
with alcohol or anger or both and every other word was
slurred.
'Damn it to hell. All the way to hell. Back again, too.
There's the four of us. Look at us. Best brains in thecountry,
that's what we are supposed to be. Best nuclear brains. Isit
beyond our capacity, gentlemen, beyond our intelligence, to
devise a means whereby to circument - I mean circumvent -
the devilish machinations of this monster Morro ? What I
maintain is - '
Bramwell said: 'Oh, shut up. That makes the fourth time
we've heard this speech.' He poured himself some vodka,
leaned back and closed his eyes. Healey had his elbows on
the table and his hands covering his eyes. Schmidt was
gazing into infinity, riding high on a cloud of gin. Morro
switchedoff the speaker and turned away.
'I don't know either Burnett and Schmidt but I should
imagine they are about par for their own particularcourses.
I'm surprised at Healey and Bramwell, though. They're
relatively sober but you can tell they're not their usualselves.
In the seven weeks they've been here - well, they've beenvery
moderate.'
'In their seven weeks here they haven't had such a shock to
their nervous system. They've probably never had a shock
like this.'
'They know ? A superfluous question, perhaps.'
'They suspected right away. They knew for certain in
fifteen minutes. The rest of the time they've been tryingto
find a fault, any fault, in the designs. They can't. Andall
four of them know how to make a hydrogen bomb.'
'You're editing, I take it. How much longer?'
'Say twenty minutes.'
'If I give a hand ?'
'Ten.'
'Then in fifteen minutes we'll give them another shock, and
one that should have the effect of sobering them up con-
siderably if not completely.'
And in fifteen minutes the four men were escorted into the
study. Morro showed them personally to their deep arm-
chairs, a glass on a table beside each armchair. There were
two otherberobed acolytes in the room. Morro wasn't sure
precisely what kind of reaction the physicists mightprovoke.
The acolytes could have their Ingram sub-machine guns out
from under their robes before any of the scientists couldget
half-way out of their chairs.
Morro said: 'Well, now. Glenfiddich for Professor Burnett,
gin for Dr Schmidt, vodka for Dr Bramwell, bourbon for
Dr Healey.' Morro was a great believer in the undermining
of confidence. When they had entered Burnett and Schmidt
had had expressions of scowling anger, Bramwell of thought-
fulness, Healey of something approaching apprehension.
Now they all wore looks of suspicion compounded bysurprise.
Burnett was predictably truculent. 'How the hell did you
know what we were drinking?'
'We're observant. We try to please. We're also thoughtful.
We thought your favourite restorative might help you over
what may come as a shock to you. To business. What did you
make of those blueprints ?'
'How would you like to go to hell ?' Burnett said.
'We may all meet there some day. I repeat the question.'
'And I repeat the answer.'
'You will tell me, you know.'
'And how do youpropose to set about making us talk?
Torture?' Burnett's truculence had given way to contempt.
'We can't tell you anything we don't know about.'
'Torture. Oh, dear me, no. I might - in fact, I shall be
needing you later on. But torture ? Hmm. Hadn't occurred to
me. You, Abraham?'
'No, Mr Morro.' Dubois considered. 'It is a thought.' He
came to Morro and whispered something in his ear.
Morro looked shocked. 'Abraham, you know me, you know
I don't wage war on innocents.'
'You damnedhypocrite!' Burnett's voice was a hoarse
shout. 'Of course that's why you brought the women
here.'
'My dear fellow - '
Bramwell said in a weary voice: 'It's a bomb of some sorts.
That's obvious. It might well be a blueprint for a nuclear
bomb, a thought that immediately occurred to us because of
your propensity for stealing nuclear fuel. Whether it'sviable,
whether it will work, we have just no idea. There are
hundreds of nuclear scientists in this country. But the
number of those who can make, actually make, a nuclear
bomb is severely restricted. We are not among the chosen
few. As for those who can actually design a hydrogen bomb -
well I, personally, have never met one. Our science isdevoted
to exclusively peaceful nuclear pursuits. Healey and I were
kidnapped while working in a laboratory where they pro-
duced nothing but electricity. Burnett and Schmidt, as we
are well aware, were taken in the San Ruffino nuclearreactor
station. God's sake, man, you don't build hydrogen bombs in
reactor stations.'
'Very clever.' Morro was almost approving. 'You do think
fast on your feet. In your armchair, rather. Enough. Abra-
ham, that particular excerpt we selected. How long will it
take ?'
'Thirty seconds.'
Dubois put a tape-recorder on a fast rewind, his eye on the
counter, slowed and finally stopped it. He pressed aswitch,
saying: 'Healey first.'
Healey's voice: 'So we are in no doubt then ?'
Schmidt's voice: 'None. I haven't been since the first time
I clapped eyes on those hellish blueprints.'
Bramwell's voice: 'Circuitry, materials, sheathing,trigger-
ing, design. All there. Your final confirmation, Burnett?'
There was a pause here then came Burnett's voice,
strangely flat and dead. 'Sorry, gentlemen, I need thatdrink.
It's the Aunt Sally, all right. Estimated three-and-a-half
megatons - about four hundred times the power of the
bombs that destroyed Hiroshima and Nagasaki. God, to
think that Willi Aachen and I had a champagne party the
night we completed the design!'
Dubois switched off. Morro said: 'I'm sure you could even
reproduce those plans from your head, Professor Burnett, if
the need arose. A useful man to have around.'
The four physicists sat like men in a dream. They didn't
lookstunned: they just weren't registering anything. Morro
said: 'Come here, gentlemen.'
He led the way to the window, pressed an overhead switch
and illuminated the room in which the scientists had
examined the blueprints. He looked .at the scientists but
without satisfaction, gratification or triumph. Morro didnot
seem to specialize very much in the way of feelings.
'The expressions on your faces were more than enough to
tell us all we wanted to know.' If the four men had notbeen
overcome by the enormity of the situation in which they
found themselves, the ludicrous ease with which they had
been tricked, they would have appreciated that Morro, who
clearly had further use for them, was doing no more than
establishing a moral ascendancy, inducing in them a feeling
of helplessness and hopelessness. 'But the recordingshelped.
That's the first thing I would have expected. Alas, outside
your own arcane specialities, men with abnormally gifted
minds are no better than little children. Abraham, how long
does the entire edited version take?'
'Seven and a half minutes, Mr Morro.'
'Let them savour it to the full. I'll see about thehelicopter.
Back shortly.'
He was back in ten minutes. Three of the scientists were
sitting in their chairs, bitter, dejected and defeated.Burnett,
not unexpectedly, was helping himself to some more of the
endless supply of Glenfiddich.
'One further small task, gentlemen. I want each of you to
make a brief recording stating that I have in my possession
the complete blueprints for the making of a hydrogen bomb
in the megaton range. You will make no mention whatsoever
of the dimensions, no mention of its code name "Aunt
Sally" - what puerile names you scientists give those toys,
just another sign of how limitedyour imagination isoutside
your own field - and, above all, you will make no reference
to the fact that Professor Burnett was the co-designer,along
with Professor Aachen, of this bomb.'
Schmidt said: 'Why should those damn things be kept so
secret when you'll let the world know everything else?'
'You will understand well enough inside the next two days
or so.'
'You've trapped us, fooled us, humiliated us and above all
used us as pawns.' Burnett said all this with his teeth
clenched, no mean feat in itself. 'But you can push a mantoo
far, Morro. We're still men.'
Morro sighed, made a small gesture of weariness, opened
the door and beckoned. Susan and Julie came in and looked
curiously around them. There was no apprehension or fear-
on their faces, just puzzlement.
'Give me that damned microphone.' Without permission
Burnett snatched it from the table and glared at Dubois.
'Ready?'
'Ready.'
Burnett's voice, though charged with emotion - pure,
black rage - was remarkably clear and steady, without a
traceof the fact that he had, since his non-existentbreakfast,
consumed the better part of a bottle of Glenfiddich, which
said a great deal either for Professor Burnett orGlenfiddich.
'This is Professor Andrew Burnett of San Diego. It's not
someone trying to imitate me - my voice-prints are insecurity
in the University. The black-hearted bastard Morro has in
his possession a complete set of plans for the constructionof
a hydrogen bomb in the megaton range. You had better
believe me. Also you had better believe Dr Schmidt and Drs
Healey and Bramwell - Drs Healey and Bramwell have been
held captive in this damned place for seven weeks. Irepeat,
for God's sake believe me. This is a step-by-step, fullycom-
posited, fully integrated plan ready to build now.' Therewas
a pause. Tor all I know, the bastard may already have built
one.'
Morro nodded to Dubois who switched off. Dubois said:
'The first and last sentences, Mr Morro - '
'Leave them in.' Morro smiled. 'Leave them. Eliminates
the need for checking on voice-prints. They carry with them
the normal characteristic flavour of the Professor's colourful.
. speech. You can cope, Abraham ? Ridiculous question.
Come, ladies.'
He ushered them out and closed the door. Susan said: 'Do
you mind enlightening us ? I mean, what is going on ?'
'Certainly not, my dears. Our learned nuclear physicists
have been doing a chore for me this morning. Not that they
were aware of that fact: unknown to them I had their con-
versation recorded.
T showed them a set of plans. I proved to them that I am
indeed in possession of the secrets of the manufactureof
hydrogen bombs. Now they are proving that to the world.
Simple.'
'Is that why you brought the scientists here?'
T still have a further important use for them but, prim-
arily, yes.'
'Why did you bring us into that room, your study?'
'See? You are an inquisitive person. I was just satisfying
your curiosity.5
'Julie here is not an inquisitive person.'
Julie nodded vigorously. For some reason she seemed close
to tears. 'I just want out of here.'
Susan shook her arm. 'What isit?'
'You know very well what it is. You know why he brought
us in there. The men were turning balky. That's why we were
brought up here.'
'The thought hadn't escaped me,' Susan said. 'Would
you - or that dreadful giant - have twisted our arms untilwe
screamed? Or do you have dungeons - castles always have
dungeons, don't they? You know, thumb-screws and racks
and iron maidens? Do you break people on the wheel, Mr
Morro?'
'A dreadful giant! Abraham would be hurt. A kind and
gentle giant. As for the rest? Dear me. Directintimidation,
Mrs Ryder, is less effective than indirect. If people can
bring themselves to believe something it's always more
effective than having to prove it to them.'
'Would you have proved it?' Morro was silent. 'Would you
have had us tortured ?'
T wouldn't even contemplate it.'
'Don't believe him, don't believe him!' Julie's voice
shook. 'He's a monster and a liar.'
'He's a monster all right.' Susan was very calm, even
thoughtful. 'He may even be a liar. But in this case Ibelieve
him. Odd.'
In a kind of despair, Julie said: 'You don't know what
you're saying!'
'I think I do. I think Mr Morro will have no further use
for us.'
'How can you say that?'
Morro looked at Julie. 'Some day you may be as wise and
understanding as Mrs Ryder. But first you will have to meet
a great number of people and read a great number of
characters. You see, Mrs Ryder knows that the person who
laid a finger on either of you would have to answer to me.
She knows thatI never would. She will, of course, convince
those disbelieving gentiemen we've just left and they win
know I couldn't use this threat again. I do not have to.You
are of no more use to me.' Monro smiled. 'Oh, dear, thatdoes
. sound vaguely threatening. Let us rather say that no harm
will come to you.'
Julie looked at him briefly, the fear and suspicion in her
eyes undimmed, then looked abruptly away.
'Well, I tried, young lady. I cannot blame you. You
cannot have heard what I said at the breakfast table this
morning. "We do not wage war on women." Even monsters
have to live with their monstrous selves.' He turned and
walked away.
Susan watched him go and murmured: 'And therein lies
theseeds of his own destruction.'
Julie looked at her. 'I - I didn't catch that. What did you
say?'
'Nothing. I'm just rambling. I think this place is gettingto
me also.' But she knew it wasn't.
'A complete waste of time.' Jeff was in a black mood and
didn't care who knew it. He had almost to raise his voice toa
shout to make himself heard above the clamorous racket
of the helicopter engine. 'Nothing, just nothing. A lot of
academic waffle about earthquakes and a useless hour in
Sassoon's office. Nothing, just nothing. We didn't learn a
thing.'
Ryder looked up from the sheaf of notes he was studying.
He said, as mildly as one could in a necessarily loudvoice:
'Oh, I don't know. We discovered that even learned aca-
demics can tamper with the truth when they see fit. We
learned - leastways I did - about earthquakes and thisearth-
quake syndrome. As for Sassoon, nobody expected to learn
anything from him. How could we ? He knew nothing - how
could he ? He was learning things from us.' He returned his
attention to his notes.
'Well, my God! They've got Susan, they've got Peggy and
all you can do is to sit there and read that load of oldrubbish
just as if- '
Dunne leaned across. No longer as alert and brisk as he
had been some hours ago, he was beginning to show the
effects of a sleepless night. He said: 'Jeff. Do me afavour.'
'Yes?'
'Shut up.'
There was a pile of papers lying on Major Dunne's desk.
He looked at them without enthusiasm, placed his briefcase
beside them, opened a cupboard, brought out a bottle of
Jack Daniels and looked interrogatively at Ryder and his
son. Ryder smiled but Jeff shook his head: he was stillsmart-
ing from the effects of Dunne's particular brand of curt-
ness.
Glass in hand, Dunne opened a side door. In the tiny
cubicle beyond was a ready-made-up camp bed. Dunne said:
'I'm not one of your super-human FBI agents who can go
five nights and days without sleep. I'll have Delage' -Delage
was one of his juniors - 'man the phones here. I can be
reached any time, but the excuse had better be a good one.'
'Would an earthquake do ?'
Dunne smiled, sat and went through the papers on his
- desk. He pushed them all to one side and lifted a thicken-
velope which he slit open. He peered at the contents inside
and said: 'Guess what?'
'Carlton's passport.'
'Damn your eyes. Anyway, nice to see someone's been busy
around here.' He extracted the passport, flipped throughthe
pages and passed it to Ryder. 'And damn your eyes again.'
'Intuition. The hallmark of the better-class detective.'
Ryder went through the pages, more slowly than Dunne.
'Intriguing. Covers fourteen out of the fifteen months when
( he seemed to have vanished. A bad case of wander-bug in-
fection. Did get around in that time, didn't he? LosAngeles,
London, New Delhi, Singapore, Manila, Hong Kong, Man-
ila again, Singapore, Manila yet again, Tokyo, LosAngeles.'
He passed the passport to Jeff. 'Fallen in love with the
mysterious East, it would seem. Especially thePhilippines.'
Dunne said: 'Make anything of it ?'
'Not a thing. Maybe I did have some sleep but it wasn't
much. Mind seems to have gone to sleep. That's what we
need, my mind and myself- sleep. Maybe when I wake I'll ,
have a flash of inspiration. Wouldn't bet on it, though.'
He dropped Jeff outside the latter's house. 'Sleep ?'
'Straight to bed.'
'First one awake calls the other. Okay?'
Jeff nodded and went inside - but he didn't go straight to
bed. He went to the bay-fronted windowof his living-room
and looked up the street. From there he had an excellent
view of the short driveway leading to his father's house.
Ryder didn't head for bed either. He dialled the station
house and asked for Sergeant Parker. He got through at
once.
'Dave ? No ifs, no buts. Meet me at Delmino's in ten min-
utes.' He went to the gas fire, tilted it forwards, lifted outa
polythene-covered green folder, went to the garage, pushed
the folder under the Peugeot back seat, climbed in behindthe
wheel and backed the car down the driveway and into the
road. Jeff moved as soon as he saw the rear of the carappear-
ing, ran to his garage, started the engine and waited until
Ryder's car had passed by. He followed.
Ryder appeared to be in a tearing hurry. Half-way towards
the first intersection he was doing close on seventy, aspeed
normally unacceptable in a 35 mph limit, but there wasn't
a policeman in town who didn't know that battered machine
and its occupant and would ever have been so incredibly
foolish as to detain Sergeant Ryder when he was going about
his lawful occasions. Ryder got through the lights on the
green but Jeff caught the red. He was still there when hesaw
the Peugeot go through the next set of lights. By the time
Jeff got to the next set they too had turned to red. Whenhe
did cross the intersection the Peugeot had vanished. Jeff
cursed, pulled over, parked and pondered.
Parker was in his usual booth in Delmino's when Ryder
arrived. He was drinking a Scotch and had one ready for
Ryder who remembered that he'd had nothing to eat so far
that day. It didn't, however, affect the taste of theScotch.
Ryder said without preamble: 'Where's Fatso ?'
'Suffering from the vapours, I'm glad to say. At home with
a bad headache.'
'Shouldn't be surprised. Very hard thing, the butt of a
'thirty-eight. Maybe I hit him harder than I thought. En-
joyed it at the time, though. Twenty minutes from now he's
going to feel a hell of a sight more fragile. Thanks. I'moff.'
'Wait a minute, wait a minute. Tou clobbered Donahure.
Tell me.'
Briefly and impatiently, Ryder told him. Parker was
suitably impressed.
'Ten thousand bucks. Two Russian rifles. And this dossier
you have on him. You have the goods on him all right - our
Ex-Chief of Police. But look, John, there's a limit to howfar
you can go on taking the law into your own hands.'
'There's no limit.' Ryder put his hand on Parker's. 'Dave,
they've got Peggy.'
There was a momentary incomprehension then Parker's
eyes went very cold. Peggy had first sat on his knees atthe
age of four and had sat there at regular intervals eversince,
always with the mischievously disconcerting habit ofputting
her elbow on his shoulder, her chin on her palm and peering
at him from a distance of six inches. Fourteen years later,
dark, lovely and mischievous as ever, it was a habit shehad
still not abandoned, especially on those occasions when she
wanted to wheedle something from Ryder, labouring under
the misapprehension that this made her father jealous.Parker
said nothing. His eyes said it for him.
Ryder said: 'San Diego. During the night. They gunned
down the two FBI men who were looking after her.'
Parker stood up: 'I'm coming with you.'
'No. You're still an officer of the law. You'll see whatI'm
going to do with Fatso and you'll have to arrest me.'
T've just come all over blind.'
'Please, Dave. I may be breaking the law but I'm still on
the side of the law and I need at least one person insidethe
law I can trust. There's only you.'
'Okay. But if any harm comes to her or Susan I'm out of
a job.'
'You'll be welcome in the ranks of the unemployed.'
They left. As the door swung to behind them a lean Mexi-
can youth with a straggling moustache that reached his chin
rose from the next booth, inserted his nickel and dialled.For
a full minute the phone rang at the other end withoutreply.
The youth tried again with the same result. He fumbled in
his pockets, went to the counter, changed a bill for loose
change, returned and tried another number. Twice he tried,
twice he failed, and his mounting frustration, as he kept
glancing at his watch, was obvious; on the third time hewas
lucky. He started to speak in low, hurried, urgent Spanish.
There was a certain lack of aesthetic appeal about the wayin
which Chief of Police Donahure had arranged his sleeping
form. Fully clothed, he lay face down on a couch, his left
hand on the floor clutching a half-full glass of bourbon,his
hair in disarray and his cheeks glistening with what could
have been perspiration but was, in fact, water steadilydrip-
ping down from the now melting ice-bag that Donahure had
strategically placed on the back of his head. It was to be
assumed that the loud snoring was caused not by the large
lump that undoubtedly lay concealed beneath the ice-bag
but from the bourbon, for a man does not recover conscious-
ness from a blow, inform the office that he's sorry but he
won't be in today and then relapse into unconsciousness.
Ryder laid down the polythene folder he was carrying, re-
moved Donahure'sColt and prodded him far from gently
with its muzzle.
Donahure groaned, stirred, displaced the ice-bag in turning
his head and managed to open one eye. His original reaction
must have been that he was gazing down a long, dark tunnel.
When the realization gradually dawned upon his befuddled
brain that it was not a tunnel but the barrel of his own.45
his Cyclopean gaze travelled above and beyond the barrel
until Ryder's face swam into focus. Two things happened:
both eyes opened wide and his complexion changed from its
normal puce to an even more unpleasant shade of dirty grey-
Ryder said: 'Sit up.'
Donahure remained where he was. His jowls were actually
quivering. Then he screamed in agony as Ryder grabbed his
hair and jerked him into the vertical. Clearly, no small
amount of that hair had been attached to the bruised bump
onhis head. A sudden scalp pain predictably produces an
effect on the corneal ducts and Donahure was no exception
his eyes were swimming like bloodshot gold-fish inpeculiarly
murky water.
Ryder said: 'You know how to conduct a cross-examina
tion, Fatso?'
'Yes.' He sounded as if he was being garrotted.
No you don't. I'm going to show you. Not in any text
book, and I'm afraid you'll never have an opportunity to
use it. But, by comparison, the cross-examination you'll go
in the accused's box in court will seem almost pleasant
Who's your paymaster, Donahure?'
'What in God's name - ' He broke off with a shout of pain
and clapped his hands tohis face. He reached finger and
thumb inside his mouth, removed a displaced tooth and
dropped it on the floor. His left cheek was cut both inside
and out and blood was trickling down his chin: Ryder has
laid the barrel of Donahure's Colt against his face with
heavy hand. Ryder transferred the Colt to his left hand.
'Who's your paymaster, Donahure?'
'What in the hell - ' Another shout and another hiatus
the conversation while Donahure attended to the right-hand
side of his face. Theblood was now flowing freely from the
mouth and dripping on to his shirt-front. Ryder transferred
the revolver back to his right hand.
'Who's your paymaster, Donahure?'
'LeWinter.' A strangely gurgling sound: he must had
been swallowing blood. Ryder regarded him without com
passion.
'What for?'
Donahure gurgled again. The ensuing croak was unintel-
ligible.
'For looking the other way?'
A nod. There was no hate in Donahure's face, just plain
fear.
- Tor destroying evidenceagainst guilty parties, faking
evidence against innocent parties ?' Another nod. 'How much
did you make, Donahure ? Over the years, I mean. Blackmail
on the side of course V
'I don't know.'
Ryder lifted his gun again.
'Twenty thousand, maybe thirty.' Once more he screamed.
His nose had gone the same way as Raminoff's.
Ryder said: 'I won't say I'm not enjoying this any more
than you are, because I am. I'm more than prepared to keep
this up for hours yet. Not that you'll last morethantwenty
minutes and we don't want your face smashed into such a
bloody pulp that you can't talk. Before it comes to thatI'll
start breaking your fingers one by one.' Ryder meant it and
the abject terror on what was left of Donahure's faceshowed
that he knew Ryder meant it. 'How much ?' '
'I don't know.' He cowered behind raised hands. 'I don't
know how much. Hundreds.'
'Of thousands ?' A nod. Ryder picked up the polythene
folder and extracted the folder, which he showed to Dona-
hure. 'Total of just over five hundred and fifty thousanddol-
lars in seven banks under seven different names. That would
be about right.' Another nod. Ryder returned the papers to
the polythene folder. If this represented only Donahure's
rake-off, how much did LeWinter have safe and sound in
Zurich ?
'The last pay-off. Ten thousand dollars. What was that
for?' Donahure was now so befuddled with pain and fright
that it never occured to him to ask how Ryder knew about
it
'Cops.'
'Bribes to do what?'
'Cut all the public phones betweenhere and Ferguson's
house. Cut Ferguson's phone. Wreck his police band radio.
Clear the roads.'
'Clear the roads? No patrols on the hi-jack van's escape
route ?'
Donahure nodded. He obviously felt this easier than talk-
ing.
'Jesus. You are a sweet bunch. I'll have their names later.
Who gave you those Russian rifles ?'
'Rifles?' A frown appeared in the negligible clearance
between Donahure's hairline and eyebrows, sure indication
that at least part of his mind was working again.'You took
them. And the money. You - ' He touched the back of his
head.
'I asked a question. Who gave you the rifles ?'
'I don't know.' Donahure raised defensive hands just as
Ryder lifted his gun. 'Smash my face to pieces and I still
don't know. Found them in the house when I came back one
night. Voice over the phone said I was to keep them.' Ryder
believed him.
'This voice have a name?'
'No.' Ryder believed that also. No intelligent man would
be crazy enough to give his nameto a man like Donahure.
'This the voice that told you to tap LeWinter's phone ?'
'How in God's name - ' Donahure broke off not because
of another blow or impending blow but because, swallowing
blood from both mouth and nose, he was beginning to have
some difficulty with his breathing. Finally he coughed and
spoke in a gasp. 'Yes.'
'Name Morro mean anything to you ?'
'Morro ? Morro who ?'
'Never mind.' If Donahure didn't know the name of
Morro's intermediary he most certainly didn'tknow
Morro.
Jeff had first tried the Redox in Bay Street, the unsavoury
bar-restaurant where his father had had his rendezvous with
Dunne. No one answering to either of their descriptions had
been there, or, if they had, no one was saying.
From there he went to the FBI office. He'd expected to
find Delage there, and did. He also found Dunne, who
clearly hadn't been to bed. He looked at Jeff in surprise.'So
soon. What's up?'
'My father been here?'
'No. Why ?'
'When we got home he said he was going to bed. He didn't.
He left after two or three minutes. I followed him, don't
know why, I had the feeling he was going to meet someone,
that he was stepping into danger. Lost him at the lights.'
'Worry about the other guy.' Dunne hesitated. 'Some
news for you and your father, not all that good. Both shot
FBI men were under heavy sedation during the night, but
one's clear now. He saysthat the first person shot lastnight
was neither him nor his partner but Peggy. She got it
through the left shoulder.'
'No!'
'I'm afraid so, boy. I know this agent well. He doesn't
make mistakes.'
'But - but - if she's wounded, I mean medical attention,
hospital, she must have - '
'Sorry, Jeff. That's all we know. The kidnappers took her
away, remember.'
Jeff made to speak, turned and ran from the office. He
went to Delmino's, the station officers' favouritehang-out.
Yes, Sergeants Ryder and Parker had been there. No, the
barman didn't know where they had gone.
Jeff drove the short distance to the station house. Parker
was there along with Sergeant Dickson. Jeff said: 'Seen my
father ?'
'Yes, why ?'
'You know where he is ?'
'Yes. Again why?'
Just tell me!'
T'm not rightly sure I should.' He looked at Jeff, saw the
urgency and intensity and was not to know it was because of
the news Jeff had just heard. He said reluctantly: 'He's
atChief Donahure's. But I'm not sure - ' He stopped.
Jeff had already gone. Parker looked at Dickson and
shrugged.
Ryder said, almost conversationally: 'Heard that my
daughter has been kidnapped ?'
'No. I swear to God - '
'All right. Any idea how anyone might have got hold of
her address in San Diego.'
Donahure shook his head - but his eyes had flickered, just
once. Ryder broke open the revolver: the hammer was lined
up against an empty cylinder, one of two. He closed thegun,
shoved the stubby finger of Donahure's right hand through
the trigger guard, held the Colt by barrel and butt andsaid:
'On the count of three I twist both hands. One - '
'I did, I did.'
'How did you get it?'
'Week or two ago. You were out for lunch and - '
'And I'd left my address book in my drawer so you kind of
naturally wrote down a few names and addresses. I really
should break your finger for this. But you can't sign astate-
ment if I break your writing forefinger, can you ?'
'A statement ?'
'I'm not a law officer any more. It's a citizen's arrest.Just
as legal. I arrest you, Donahure, for larceny, corruption,
bribery, the acceptance of bribes - and for murder in the
first degree.'
Donahure said nothing. His face, greyer than ever, had
slumped between his sagging shoulders. Ryder sniffed the
muzzle. 'Fired recently.' He broke open the gun. 'Two bul-
lets gone. We only carry five in a cylinder, so one's beenfired
recently.' He eased out one cartridge and scraped the tip
with a nail. 'And soft-nosed, just like the one that tookoff
Sheriff Hartman's head. A perfect match for this barrel,
I'll be bound.' He knew that a match-up was impossible, but
Donahure either didn't know or was too far gone to think.
'And you left your fingerprints on the door handle, which
was a very careless thing to do.'
Donahure said dully: 'It was the man on the phone - '
'Save it for the judge,'
'Freeze,' a high-pitched voice behind Ryder said. Ryder
had survived to his present age by knowing exactly theright
thing to do at the right time and at the moment the right
thing appeared to be to do what he was told. He froze.
'Drop that gun.'
Ryder obediently dropped the gun, a decision which was
made all the easier for him by the fact that he was holding
the gun by the barrel anyway and the cylinder was hinged
out.
'Now turn round nice and slow.' Brought up on a strict
diet of B movies, Ryder reflected, but that didn't make him
any less dangerous. He turned round - nice and slow. The
visitorhad a black handkerchief tied below his eyes, worea
dark suit, dark shirt, white tie and, of all things, ablack
fedora. B movies, late 1930s.
'Donahure ain't going to meet no judge.' He'd the dia-
logue right, too. 'But you're going to meet your maker. No
time for prayers, mister.'
'You drop that gun,' said a voice from the doorway.
Obviously the masked man was considerably younger than
Ryder, for he didn't know the right thing to do. He whipped
round and loosed off a snap shot at the figure in thedoorway.
In the circumstances it was a pretty good effort, rippingthe
cloth on the upper right sleeve of Jeff's coat. Jeff's replywas
considerably more effective. The man in the mask folded in
the middle like a collapsing hinge and crumpled to thefloor.
Ryder dropped to one knee beside him.
'I tried for his gun-hand,' Jeff said uncertainly. 'Reckon
I missed/
'You did. Didn't miss his heart, though.' Ryder plucked
off the handkerchief mask. 'Well. The shame of it all.Lennie
the Linnet has gone riding off across the great divide.'
'Lennie the Linnet?' Jeff was visibly shaken.
'Yes. Linnet. A song-bird. Well, wherever Lennie's sing-
ing now you can take long odds that it won't be to the
accompaniment of a harp.' Ryder glanced sideways, straight-
ened, took the gun from Jeff's lax hand and fired, all in
seemingly slow motion. For the fifth time that night Dona-
hure cried out in pain. The Colt he'd picked up from the
floor spun across the room. Rydersaid: 'Do be quiet. You
can still sign the statement. And to the charge of murderwe'll
now add one of attempted murder/
Jeff said: 'One easy lesson, is that it?'
Ryder touched his shoulder. 'Well, thanks, anyway/
'I didn't mean to kill him/
'Shed no sad tears for Lennie. A heroin pusher. You
followed me?'
'Tried to. Sergeant Parker told me where you were. How
did he get here ?'
'Ah, now. If you want Detective Sergeant Ryder at his
brilliant best, ask him after the event. I thought our linewas
tapped so I phoned Parker to meet me at Delmino's. Never
occurred to me they'd put a stake-out there/
Jeff looked at Donahure. 'So that's why you didn't want
me along. He ran into a truck?'
'Self-inflicted injuries. Now on, you're welcome along any-
time. Get a couple of towels from the bathroom. Don't want
him to bleed to death before his trial.'
Jeff hesitated: he had to tell his father and activelyfeared
for Donahure's life. 'Some bad news, Dad. Peggy was shot
last night/
'Shot ?' The lips compressed whitely. Ryder's eyes switched
to Donahure, the grip on Jeff's gun tightened, but he was
still under his iron control. He looked back at Jeff. 'Bad?'
'Don't know. Bad enough, I should think. Left shoulder,'
'Get the towels.' Ryder lifted the phone, got through to
Sergeant Parker. 'Come out here, will you, Dave? Bring an
ambulance, Doc Hinkley' - Hinkley was the police surgeon -
'and young Kramer to take a statement. Ask Major Dunne
to come. And, Dave - Peggy was shot last night. Through
the shoulder.' He hung up.
Parker passed on the requests to Kramer then went up to see
Mahler. Mahler viewed him as he was viewing life at the
moment,with a harassed and jaundiced eye.
Parker said: Tm going out to Chief Donahure's place.
Some trouble out there.'
'What trouble ?'•
'Something that calls for an ambulance.'
'Who said so ?'
'Ryder.'
'Ryder!' Mahler pushed back his chair and rose. 'What
the hell is Ryder doing out there?'
'Didn't say. I think he wanted a talk with him.'
'I'll have him behind bars for this. I'll take charge ofthis
personally.'
i
'I'd like to come, Lieutenant.'
'You stay here. That's an order, Sergeant Parker.'
'Nothing personal, Lieutenant.' Parker put his badge on
the desk. 'I'm not taking orders any more.'
All five of them arrived together - the two ambulance men,
Kramer, Major Dunne and Dr Hinkley. As befitted the
occasion Dr Hinkley was in the lead. A small wiry man with
darting eyes, he was, if not exactly soured by life, atleast'
possessed of a profoundly cynical resignation. He looked at
the recumbent figure on the floor.
'Good lord! Lennie the Linnet. A black day for America.'
He peered more closely at the white tie with the red-rimmed
hole through it. 'Heart damage of some kind. Gets them
younger every day. And Chief of Police Donahure!' He
crossed to where a moaning Donahure was sitting on his
couch, his left hand tenderly cradling the blood-soakedtowel
round his right hand. None too gently, Hinkley unwrapped
the towel. 'Dear me. Where's the rest of those twofingers?'
Ryder said: 'He tried to shoot me. Through the back, of
course.'
'Ryder.' Lieutenant Mahler had a pair of handcuffs ready.
I'm placing you under arrest.5
'Put those things away and don't make more a fool of
yourself than you can help if you don't want to be charged
with obstructing the course of justice. I am making, Ihavcj
made, a perfectly legal citizen's arrest. The charges arelar-
ceny, corruption, bribery, the acceptance of bribes,attemp-
ted murder and murder in the first degree. Donahure will
admit to all of them and I can prove all of them. Also,he's
an accessory to the wounding of my daughter.'
'Your daughter shot?' Oddly, this seemed to affect Mahler
more than the murder accusation. He had put his handcuffs
away. A disciplinary martinet, he was nonetheless a fairman.
Ryder looked at Kramer. 'He has a statement to make,
but as he's suffering from a minor speech impairment right
now I'll make it for him and he'll sign it. Give the usual
warnings, of course, about legal rights, that his statement
can be used in evidence, you know the form.' It took Ryder
only four minutes to make the statement on Donahure's
behalf, and by the time he had finished the damning indict-
ment there wasn't a man in that room, Mahler included,
who wouldn't have testifiedthat the statement had been
voluntary.
Major Dunne took Ryder aside. 'So fine, so you've cooked
Donahure's goose. It won't have escaped your attention that
you've also cooked your own goose. You can't imprison a
man without preferring charges and the law of the land says
those charges must be made public'
'There are times when I admire the Russian legal system.'
'Quite. So Morro will know in a couple of hours. And he's
got Susan and Peggy.'
'I don't seem to have many options open.Somebody has
to do something. I haven't noticed that the police or theFBI

or the CIA have been particularly active.'
'Miracles take a little time.' Dunne was impatient. 'Mean-
time, they still have your family.'
'Yes. I'm beginning to wonder about that. If they are in
danger, I mean.'
'Jesus! Danger? Course they are. God's sake man, look at
what happened to Peggy.'
'An accident. They could have killed her if they came that
close. A dead hostage is no good to anyone.'
'I suppose I could call you a cold-blooded bastard but I
don't believe you are.You know something I don't?'
'No. You have all the facts that I have. Only I have this
feeling that we're being conned, that we're following aline
that they want us to follow. I told Jablonsky last night thatI
didn't think the scientists had been taken in order toforce
them to make a bomb of some kind. They've been taken for \
some other purpose. And if I don't think that then I no
longer think that the women were taken to force them to
build a bomb. And not for a lever on me either - why should
they worry about me in advance?'
'What's bugging you, Ryder?'
'I'd like to know why Donahure has - had - those Kaiasn-
nikovs in his possession. He doesn't seem to know either.'
'I don't follow you.'
'Unfortunately, I don't follow myself.'
Dunneremained in silent thought for some time. Then he
looked at Donahure, winced at the sight of the batteredface
and said: 'Who's next in line for your kindlyministrations?
LeWinter?'
'Not yet. We've got enough to pull him in for questioning
but not enough to hold him on the uncorroborated word of
an unconvicted man. And unlike Donahure he's a wily bird
who'll give away nothing. I think I'll call on hissecretary
after an hour or two's sleep.' '
The phone rang. Jeff answered and held it out to Dunne,
who listened briefly, hung up and said to Ryder: 'I think
you'll have to postpone your sleep for a little. Anothermes-
sage from our friends.'
[bookmark: Chapter8]Chapter 8
Delage was with a man the Ryders hadn't seen before, a
young man, fair-haired, broad, wearing a grey flannel suit
cut loose to conceal whatever weaponry he was carrying and
a pair of dark glasses of the type much favoured by Secret
Service men who guard Presidents and heads of State.
'Leroy,' Dunne said. 'San Diego. He's liaising with Wash-
ington on LeWinter's codes. He's also in touch with the AEC
plant in Illinois, checking on Carlton's pastcontacts andhas
a team working on the lists of the weirdoes. Anything yet,
Leroy ?'
Leroy shook his head. 'Late afternoon, hopefully.'
Dunne turned to Delage. 'So what didn't you want to tell
me over the phone ? What's so hush-hush ?'
'Won't be hush-hush much longer. The wire services have
it but Barrow told them to sit on it. When the directortells
people to sit on something, it's sat on.' He nodded to atape-
recorder. 'We recorded this over the direct line from Los
Angeles. Seems that Durrer of ERDA was sent a separate
recording.'
He pressed a switch and a smooth educated voice began
to speak, in English but not American English. 'My name is
Morro and I am, as many of you will know by this time,
the person responsible for the San Ruffino reactorbreak-in.
I have messages to you from some eminent scientists and I
suggest you all listen very carefully. For your own sakes,
please listen carefully.' The tape stopped as Dunne raiseda
hand.
He said: 'Anyone recognize that voice?' Clearly no one
did. 'Anyone identify that accent? Would it give you any
idea where Morro comes from ?'
Delage said: 'Europe? Asia? Could be any place. Could
be an American with a phoney accent.'
'Why don't you ask the experts ?' Ryder said. 'University
of California. On one campus or another, anywhere between
San Diego and Stanford, you'll find some professor or lec-
turer who'll recognize it. Don't they claim to teach every
majorand most of the important minor languages in the
world somewhere in this State?'
'A point. Barrow and Sassoon may already have thought
of it. We'll mention it.' He nodded to Delage who flipped
the switch again.
A rasping and indignant voice said: 'This is Professor
Andrew Burnett of San Diego. It's not someone trying to
imitate me - my voice-prints are in security in the Univer-
sity. This black-hearted bastard Morro - ' And so Burnett
continued until he had finished his wrathful tirade.Dr
Schmidt, who followed him on the tape, sounded just as
furious as Burnett. Healey and Bramwell were considerably
more moderate, but all four men had one thing in common -
they were utterly convincing.
Dunne said to no one in particular: 'We believe them ?'
'/ believe them.' Delage's certainty was absolute. 'That's
the fourth time I've heard that played and I believe itmore
every time. You could tell they weren't being coerced,under
the influence of drugs, physical intimidation, anythinglike
that. Especially not with Professor Burnett. You can't fake
that kind of anger. Provided, of course, that those fourmen
are who they claim to be - and they have to be: they'll be
on TV and radio any time and there must be hundreds of
colleagues, friends, students who can confirm theirgenuine-
ness. A megaton ? That's the equivalent of a million tonsof
TNT, isn't it ? Downright nasty.'
Ryder said to Dunne: 'Well, that's part of the answer to
what we were talking about back in Donahure's house. To
confirm the existence of those plans and scare the livingday-
lights out of us. Us and everybody in California. They're
going to succeed, wouldn't you say ?'
Leroy said: 'What gets me is that they haven't given the
faintest indication as to what they're up to.'
That's what's goinf to get everyone,' Ryder said. 'That's
part of his psychological gambit. Scare the livingdaylights
out of everyone.'
'And speaking of scaring the living daylights, I'm afraid
there is more to come.' Dunne flicked the 'On' switch again
and Morro's voice came through once more.
'A postscript, if you please. The authorities claim thatthe
earthquake felt in the southern part of the State thismorning
came from White Wolf Fault and, as I have already said,
this is a lie. As already said, I was responsible. To provethat
the State authorities are lying, I will detonate anothernu-
clear device at exactly ten a.m. tomorrow morning. The
device is already in place in a site specially chosen so thatI
can have it under permanent surveillance: any attempt to
locate or approach this device will leave me no alternative
other than to detonate it by radio control.
'People are advised not to approach within five miles ofthe
site. If they do, I shall not be responsible for their lives.If
they don't, but are still foolish enough not to wearspecially
darkened lenses I shall not be responsible for their sight.
'The chosen site is in Nevada, about twelve miles north-
west of Skull Peak, where Yucca Flat adjoins Frenchman's
Flat.
'This device is in the kiloton range, of the approximate
destructive power of those which destroyed Hiroshima and
Nagasaki.'
Delage switched off. After about thirty seconds' silence,
Dunne said thoughtfully: 'Well, that's a nice touch, I must
say. Going to use the United States' official testingground
for his purposes. As you ask, what the devil is the man up to?
Does anyone here believe what we've just heard ?'
'I do,' Ryder said. T believe it absolutely. I believe it'sin
position, I believe it will be detonated at the time he saysit
will, and I believe there is nothing we can do to stop him,I
believe all you can do is to prevent as many rubber-neckers
as possible from going there and having themselves inciner-
ated or radiated or whatever. A traffic problem of sorts.'
Jeff said: 'For a traffic problem you require roads. No
major roads there. Dirt-tracks, that's all.'
'Not a job for us,' Dunne said. 'Army, National Guard
tanks, armoured cars, jeeps, a couple of Phantoms to dis'
courage air-borne snoopers - there should be no problem in
cordoning the area off. For all Iknow everybody might be
more interested in running in the other direction. All that
concerns me is why, why, why? Blackmail and threats, of
course, but again, what, what, what? A man feels so damned
helpless. Nothing you can do, nothing you can go on.'
'I know what I'm going to do,' Ryder said. 'I'm going to
bed.'
The Sikorsky cargo helicopter landed in the courtyard ofthe
Adlerheim but none of those seated in the refectory paid it
any attention: the helicopter, which ferried in nearly allthe
supplies for the Adlerheim, was constantly coming andgoing,
and one just learned to live with its deafening clatter.That
apart, the few guards, the hostages, Morro and Dubois were
considerably more interested in what was taking place on
the big TV screen before them. The announcer, arms folded
in a form of noble resignation and his features arrangedwith
a gravity appropriate to the occasion, had just finishedthe
playing of the tape-recordings of the four physicists andhad
embarked upon Monro's postscript. The pilot of the heli-
copter, clad in a red plaid mackinaw, entered and ap-
proached Morro but was waved to a seat: Morro was not
concerned with listening to his own voice but appeared to
derive interest and amusement from listening to the com-
ments and watching the expressions of the others.
When Morro had finished his postscript, Burnett turned
to Schmidt and said loudly: 'Well, what did I tell you,
Schmidt? Man's a raving lunatic'
The remarkseemed to cause Morro no offence: nothing
ever seemed to. Tf you are referring to me, ProfessorBurnett,
and I assume you are, that's a most uncharitableconclusion.
How do you arrive at it?'
'In the first place you don't have an atom bomb - '
'And even worse, that's a stupid conclusion. I never
claimed it was an atom bomb. It's an atomic device. Same
effect though. And eighteen kilotons is not to be regarded
lightly.'
Bramwell said: 'There is just your word -
'At one minute past ten tomorrow morning you and
Burnett will doubtless have the courtesy to apologize tome.'
Bramwell was no longer so certain. 'Even if such a thing
did exist what would be the point in detonating it out inthe
desert ?'
'Simple, surely. Just to prove to people that I havenuclear
explosive power available. And if I can prove that, what is
to prevent them from believing that I have unlimited nu-
clear armament power available? One creates a climate first
of uncertainty, then of apprehension, then of pure fear,
finally of outright terror.'
'You have more of those devices available ?'
'I shall satisfy the scientific curiosity of you and yourthree
physicist colleagues this evening.'
Schmidt said:'What in Cod's name are you trying to
play at, Morro ?'
'1 am not trying, and I am not playing, as the citizens of
this State and indeed of the whole world will soon know.'
'Aha! And therein lies the psychological nub of the matter,
is that it? Let them imagine what they like. Let them brood
on the possibilities. Let them imagine the worst. And then
tell them that the worst is worse than they ever dreamedof.
Is that it?'
'Excellent, Schmidt, quite splendid. I shall include that
in my next broadcast. "Imagine what you like. Brood on the
possibilities. Imagine the worst But can you imagine that
the worst is worse than you ever dreamed of?" Yes. Thank
you, Schmidt. I shall take all the credit for myself, ofcourse,'
Morro rose, went to the helicopter pilot, bent to listen toa
few whispered words, nodded, straightened and approached
Susan. 'Come with me, please, Mrs Ryder.'
He led her along a passage. She said, curiously: 'What isit,
Mr Morro? Or do you want to keep it as a surprise for me?
A shock, perhaps? You seem to delight in shocking people.
First you shock us all by bringing us here, then you shockthe
four physicists with your hydrogen weapon plan, now you
shock millions of people in the State. Does it give youpleas-
ure to shock people ?'
Morro considered. 'No, not really. The shocks I have ad-
ministered so far have been either inevitable or calculatedto
further my own designs. But a warped and sadistic pleasure,
no. I've just been wondering how to tell you. You are infor
a shock, but not a serious one, for there's nothing seriousto
be worried about. I have your daughter here, Mrs Ryder,
and she's been hurt. Not badly. She'll be all right.'
'My daughter! Peggy ? Here ? What in God's name is she
doing here? And how hurt?'
For answer, Morro opened a door in one side of the pas-
sageway. Inside was a small private hospital ward. There
were three beds but only one was in use. The occupant was
a pale-faced girl with long dark hair in which point laythe
only difference from her remarkable resemblance to her
mother. Her lips parted and brown eyes opened wide in
astonishment as she stretched out her right arm: the band-
ages round her left shoulder were clearly visible. Motherand
daughter exchanged the exclamations, endearments, mur-
murs and sympathies which mothers and daughters might
be expected to exchange in such circumstances while Morro
considerately maintained a discreet distance, using hisright
hand mutely to bar the further progress of a man who had
just entered: the newcomer wore a White coat wore a
stethoscope round his neck and carried a black bag. Even
without the trappings he had indefinably the word 'doctor'
written large upon him.
Susan said: 'Your shoulder Peggy. Does it hurt?'
'Not now. Well, a little.'
'How did it happen?'
'I was shot. When I was kidnapped.'
'I see. You were shot when you were kidnapped.' Susan
squeezed her eyes shut, shook her headand looked at Morro.
'You, of course.'
'Mummy.' The girl's face showed a complete lack of under-
standing. 'What is all this ? Where am I ? What hospital -'
'You're not in hospital. This is the private residence ofMr
Morro here. The man who broke into the San Ruffino re-
finery. The man who kidnapped you. The man who kid-
napped me.'
'You !'
Susan said bitterly; 'Mr Morro is not a piker. He doesn't
do things on a small scale. He's holding seven othershostage
too.'
Peggy slumped back on her pillows. 'I just don't under-
stand.'
The doctor touched Morro's arm. 'The young lady is over-
tired, sir.'
'I agree. Come, Mrs Ryder. Your daughter's shoulder re-
quires attention. Dr Hitushi here is a highly qualifiedphys-
ician.' He paused and looked at Peggy. 'I am genuinelysorry
about this. Tell me, did you notice anything pecuhar about
either of your attackers ?'
'Yes.' Peggy gave a little shiver. 'One of them - a little
man - didn't have a left hand.'
'Did he have anything at all?'
'Yes. Like two curved fingers, only they were made of
metal, with rubber tips.'
'I'll be back, soon,' Susan said and permitted Morro to
guide her by the elbow out in the passageway where she
angrily shook her arm free. 'Did you have to do that to the
poor child ?'
'Iregret it extremely. A beautiful child.'
'You don't wage war on women.' Morro should have
shrivelled on the spot, but didn't. 'Why bring her here?'
'I don't hurt women or permit them to be hurt. This was
an accident. I brought her here because I thought she'd be
better with her mother with her.'
'So you shock people, you tell lies and now you're a hypo-
crite.' Again Morro remained unshrivelled.
'Your contempt is understandable, your spirit commend-
able, but you're wrong on all threecounts. I also broughther
here for proper medical treatment.'
'What was wrong with San Diego ?'
'I have friends there, but no medical friends.'
'I would point out, Mr Morro, that they have fine hos-
pitals there.'
'And I would point out that hospitals would have meant
the law. How many small Mexicans do you think there are in
San Diego with a prosthetic appliance in place of a left hand?
He'd have been picked up in hours and have led them to me.
I'm afraid I couldn't have that, Mrs Ryder. But I couldn't
leave her with my friends either because there she would be
lonely, with no one capable of looking after her wound, and
that would have been psychologically and physically very
bad for her. Here she has you and skilled medicalattention.
As soon as the doctor has finished treating her I'm surehe'll
permit her to be wheeled to your suite to stay there withyou.'
Susan said: 'You're a strange man, Mr Morro.' He looked
at her without expression, turned and left
Ryder awoke at 5.30 p.m.. feeling less refreshed than he
should have done, because he had slept only fitfully. This
was less because of worry about his family - he wasbecoming
increasingly if irrationally of the opinion that they weren'tin
as grave danger as he had at once thought - than because
there were several wandering wisps of thought tugging atthe
corners of his mind: only he couldn't identify them forwhat
they were. He rose, made sandwiches and coffee, and
consumed them while he ploughed through the earthquake
literature he had borrowed from Pasadena. Neither the
coffee nor the literature helped him any. He went out and
called up the FBI office. Delage answered.
Ryder said: 'Is Major Dunne around?'
'Sound asleep. Is it urgent ?'
'No. Let him be. Got anything that might interest me?'
'Leroy has, I think.'
'Anything from eight-eight-eight South Maple?'
'Nothing of interest.Local nosey neighbour, a rheumy-
eyed old goat - I'm quoting, you understand - who would
clearly like to know your Bettina Ivanhoe, if that's hername,
better than he does, says that she hasn't been to worktoday,
that she hadn't been out all morning.'
'He's sure ?'
'Foster - that's our stake-out man, spends most of his time
round the back - says he believes him.'
'Eternal vigilance, you'd say ?'
'Probably with a pair of high-powered binoculars. She
went out this afternoon, but walking: there's a supermarket
on the corner and she came back with a couple ofcarry-bags.
Foster got a good look at her. Says he hardly blames theold
goat. While she was out Foster let himself in and put a bugon
her phone.'
'Anything ?'
'She hasn't used the phone since. More interesting, our
legal friend was on the phone twice today. Well, only the
second conversation was interesting. The first was made by
the judge himself to his chambers. Said he's been stricken bya
case of severe lumbago and could they get a deputy to stand
in for him in court. The second was made to him. Very
enigmatic. Told him to let his lumbago attack last for
another couple of days and everything should be all right.
That was all.'
'Where did the call come from?'
'Bakersaeld.'
'Odd.'
'What ?'
'Hard by the White Wolf Fault where the earthquake was
supposed to originate.'
'How do you know that ?'
'Education.' Courtesy of the CalTech library, he'd learnt
thefact only ten minutes previously. 'Coincidence. Coinbox,
of course.'
'Yes.'
'Thanks. Be down soon.'
He returned to the house, rang Jeff - he'd nothing to say
to his son that a phone-tapper would find of any interest -
and told him to call round but to wear different clothesfrom
those he had been wearing the previous night. While he was
waiting he himself went and changed.
Jeff' arrived, looked at his father's usual crumpledclothes
looked at his own well-creased blue suit and said: 'Well,no
one could accuse you of entering the sartorial stakes. We
meant to be in disguise?'
'Sort of. For the same reason I'm going to call up Sergeant
Parker on the way in and have him meet us at the FBI
office. Delage says they may have something for us, by the
way. No, we're going to have the pleasure of interviewing a
lady tonight, although I doubt whether she'll regard it as
such. Bettina Ivanhoe or Ivanov or whatever. She'll recog-
nize the clothes we were wearing last night, whichis more
than we can say about her. She won't recognize our faces,but
she would our voices, which is why I'm having Sergeant
Parker briefed and having him do the talking for us.'
'What happens if something occurs to you - even me - and
we want Sergeant Parker to ask a particular question ?'
'That's why we are going along -just in case that possibi-
lity arises. We'll arrange a signal then she'll be told thatwe
have to go out and check something with the station by the
car radio-phone. Never fails to panic theconscience-stricken.
Might even panic her into making a distress call tosomeone.
Her phone's bugged.'
'Coppers are a lousy lot.'
Ryder glanced at him briefly and said nothing. He didn't
have to.
'Let's start with Carlton,' Leroy said. 'The security chiefat
the reactor plant in Illinois never got to know him well.
Neither did any of the staff there - the ones that are left,that
is. That was two years or so ago and a good number have
moved on elsewhere. Secretive kind of lad, it wouldappear.'
'Nothing wrong with that,' Ryder said. 'Nothing I like
better than minding my owrn business - in off-duty hours,
that is. But in his case? Who knows? Any leads?'
'One, but it sounds more than fair. The security chief -
name of Daimler - had traced his old landlady. She says
Carlton and her son used to be very close, used to go away
weekends quite a bit. Says she doesn't know where they
went. Daimler says it's more likely that she didn't carewhere
they went. She's well off- or was: her husband left her a
good annuity but she takes in boarders because most of her
money goes in gin and cards. Most of her time and interest,
too, it would appear.'
'Sensible husband.'
'Probably died in self-defence. Daimler offered - he wasn't
too enthusiastic about the offer - to go and see her. Isaid
thanks, we'd send one of our boys - an NFI card carriesmore
weight. He's going there this evening - boy still lives at
home.
'That's all. Except for his mother's comment about him -
says he's a religious nut and should be put awaysomewhere.'
'It's the maternal instinct. What else?'
'LeWinter's fancy codes. We've traced nearly all the
telephone numbers - I think you've been told they were
mainly Californian or Texan. Seem a respectable enough
bunch - at least, preliminary enquiries haven't turned up
anything about the ones investigated so far - but on theface
of it they would seem an odd lot for a senior judge like
LeWinter to be associated with.'
'I've got a lot of friends - well, friends and acquaintances-
who aren't cops,' Jeff said. 'But none of them, as far as I
know, has ever seen the inside of a courtroom, far less a
prison.'
'Yes. But here's an eminent lawyer - or what a cock-eyed
world regards as an eminent lawyer - with a list of people
who are primarily engineers, and not only that butspecialists
in the engineering field. Specializing in petro-chemicalsand
not only chemists, metallurgists, geologists, what youwould
expect to find, but also oil-rig owners, drillers andexplosives
experts.'
Ryder said: 'Maybe LeWmter is figuring on moving into
the oil exploration field - the old rogue has probablyaccumu-
lated enough in the way of ill-gotten pay-offs to finance a
stake in something of that nature. But I think that'saltogether
too far-fetched. Much more likely that those names have
Something to do with cases that have come up before him.
They could be people that have been called as expert
witnesses.'
Leroy smiled. 'You wouldn't believe it, but we thought of
that all by ourselves. We turned up a list of his civil, as
distinct from criminal, court cases over the years and hehas
been involved in quite a number of law-suits primarily
involved with oil - exploration, leases, environmental pol-
lution, marine trusts, Lord knows what. Before he became a
judge he was a defending counsel, and a highly successful
one - as you would expect from such a devious villain - '
'Assumption, assumption,' Ryder said.
'So? You just called him an old rogue. As I was saying, he
made quite a reputation for himself for protecting thelegal
interest of various oil companies who had quite clearly
transgressed the law until LeWinter proved otherwise. In
fact, the amount of oil litigation that goes on in thisfair
State of ours is quite staggering. But it would seem that
that's all irrelevant. To me, anyway. You, I don't know.
But one way or another he's been swimming around in this
oil business for close on twenty years: so I can't see howit
bears on this present business.'
'Nor do I,' Ryder said. 'On the other hand, he could have
been preparing, for this day for all those years and is onlynow
putting his knowledge to use. But again I think this isfar-
fetched. If there's any connection between oil-prospectingor
oil-recovery I have never heard of it. How about this code-
book-Ivanhoe thing? I was given to understand that the
Washington Russian code-breakers were making progress
on that.'
'They may well be. Unfortunately they've come all over
coy. The centre of their enquiries appears to have shiftedto
Geneva.'
Ryder was patient. 'Could you enlighten me, or did they
choose to enlighten you on just what the hell Geneva has to
do with a nuclear theft in this State ?'
'No, I can't enlighten you because they clammed up. It'll
be this damned inter-service jealousy, if you ask me.
"Internecine" would be a better word.'
Ryder was sympathetic. 'You'll be telling me next that the
accursed CIA are shoving their oar in again.'
'Have shoved, it would appear. Bad enough to havethem
operating in friendly countries - allies, if you like - suchas
Britain and France, which they freely do without the per-
mission of their hosts, but to start poking around in astrictly
neutral Switzerland - '
'They don't operate there ?'
'Of course not. Those agents you see lurking around the
UNO, WHO and Lord knows how many international
agencies in Geneva are only figments of your imagination.
Heady Alpine air, or something like that. The Swiss are so
sorry for them they offer them chairs .in the shade orunder
cover, depending on the weather.'
'You sound bitter. Let's hope you all resolve your dif-
ferences in this particular case, and quickly. How have
Interpol been doing with Morro ?'
'They haven't. You have to remember that a good bit
more than half the world has never even heard of the word
"Interpol". It might help if we had the faintest clue as to
where this pest comes from.'
'The copies of the tapes of his voice ? The ones that were
to be sent out to our learnedscholars ?'
There hasn't been time yet for any significant amount of
comments to come in. We have had only four replies yet. One
is positive that he is the voice of a Middle Easterner. Infact,
he's positive enough to state categorically that the guycomes
from Beirut. As Beirut is a hodge-podge of most of the
nationalities in Europe, the Middle East, the Far East anda
fair sprinkling of Africans, by which I mean people inAfrican
nations, it's hard to see what he's basing his convictionon.
Another says, although not prepared to swear, that he's
Indian. A third says he's definitely from the south-east of
Asia. The last says that, as he's spent twenty years inJapan,
he'd recognize Japanese-learnt English anywhere.'
Ryder said: 'My wife described Morro as being a broad-
shouldered six-footer.'
'And Japanese answering to that description are not thick
on the ground. I'm beginning to lose faith in theUniversity
of California.' Leroy sighed. 'Well, with the possible -and
I'm now beginning to regard it as only faintly possible -
exception of Carlton, we don't appear to have been making
much headway. However, we may have something more
encouraging for you in the way of those odd-ball organiza-
tions you wanted us to enquire about. You specified a yearin
existence and a large group. We're not saying you're wrong,
but it did occur to us that it could conceivably be asmaller
group, or one that has been in existence for a considerably
longer period than a year and that may have beeninfiltrated
or taken over by Morro and his friends. Here's the list.I'm
not saying that it's a complete one: there's no State lawthat
says you have to register yourself, or yourself and yourlike-
minded friends as a nut or nuts. But I should imagine it'sas
complete as we can get, certainly within the limited time
available.'
Ryder glanced at the list, handed it to Jeff, turned to say
a few words to Sergeant Parker, wh'o had just entered, then
returned his attention to Leroy.
'List's fine as far as it goes, dates and existence,approxi-
mate numbers, but it doesn't tell me what they're nutty
about.'
'Could that be important ?'
'How should I know?' Ryder was understandably a mite
irritable. 'Might give me an idea, even an inkling, justthe
shadow of a clue just by looking at such a list. God knows,I
can't come up with one by myself.'
With the air of a conjurer producing a rabbit from a hat,
Leroy produced another sheet of paper. 'And here we have
what you want.' He looked at the paper with some disfavour.
'They're so damned long-winded about their reasons, their
motivations for existence as groups, that it was impossibleto
get it all on one sheet. They tend to be a forthcoming, notto
say garrulous, lot about their ideals.'
'Any religious nuts among them?'
'Carlton is said to be associated, or have associated, with
one Okay, so it's a far-out connection, but any straw for a
drowning man.'
'I think you're mixing your metaphors,' Leroy said kindly.
'But I see what you mean.5 He eyed the sheet. 'Well, mostof
them are religious organizations. I think one would expect
that. But quite a number have been established too long -
long enough to achieve a measure of respectability - to be
classified as nuts. The followers of Zen Buddhism, theHindu
Guru groups, the Zoroastrians and some home-grown
Californian groups - at least eight of those - you can't go
around calling them nuts without having a law-suit slapped
on you.'
'Call them what you want.' Ryder took the sheet, and
examined it more in hope than expectation. He said in com-
plaint: 'Can't pronounce half of them, far less understand
them.'
'This is a very cosmopolitan State, Sergeant Ryder.'
Ryder looked at him in suspicion but Leroy's face was
perfectly straight.
'Borundians,'Ryder went on. 'Corinthians. The Judges.
The Knights of Calvary. The Blue Cross. The Blue Cross ?'
'Not the hospital insurance people, Sergeant.'
'The Seekers?'
'Not the singing group.'
'Nineteen-ninety-nine ?'
'That's the day the world ends.'
'Ararat?'
'Splinter group of nineteen-ninety-nine. Where Noah's ark
fetched up. Working with a group called the Revelations,
high up in the Sierras. Building a boat for the nextflood.'
'They could be right. According to Professor Benson of
CalTech a large chunk of California is going to disappear
into the Pacific. They may have to wait a bit though -
million years, give or take. Ah, now. This is more like it.
Group over a hundred strong. Established only eight months.
The Temple of Allah.'
'Muslims. Also operating out of Sierra Nevada, but not
quite so high up. Forget them. They've been checked out
too.'
'Still. Carlton's a religious nut - '
'You calla Muslim a nut, you have to call a Christian one
too.' '
'Carlton's landlady's phrase. She probably thinks anyone
who crosses a church door a nut. Morro could come from
Beirut. Muslims there.'
'And Christians. Spent nineteen-seventy-six wiping each
other out. I've been up that blind alley, Sergeant. Morro
could be Indian. Carlton's been in New Delhi. Hindu, not
Muslim. Or Morro could be south-east Asia. So Carlton's
been to Singapore, Hong Kong and Manila. First two - if
anything- are Buddhist, third is Catholic. Or Japan -
Carlton's been there, Morro may have been. Shintoism. You
can't just pick the religion that fits your theory - andthere's
no record of Carlton ever having been in Beirut. I toldyou,
this place has been checked out. Chief of Police swears by
them -'
'That's enough for an immediate arrest warrant.'
'Not every police chief is a Donahure. This man - Curragh
- is widely respected. The Governor of California is their
patron. They've given two million -1 repeat, two million -to
charity. Open to the public - '
Ryder held up a hand. 'All right, all right. Point taken.
Where does this bunch of paragons hang out ?'
'Some kind of castle. Adlerheim, it's called.'
'I know it. Been there, in fact. Brainchild of some wealthy
crank called Von Streicher.' He paused. 'Muslim or not,
anybody who lives there has to be a nut.' He paused again,
longer this time, made as if to speak then clearly changedhis
mind.
Leroy said: 'Sorry I can't help you more.'
'Thanks. I'll take those lists if I may. Along with my
earthquake studies - they're bound to lead me to pointzero.'
Parker led the way to the car. In a quiet voice Jeff saidto
Ryder: 'Come on, out with it. What were you about to say
in there that you didn't?'
'When you consider the size of this State the Adlerheim is
only a stone's throw from Bakersfield. That's where Le-
Winter's mysterious phone call came from.'
'Could mean something ?'
'Could mean that I'm still in a far-fetched mood tonight.
Be interesting to find out whether there's a direct linefrom
the castle to Bakersfield.'
On the way out to the suburbs Ryder briefed Parker as
exhaustively as he could.
South Maple was short, straight, tree-lined, pleasant and
quiet, all the houses of the pseudo-Spanish-Moroccan archi-
tectural design so popular in the south. Two hundred yards
. short of his destination Ryder pulled up behind a blackun-
marked car, got out and walked forward. The man sitting
behind the wheel glanced interrogatively at Ryder.
Ryder said: 'You must be George Green.'
'And you must be Sergeant Ryder. Office called me.'
'Listen in to her phone all the time ?'
'Don't have to. Very educated little bug.' He tapped the
square base of his telephone. 'When she lifts her phonethis
little box goes tinkle-tinkle. Automatic recorder, too.'
'We're going to have a word with her and going to find an
excuse to leave her for a minute. She may put a panic call
through in our absence.'
'I'll have it for you.'
Bettina Ivanhoe lived in a surprisingly nice house, small,
not on the scale of Donahure's or LeWinter's homes, but
large enough to provoke the thought that for a twenty-one-
year-old secretary she was doing surprisingly well forherself
- or someone was doing surprisingly well for her. She an-
swered the door bell and looked apprehensively at the three
men.
'Police officers,' Parker said. 'Could we have a word with
you?'
'Police officers ? Yes, I suppose so. I mean, of course.'
She led the way to a small sitting-room and tucked her
legs under her while the three men took an armchair apiece.
She looked sweet and demure and proper, but that wasn't
anything much to go by; she'd looked sweet and demure if
hardlyproper when she'd been lying chained to Le Winter
in his bed.
'Am I - am I in any kind of trouble?'
'We hope not.' Parker had a deep booming voice, one of
those rare voices that could sound hearty, reassuring and
ominous all at the same time. 'We're just looking for any
information that will help us. We're investigatingallegations
- they're more than that, I'm afraid - of widespread and
illegal bribery involving foreigners and severalhigh-placed
individuals in public services in this State. A year or two
back the South Koreans were giving away millions, seem-
ingly out of the goodness of their hearts.' He sighed. 'And
now the Russians are at it. You will understand that Ican't
be more specific.'
'Yes. Yes, I understand.' Clearly she didn't understand at
all.
'How long have you lived here ?' The hearty reassurance in
his voice had gone all diminuendo. j
'Five months.' The apprehension was still there but it had
been joined by a certain wariness. 'Why ?'
'Asking questions is my job.' Parker looked around leis-
urely. 'Very nice place you have here. What's your job,Miss
Ivanhoe?'
'I'm a secretary.'
'How long?'
'Two years.'
'Before that?'
'School. San Diego.'
'Universitv of California?' A nod. 'You left?' Another nod.
'Why did you leave?' She hesitated. 'Don't forget, we can
check all this out. Failed grades?'
'No. I couldn't afford to - '
'You couldn't afford to?' Parker looked around again.
'Yet in two years, a secretary, a beginner, really, you can
afford to live here? Your average secretary has to make doJ
with a single room in the beginning. Or live with her par-
ents.' He tapped his forehead lightly. 'Of course. Yourpar-
ents. Must be very understanding folk. Not to saygenerous.1
'My parents are dead.'
'I am sorry.' He didn't sound sorry. 'Then somebody
must have been very generous.'
'I haven't been charged with anything.' She compressed
her lips and swung her feet to the floor. 'I'll not answer
another question until I've talked to my lawyer.'
'Judge LeWinter is not answering the phone today. He's
got lumbago.' This got to her. She sunk back against the
cushions, looking oddly vulnerable and defenceless. She
could have been acting but probablywas not. If Parker felt
a twinge of pity he didn't show it. 'You're Russian, aren't
you ?'
'No, No. No.'
'Yes, yes, yes. Where were you born V
'San Diego.'
'You'll have to do better than that. Your name is not in
any birth register.' Parker had no idea whether it was ornot,
but it seemed a reasonable assumption. 'Where were you
born?'
'Vladivostok.' She'd given up.
'Where are your parents buried?'
'They're alive. They went back to Moscow.'
' When ?'
'Four years ago.'
'Why?'
'I think they were called back.'
'They were naturalized?'
'Yes. A long time.'
'Where did your father work?'
'Burbank.'
'Lockheed, I suppose?'
'Yes.'
'How did you get your job?'
'Box number ad. For an American secretary who could
speak Russian and Chinese.'
'Therewouldn't be many of those around?'
'Only me/
'Judge LeWinter has private clients, then ?'
'Yes.'
'Including Russian and Chinese ?'
'Yes. Sometimes they need a translator in court.'
'Does he require any translation done for him out of
court ?'
She hesitated. 'Sometimes.'
'Military stuff. Russian, of course. In code.'
Her voice was low now, barely above a whisper. 'Yes.'
'Anything about weather at any time ?'
Her eyes were wide. 'How do you know - '
'Don't you know it's wrong? Don't you know it's treason ?
Don't you know the penalty for treason ?'
She put her forearm on the side of the couch and laid her
blonde head on it. She made no reply.
Ryder said: 'You like LeWinter?' His voice didn't seem
to register with her as the one she'd heard the previousnight.
'I hate him! I hate him! I hate him!' The voice was shak-
ing but the vehemence left no room for disbelief.
Ryder stood and jerked his head to the door. Parker said:
'We're going to the car to call the station. Back in aminute
or two.' The three men went outside.
Ryder said: 'She hates LeWinter and I, Dave, hate you.'
'That makes two of us.'
'Jeff, go see if the FBI man is intercepting a phone call.I
know I'm just wasting your time.' Jeif left.
'Poor bloody kid.' Parker shook his head. 'Imagine if that
were Peggy.'
'Just what I am meaning. Old man a spy, probably an
industrial one. Called back to Russia to report and now
being held over her head - along with her mother, probably.
Being blackmailed to hell and back. One thing: we can prob-
ably tell our super-spies in Geneva what they can do with
themselves. She's intelligent. I'll bet she has total recallabout
this Russian weather report or whatever.'
'Hasn't she had enough, John? And what will happen to
her parents ?'
'Nothing, I should imagine. Not if the report leaks out
that she has been arrested or disappeared or held incom-
municado. That's the way they'd act themselves.'
'Not the way we act in our great American democracy.'
'They don't believe in our great American democracy.'
They waited until Jeff returned. He looked at them and
shook his head.
Tt figures,' Ryder said.'Our poor little Bettina has no
place left to go.'
They went back inside. She was sitting straight again,
looking at them without expectation. Her brown eyes were
dulled and there were tear stains on her cheeks. The men
didn't bother to sit down. She looked at Ryder.
'I know who you are.'
'You have the advantage over me. I've never seen you
before in my life. We are going to take you into protective
custody, that's all.'
'I know what that means. Protective custody. Spying,
treason,a morals charge. Protective custody.'
Ryder caught her wrist, pulled her to her feet, and held
her by the shoulders. 'You're in California, not Siberia.Pro-
tective custody means that we're going to take you in and
keep you safe and unharmed until this blows over. There
will be no charges preferred against you because there are
none to prefer. We promise that no harm will come to you,
not now, nor later.' He led her towards the door and opened
it. 'If you want to, you can go. Pack some things, takethem
to your car and drive off. But it's cold out there and darkand
you'll be alone. You're too young to be alone.'
She looked through the doorway, turned back, made a
movement of the shoulders that could have been a shrug or
a shiver and looked at Ryder uncertainly. He said: 'We .
know of a safe place. We'll send a policewoman with you,
not a battle-axe to guard you but a young and pretty girl
like yourself to keep you company.' He nodded to Jeff. 'I
know my son here will take the greatest care, not to say
pleasure, in picking out just the girlfor you.' Jeffgrinned
and it was probably his smile more than anything else that
convinced her. 'You will, of course, have an armed guard
outside. Two or three days, no more. Just pack enough for
that. Don't be a dope; we just want to look after you.'
She smiled for the first time, nodded and left the room.
Jeff grinned again. 'I've often wondered how you managed
to trap Susan, but now I'm beginning to - '
Ryder gave him a cold look. 'Green's all through here.
Go and explain to him why.'
Jeffleft, still smiling.
Healey, Bramwell and Schmidt had foregathered in Bur-
nett's sitting-room after dinner, excellent as was all thefood
in the Adlerheim. It had been a sombre meal, as most meals
were, and the atmosphere had not been lightened by the
absence of Susan who had been eating with her injured
daughter. Carlton had not been there either, but this had
hardly been remarked upon, because the deputy chief of
security had become a highly unsociable creature - gloomy,
withdrawn, almost secretive: it was widely assumed that he
was brooding over his own defects and failures in the field
of security. After a mealeaten quickly and in funerealsil-
ence all had left as soon as they decently could. And now
Burnett was dispensing his post-prandial hospitality - inthis
case an excellent Martell - with his customary heavy hand.
'Woman's not normal.' Burnett was speaking and, as usual,
he wasn't saying something, he was announcing it.
Bramwell said cautiously: 'Which one?'
'Which woman is ?' Burnett would have gone over big with
the women's lib. 'But I was referring to Mrs Ryder, of
course.'
Healey steepled judicious fingers. 'Charming, I thought.'
'Charming? To be sure, to be sure. Charming. Quite
beautiful. But deranged.' He waved a vaguearm around.
'All this, I suppose. Women can't take it. Went along tosee
her after dinner, pay respects, commiserate with injured
daughter, you know. Damn pretty young girl that. Lying
there, all shot up.' To listen to Burnett, one would have
assumed that the patient had been riddled with machine-gun
fire. 'Well, I'm a pretty even-tempered fellow' - he seemedto
be genuinely unaware of his own reputation - 'but I must
say I rather lost my temper. Said that Morro was at worst a
cold-blooded monster that should be destroyed, at best a
raving lunatic that should be locked up. Would you believe
it, she didn't agree at all.' He briefly contemplated the
enormity of her error in character assessment, then shookhis
head at its being beyond normal comprehension. 'Admitted
that he should be brought to justice, but said he was kind,
considerate and even thoughtful of others at times. An
intelligent, I had thought highly intelligent, woman.'
Burnett shook his head again, whether in self-reproach athis
own character assessment or because he was sadly figuring
out what the rest of womankind might be like it was hard to
say. He drank his brandy, clearly not savouring it at all.'I
ask you, gentlemen. I simply ask you.'
'He's a maniac, all right. That I grant you.' Bramwell was
being cautious again. 'But not amoral as a madman should
be. If he really wanted an impressive debut for this atom
bomb of his - assuming he has one, and none of us here
doubts it - he'd detonate it without warning in theWilshire
Boulevard instead of with warning out in the desert.'
'Balderdash. The extreme cunning of extreme madness.
Wants to convince people that they're dealing with arational
human being.' Burnett examined his empty glass, rose and
made for the bar. 'Well, he'll never convince me of that. I
detest cliches but, gentlemen - mark my words.'
They marked his words in silence and were still sitting in
silence when Morro and Dubois entered. He was either
oblivious of or ignored the thunder on Burnett's face, the
gloom on that of the others.
'I am sorry to disturb you, gentlemen, but the evenings are
a bit dull here and I thought you might care to seesomething
to titillate your scientific curiosity. I do not want tosound
like a showman in a circus, but I'm sure you will be aston-
ished- dumb-founded, I might almost say- by what Abraham
and I are about to show you. Would you care to accompany
me, gentlemen?'
Burnett wasn't going to pass up the opportunity to exercise
his truculence. 'And if we refuse?'
'Your privilege. And I mean yours, Professor. I somehow
think your colleagues might be quite interested, and would
take great pleasure in telling you afterwards. Of course,you
may all choose to refuse. I will bring no pressure tobear.'
Healey rose. 'I was born nosey. Your food is excellent but
the entertainment factor is zero. Nothing on the TV - not
that there ever is much - except the precautions beingtaken
to keep people away from the Yucca Flat tomorrow and the
fearful speculation as to what the next threat is going tobe
and what is the motivation behind it all. What is the
motivation, Morro?'
'Later. Meantime, those of you who care - '
They all cared, even Burnett. Two white-robed acolytes
were waiting in the passage. This didn't worry the four
physicists: there was nothing new in this, nor in thecertain
knowledge that they would be carrying their Ingrams in the
folds of their robes. What was unusual was that one of them
was carrying a tape-recorder. Burnett, as ever, was thefirst
and principal objector.
'What's your devious mind planning on now, Morro?
What's the damned recorder for?'
Morro was patient. 'To make a recording. I thought you
might like to be the first to inform your fellow citizensof
what I have here and, by implication, what's in store for
them. We will bring to an end what you, Dr Healey, call
their "fearful speculations" and let them know the dreadful
reality. Their fears, almost certainly, will be replaced bya
mindless panic such as a people have never known before.
But it is justifiable. It is justifiable because it will enableme
to achieve what I wish - and, more importantly from your
point of view, to achieve it without the loss of the livesof
perhaps millions of people. That loss is just conceivable -if
you refuse to co-operate.'
The quiet voice carried total conviction, but when a mind
is confronted by the inconceivable it takes refuge in dis-
belief and non-acceptance.
'You are quite, quite mad.' For once Burnett was neither
furious nor truculent but he carried as much conviction as
Morro had done. 'If we refuse to, as you say, co-operate?
Torture? The threat to the women?'
'Mrs Ryder will have told you that they are safe from me.
You really can be tedious at times, Professor.No torture,
except that of your own consciences, the thought that will
haunt you as long as you may live - you could have saved
countless lives but have chosen not to.'
Healey said: 'What you are saying in effect is that while
people might not believe you and take a chance that you are
blurring they would believe us and take no such chance.'
Morro smiled. 'It wounds what passes for my amour propre
but, yes,.precisely.'
'Let's go and see just how mad he is.'
The lift was an extraordinaryconstruction. Its floor
measured about four feet by six but, in height, it musthave
been at least fourteen feet. The faces of the fourphysicists
reflected their puzzlement. As the lift whined down Morro
smiled again. 'It is peculiar, I admit. You will understand
the reason for its unique design in a very-few moments.'
The lift stopped, the door opened and the eight men moved
out into a large chamber about twenty feet square. Thewalls
and roofs were as they had been when cut from the solid
rock, the floor of smooth concrete. On one side werevertically
stacked sheets of steel, whether hardened or stainless itwas
impossible to judge: on the other were unmistakable sheetsof
aluminium. For the rest, it was no more or less than a com-
prehensively-equipped machine shop, with lathes, machine
presses, drills, guillotines, oxy-acetylene equipment andracks
of gleaming tools. Monro waved a hand.
'In an automobile plant, what you would call the "body
shop". Here we make the casings. I need say no more.'
Running along the length of the roof of the chamber was
a heavy metal rail from which were suspended travelling
chain blocks. This extended into the next compartment.
Morro led the way in. There was a long table, again running
the length of the chamber: a table fitted with circularmetal
clamps. On either side were racked storage compartments,
wire-net fronted, both containing metal drums well separ-
ated at calculated intervals.
Morro didn't even break stride. 'Plutonium to the left,
Uranium-235 to the right.' He carried straight on to a
smaller room. 'The electrical shop, gentlemen. But that
wouldn't interest you.' He kept on walking. 'But this next
room should fascinate you. Again in auto-manufactur-
ing parlance, this is what you would call the "assembly
shop".'
Morrohad made no mistake. The four physicists were,
beyond question, fascinated as they had never been in their
lives. But not in the details of the assembly shop. Whatcaught
and held fast their disbelieving and horrified attentionwas
the rack bolted to the right-hand wall. More precisely,what
the rack held. Clamped vertically, side by side, were ten
twelve-feet-high cylinders, each four-and-a-half inches in
diameter. They were painted in matt black with the excep-
tion of two red bands, each an inch thick, that circled the
cylinders one third and two thirds the way up their height.
At the further end of the row were two more sets of clamps
which held nothing. Morro looked at each of the four
physicists in turn. Each face held the same expression, a
profound dismay coupledwith a sick and shocked certainty.
Morro's face registered nothing - no humour, no triumph,
no satisfaction, nothing. The silence dragged on for aseem-
ingly interminable time, but then in circumstancessufficient-
ly appalling a few seconds cannot be measured in the nor-
mally accepted units of time. In the accepted units of sec-
onds, twenty had passed before Healey broke the silence.
His face was grey, his voice husky as he broke from histhrall
and turned to look at Morro.
'This is a nightmare.'
'This is no nightmare. From a nightmare you wake up.
Not from this, for this is the dreadful reality. A wakingnight-
mare, if you will.'
Burnett was as hoarse as Healey had been. 'The Aunt
Sally!'
Morro corrected him. 'The Aunt Sallies. Ten of them.
You Professor, are an excellent designer of hydrogen weap-
ons. Your brainchild in its final physical form. One could
wish that you could have viewed it under happier circum-
stances.'
There was something very close to hate in Burnett's eyes.
'You Morro, are an evil and vindictive bastard.'
'You can save your breath, Professor, and for tworeasons.
Your statement is untrue for I derive no gloating pleasure
from this; and, as you should know by now, I am impervious
to insults.'
With a Herculean effort Burnett brought his temper and
outrage under control, and regarded Morro with an ex-
pression of suspicious thoughtfulness. He said slowly: 'Ihave
to admit they look like Aunt Sallies.'
'You are suggesting something, Professor Burnett?'
'Yes. I'm suggesting this is a hoax, a gigantic bluff. I'm
suggesting that all this fancy machinery you have downhere,
the steel and aluminium sheets, the nuclear fuel, the elec-
trical shop, this so-called assembly shop, is just window-
dressing on an unprecedented scale. I suggest you aretrying
to trick my colleagues and myself into convincing the world
at large that you really are in possession of those nuclear
weapons, whereas in fact, they are only dummies. You could
have those cylinders made in a hundred places in this State
alone without arousing any suspicion. But you couldn't have
the components, the very intricate and sophisticated com-
ponents made without providing very complex and highly
sophisticated plans, and that would have aroused suspicion.
I'm afraid,Morro, that you are no engineer. To make those
components here you would have required highly-skilled
pattern-cutters, template-makers, turners and machinists.
Such men are very hard to come by and are highly-paid
professionals who most certainly would not jeopardize their
careers by working for a criminal.'
Morro said: 'Well spoken. Interesting but, if I may say so,
merely amusing observations. You have quite finished?'
When Burnett made no reply Morro crossed to a large
steel platelet into one wall and pressed a button by itsside.
The steel plate slid sideways with a muted whine to reveala
square wire-meshed door. Behind the mesh were seated six
men, two watching TV, two reading and two playing cards.
All six men looked towards the mesh door. Their faces were
pale and gaunt and held expressions of what could be called
neither hatred nor fear but were compounded of both.
Those may be the men you are looking for, Professor?'
Again there was neither satisfaction nor triumph in Morro's
voice. 'One template-maker, one pattern-cutter, two lathe
specialists, one machinistand one electrician, or perhapsI
should say, a specialist in electronics. He looked at thesix
men and said: 'Perhaps you would confirm that you are
indeed the skilled practitioners of the arts that I haveclaimed
you to be?'
The six men looked at him and said nothing, but their
tightened lips and the loathing in their faces said it forthem.
Morro shrugged. 'Well, well. They do get like this occa-
sionally - an irritating, if momentary, lack ofco-operation.
Or, to put it another way, they simply never learn.' He
crossed the chamber, entered a booth-like office and lifted
a phone. His voice was inaudible to the watchers. He re-
mained inside till a newcomer, a stranger to thephysicists,
entered the chamber. Morro met him and together they
approached the waiting group.
'This is Lopez,' Morro said. Lopez was a short tubby man
with an appropriately chubby face, a low hair-line, dark
moustache and what appeared to be a permanently good-
humoured smile. He nodded and kept on smiling as Morro
made introductions but said nothing.
'Lopez, I am just a little disappointed in you.' Morro
spoke severely but his smile matched Lopez's own. 'And to
think I pay yousuch a handsome salary.'
'I am desolate, Senor.' If he was he didn't look it; the
smile remained firmly in place. 'If you would let me knowin
what way I have fallen short - '
Morro nodded at the six men behind the mesh. Fear, not
hatred, was now the dominant expression on their faces.
Morro said: They refuse to talk to me.'
Lopez sighed. 'I do try to teach them manners, Senor
Morro - but even Lopez is no magician.' He pressed another
button and the mesh gate slid open. He smiled with even
r greater good humour and beckoned. 'Gome, Peters. We'll go
to my room and have a little talk, will we ?'
The man addressed as Peterssaid: 'My name is John
Peters and I am a lathe operator.' There was no mistaking
the abject terror in his face and his voice shook. The four
physicists looked at one another with a dimly comprehending
shock on their faces.
A second man said: T am Conrad Bronowski. I am an
electrician.' And in a precisely similar fashion each ofthe
other four in turn gave his name and occupation.
'Thank you, gentlemen.' Morro touched both buttons in
succession and looked enquiringly at the four scientists as
both gate and door closed. But they weren't looking at him,
they were staring at Lopez.
Schmidt said: 'Who is this man ?'
'Lopez? Their guide and mentor. You could see how well
they responded to his friendliness, his kindly good humour.
Thank you, Lopez.'
'My pleasure, Senor Morro.'
With considerable difficulty Burnettremoved his eyes
from Lopez and looked at Morro. 'Those men in there.
They - they look like men I have seen in a concentration
camp. Forced labour. And this man - he is their guard,their
torturer. I have never seen such fear in men's faces.'
'You are both unkind and unjust. Lopez has a deep con-
cern for his fellow man. Those six men, I have to confess,are
here under restraint but they will be - '
'Kidnapped, you mean?'
'As you will. But, as I was about to say, they will very
shortly be returned unharmed to their families.'
'You see?' Burnett turned to his three colleagues. 'Just as
Mrs Ryder said. Kind, considerate and thoughtful of others.
You're a goddamned hypocrite.'
'Sticks and stones, Professor Burnett, sticks and stones.
Now, perhaps, we can get on with this recording ?'
'One minute.' An expression of puzzlement had replaced
therevulsion in Healey's face. 'Accepting that those menin
there are what they claim they are or what this monster
made them claim to be' - Lopez continued to smile hisgenial
smile: he was clearly as impervious to insults as Morrohim-
self - 'it's still impossible that they could have assembledthis
mechanism without the guidance of a first-class nuclear
physicist. Which leads me to believe that those men inthere
have simply been brain-washed into saying what they have
just said.'
'Astute,' Monro said, 'but only superficially so. If I just
wanted six men to say what those six just have then I would
surely have rehearsed six of my own men who would have
required neither persuasion nor incarceration to play the
parts. Not so, Dr Healey?' Healey's crestfallen expression
showed that it was indeed so. Morro sighed resignedly.
'Lopez, if you would be so kind as to remain in theoffice?'
Lopez smiled, this time as if in anticipation, and walked
across to the booth from which Morro had telephoned.
Morro led the others to a second steel door, pressed abutton
to open it then another to open the cage gate behind.
The cell was dimly lit but bright enough to show an old
man slumped in a tattered armchair, the only item of fur-
niture there with the slightest semblance of comfort. Hehad
frizzy white hair, a haggard and unbelievably lined faceand
wore shabby clothes that hung loosely on a frame as emaci-
ated as the face. His eyes were closed and he appeared tobe
asleep. Were it not for the occasional twitching of thinblue-
veined hands he could equally well have been dead.
Morro gestured towards the sleeping man. 'Recognize
him?'
The four men studied him without recognition, then Bur-
nett said contemptuously: 'This is your trump card? This
your mastermind behind the alleged nuclear weapons ? You
forget, Morro, that I know every top-ranking nuclear physi-
cist in the country. I've never seen this man before.'
'People can change,' Morro said mildly. He shook the old
man by the shoulder until hestarted and opened his eyelids
to reveal clouded and bloodshot eyes. With a hand under a
thin arm, Morro persuaded him to his feet and urged him
out into the brighter light of the assembly room. 'Perhaps
you recognize him now ?'
'What kind of try-on is this V Burnett peered closely and
shook his head. 'I repeat, I have never seen this man.'
Morro said: 'It's sad how one can forget old friends. You
know him very well, Professor. Imagine if he were, say,
seventy pounds heavier. Imagineif the lines had gone from
his face and his hair was as black as it now is white.Think,
Professor, think.'
Burnett thought. Suddenly his searching gaze changed to a
stare, his face drained of expression just as hiscomplexion
drained of blood. He seized the old man by the shoulders.
'Jesus Christ Almighty! Willi Aachen! Willi Aachen! What
in God's name have they done to you ?'
'My old friend Andy!' The voice matched the appearance,
a voice old and faint and quavering. 'How good to see you
again.'
'What have they done to you ?'
'Well. You can see. Kidnapped.' He shivered and tried to
smile at the same time. 'They persuaded me to work for
them.'
Burnett flung himself on Morro but didn't getwithin half-
way. Dubois's great hands closed on his upper arms from
behind. Burnett was a powerful man and his fury gave him
a momentarily berserker strength, but he had no more chance
of freeing himself from that monstrous grip than the wasted
and shrunken Aachen would have had.
'It's no use, Andy.' Aachen sounded sad. 'No use. We are
powerless.'
Burnett stopped his futile struggling. Breathing heavily,he
said for the third time: 'What have they done to you ? How?
Who did it ?'
Lopez, certainly in answer to some unseen signal from
Morro, appeared at Aachen's elbow. Aachen saw him and
took an involuntary step backwards, flinging up an arm asif
to protect a face suddenly contorted with fear. Morro,still
holding him by the arm, smiled at Burnett.
'How naive, how childlike and unthinking even the highest
intelligences can be. There are in existence, ProfessorBurnett,
only two copies of plans for the Aunt Sally, drawn up byyour-
self and Professor Aachen, and those are in the vaults ofthe
Atomic Energy Commission. You must know that they are
still there, so I could have obtained those plans from onlytwo
men in America. They are both with me now. Do you under-
stand?'
Burnett was still having difficulty with his breathing. 'I
know Professor Aachen. I know him better than anyone. No
one could have made him work for you. No one! No one!'
Lopez broadened his ever-genial smile. 'Perhaps, Senor
Morro, if I had a friendly little chat in my room with
Professor Burnett here. Ten minutes would suffice, Ithink.'
'I agree. That should be sufficient to convince him that
anyone on earth would work for me.'
'Don't, don't, don't!' Aachen was close to hysteria. 'For
God's sake, Andy, you've got to believe Morro.' He looked
in loathing at Lopez. 'This monster knows more awful, more
fiendish tortures than any sane man can conceive of. In the
name of heaven, Andy, don't be mad: this creature will
break you as he broke me.'
'I'm convinced.' Healey had stepped forward and taken
Burnett by thearm just as Dubois released his grip. He
looked at Schmidt and Bramwell, then turned back to
Burnett. 'The three of us are convinced. Absolutely. What's
the point of being broken on the modern equivalent of the
rack if it's going to prove nothing ? We have the proof.God's
sake, you couldn't recognize an old friend you last saw ten
weeks ago. Isn't that proof? And those six zombietechnicians.
Isn't that proof?' He looked at Morro. 'There could, of
course, be a final proof. If those Aunt Sallies are for realyou
must have some way of triggering them off, and the only
ways can be either by a time device or radio. It wouldn'tbe
the former, because then you would have committed yourself
to an irrevocable decision, and I can't see a man like you
committing yourself to the irrevocable: so I assume vouhave
elected for a controllable radio impulse.'
'Well, well.' Morro smiled. 'This time you have not been
just superficially obtuse. You are correct, of course.Follow
me, gentlemen.'
He led the way to the small booth from which he had
telephoned. Its inner wall held yet another steel door.There
was no press button to open this: instead, alongside thedoor
was a small brass panel, highly polished, measuring about
ten inches by six. Morro placed his flat palm and fingers
against it. The door slid smoothly open.
Inside was a tiny room, not more than six feet by six. On
the wall opposite the door was a metal table whichsupported
a simple radio transmitter, smaller than an attache case,
with calibrated dials and tuning knobs. On top of the case
was a perspex-covered red button. Clamped to one side of
the table was an eight-inch cylinder with a diameter about
half that. At one end of the cylinder was a crankinghandle:
at the other end an insulated lead to a socket in one sideof
the transmitter. There were two other sockets close by that
one. From one, a lead reached down to a lead-acid battery
on the floor: the third socket was connected to a wallsocket.
'An almost childishly simple device, gentlemen,' Morro
said. 'A perfectly ordinary radio transmitter, but oneserving
a most extraordinary purpose. It is programmed with a
specific code on a pre-set wave-length. The chances of
anyone duplicating both the wave-length and the code are so
astronomically remote they can be said to be non-existent.
We have, as you see, guarded against any chance of a power
failure: we have mains, battery and this hand-cranked
generator.' He touched the perspex-covered red button on
top. 'To operate, one simply unscrews the plastic dome,turns
the button through ninety degrees and presses.' He ushered
them out, laid his hand against the brass panel and watched
the door slide close. 'One cannot very well have buttonsfor
this purpose. Some careless person might accidentally lean
against them.'
Healey said: 'Only your handprint can open that door ?'
'You didn't imagine that plate was simply an elaborate
press-button? Well, gentlemen, the recording.'
'One last thing,' Burnett said. He nodded towards the row
of Aunt Sallies. 'There are two empty sets of clamps there.
Why?'
'Well, now.' Morro smiled his empty smile. 'I thought you
might ask me that.'
The four physicists sat round the table inBurnett's room,
contemplating both their brandies and the future with an
understandably profound gloom.
'Well, I said it, didn't I ?' Burnett said heavily. "Mark
my words," ' I said. Didn't I say that?'
No one said whether he'd said it or not. There didn't seem
to be anything to say.
'Even that control room could have been part of a massive
hoax.' Schmidt was grasping at non-existent straws.
No one said anything to that either, and for the same
reason.
'And to thinkthat we said he wasn't amoral as a madman
should be,' Burnett said. 'That if he were really mad he'dset
off his atomic bomb in the Wilshire Boulevard.'
No one had anything to say to that either. Burnett rose
and said: 'Back shortly, gentlemen.'
Peggy was still in bed but looked considerably better thanshe
had done on her arrival at the Adlerheim. Her mother sat in
an armchair to one side. Burnett had a brandy glass in his
hand. He hadn't brought his own with him; he'd gone
straight behind Susan's wet bar the moment he had arrived.
He was still behind it, his elbows on the counter, bendingan
apocalyptic gaze upon his audience and addressing them in
apocalyptic tones. Armageddon, it was clear, was at hand,
and the dark angel was there to announce the fact.
'You will not, ladies, doubt our unanimous conclusion that
we are sitting atop enough nuclear explosive power to blast
the biggest man-made crater of all time, enough to send usall
into orbit - in a vaporized state, that is ? The equivalentof
thirty-five million tons of conventional explosive. Itshould
cause quite a bang, don't you think?'
It was a night for silences, for unanswered questions.
Burnett's doom-laden gaze homed in on Susan.
' "Kind, gentle, humane, considerate" - that's what you
said Morro was. He may very well go down in history as the
most cold-blooded, calculating monster ever. Seven broken
men down in the vaults there whom he has tortured - or has
had tortured - beyond the breaking point of screaming
agony. "Humane, considerate."
'Andthis kindly gentleman - where has he put the missing
hydrogen bomb ? It's a rather scaled-down version of the
Aunt Sally - a trifling one-and-a-half megatons, about
seventy-five times as powerful as the ones that destroyed
Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Released at a height of between ten
and twenty thousand feet it could destroy half thepopulation
of Southern California. Those whom the blast didn't get
radiation and fire-storms would. But as this bomb isalready
in position it must be on or below ground level. Theresults
will still be unimaginably dreadful. So, tell me, where doyou
think this gentle Christ-like figure placed this hydrogen
device so that no harm will come to any of God's children?'
He was still looking fixedly at Susan but she wasn't
looking at him. She wasn't avoiding his gaze; her mind,like
those of the others, was numbed with shock and incompre-
hension: she just wasn't seeing anything.
'So must I tell you ?'
It was still a night for silences.
'Los Angeles.'
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On the following morning the absenteeism rate at work was
the highest in the history of the State. The same almost
certainly applied to the other States in the Union, and, toa
somewhat lesser degree, through many of the civilized
countries throughout the world, for the TV coverage of the
projected - or threatened - atomic explosion in the Yucca
Flat was being transmitted by satellite. Europe was hardly
affected - though nonetheless concerned - for there theday's
work was all over and most Europeans were home for the
evening.
But in California the absenteeism was almost total. Even
the corporations running the public and utilities services,the
transport system and police forces, had to operate with
skeleton staffs. It could have been a great day for the
criminals, particularly the robbers and burglars ofCalifornia,
were it not for the fact that they, too, had also stayed at
home.
For reasons whether of prudence, sloth, the knowledge of
the inaccessibility of the Yucca Flat or the at-hand con-
venience of their TV sets, not one Californian in tenthousand
made his way to the explosion site that morning. Those who
did make their way there - and there couldn't nave beenover
two thousand of them - were outnumbered by members of
the military, the National Guard and police who found their
task of keeping civilians at the mandatory five milesdistance
almost ridiculously easy.
Among the spectators present were most of the ranking
scientists in the State, especially and understandablythose
who specialized in the nuclear and earthquake fields. Why,
precisely, they were there was difficult to see, for theblast,
shock and radiation effects of an eighteen-kiloton atomic
device had been known with sufficient precision for over
thirty years. Most of them, admittedly, had never seen an
atomic explosion before, but the reason lay elsewhere.
Blessed or cursed by that insatiable curiosity that hadbeen
the driving force or bane of scientists since recordedhistory,
they just wanted to see where the bomb would go off. They
too could, of course, have stayed at home: but your true
scientist is in the field or he is nothing.
Among those who stayed at home were Major Dunne in
his office and Sergeant Ryder at his house. Even by heli-
copter the round trip was over five hundred miles, andthat,
for Dunne, represented a waste of valuable investigative
time: for Ryder it represented a waste of thinking timewhich
he no longer regarded as being necessarily valuable but was
better than not thinking at all Jeff Ryder had originally
wanted to go, but when coldly asked by his father how he
hoped to help his family by spending what could be irre-
placeable hours rubber-necking, he had readily agreed not
to go, especially when Ryder had said that he wanted Jeff
to help him. His father, Jeff thought, had a peculiar ideaof
what 'helping' meant for, as far as he could see, hisparent
was doing absolutely nothing. Jeff had been asked to typeout
every detail, however apparently insignificant, of the in-
vestigations that had been carried out till then, including,as
far as possible, verbatim recollections of allconversations,
and to this end he was employing his memory as best hecould.
From time to time he glanced resentfully at Ryder who
appeared to be doing nothing other than leafing idlythrough
the pile of earthquake literature he'd picked up from Pro-
fessor Benson.
About ten minutes before ten Jeff switched on the TV. The
screen showed a bluish-tinged stretch of extremely unpre-
possessing desert, so unattractive a spectacle that thecom-
mentator was trying - and making extremely heavy weather
of it - to compensate by an intense and breathless accountof
what was taking place, a gallant and fore-doomed effort as
nothing whatsoever was taking place. He informed the
watchers that the camera was stationed in Frenchman's Flat
at a distance of five miles south-west from the estimated
point of explosion, as if anyone cared from what directionhis
camera was pointing. He said that as the device was almost
certainly buried to a considerable depth there wasn't
expected to be much in the way of a fireball, whicheveryone
had been reminded of for hours past. They were, he said,
using a colour filter, which everyone who wasn'tcolour-blind
could readily see. Finally, he told them that the time was
nine minutes to ten, as if he were the only person inCalifornia
who owned a watch. He had, of course, to say something,
but it was an extremely mundane run-up to something that
might prove to be of historic significance. Jeff looked athis
father in some exasperation: Ryder was certainly notlooking
and very probably not listening to anything that was going
on. He was no longer leafing through the pages but was
gazing, apparently unseeing, at one particular page. Helaid
down the literature and headed for the telephone.
Jeff said: 'Dad, do you mind? There's just thirty seconds
to go.'
'Ah!' Ryder returned to his seat and gazed placidly at the
screen.
The commentator was now speaking in that tense, breath-
less, near-hysterical voice which commonly afflicts race-
track commentators when they endeavour to generate some
spurious excitement towards the end of a race. In this par-
ticular instance the tone was quite misplaced: a calm re-
laxedvoice would have been much more appropriate - the
imminent event carried in itself all the excitement thatcould
be generated. The commentator had now started a count-
down, starting at thirty, the numbers decreasing as the
dramatic impact of his voice decreased. The effect wasrather
spoilt because either his watch was wrong or Monro's was.
The device exploded fourteen seconds ahead of time.
To a people who had long become accustomed to seeing
atomic explosions on the screen, whether at home or in the
cinema, to a people who had become blase about and bored
with the spectacle of moon-rockets blasting off from Cape
Canaveral, the visual effect of this latest demonstrationof
science's resolute retrograde march was curiously - or per-
haps not so curiously - anti-climactic. True, the fireballwas
considerably greater than predicted - the searingblue-white
flash was of an intensity that caused many viewers to wince
or even momentarily shut their eyes - but the column of
smoke, fire and desert dust that streaked up into the blue
Nevada sky, a blueness dramatically intensified by the cam-
era filters, culminating in the mushrooming of the deadly
radio-active cloud, faithfully followed the accustomedscen-
ario. To the inhabitants of the central Amazon basin such
a titanic convulsion would presumably have heralded the
end of the world.: to the more sophisticated peoples of the
world it was passe, old hat, and had it occurred on some
remote Pacific atoll the great majority of people wouldn't
even have bothered to watch it.
But it hadn't happened on any remote Pacific atoll, nor
had it been Morro's purpose to provide the Californianswith
a diversionary spectacle to relieve the ennui of theirdaily
lives. It had been intended, instead, to provide them witha
chilling warning, an ominous threat, all the morefrightening
because unspecified, of impending evil, of some unimagined
disaster that would strike at the whim of whoever had plan-
ted and triggered the atomic device: on a more mundane
level it was intended to show that here was a man who
meant what he said, who was not just there to play around
and who had both the desire and ability to carry out what-
ever he had threatened. Had that been Morro's,intention -
and there obviously had been none other - then he had
succeeded to a degreewhich perhaps even he had notrealized
was possible. He had struck fear into the heart of the
great majority of rational Californians, and from that time
on there was practically only one topic of conversation inthe
State: when and where this unpredictable madman would
strike again and what in the name of all that was holy - it
wasn't expressed in quite that way - were his motivations.
This topic, to be precise, was to last for only ninetyminutes:
then they were to be given something definite and concrete
about which to worry or, more accurately, to reduce that
part of California most directly concerned to a state ofnot
unreasoning terror that was swiftly to shade off intopanic.
Ryder rose. 'Well, we never doubted that he was a man of
his word. Aren't you glad you didn't waste your time going
up to see that side-show? For that's all it was. Ah, well,it
should at least keep people's minds off taxes and thelatest
shenanigans in Washington for a little.'
Jeff didn't answer. It was doubtful if he'd even heard. He
was still looking at the ever-expanding mushroom over the
Nevada desert, still listening to the suitably awe-stricken
voice of the commentator describing in great and wholly
unnecessary detail what anyone with half an eye could see
perfectly well for himself. Ryder shook his head and picked
up the telephone. Dunne answered.
Ryder said: 'Anything? You know this line is bugged.'
'Somethings coming in.'
'Interpol?'
'Some things coming in.'
'How long?'
'Half an hour.'
He hung up, called Parker, arranged to have them meet in
Dunne's office in half an hour, hung up, sat, brieflyrumin-
ated on the fact that both Dunne and Parker had taken the
reality of Morro's threat so much for granted that neitherof
them had thought fit to comment on it, then resumed his
reading. Fully five minutes passed before Jeff switched off
the TV, glanced with some irritation at his father, satdown
at his table, typed a few words and said acidly: 'I hopeI'm
not disturbing you.'
'Not at all. How many pages have you got down ?'
'Six.'
Ryder stretched out his hand and took them. 'We're
leaving in fifteen minutes to see Dunne. Something's come
up - or is coming up.'
'What?'
'You have forgotten, perhaps, that one of Morro's hench-
men is wearing a headset tied in to our phone ?'
A chagrined Jeff resumed his typing while Ryder began a
placid reading of Jeff's notes.
A much refreshed Dunne, who had obviously a good night's
restbehind him, was waiting with Delage and Leroy when
Ryder, Jeff and Parker arrived. Delage and Leroy were look-
ing a good deal less rested: the assumption was that theydid
not have a good night's rest behind them. Dunne confirmed
this, nodding at Delage and Leroy.
'A couple of devoted agents who think their boss is pastit.
Quite right too.' He tapped a sheaf of papers in front ofhim.
'Up all night - the devoted agents, I mean - collectingsnip-
pets of this and that. Some possibly useful information,some
dead ends. What did you think of friend Monro's demon-
stration?'
'Impressive. What do you have ?•'
Dunne sighed. 'The niceties of salon conversation, Ser-
geant Ryder, are not for all. Report from Daimler, remember
him?'
'Security chief in the AEG reactor plant in Illinois ?'
'Yes. Nothing wrong with your memory.'
'Even less with Jeff's. I've just been reading some noteshe
typed out. Well?'
'He says that Carlton did associate with some far-out
group. As I said, we preferred to have one of our boys dothe
direct legwork. Interviewed Carlton's landlady's son. He
wasn't very forthcoming - he'd only attended two or three
meetings then gave it up. Couldn't stand the mumbo-jumbo,
he said.'
'What were they called ?'
'The Damascene Disciples. Nothing known of them. Never
registered as a church or religious organization. Disbanded
after six months.'
'They had a religion ? I mean, they preached, they had a
message ?'
'They didn't preach. They had a message, all right. They
advocatedthe eternal damnation of all Christians, Jews,
Buddhists, Shintoists - in fact, as far as I can make out,
everybody who wasn't a Damascene.'
'Nothing original about that. Were the Muslims on their
list, do you know ?'
Dunne looked at a list. 'Oddly enough, no. Why?'
'Curiosity. Could this landlady's son recognize any of
them ?'
'That would have been difficult. The Damascenes wore
cloaks, masks, and those pixie witches' hats affected bythe
Ku-Klux Klan. Only this lot were dressed in black.'
'Something in common, all the same - as I recall it the
Ku-Klux Klan weren't all that devoted to Jews, Catholics
and negroes. Anyway, no possible means of identification ?'
'None. Except that this lad told our agent that one of them
was the biggest man he had ever seen, a giant, maybe six-
eight, and shoulders like a cart-horse.'
This person didn't note anything peculiar about any of
their voices ?'.
'This person, accordingto our agent, just escaped being
classified as a moron.'
'But Carlton was no moron. Interesting, isn't it? What
word about Monro?'
'Well, his accent. We've now had reports from - what shall
we call them? - linguistic experts throughout the State.
Thirty-eight so far, and more coming in every minute. Allof
them willing to stake their reputations etc., etc. Point is,no
less than twenty-eight plump for a south-east Asianorigin.'
'Do they, indeed? Any attempt to pin-point the exact
source?'
That's as far as they will go.'
'Again, still interesting. Interpol ?'
'Nothing.'
'You have a list of all the places they've contacted ?'Dunne
looked at Leroy, who nodded. 'The Philippines, for in-
stance ?'
Leroy consulted a list. 'No.'
'Try Manila. Ask them to try around the Cotabato area
in Mindanao.'
'The what in what ?'
'Mindanao is the large southern island in the Philippines.
Cotabato is a seaside town. Manila may not be toointerested
in what goes on in Cotabato - it's at least five hundredand
fifty miles away as the crow flies, maybe a thousand byroad
and ferry. Try, anyway.'
'I see.' Dunne paused. 'You know something that we
don't know ?'
'No. Chances are I'm making a complete fool of myself,
just a wild guess based upon ludicrous improbability andI'd
rather not make an utter clown of myself. LeWinter?'
'Two things. The first one is extraordinarily odd. You will
recall that in his telephone notebook he'd listed thenumbers
of all kinds of people with whom - outside his court cases,of
course - LeWinter would not be expected to be on either
social or professional terms. Engineers, drillers, oil-rigmen.
There were forty-four of those in all. Barrow, for reasons
best known to himself- he's almost as close-mouthed as you
- assigned a federal agent to interview each and every one
of them.'
'Forty-four. That's a lot of FBI agents.'
Dunne was patient. 'There are approximately eight thou-
sand FBI men in the States. If Barrow cares to allocate one
half of one per cent of his men to a particular case, that'shis
privilege. He could allocate four hundred and forty if he
wanted. Point is, twenty-six of those agents came up with
the same puzzling - I'd call it astonishing - discovery:
twenty-six of the men being investigated are missing.Wives,
children, relatives, friends - none of them has any ideawhere
they might be, none was given the slightest indication oftheir
intention to depart. What do you make of that ?'
'Well, that's interesting too.'
'Interesting, interesting, interesting. Is that all you can
say V
'Well, as you say, it's extremely odd.'
'Look, Ryder, if you have any idea, if you're holding
anything back - '
'Obstructing the course of justice, you mean ?'
'Just that.'
'I thought I might be a complete fool, Dunne. Now I
know you are.' There was a silence, not long but extremely
uncomfortable. 'Sure, I'm obstructing thecourse ofjustice.
How many of your family is Morro holding hostage?' An-
other silence. 'I'm going to talk to our friend LeWinter.
Rather, he's going to talk to me. It's as obvious as thehand
before your face that he's supplied Morro with that listand
that Morro has either had them suborned or taken by force.
Your twenty-six agents might be profitably engaged on
checking on the criminal backgrounds, if any, of those
twenty-six men. LeWinter will talk. Sure as God he'lltalk.'
The quietly-spoken, cold ferocity in Ryder's voice had a
chilling effect on everyone in the room. Jeff licked hislips
and looked at a man he'd never seen before. Parker re-
garded the ceiling. Delage and Leroy looked at Dunne.
Dunne looked at the hand before his face and used the back
of it to smooth his brow.
Dunne said: 'Maybe I'm not myself. Maybe we're not any
of us ourselves. The apologies go without saying. Nextyou'll
be accusing us of being a bunch of lily-liveredincompetents.
But, hell, Sergeant, there's a limit to how far you canstep
outside the law. Sure he has a list which included thetwenty-
six men who have disappeared. A dozen others may have
similar lists and all for innocuous purposes. You'reproceed-
ing on the basis of assumptions. There isn't a shred ofevi-
dence, direct or otherwise, to link LeWinter and Morro.'
'I don't need evidence.'
Once again Dunne used the back of his hand. 'You have
just said, in the presence of three Government officers,that
you're prepared to use torture to obtain your information.'
'Who said anything about torture? It'll look like a heart
attack. You said you had two things to tell me about
LeWinter. Well, that's one.'
'Jesus!' Dunne wasn't smoothing his brow now; he was
mopping it. 'Delage, you have the information. Me, I need
time to think.'
'Yes. Well.' Delage didn't look any happier than his
superior. 'Miss Ivanhoe, if that's her name, well,LeWinter's
secretary, has talked. There's a Geneva connection allright.
It all sounds very much like something out of science
fiction, but if it's even half-way true then it'sfrightening
enough. It must be if most of the nations of the world -
major ones, that is, thirty to be precise - sit down at a
disarmament conference in Geneva and talk about it.'
'I have all morning,' Ryder said.
'Sorry. Well, the lady talked and it didn't seem to make
much sense so we contacted ERDA with the result that one
of Dr Durrer's senior assistants was called in, shown what
Miss Ivanhoe said, and had no trouble at all in making
sense of it. He's an expert on the subject.'
Thaven't got the afternoon as well.'
'Give me a break, will you ? He wrote a condensed report.
This is what he has to say.'
'Classified ?'
'Declassified. It's a bit formal, but here it is. He says:"It
has long been accepted that any nuclear war, even on a
limited scale, would cause megadeaths. He puts in brackets,
millions of deaths. The US Arms Control and Disarmament
Agency came to the conclusion a couple of years ago that
megadeaths could arise from another agency which did not
directly involve nuclear war. A large number of nuclear
explosions, almost certainly in the megaton range, could
damage the layer of ozone that shields the earth from the
sun's lethal ultra-violetradiation.
' "Most people are under the impression that ozone is what
they sniff at the seaside. Ozone is an allotropic conditionof
oxygen, having three atoms instead of the normal two, and
can be smelled at the seaside by the electrolysis of waterand
also after the discharge of electricity through the air, as
occurs in a thunderstorm. But ozone in its natural state
occurs almost solely in the lower stratosphere at analtitude
between ten and thirty miles.
' "The intense heat given off by a nuclear explosion causes
the oxygen and nitrogen molecules in the atmosphere to
combine. Those form oxides of nitrogen which would be
borne upwards in the atomic cloud. Those would react with
the ozone layer and by a well-understood chemical reaction
convert the three atoms of ozone into two, that is, normal
oxygen which offers zero protection against ultra-violet
radiation. This would effectively blow ahole in the ozone
layer and would expose the earth underneath the hole to the
direct effects of the sun.
' "Two effects remain unclear. The first of those - " '
Delage broke off as a telephone rang. Leroy picked it up,
listened in silence, thanked the caller and hung up. Hesaid:
'I don't know why I thanked him for that call. From the
local TV station. It seems that Morro wants to strike while
the iron is hot. He has another statement to make. Ateleven
o'clock. That's in eight minutes' time. It will be carriedon
every TV and radio station in the State. For the rest ofthe
States, too, I shouldn't wonder.'
'Isn't that wonderful?' Dunne said. 'A morning to
remember. I wonder why it wasn't cleared with the FBI first-
we would have heard, wouldn't we ?'
Ryder said: 'You blame them? After what the FBI did to
stop the atomic blast in Nevada this morning? This is a
matter for national concern now, not just for the FBI.Since
when have you had the power to impose martial law? Their
attitude, and probably the attitude of every citizen in the
country, is that the FBI can go take a jump.' He looked at
Delage. The first "unclear effect" ?'
'You're a cold-blooded bastard, Ryder.' Dunne un-
doubtedly meant what he said.
Delage looked unhappily at Dunne, but Dunne had his
head in his hands. Delage returned to his notes.
' "We just don't know what will happen. The consequences
might be small,they might be catastrophic. We might just
all end up becoming very heavily suntanned: or the ultra-
violet could conceivably destroy all human, animal and
plant life. Subterranean and aquatic life might survive any
conditions. We have no means of knowing." ' Delage looked
up. 'He is a cheery lad, isn't he?'
'Let's fall about afterwards,' Ryder said. 'Let's have the
second unclear effect.'
'Well. He says: "It is not known whether this hole in the
stratosphere would remain localizedand keep pace with the
rotation of the earth; worse, it is not known whether ornot
this hole can spread through the rest of the ozone layer.
Chemical reactions at that level in the stratosphere are
unknown and wholly unpredictable: there might well exist a
form of breeder reaction, in which case large areas of the
earth could be devastated.
"The possibility must be taken into account that some
nation may already have experimented in some remote and
uninhabitated region - " '
Parker said: ' Siberia ?'
'He doesn't say. He goes on: "It may havebeen established
that such a hole can be blown through the ozone layer and
has been found to be stable as to both location and extent.
This, however, is pure conjecture.
' "This introduces the Geneva connection. As long ago as
September third of nineteen-seventy-six the thirty-nation
disarmament conference there sent a draft treaty banning
modification of the environment for military purposes tothe
United Nations General Assembly. The matter, not un-
expectedly, is still under UNO's consideration.
' "The treaty is designed, in the words of the communique,
to prevent artificial induction by the military of such
phenomena as earthquakes - " '
'Earthquakes!' Ryder seemed jolted.
'Yes, earthquakes. He goes on: "Tidal waves - " '
'Tidal waves ?' It was almost as if Ryder was beginning to
comprehend something.
'That's what it says here. There's some more:"ecological
imbalance, alteration of weather and climate and changes in
ocean currents, in the state of the ozone layer and the
ionosphere, that is, the Appleton and Kennelly-Heaviside
layers." Then he goes on to say that the United Statesdelegate
at Geneva, one Mr Joseph Martin, believed that it would be
a treaty amounting to a very strong practical inhibition
against the hostile use of environmental modification tech-
niques. He further comments that Mr Martin appears to
have forgotten or ignored the fact that the only effect ofthe
Strategic Arms Limitation Talks was to encourage the
Russians, in the sacred name of detente, to embark on a new
and massive programme of building a bigger and better
generation of intercontinental ballistic missiles.' Delage
appeared to run his eye down the page. 'He does run on abit
more, but I'm afraid his scientific detachment gives way toa
certain irony and bitterness. I would say that's about all:
Miss Ivanhoe's rather vague ramblings in a coherent form.'
'Switch on that TV,' Dunne said. 'A minute or so. Your
sixty-seconds'-worth of observations, Sergeant Ryder ?'
'Poppycock. Or if you want it in plain language - '
'That's plain enough. No Reds under the bed?' Dunne
had a very disbelieving right eyebrow.
'I didn't say that. Neither do I say I disbelieve this story-
theory, if you like - about blowing a hole through theozone
layer. I'm no scientist. All I'm saying is that I don'tbelieve
in its relevance in those circumstances. Russian secretcodes.'
On the rare occasions that Ryder expressed contempt he
came across very strongly. 'You think the Russians - anyone
- would use a young innocent, a marshmallow guaranteed to
crack under the pressure of a fingertip, to decode amessage
or supposed secret that's been in the public domain for two
years? The idea's preposterous.'
'Laying a false scent, you would think?'
'Yes. No.'
'You've forgotten "perhaps".'
' "Perhaps" is what I mean. Morro's intention may lie
elsewhere. On the other hand, it may not. Maybe he thinks
the idea's so ridiculous that we'll dismiss it out of handand
go ahead and use that idea. Or not. Maybe the Russians are
involved. Again, or not. It's the old story. Three ranchersare
chasing a rustler who's disappeared up a canyon. Half-way
up this canyon there's a branch canyon. Rancher A figures
the rustler has gone hell for leather for the end of thecanyon.
Rancher B thinks he's smarter than A and that the rustler,
figuring that's the way his pursuers will think, has takenthe
branch. C reckons that he's smarter than both A and B, that
the rusder will figure what B has figured and go to theend.
No end to how long we could keep on outsmarting ourselves.'
He paused. 'There could, of course, be a second branch
canyon that we know nothing about. Just as we know
nothing about the first.'
'It's a rare privilege,' Dunne said, 'to see a detective's
mind at work.'
Ryder might not have heard him. 'Another interesting
thing. This expert from ERDA. A nuclear physicist, I
assume. About blasting a hole through the ozone layer. If
the Russians - or whoever - had carried out any such
experimentswith God knows how many hydrogen bombs we
or one of our allies would have been bound to know of it.It
would have made headlines - big, big headlines - throughout
the world. But there haven't been any. Have there?'
No one said whether there had or hadn't.
'Well, so no experiments. Maybe the Russians - or again,
whoever - are as scared of the outcome as we are. Maybe
there never will be a nuclear war fought on land. Some
people say it will be in space. Our friend in ERDA suggests-
what did he say? - subterranean or aquatic use of nuclear
devices. How do we fancy getting our feet wet?'
'A rush on the stores for fishermen's waders?' Dunne
turned towards the TV. 'I'm sure our friend Morro is about
to enlighten us on that one.'
The newscaster, this time, was a much older man, which
boded ill in itself. What boded worse was that he wasdressed
for a funeral in a suit of sombre hue, a colour in whichthe
normal Californian newscaster would not normally have
been found dead. What boded worse still was the Doomsday
expression customarily reserved for those occasions whenthe
local gridiron heroes had been crushingly defeated by some
out-of-State upstarts. The tone of voice accorded well with
both clothes and expression.
'We have received another communication from this
criminal Morro.' The newscaster clearly held in contempt
the fundamental tenet of Anglo-Saxon law that a man is
presumed innocent until found guilty.
'It contains a dire warning, an unprecedently grave threat
to the citizens of California and one that cannot be taken
lightly in viewof what occurred this morning in YuccaFlat.
I have with me in the studio a panel of experts who willlater
explain the implications of this threat. But first, Morro.'
'Good evening. This is a pre-recorded message.' As before,
the voice was calm and relaxed: he could have been dis-
cussing some minor change in the Dow Jones index. 'It is
pre-recorded because I am completely confident of the
outcome of my little experiment in Yucca Flat. By the time
you hear those words you will know that my confidence has
not been misplaced.
'This little demonstration of my nuclear resources incon-
veniencednobody and hurt nobody. The next demonstration
will be on a vastly larger scale, may well inconvenience
millions and may well prove disastrous for an untold number
of people if they are so stupid as to fail to appreciatethe
gravity of this warning. However, I am sure you would first
like scientific confirmation, on the highest level, that Ido
have the means to hand. Professor Burnett?'
'He's got the means, all right, the black-hearted bastard.'
For a man of unquestionably brilliant intellect Burnett was
singularly lacking in resource when it came to the selectionof
suitable epithets. '1 hate to use the word "beg" in the
presence of a monstrous lunatic but I do beg you to believe
me that he has the resources he claims. Of that my fellow
physicists and I are in no doubt. He has no fewer thaneleven
hydrogen nuclear devices here, any one of which could, say,
turn Southern California into a desert as lifeless as Death
Valley. They are in the three-and-a-half megaton range -
that is, each has the explosive potential ofthree-and-a-half
million tons of TNT. You will appreciate the significanceof
what I mean when I say this bomb is about two hundred
times as powerful as the one that destroyed Hiroshima. And
he has eleven of those monsters.
'Correction. He has only ten here. The other is already in
position. Where this crazy bastard intends to .put it - '
Morro interrupted. 'Revealing the location of the weapon
is a privilege I reserve for myself. Dr Schmidt, Dr Healey,
Dr Bramwell, perhaps you would be so kind as to confirm
your colleague's statement.' With varying degreesofforceful-
ness, gravity and outrage all three left listeners in no doubtas
to the chilling genuineness of the threat. When Bramwellhad
finished Morro said: 'And now, the most tellingconfirmation
of all, that of Professor Aachen, probably the country's
leading nuclear weaponry physicist, who personally super-
vised every step in the building of the bombs. Professor
Aachen, you may recall, vanished some seven weeks ago. He
has been working with me ever since.'
'Working with you ? Working with you ?' Aachen's voice
held the high quavering note of senility. 'You monster!
You - you - I would never work with you - ' He broke into a
weak sobbing and there was a briefsilence.
'He's been tortured!' Burnett's voice was a shout. 'Tor-
tured, I tell you. He and six kidnapped technicians havebeen
subjected to the most unspeakable - ' His voice broke off ina
peculiar gasp which sounded as if he was being strangled,
which he probably was.
'How you do run on, Professor Burnett.' Morro's tone was
resigned. 'Well, Professor Aachen. About the viability of
those bombs?'
'They will work.' The voice was low and still shaking.
'How do you know ?'
'I built them.' Aachen sounded desperately weary. 'There
are half a dozen nuclear physicists - if I were to give the
design characteristics - '
'That will not be necessary.' There was a brief silencethen
Morro went on: 'Well, that's it. All the confirmation thatany
but the most mentally retarded should ever require. One
small correction. Although the ten bombs remaining here are
all of the three-and-a-half megaton range the one already
placed in position is only of the one-and-a-half megaton
range because, frankly, I am uncertain of the effect of a
three-and-a-half megaton bomb which may unleash forces I
do not wish unleashed - not, that is, as yet.' Here hepaused.
Dunne said with conviction: 'He's quite crazy.'
'That's as maybe,' Ryder said. 'One thing, he'd have made
one hell of an actor. Pause for effect. Timing.'
Morro said: This bomb, a mere twenty inches by forty
inches - it would fit into a car trunk - lies on the floor ofthe
Pacific, off Los Angeles, roughly on the outskirts of Santa
Monica Bay. Wiien it is detonated, the resultant tsunamai -
tidal wave - will, it is calculated, be between fifteen and
twenty feet high, although it may well reach twice this
height when being funnelled through the east-west streetsof
Los Angeles. The effects will be felt at least as far northas
Point Arguello and as far south as San Diego. Residents inthe
Channel Islands - particularly, I should mention, Santa
Catalina - should seek high ground. One unknown, I am
afraid, is that it might trigger off the Newport-Inglewood
Fault, but then I would expect that area of the city to be
evacuated anyway.
'I need hardly warn against any foolish attempts to locate
this device. The device can be detonated at any time andwill
be if any attempt is made to interfere with it and if this
should occur before any attempt is made to evacuate thearea
the results could not fail to be catastrophic. What I am
saying is that any person or persons responsible forsending
any aircraft or ships to investigate the area roughlybetween
Santa Cruz Island and Santa Catalina will be directly
responsible for the deaths of countless thousands.
'I have certain demands to make which will be announced
at one p.m. If they are not met by midnight I will triggerthe
hydrogen bomb at ten a.m. tomorrow morning. If, after that,
the demands are still not met, the next bombs - not bombbut
all the remaining bombs - will go off at some time between
dusk and dawn on Saturday night.'
On this cheerful note Morro ended his message. The
newscaster made to introduce his panel of experts but Dunne
switched off the set with the observation that if Morro was
uncertain as to the effects of the explosion then it was
unlikely that the so-called experts had a clue. 'Well,Ryder,
consider yourself a prophet with honour. Inspired. We get
our feet wet. Believe him?'
'Sure. Don't you ?'
'Yes. What to do ?'
'That's a matter for the authorities whoever they might be.
Me, I take to the hills.'
Delage said: T simply don't believe it.'
'Bully for you,' Dunne said. 'The spirit that won the West.
Tell you what. Leave me the details of your next of kin and
stroll along the sea-front at Long Beach tomorrow. Better
still, take a deck-chair on the Santa Gatalinaferry.' Hebent
a cold glance on the unfortunate Delage, then turned to
Ryder. 'You would say the Los Angelinos are going to be
rather preoccupied for the rest of the day?'
'Look on the bright side. The greatest break ever for the
most neurotic city ever. The perfect excuse for giving fulland
public rein to all those hidden phobias and neuroses. The
pharmaceutical shops should be doing a roaring trade forthe
rest of the day.'
Parker said: 'He clearly doesn't expect this second warning
to be sufficient, or he wouldn't have all those back-up
bombs. Jesus, his demands must be sky-high.'
'And we don't know what those demands are yet.' Dunne
sighed. 'Two hours yet. Evil bastard. He certainly knows
how to turn down the screw on psychological tension.' He
thought briefly. 'I wonder why he didn't erase those
references to torture. Rather spoils his image, no?'
'Did you believe it?' Rydersaid. Dunne nodded. 'That's it
then. That was no act; that was for real. Conviction.
Authenticity. What interests me more is that Morro may be
growing careless, or that he may be so sure of himself
that he's talking too much. Why did he forbid Aachen togive
any specifications about the bombs and then gratuitously
inform us that it was about twenty by forty inches or some-
thing of the kind ? It was not in character. He's aneconomical
speaker, and that was unnecessary. If Aachen had given us
details they would have been accurate. Granted, Morro
didn't give us any specifications but I have a faintsuspicion
that the measurements given were inaccurate. If they were,
why should he want to mislead us?'
T don't follow,' Dunne said. 'What are you getting at?'
'I wish I knew. It would be instructive to find out what
kind of bombs Aachen was in the habit of designing. I mean,
if he didn't know about the design how could he supervisethe
construction? I wonder if you could find out.'
'I'll phone the director and try. I wouldn't have much
hope. That would be top secret and there are some people
with whom the FBI have very limited power of investigation.
The Atomic Energy Commission is one of those.'
'Even in a national emergency?'
'I said I'll try.'
'And can you find out anything about Sheriff Hartman's
background ? Not police records. We can be sure that either
LeWinter or Donahure or both had a hand in his installation
inwhich case his records are bound to be faked. His true
background.'
'We're ahead of you, Sergeant. It's in hand.'
'Well, thanks. In view of what we've just heard what do
you feel now about my intentions of going to trample allover
Le Winter's civic rights ?'
'LeWinter? Who's LeWinter?'
'Just so,' Ryder said and left followed by Parker and Jeff.
They stopped off at the Examiner building. Ryder wentinside,
spoke briefly to Aaron, the editor, and emerged within two
minutes, a buff envelope in his hand. Inside the car he
extracted a photograph and showed it to Parker and Jeff.
Parker studied it with interest.
'Beauty and the Beast ? April and December ? How much
do you think the Globe would give us for this masterpiece?'
LeWinter was at home and had the look of a man who didn't
intend to leave it. If he was informed by the spirit of joiede
vivre and goodwill towards his fellow man he was concealing
it well. In fact he made no attempt to conceal hisdispleasure
as the three policemen bustled him into his own luxurious
lounge. Parker did the talking.
'We're from Central. We'd like to ask you a few questions.'
'I'm a judge.' The cold dignity came off in neither tonenor
expression. 'Where's your warrant?'
'You were a judge. "Were" or "are", you're stupid. For
questions, no warrant. Which leads me rather neatly intothe
first question. Why did you provide Donahure with signed
blank search warrants? Don't you know that's illegal? You,a
judge ? Or do you deny it ?'
'Most certainly I deny it.'
That was a foolish thing for a supposedly learned judge to
say. Do you think we would make such an accusation unless
we could substantiate it ? We have them. You can see them
down at the station. Well, that's for starters. We'veestab-
lished you're a liar. Henceforth, every statement you make
will automatically be disbelieved unless we haveindependent
corroboration. Still deny it?'
LeWinter said nothing. Parker had an excellent line in
intimidation and demoralization.
Parker went on: 'We found them in his safe. We searched
his house.'
'On what grounds?'
'You're no longer a judge. He's under arrest.'
LeWinter forgot he was no longer a judge. 'On what
grounds ?'
'Bribery and corruption. You know, blackmail, taking
dirty money and dishing it out to dishonest cops. Kept most
of it for himself, though.' He lookedreproachfully at
LeWinter. 'You should have taught him the basic tricks of
the trade.'
'What the devil do you mean?'
'How to stash away illegal money. Did you know he had
half a million in eight accounts? He should have been
sophisticated, shouldn't he? The clown stashed it away in
local accounts. Switzerland's the place. Your numbered
account in Zurich. We have it. Bank's been co-operative.'
LeWinter's attempted look of outrage fell just short of the
pathetic. 'If you're insinuatingthat I, a senior judge ofthe
State of California, have been involved in any illegalfinancial
transactions -'
'Shut up and save it for a real judge. We're notinsinuating.
We know. And perhaps you would care to explain how come
that ten thousand dollars found in Donahure's possessionhad
your prints all over them?'
LeWinter didn't care to explain. His eyes were moving
restlessly from side to side but it couldn't have beenbecause
of any thought of escape in his mind: he could not bear
himself to meet the three pairs of coldly accusing eyes.
Parker had LeWinter on the hook and had no intention of
letting him get off it. 'Not that that's the only thingthat
Donahure's been charged with. Oh, no. Unfortunately for
you. He also faces a rap and certain conviction forattempted
murder and murder, witnesses and confession respectively.
On the murder rap you will be charged as an accessory.'
'Murder? Murder'.' In the course of his legal practice
LeWinter must have heard the word a thousand times, but it
was long odds that it had ever affected him as it did now.
'You're a friend of Sheriff Hartman, aren't you ?'
'Hartman ?' LeWinter was caring less and less for the line
the conversation was taking.
'So he says. After all, you do have an alarm connected
fromyour safe to his office.'
'Ah ! Hartman.'
?
'Ah, as you say, Hartman. Seen him recently ?'
LeWinter had actually started wetting his lips, that indi-
cation of corrosive anxiety to which he had succeeded in
reducing hundreds of suspects over the years. 'I can't re-
member.'
'But you can remember what he looked like, I hope. You'd
never recognize him now. Honestly. Back of his head blown
off. Downright uncivil of you to have your friend's head
blown off.'
'You're mad. You'recrazy.' Even the most newly quali-
fied intern would have disapproved of LeWinter's peculiar
complexion which had acquired all the healthy vitality of a
corpse. 'You've no proof.'
'Don't be so original. No proof. That's what they all say
when they're guilty. \yhcre's your secretary?'
'What secretary?' The latest switch in attack seemed to
have a momentarily paralysing effect on his thought pro-
cesses.
'God help us.' Parker lifted his eyes upwards in temporary
supplication. 'Rather,God help you. Bettina Ivanhoe. Where
is she ?'
'Excuse me.' LeWinter went to a cupboard, poured him-
self some bourbon and drank it in one gulp. It didn't seem
to do him any good.
Parker said: 'You may have needed that but that wasn't
why you took it. Time to think, isn't that it? Where isshe?5
'Gave her the day off.'
'Whisky didn't help. Wrong answer. When did you speak
to her ?'
'This morning.'
'Another lie. She's been in custody since last night,assist-
ing police with their enquiries. So you didn't give her aday
off.' Parker was quite without pity. 'But it seems you gave
yourself a day off. Why aren't you down in the courts dis-
pensing justice in your usual even-handed fashion ?'
'I'm not well.' His appearance bore him out. Jeff looked
at his father to see if he would stop the ruthlessinterrogation
but Ryder was regarding LeWinter with what appeared to
be an expression of profound indifference.
'Not well ? Compared to the way you're going to feel very
soon - when you're in your court being tried for murder -
you're in blooming health. You're at home because one of
your criminal accomplices, masters more like, called you
from Bakersfield and told you to lie low. Tell me, how well
do you know Miss Ivanhoe? You know, of course, that her
proper name is Ivanov?'
LeWinterhad further recourse to his liquor cupboard. He
said wearily, almost despairingly: 'How long is this - this
inquisition to go on ?'
'Not long. If you tell the truth, that is. I asked aquestion.'
'How well - she's my secretary. That's enough.'
'No more than that ?'
'Of course not.'
Ryder stepped forward and showed LeWinter the photo-
graph he'd collected from the Examiner office. LeWinter
stared at it as if hypnotized, then got back to hislip-licking.
'A nice kid.' Ryder was being conversational. 'Blackmail,
of course. She's told us. Not with this end in view - this isjust
a spin-off. Principally, as we know, she came in handy forthe
translation of phony Russian documents,'
'Phony?'
'Ah! So the documents do exist. I wonder why Morro
wanted you to provide him with the names of engineers,
drillers, oil-rig men. Even more, I wonder why twenty-sixof
them are missing.'
'God knows what you're talking about.'
'And you. Watch TV this morning?' LeWinter shook
his head in a dazed and uncomprehending manner. 'So per-
haps you don't know he's detonating a hydrogen bomb in
Santa Monica Bay or thereabouts at ten o'clock tomorrow
morning.' LeWinter made no reply and registered no ex-
pression, no doubt because he'd no expressions left toregister.
'For an eminent judge you do keep odd company, LeWinter.'
It was a measure of LeWinter's mental distress that com-
prehension came so slowly. He said in a dull voice: 'You
were the man who was here last night?'
'Yes.' Ryder nodded to Jeff. 'And this is Perkins. Remem-
ber Perkins ? Patrolman Ryder. My son. Unless you're blind
and deaf you must know that your friend Morro holds two
of our family captive. One of them, my daughter - my son's
sister - has been wounded. We feelkindly disposed to you.
Well, LeWinter, apart from being as corrupt as all hell, a
lecherous old goat, a traitor and accessory to murder,you're
also a patsy, a sucker, a fall-guy, a scape-goat - call itwhat
you will. You were conned, LeWinter, just as you thought
you were conning Donahure and Miss Ivanov and Hartman.
Used as a red herring to set up a non-existent Russian con-
nection.
'Only two things I want to know: who gave you some-
thing and to whom did you give something ? Who gave you
the money, the code-book, the instructions to hire Miss
Ivanov and to obtain the names and addresses of the now-
missing twenty-six men - and to whom did you give the
names and addresses?'
LeWintereventually registered an expression: he clamped
his lips shut. Jeff winced as his father stepped forward,his
expression, or lack of it, not changing, a gun swinging inhis
hand. LeWinter shut his eyes, flung up a protectiveforearm,
stepped quickly back, caught his heel in a throw rug andfell
heavily, striking the back of his head against a chair. Helay
on the floor for ten seconds, perhaps longer, then slowlysat
up. He looked dazed, as if having difficulty in relatinghim-
self to the circumstances in which he found himself- and he
was clearly not acting.
He said in a croaking voice: 'I've got a bad heart.5Looking
at and listening to him it was impossible to doubt it.
'I'll cry tomorrow. Meantime, you think your heart will
last out long enough to let you get to your feet?' Slowly,
shaking, using both a chair and a table, LeWinter got tohis
unsteady feet. He still had to hang on to the table forsupport.
Ryder remained unmoved. He said: 'The man who gave you
all those things. The man to whom you gave the names. Was
it the same man?'
'Call my doctor.' LeWinter was clutching his chest. 'God's
sake, I've already had two heart attacks.' His face wasregis-
tering an expression now. It was contorted in fear andpain.
He clearly felt - and was probably right - that his life wasin
mortal danger, and was begging to have it saved. Ryder re-
garded him with the dispassionate eye of a medieval heads-
man.
'I'm glad to hear it.' Jeff looked at him in somethingclose
to horror but Ryder had eyes only for LeWinter. 'Then I'll
have nothing on my conscience if you die and there won't be
a mark on you when the mortuary wagon comes to collect
you. Was it the same man?'
'Yes.' A barely audible whisper.
'The same man as called from Bakersfield ?'
'Yes.'
'What's his name?'
T don't know.' Ryder half-lifted his gun. LeWinter looked
at him in defeat and despair and repeated: 'I don't know. I
don't know.'
Jeff spoke for the first time and hisvoice was urgent. 'He
doesn't know.'
'I believe him.' Ryder hadn't looked away from LeWinter.
'Describe this man.'
'I can't.'
'Or won't?'
'He wore a hood. Before God, he wore a hood.'
'If Donahure got ten thousand dollars, then you got a lot
more. Probably a great deal more. Give him a receipt ?'
'No.' LeWinter shuddered. 'Just said if I would break my
word he would break my back. He could have done it too.
Biggest man I ever saw.'
'Ah!' Ryder paused, seemed to relax, smiledbriefly and
went on, far from encouragingly: 'He could still come and
do it. Look at all the trouble it would save the law andthe
prison hospital.' He produced a pair of handcuffs and
snapped them round LeWinter's wrists.
The judge's voice was weak and lacked conviction. 'You
have no arrest warrant.'
'Don't be simple-minded and don't make me laugh. I
don't want any vertebrae snapping. I don't want you getting
on the wrong phone. I don't want any escape attempt. And
I don't want any suicide.' He looked at the photograph he
still held. 'I'll be a long time forgetting. I want to see yourot
in San Quentin.' He led him towards the door, stopped and
looked at Parker and Jeff. 'Observe, if you will. I neverlaid
a finger on him.'
Jeff said: 'Major Dunne will never believe it. Neither doI.'
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'You used us!' Burnett's face was white and bitter and hewas
shaking with such uncontrollable anger that his Glenfiddich
was slopping over on to the floor of Monro's study, ashocking
waste of which he was uncharacteristically oblivious. 'You
double-crossed us! You evil, wicked bastard! A beautifuljob,
wasn't it, the way you spliced together our recordings and
your own recording ?'
Morro raised an admonitory finger. 'Come now, Professor.
This helps no one. You really must learn to controlyourself.'
'Why the hell should he?' Schmidt's fury was as great as
Burnett's, but he had it under better control. All fivephysi-
cists were there, together with Morro, Dubois and two
guards. 'We're not thinking just about our good names, our
reputations. We're thinking about lives, maybe thousands of
them, and if those lives are lost we're going to be heldres-
ponsible. Morally at least. Every viewer, every listener,every
reader in the State is going to be convinced that thehydrogen
device you left off the coast is in the one-and-a-halfrange.
We know damn well it's in the three-and-a-half. But because
people will believe - they can't help believing - that itwas
all part of the same recording they're going to imaginethat
what you said was said with our tacit approval. You - you
monster! Why did you do it ?'
'Effect.' Morro was unruffled. 'Very elementary psychol-
ogy. The detonation of this three-and-a-half megaton device
is going to have rather spectacular consequences, and Iwant
people to say to themselves: if this is the effect of a mereone-
and-a-half megaton what in the name of heaven will the
cataclysmic effects of thirty-five megatons be like? It willlend
persuasive weights to my demands, don't you think? In the
climate of terror all things are possible.'
'I can believe anything of you,' Burnett said. He looked at
the shattered wreck of what had once been Willi Aachen.
'Anything. Even that you are prepared to put thousands of
lives at risk in order to achieve a psychological effect.You
can have no idea what this tsunamai will be like, whatheight
it will reach, whether or not the Newport-1nglewood Fault
will trigger an earthquake. And you don't care. The effectis
all.'
'I think you exaggerate, Professor. I think that, where
height is concerned, people will leave a very considerable
margin of safety between the water levels I suggested andthe
worst they can fear. As for the Newport-1 nglewood Fault,
only a madman would remain in the area at ten o'clock
tomorrow morning. I do not visualize throngs of people
heading for the Hollywood Park Race Track - if they head
there, at that time of the morning, which I don't know. I
think your fears are mainly groundless.'
'Mainly! Mainly! You mean only a few thousand may
drown ?'
'I have no cause to love American people.' Morro still
maintained his monolithic calm. 'They havenot exactly
been kind to mine.'
There was a brief silence then Healey said in a low voice:-
'This is even worse than I feared. Race, religion, politics,I
don't know. The man's a zealot, a fanatic'
'He's nuts.' Burnett reached for the bottle.
'Judge LeWinter wishes to make a voluntary statement,'
Ryder said.
'Does he now?' Dunne peered at the trembling, fearful
figure, a pale and almost unimaginable shadow of the im-
posing figure who had so long dominated the Centre Court.
'Is that the case, Judge ?'
Ryder was impatient. 'Sure it is.'
'Look, Sergeant, I was asking the judge.'
'We were there,' Parker said. 'Jeff and I. There wasno
coercion, no force, the only time Sergeant Ryder touched
him was to put on handcuffs. We wouldn't perjure ourselves;
Major Dunne.'
'You wouldn't.' He turned to Delage. 'Next door. I'll take
his statement in a minute.'
'One moment before he goes,' Ryder said. 'Any word
about Hartman ?'
Dunne permitted himself his first smile. 'For once, some
luck. Just come in. Hartman, it seems, has been living out
there for some years. With his widowed sister, whichaccounts
for the fact that his name was not in the phone book.Didn't
spend much time there until a year or so ago. Travelled alot.
You'd never guess what his busines is - well, was, tilllast
year.'
'Oil rigs.'
Dunne said without heat: 'Damn you, Ryder, you spoil a
man's simplest pleasures. Yes. Boss roustabout. First-class
record. How did you know ?'
'I didn't. Who were his sponsors - you know, character
referees ?'
'Two prominent local business men and - well ?'
'Donahure and LeWinter.'
'Indeed.'
Ryder looked at LeWinter. 'You and Hartman made up
that list of drillers and engineers together, you from your
court cases and extensive briefs from the oil companies,Hart-
man from his field experience ?'
Le Winter said nothing.
'Well, at least he doesn't deny it. Tell me, Le Winter, was
it his job to recruit those men ?'
'I don't know.'
'To kidnap them?'
'I don't know.'
'Well, then, to contact them, one way or another?'
'Yes.'
'And deliver them ?'
'I suppose so.'
'Yes or no.'
Le Winter gathered together the shreds of his dignity and
turned to Dunne. 'I am being subjected to harassment.'
'If that's what you choose to call it,'Dunne said unsympa-
thetically. 'Proceed, Sergeant.'
'Yes or no?'
'Yes, damn you, yes.'
'So, to be obvious, he must have known where to deliver
those men after recruitment, voluntary or not. So, assuming
it was Morro who was responsible for their disappearance,
Hartman had a direct line to Morro or knew how to contact
him. You must agree with that.'
LeWinter sat down in a chair. He looked more like a
cadaver than ever. 'If you say so.'
'And, of course, you and Donahure had thesame line.'
'No V The denial was immediate and almost vehement.
'Well.' Ryder was approving. 'That's more like it.'
Dunne said: 'You believe him? That he's no line on
Morro ?'
'Sure. If he had, he'd be dead by now. A sweet lad, this
Morro. Even playing the cards close to the chest he neverlets
his left hand know what the right is doing. Only Hartman
knew. Morro thought that Hartman was totally in the clear.
How was he to know, how was anyone to guess that I'd trace
him because of the alarm linking LeWinter's safe and Hart-
man's office? Morro certainly knew nothing about that. If
he did, he'd never have exposed LeWinter and Donahure by
planting misleading evidence on them. But Morro had taken
no chances. He'd given strict orders to both LeWinter and
Donahure that ifanyone got a line on Hartman, the only
man who had a line to him, then Hartman was to be elim-
inated. It's really all so simple, isn't it?' He lookedconsider-
ingly at LeWinter, then back at Dunne. 'Remove that pillar
of justice, will you? He makes me sick.'
When he'd gone, Dunne said: 'A fair morning's work. I
under-estimated you, Sergeant Ryder. Not breaking his neck,
I mean. I'm beginning to wonder if I could have done the
same.'
?
'You're either born with a heart of gold or you aren't. Any
word from the boss-man - Barrow, isn't it ? - about whatkind
?
of bombs this Professor Aachen was designing when Morro
snatched him?'
'I phoned him. He said he'd contact the AEC and call
back. He's not a man to waste time. No reply from him yet.
He was curious why we wanted to find out.'
'Don't rightly know myself. I said I thought Morro was
trying to mislead us, that's all. What you call an outside
chance of nothing. And speaking of Morro - there wouldn't
be any word from Manila?'
Dunne looked at his watch, then in a quietly exasperated
patienceat Ryder. 'You've been gone exactly one hour and
five minutes. Manila, I would remind you, is not just a
couple of blocks down the road. Would there be anything
else ?'
'Well, as you're offering.' Dunne momentarily closed his
eyes. 'Carlton's friend back in Illinois mentioned a verybig
man in the group of weirdos Carlton was flirting with. Le-
Winter has just mentioned, in a very scared voice, asimilar
person who's threatened to break his back. Could be one
and the same man. There can't be many eighty-inchers
around.'
'Eighty-inchers?'
'Six foot eight. That's what Carlton's pal said. Shouldn't
be difficult to check whether anyone of that size has been
charged or convicted at some time in this State. Nor should
it be very difficult to find if such a character is a memberof
any of the oddball organizations in California. You can'thide
a man that size, and apparently this person doesn't go to
much trouble to keep hidden. And then there's the question
of helicopters.'
'Ah.'
'Not just any helicopter. A special helicopter. It would be
nice if you could trace it.'
'A trifle.' Dunne was being heavily sarcastic. 'First,there
are more helicopters in this State than there are in anycom-
parable region on earth. Second, the FBI is stretched toits
limits - '
'Stretched to its limits! Look, Major, I'm in no mood for
light humour this morning. Eight thousand agents stretched
to their limits and what have they achieved? Zero. I could
even ask what they are doing and the answer could be the
same. When I said a special helicopter I meant a very, very
special helicopter. The one that delivered this atom bombto
Yucca Flat. Or have your eight thousand agents already got
that little matter in hand ?'
'Explain.'
Ryder turned to his son. 'Jeff, you've said you know that
area. Yucca and Frenchman Flats.'
'I've been there.'
'Would a vehicle leave tracks up there?'
'Sure. Not everywhere. There's a lot of rock. But there's
also shingle and rubble and sand. Chances are good, yes.'
'Now then, Major. Would any of the eight thousand have
been checking on tracks - trucks, cars, dune buggies -inthe
area of the crater: those, that is, that they didn't obliteratein
their mad dash to the scene of the crime ?'
'I wasn't there myself. Delage?' Delage picked up a phone.
'Helicopters ? An interesting speculation ?'
'I think so. And I also think that that, if I were Morro,is
the way I'd have dumped that hydrogen bomb in the Pacific.
Cuts out all this tricky - and maybe attention-catching -
business of trucking the bomb to the coast and thentransfer-
ring it to a boat.'
Dunne was doubtful. 'There's still an awful lot of heli-
copters in the State.'
'Let's limit it to the communes, the oddballs, the disen-
chanted.'
'With a road transport system like we've got, who would
want -'
'Let's limit it to the mountains. Remember, we'd more or
less decided that Morro and his friends have sought outhigh
ground.'
'Well, the more extreme the group the higher they tend to
go. I suppose some would require a chopper to get anyplace.
But helicopters come expensive. They'd be hired on anhourly
basis, and you could hardly persuade a hired pilot to
carry a hydrogen bomb -
'Maybe the pilot isn't hired. Nor the helicopter. Then
there's the matter of a truck. Trucks. For the transport of
weapons-grade material - the stuff taken from San Ruffino.'
Dunne said: 'You have that, Leroy ?' Leroy nodded and,
like Delage, reached for a telephone.
'Thanks.' Ryder pondered briefly. 'That's all. See you
around - some time this afternoon.'
Jeff looked at his watch. 'Don't forget.Forty-fiveminutes.
Morro will be on the air with his terms or demands orblack-
mail or whatever.'
'Probably not worth listening to. Anyway, you can tell me
all about it.'
'Where are you going ?'
'Public library. The study of contemporary history. I've
fallen way behind in my reading.'
'I see.' Jeff watched the door swing to behind Ryder, then
looked at Dunne. 'I don't see. He's all right?'
Dunne was thoughtful. 'If he isn't, what do you make of
us?'
Ryder arrived home some ninety minutes later to find Jeff
and Parker drinking beer in front of thetelevision. Ryder
seemed in remarkably good spirits. He wasn't smiling broad-
ly, far less laughing, nor was he cracking any jokes, forthat
was not his way. But for a man with two of his family held
hostage and the threat of being drowned and vaporized far
from being an impossibility, he was composed and relaxed.
He looked at the TV screen where literally hundreds ofsmall
craft, some with sails raised, were milling about inhopeless
confusion, apparently travelling at random and ramming
each other with a frequency that was matched only by a
blind determination. It was an enclosed harbour with half a
dozen quays thrusting out towards a central channel: the
room to manoeuvre was minimal, the chaos absolute.
'My word,' Ryder said. 'This is something. Just, I imagine,
like Trafalgar or Jutland. Those were very confused sea
battles too.'
'Dad.'Jeff was heroically patient. That's Marina del Rey
in Los Angeles.The yachtsmen are trying to leave.'
'I know the place. The lads of the California Yacht Club
and the Del Rey Yacht Club displaying their usual nautical
composure, not to say stoicism. At this rate they'll take a
week to sort themselves out. What's the great rush? Inci-
dentally this will pose a problem for Morro. This must be
happening at every harbour in Los Angeles. He said any
vessel moving into the area between Santa Cruz Island and
Santa Catalina would result in the detonation ofthe bomb.
A couple of hours and there will be a couple of thousand
craft in those waters. Careless of Morro. Anybody couldhave
foreseen this.'
Parker said: 'According to the announcer, nobody in-
tends to go anywhere near there. They're going to use the
Santa Barbara and San Pedro Channels and go as far north
and south up the coast as possible.'
'Lemmings. Even a small boat can ride out a tidal wave at
sea. Not much more than a fast-travelling ripple, really.It's
only when it reaches shallow water or estuaries that itstarts
to pile up into what people regard as a tidal wave. Why all
this confusion, anyway ?'
'Panic,-' Parker said. 'The owners of smaller craft aretry-
ing to lift them put of the water and trail them away but
there are facilities available for only a few per cent at atime,
and those are so overloaded that they keep breaking down.
Diesel and petrol supplies are almost exhausted, and thosethat
have been fuelled are so hemmed in by craft looking forfuel
that they can't get out. And then, of course, there arecraft
taking off under full power with their mooring ropes still
attached.' Parker shook his head sadly. T don't think urban
Californians are really a sea-going race.'
'Doesn't signify,' Jeff said. 'We're supposed to be theauto-
mobile race. You'd never know it. They've just been showing
us street scenes in Santa Monica and Venice. Just a land-
based version of what we're seeing here. Biggest trafficjams
ever. Cars being used like tanks to batter a way through.
Drivers jumping from their cars and knocking one another
silly. Incredible.'
'It would be the same the world over,' Ryder said. 'I'llbet
Morro's glued to his screen in ecstacy. And everybody head-
ing east, of course. City fathers issued any instructions
yet ?'
'Not that we've heard of.'
'They will. Give them time. They're like all politicians.
They'll wait to see what the majority of the people aredoing
then go ahead and tell them to do what they're alreadydoing.
Any food in this house ?'
'What?' Jeff, understandably, was momentarily off-bal-
ance. 'Yes. Sandwiches in the kitchen.'
'Thanks.' Ryder turned to go then stopped abruptiy as
something on the screen caught his eye. 'What an extra-
ordinary coincidence. We can only hope that if it is a good
omen then it's for us and not for Morro.'
Jeff said: 'We can wait for ever.'
'See that quay at the lower right of your screen? South-
east, it is. The broad one. Unless I'm totally wrong,that's
the source of all our troubles.'
' That quay ?' Jeff stared incredulously.
'The name of it. Mindanao.'
A minute later Ryder was taking his ease in an armchair,
sandwich in one hand, beer in the other, half an eye on the
screen. He focused both eyes and said: 'That'sinteresting.'
The picture was not without its interest. Three private
planes, all twin-engined, had clearly been engaged in amul-
tiple collision. The broken wing-tip of one rested on the
ground. The under-carriage of a second had crumpled while
a lazy plume of smoke arose from the third.
'Land, sea and air.' Ryder shook his head. 'Know that
place. Clover Field in Santa Monica. One can only assume
the air traffic controller has high-tailed it for theSierras.'
'Honest to God, Dad!' Jeff was trying to contain himself.
'You're the most infuriating, exasperating character that's
ever walked. Have you got nothing to say about Morro's
ultimatum?'
'Well, no.'
'Jesus!'
'Be reasonable. I've seen, heard and read nothing about
it.?
'Jesus !' Jeff repeated and fell into silence. Ryder looked
enquiringly at Parker who clearly steeled himself for the
task.
'Morro was on time. As always. This time he really was
economical with hiswords. I'll make it even moreeconomical.
His ultimatum was simply this. Give me the locations andall
the operating wavebands of all your radar stations on both
the east and west coasts, your cruising radar bombers both
here and in Nato and in all your spy satellites or I'll pullthe
plug.'
'He said that, did he ?'
'Well, quite a bit more, but that was the gist of it.'
'Rubbish. I told you he wouldn't be worth listening to.
I'd thought better of Morro than that. Babies along the
Potomac and the Pentagon spinning around like a high-
speed centrifuge.'
'You don't believe it?'
'If that's what you gather from my reactions, you'reright.'
'But look, Dad - '
'Look nothing. Balderdash. Maybe I'd better revise that
snap judgement on Morro. Maybe he was well aware that he
was making an impossible demand. Maybe he was well
aware that it wouldn't be met. Maybe he didn't want it to
be met. But just try convincing the American public - es-
pecially that section of it represented by this State - ofthat.
It will take a long, long time and a long, long time is theone
thing we don't have.'
'Impossible demand ?' Jeff said carefully.
'Let me think.' Ryder chewed some more and drank some
more while he thought. 'Three things occur and none of
them makes sense and wouldn't to the Pentagon who can't
possibly be as retarded as the New York and Washington
columnists say they are. First off, what's to prevent thePenta-
gon feeding him a long and highly convincing rigmarole of
completely misleading information ? What would lead him to
suspect that it was misleading ? And even if he did, how on
earth could he possibly set about checking on the accuracy
of the information ? It's impossible. Second, the Pentagon
would probably and quite cheerfully see California being
wiped out rather than give away our first defence against
nuclear attack. Third, if he's in a position to wipe outLos
Angeles and San Francisco - and we must assume that he is
- what's to prevent him repeating the dose to New York,
Chicago, Washington itself and so on until he achieved by
direct means what he would achieve by indirect means by
blinding our radar ? It makes no kind of sense at all. Butb
all fits in.'
Jeff digested this in silence. Parker said slowly: 'It'sall
very well for you to sit there in - what kind of judgementdo
you call it?'
'Olympian V Ryder said helpfully.
'That's it. It's all very well for you to sit there inOlympian
judgement, but you'd made up that crafty mind in advance
that you weren't going to believe a word Morro said and you
were also certain that he wouldn't say what you were con-
vinced he couldn't say.'
'Very shrewd, Sergeant Parker. Confusing, mind you, but
shrewd.'
'And you've just said it all fits in.'
'I did say that.'
'You know something we don't know ?'
'I don't know any facts that you don't know, except for
those I get from reading about earthquakes and contempor-
aryhistory, a practice for which Jeff here thinks I needthe
services of a head-shrinker.'
'I never said - '
'You don't have to speak to say something.'
'I have it,' Parker said. 'All good detectives come up with
a theory. You have a theory?'
'Well, in all due modesty - '
'Modesty? So now the sun sets in the east. I don't even
have to take time out for a reflective pause. Mindanao ?'
'Mindanao.'
When Ryder had finished, Parker said to Jeff: 'Well, what
do you make of that?'
'I'm still trying to assimilate it all.' Jeff spoke in akindof
dazed protest. 'I mean, I've just come to it. You've got to
give me time to think.'
'Come, come, boy. First impressions.'
'Well, I don't see any holes in it. And the more I think -
and if you would give me more time I could think more - the
fewer holes I can see. I think it could be right.'
'Look at your old man,' Parker said. 'Can you see any sign
of "could" in his face?'
'That's just smirking. Well, I can't see any way in whichit
must be wrong.'Jeff thought some more then took the plunge.
'It makes sense to me.'
'There you are now, John.' Parker sounded positively
jovial. 'As near a compliment as you'll ever be likely to
extract from vour son. It makes a lot of sense to me. Come,
gentlemen, let's try it out for size on Major Dunne.'
Dunne didn't even bother saying it made sense. He turned to
Leroy and said: 'Get me Mr Barrow. And have the helicopter
stand by.' He rubbed his hands briskly. 'Well, well. Looksas
if you're going to ruffle a few feathers in Los Angeles,
Sergeant.'
'You go and ruffle them. Top brass rub me the wrong way.
Your boss seems almost human, but that's more than I can
say for Mitchell. You know as much about it now as I do,
and I'm only guessing anyway. The person I would like to
see is Professor Benson. If you could fix that I'd begrateful.'
'Delighted. If you fly north.'
'Blackmail.' Ryder didn't sound too heated.
'Of course.' Dunne regarded him over steepled fingers.
'Seriously. Several things. First off, we could kill twobirds
with one stone - Pasadena is only ten minutes' helicopterhop
from our offices up there. Again, if you don't turn up both
Barrow and Mitchell will automatically assume that you lack
the courage of your own convictions. You can talk to themin
a way that would get me fired on the spot. They can probe
more deeply than I've done and ask questions that Icouldn't
answer - I know you've told me all what you regard as the
essentials, but there must be details that,you considerirrele-
vant at the moment. What's the point in staying here?
There's nothing more you can accomplish here, and you
know it: to convince the mandarins of your belief would bea
major accomplishment.' Dunne smiled. 'Would you be so
heartless as to deprive me of the pleasure of this - ah -
encounter?'
'He's just scared of the big bad wolves,' Jeff said.
Ryder smiled.
Like all such rooms designed to give its occupants a proper
sense of their own importance, the conference room was
suitably impressive. It had the only mahogany-panelledwalls
in the building, behung with pictures of individuals who
looked like the Ten Most Wanted Men but were, in fact, past
and present directors and senior administrators of the FBI.It
held the only mahogany oval table in the building, one that
gleamed with that refulgent splendour rarely found among
tables that had seen an honest day's work. Round it were
grouped the only twelve leather- and brass-studded chairsin
the building. Before each chair was a leather-cornered
blotter, indispensable for doodling but otherwise wholly
superfluous, a brass tray for pens and pencils, a water-jug
and glass: the comprehensively stocked bar lay behind a
sliding wooden panel. The overall effect was slightlydimmed
by the two stenographers' chairs that faced a battery ofred,
white and black telephones: the chairs were covered inplastic
leather. There were no stenographers there that afternoon;
this was a top-secret meeting of the gravest nationalimport-
ance, and the faces of most of the twelve seated men accu-
rately reflected their awareness of this.
Nobody occupied the rounded head of the table: Barrow
and Mitchell each sat an equi-distant foot from the centre
line so that there could be no claimant for the chairman's
position. The heavens might be falling in but that would
have to wait until protocol had been served. Each had three
senior aides at the table - none of the six had been intro-
duced - and all of them had briefcasesand important-
looking papers on the blotters before them. The fact thatit
had been deemed necessary to call the meeting clearly
indicated that the contents of those papers were worthless:
but, at the conference table, one has to have papers to
shuffle or one is nothing. Mitchell opened the meeting: atoss
of a coin had decided that.
He said: 'To begin with, I must request, in the politest
possible way, that Sergeant Parker and Patrolman Ryder
withdraw.'
Ryder said: 'Why ?'
Nobody queried Mitchell's orders. He bent a cold eye on
Ryder. 'Given the opportunity, Sergeant, I was about to
explain. This meeting is on the highest level of national
security, and those are not sworn men. Moreover, they are
junior police officers both of whom have resigned their
positions and thereforehave no official capacity: theyhave
not even been assigned to this investigation. That, I think,is
a reasonable attitude.'
Ryder considered Mitchell for a few moments, then looked
across at Dunne, who sat opposite him. He said, in a toneof
exaggerated disbelief: 'You brought me all the way up here
just to listen to this pompous and arrogant rubbish ?'
Dunne looked at his finger-nails. Jeff looked at the roof.
Barrow looked at the roof. Mitchell looked mad. His tone
would have frozen mercury.
'I don't think I can be hearing properly, Sergeant.'
'Then why don't you vacate your position to someone who
can? I spoke clearly enough. I didn't want to come here. I
know your reputation. I don't give a damn about it. If you
throwMr Parker and my son out then, by the same token,
you have to throw me out. You say they have no official
capacity: neither have you. You just muscled your way in.
They have as much right to order you out as you have to
order them out: you have no official jurisdiction insidethe
United States. If you can't understand that and stop antag
onizing people who are doing an honest job of work then it'
time you yielded your chair to someone who can '
Ryder looked leisurely round the table. No one appeared
disposed to make any comment. Mitchell's face was frozen.
Barrow's was set in an expression of calmly judicial im-
partiality, a remarkable tribute to the man's self-control:had
he been eavesdropping and alone he would unquestionably
have been falling about and holding his sides.
'So, having established the fact that there are no fewer
than seven of us here in an unofficial capacity, let's lookat
the investigation. Mr Parker and my son have already
achieved a very considerable amount, as Major Dunne will
confirm. They have helped solve the murder of a county
sheriff put a corrupt police chief behind bars on a chargeof
murder and also put behind bars, on a charge of accessory
to murder, a judge widely regarded as Chairman-elect of the
State Supreme Court. All three, including the murdered
man, were deeply involved in the business on hand: this has
provided us with extremely valuable information.'
Mitchell had the grace to part his lips about half an inch.
Barrow remained without expression. Clearly he'd been
briefed by Dunne: equally clear was the fact that he hadn't
bothered to pass on his information.
'Andwhat has the CIA achieved? I'll tell you. It has
succeeded in making a laughing-stock of itself in generaland
its director in particular, not to mention uselessly wastingthe
taxpayers' money by sending its agents to pussyfoot around
Geneva in search of so-called secret information that has
been in the public domain for two years. Apart from that,
what? An educated guess would say zero.'
Barrow coughed. 'You wouldn't say you are being need-
lessly intransigent?' He could have put more reproof intohis
voice if he'd tried, even a little.
'Needless intransigence is the only language some people
seem to understand.'
Mitchell's voice surfaced through layers of cracked ice.
'Your point is taken, Sergeant. You have come to teach us
how to do our jobs.'
Ryder wasn't quite through with being intransigent or
letting Mitchell off the hook. 'I am not a Sergeant. I'm a
private citizen and as such beholden to no one. I can'tteach
the CIA anything - I wouldn't know how to go about sub-
verting foreign governments or assassinating theirpresidents.
I can't teach the FBI anything. All I want is a fairhearing,
but it's really a matter of indifference whether I get itor
not.' His eyes were looking at Mitchell's. 'You can shut up
and let me say what I've been brought here to say, against
my better judgement, or not. I'd as soon leave. I find the
atmosphere here uncomfortable, not to say hostile, and
Major Dunne has all the essentials.'
Mitchell said in a toneless voice: 'We will hear you out.'
'I don't like that expression either.' Barrow winced.
Despite his antipathy towards Mitchell it was not hard to
guess that, even although momentarily, he wasputting him-
self in the other's position. 'It's the term used by thechairman
of the board when he's giving a carpeted executive thechance
to justify himself before being fired.'
'Please.' Barrow turned the palms of his hands upwards.
'We take the point that you're a plain speaker. Please take
our point that you haven't been brought here for nothing.
We will listen carefully.'
'Thank you.' Ryder wasted no time on preamble. 'You've
all seen the streets round this block. As we came into your
pad on the roof we saw a hundred streets like it. Blocked.
Choked. Nothing like it since the retreat from Mons. The
peopleare running scared. I don't blame them. If I lived
here I'd be running scared too. They believe that Morro is
going to trigger off this bomb at ten tomorrow morning. So
do I. I also believe that he will set off or is quite preparedto
set off the other ten nuclear devices he claims to have.What
I don't for a moment believe in is his demand. It's utter
foolishness, he must know it is and we should recognize itfor
what it is: an empty threat, a meaningless demand thatcan't
be met.'
'Perhaps you should know,' Barrow said. 'Just before you
arrived word came through that protests have been lodged by
the Kremlin and Peking, and by their embassies in Washing-
ton, crying to high heaven that they are as innocent as the
driven snow of this monstrous accusation against them - no
one has accused them of anything but one takes their point-
and that it's all part of a war-mongering capitalist plot.First
time in living memory that they've totally agreed with each
other on anything.'
'Not just the usual standard denial?'
'No. They're hopping mad.'
'Don't blame them. The suggestion is ludicrous.'
'You're sure the fact that you already seem to have dis-
counted evidence pointing to some Communist connection
has not influenced your thinking in this ?'
'I'm sure. So are you.'
Mitchell said: 'I'm not so sure.'
'You wouldn't be. Last thing you do every night is look
under yourbed.'
Mitchell just stopped short of grinding his teeth. 'If not
that, what?' The words were innocuous enough but their
tone left no doubt that he was prepared to fight to thedeath
for his disbelief of every word Ryder was about to say.
'Bear with me. It all seems to start with the Philippines.
I'm sure you all know how it is out there, and I'm sure the
last thing I am is a specialist in foreign affairs, but I'vebeen
reading all about it in the library just a couple of hoursago.
I'll briefly recap what I read, as much for my own sake as
anybody else's.
'The Philippines are in a financial mess. Hugely ambitious
development plans, mounting internal and external debts,
heavy military expenditures - they're strapped. But like a
good many other countries they know what to do when the
kitty's empty - put the arm on Uncle Sam. And they're in an
excellent position to apply pressure.
'The Philippines are the keystone of America's Pacific
military strategy andthe huge Seventh Fleet anchorage at
Subic Bay and the strategically crucial Air Force Base are
regarded by the Pentagon as being indispensable and well
worth the rent - many people regard it as a cross between
ransom and extortion money - that is demanded.
'The south of the Philippines - the island of Mindanao - is
inhabited by Muslims. You all know that. Unlike Christi-
anity, the Muslim religion has no moral laws against the
killing of mankind in general - just against the killing of
Muslims,period. The concept of a holy war is an integral
part of their lives and this is what they're doing right now-
carrying out a holy crusade against President Marcos and
his predominantly Catholic government. They regard it as a
religious war being waged by an oppressed people. Whether
it's a justifiable war or not is - well, it's none of mybusiness.
In any event, it is an intensely bitter war. I think all thisis
well known.
'What is, perhaps, not quite so well known is that theyfeel
almost equally bitter towards the United States. It's nothard
to understand. Although Congress raises its hand in holier-
than-thou horror at Marcos's long-term track record oncivil
liberties, they still cheerfully, as I said, ante up the rentfor
our bases to the tune of several hundred million dollars a
year in military aid, no small amount of which is put towhat
the Philippine government regards as being perfectly good
use in crushing the Muslims.
'Even less known is the fact that the Muslims aren't all
that much fonder of Russia, China and Vietnam. Not, as far
as is known, that those countries have caused them anyharm:
it's just that the Philippine government has establishedcor-
dial - and diplomatic - relations with those threecountries
and countries that reciprocate the Philippine government's
overtures are automatically classified by the Mindanaon
Muslims as belonging to the enemy camp.
'What the Muslims desperately lack is arms. Provided that
they were armed to the same standards as the government's
well-equipped eighty field battalions - well-equipped,main-
ly, by the courtesy of Uncle Sam - they could give a good
account of themselves. Until last year what little supplies
they received came from Libya - until Imelda Marcos went
there and sweet-talked Colonel Gadhafi and his foreign nun-
ister Ali Tureiki into cutting off the Mindanaon Muslims'
last lifeline.
'So what were they to do? They couldn't obtain or manu- ,
facture their own arms in the Philippines. Even if they didn'tj
hate America there was no way the Americans would supply
arms to insurgents against the Philippine government. They
weren't even speaking to the Communists. And their own
fellow Muslims had turned against them. So the Muslim
rebels came up with the only answer. Any big armament
firm in the world will supply arms to anyone - if the money
is right and on the barrel-head - irrespective of race,creed
and politics. Why shouldn't they? Governments do it all the
time - America, Britain and France are the worst offenders.
So, all they had to do was to find the cash to put on the
barrel-head.
'The solution was simple. Let the enemy provide. In this
case the unfortunate provider was to be Uncle Sam. All the
better if you can wound him in the process. Rob him blind,
hurt him and - to kill two birds with one stone - discredit
the USSR and China by using them as a smoke-screen. That's
whatI believe is happening in California here and now. And
the frightening thing about it is that we have to remember
that the Koran gives a Muslim a conscience-free hand to
knock off anyone who isn't a Muslim. And if your conscience
is free, what's the difference between one and one million?
If all's free in love and war what's it like in a holywar?'
Tt's an interesting hypothesis,' Mitchell said. His toneim-
plied that he was a courteous man tolerantly listening to
another theorizing about how the moon is made of green
cheese. 'You have evidence to back this up, of course?'
'Nothing that you would regard as positive evidence.
Elimination, circumstantial evidence, all perhaps betterthan
nothing. In the first place it's the only theory thatexplains
the situation in which we find ourselves now.'
'But you said they're after cash. If that's so, why didn't
they blackmail the government for cash?'
T don't know. I have the glimmerings of an idea but I
know what you would do with a glimmering. Second, speech
experts place his area of origin as south-east Asia - whichin-
cludes the Philippines. Third, it is certain - there is noques-
tion about this - that he is in criminal association withCarl-
ton, the supposedly kidnapped San Ruffino deputy of secur-
ity, and there is also no question that Carlton has been in
Manila several times. Fourth, if Morro has a weakness it
seems to be that it tickles his ironic fancy to give himselfan
alias associated with the operation he is conducting. The
first stage of his operation here was concerned withnuclear
fuel so he may well have purposely chosen to call himself
after the nuclear station at Morro Bay. Fifth, that's notthe
only name pronounced that way - there's another in the

Philippines, called Moro Bay. Sixth, this is in Mindanao
and is the focus of the Muslim insurgent movement. Seventh,
last year Moro Bay was the scene of the greatest natural
disaster in Philippine history. An earthquake at the mouth
of the bay - it's crescent-shaped - caused a gigantic tidal
wave that took over five thousand lives and left seventy
thousand homeless, all along the shores of the bay. A tidal
wave we're promisedfor tomorrow. 'I'll take long odds that
we'll be promised an earthquake on Saturday. I think that
this may be Morro's Achilles heel. I think it wouldmightily
tickle his fancv to have his name associated with nuclear
0
weapons, tidal waves and earthquakes.'
'You call this evidence?' Mitchell's tone was nasty, but it
could have been nastier.
'No proof, I agree. Indicators, that's all. But they'reall-
important. In police work you can't look anywhere until
you have some indication of where to look. You starthunting
where the hound-dog points. Put it another way. I'm looking
for a lodestone and I set down a compass. The needle swings
and steadies. That might indicate the direction of thelode-
stone. I put down a second compass and it points in thesame
direction. That could be coincidence although a remarkable
one. I put down five more and they all point the same way.
I stop thinking about coincidences. I have seven needleshere
and they all point towards Mindanao.' Ryder paused. 'I'm
convinced. I understand, of course, that you gentlemen
would require some sort of proof.'
Barrow said: 'I think I'm convinced if only for the reason
that I can't see any needle pointing any other damned way.
But some proof would be nice. What would you call proof,
Mr Ryder ?'
Tor me, any one answer to any one of, oddly, seven ques-
tions.' He took a sheet of paper from his pocket. 'What is
Morro's place of origin ? Wherecan we locate a six-foot-
eight giant who must be a senior lieutenant of Morro's ?
What kind of bomb did this Professor Aachen design? I think
Morro lied about its dimensions for the simple reason that
he didn't have to mention it at all.' He lookedreproachfully
at Barrow and Mitchell. 'I understand the AEC have put up
the shutters on this one. If you two gentlemen can't make
them open up who can ? Then I want to know if there are
any private organizations up in the mountains using their
own helicopters. Any using their own private vans. Major
Dunne is working on those two. After that I'd like to knowif
Morro is going to threaten us with an earthquake on Satur-
day, I've said I'm sure he is. Lastly, I'd hke to know ifthe
Post Office can discover whether there's a radio-phone link
between Bakersfield and a place called the Adlerheim.'
'Adlerheim?' Mitchell had lost some of his intransigence.
It was reasonable to assume that he hadn't become director
because his aunt's cousin knew some stenographer in a CIA
typing pool. 'What's that?'
'I know it,' Barrow said. 'Up in the Sierra Nevada. Von
Streicher's Folly, they call it, isn't it?'
'Yes. I think that's where we'll find Morro. Anyone mind
if Ismoke ?'
Not only did nobody object; nobody even seemed to have
heard his request. They were busy. They were busy studying
the insides of their closed eyelids, or the papers beforethem
or infinity. Ryder was almost an inch down on his Gauloise
before Barrow spoke.
'That's quite a thought, Mr Ryder. Having heard what
you've had to say so far I don't think anyone is going to
dismiss it out of hand.' He made a point of not looking at
Mitchell. 'Wouldn't you agree, Sassoon ?'
Sassoon spoke for the first time. 'I've heard enough not to
make a clown of myself. You will, of course, have your
pointers, Mr Ryder.' He smiled as he said it.
'None that you don't all have.In that rather cryptic note
my wife left when she was kidnapped she said that Monro
referred to their destination as having bracing air and a
place where they wouldn't get their feet wet. Mountains.It's
been taken over by a group of Muslims, quite openly: this
would be typical of Morro's effrontery - and his over-
confidence. It's called the "Temple of Allah" or some such
name. It's got official police protection to ensure its privacy-
a fact which would again appeal to Morro's ironic - if
warped - sense of humour. It's virtually impregnable toout-
side assault It's close to Bakersfield, where LeWinter had
a telephone contact. I should think the chances are high
that they have a helicopter - we'll soon know. A guess you
might say, and too damned obvious. The clever investigator
overlooks the obvious. Me, I'm stupid - I'd go for the
obvious which is the last thing that Morro would expect us
to do.'
Barrow said: ' You don't actually know this Morro ?'
'Unfortunately, no.'
.'You seem to have got inside his mind pretty well.I only
hope you haven't taken any wrong turnings.'
Parker said in a mild tone: 'He's quite good at getting
inside minds, actually. No pun intended, but ask anyone
inside. Ryder's put away more felons than any intelligence
officer in this State.'
'Let's hope his luck doesn't run out. That all, Mr Ryder ?'
'Yes. Two thoughts. When this is all over you might make
out a citation to my wife. If she hadn't thought she'd seena
black eye-patch and suspected there was something wrong
with his hands we'd still be back in square one. We stilldon't
know for certain if she was right. The second thought isjust
amusing and irrelevant except that it probably again has a
bearing on Morro's twisted sense of humour. Anyone know
why Von Streichcr built the Adlerheim where he did ?'
Nobody knew.
'I'll bet Morro did. Von Streicher had a phobia about tidal
waves.'
Nobody said anything because, for the moment, they had
nothing to say. After some time, Barrow stirred and pressed
a bell twice. The door opened, two girls entered and Barrow
said: 'We're thirsty.' The girls moved to one wall andslid
back a wooden panel.
A few minutes later Barrow laid down his glass. T wasn't
really thirsty. I just wanted time to think. Neither thetime
nor the Scotch has helped any.'
'We go for the Adlerheim?' Mitchell's aggression was in
abeyance: this was just a doubtful suggestion put up for
discussion.
'No.' Ryder gave a negative shake of the head in a very
positive way. 'I think I'm right; I could be wrong. Either
way I wouldn't give a damn about proof and legality, and I
don't think anyone else here would either. It's thephysical
factor. You can't storm the place. I told you it'simpregnable.
If Morro's there he'll have it guarded like Fort Knox. Ifwe
did attack the place and there was armed resistance then
we'd know for sure he's there. What then? You can't use
tanks and artillery up a mountain-side. Planes withrockets,
missiles, bombs? What a lovely idea with thirty-five mega-
tons of hydrogen bombs in there.'
'It would be a bang,' Mitchell said. He seemed almost
human. 'And what a bang. How many dead? Tens of thou-
sands? Hundreds? Millions? With the radio-active fall-out
all over the western States ? Yes, millions.'
Ryder said: 'Not to mention blasting a hole through the
ozone layer.'
'What ?'
'Nothing.'
'It's out of the question, anyway,' Barrow said. 'Only the
Commander-in-Chiefcould authorize such an attack, and
whether he's motivated by political cynicism or humanity no
President is going to let himself go down in history as the
man directly responsible for the deaths of millions of his
fellow citizens.'
'That apart,' Ryder said, 'I'm afraid we're all missing the
point, which is that those bombs will be triggered byradio-
wave and Morro will be sitting up there all the time withhis
thumb on the button. If he had the bombs sited - which he
could well have by now - he has only to press that button.
They could be in transit - and he has still only to pressthat
button. Even if he's sitting on top of the damn things he'd
still do the same. It would be a splendid way to pay the
Americans back for the billion or more dollars and military
aid they've given Marcos's government to use to crush the
Muslims. American lives are nothing to them and, in a holy
war, neither are theirs. They can't lose: the gates ofParadise
are standing wide.'
There was a long pause then Sassoon said: 'It's getting a
bit chilly in here. Anyone join me in a Scotch or bourbon
or something?'
Everyone, it seemed, was conscious of a drop in the tem-
perature. There was another and equally long pause, then
Mitchell said, almost plaintively: 'How do we get at those
damned bombs?'
'You can't.' Ryder said. 'I've had more time than you to
think this out. Those bombs will be under constant sur-
veillance all the time.Go anywhere near any of them and
it'll blow up in your face. I wouldn't fancy having athree-
and-a-half megaton bomb blow up in my face.' He lit
another cigarette. 'Well, I don't know. No worry, really.In
my vaporized state I wouldn't be likely to know much about
it. Forget the bombs. We want to get to that button before
Morro presses it.'
Barrow said: 'Infiltration ?'
'How else ?'
'How?'
'Using his over-confidence and colossal arrogance against
him.'
'How ?'
'How ?' Ryder showed his first irritation. 'You forget that
I'm just an unofficial interferer.'
'As far as I'm concerned - and, in those United States of
ours, I'm the only one who is concerned - you're now afully
accredited, paid-up and charter member of the FBI.'
'Well, thanks very much.'
'How ?'
'I wish to God I knew.'
The silence was profound. By and by Barrow turned to
Mitchell. 'Well, what are we going to do ?'
That's the FBI all over.' Mitchell was scowling heavily,
but not at anyone in particular. 'Always trying to beat usto
it. I was about to ask you the same question.'
T know what I'm going to do.' Ryder pushed back his
chair. 'Major Dunne, you will recall that you promised me
a lift out to Pasadena.'
A knock came at the door and a girl entered, an envelope
in her hand. She said: 'Major Dunne?' Dunne stretched out
an arm, took the envelope, withdrew a sheet of paper and
read it. He looked across at Ryder.
'Cotabato,' he said.
Ryder pulled his chair back in. Dunne rose, walked to the
head of thetable and handed the letter to Barrow, who read
it, handed it across to Mitchell, waited until he hadfinished,
took it back and began to read aloud.
'Manila. Chief of Police, also countersigned by a General
Huelva, whom I know. It says: "Description referring to
person called Monro tallies exactly with that of a wanted
criminal well known to us. Confirm he has two badly
damaged hands and the sight of only one eye. Injuries sus-
tained when one of group of three participating in aborted
attempt to blow up Presidential holiday retreat. One accom-
plice - a man of enormous statureand known as Dubois -
unscathed. The third, small man, lost left hand. Shot way
out".' He paused and looked at Ryder.
'A small world. Our large friend again. The other is prob-
ably the lad with the prosthetic appliance who put the arm
on my daughter in San Diego.'
'Very likely. "Morro's real name is Amarak. Enquiry con-
firms our belief that he is in your country. Enforcedexile.
There is one million US dollars on his head. Native ofCota-
bato, focal point for Muslim insurgents in Mindanao.
' "Amarak is the head of the MNLF - Moro National
Liberation Front".'
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'One sometimes despairs of mankind,' Professor Alec Benson
said sadly. 'Here we are, twenty miles from the ocean, and
still they go marching steadily east - if cars moving at an
average of a mile per hour can be said to be marching.
They're as safe from a tidal wave here as they would be if
they lived in Colorado, but I don't supposeany of them in-
tend stopping until they pitch camp atop the San Gabriel
Mountains.' He turned away from the window, picked up a
cane and pressed a switch to illuminate a nine-by-eightwall
chart of the State of California.
'Well, gentlemen, to our Earthquake Slip Prevention
Programme - hereon, ESPP. Where we have selected certain
locations for drilling and why. The "where" and the "why"
are really one and the same. As I explained last time, the
theory, in essence, is that by injecting lubricating fluidalong
certain fault lines we will ease the frictional resistancebe-
tween the tectonic plates and so - hopefully - cause themto
slide past each other with a minimum of fuss and bother - a
series of tiny earthquakes at frequent intervals instead of
major earthquakes at long intervals. If the frictional co-
efficient is allowed to build up until the lateral stressbecomes
intolerable then something has to go and one plate jerks
forward, perhaps anything up to twenty feet, in relation to
the other. That's when we have a big one. Our sole purpose-
perhaps I should say our hope - is to release thisfrictional
coefficient gradually.' He tapped the chart with the cane.
'I'll start from the bottom - the south.
'This is actually the first bore-hole we started digging,the
first of what we call our trigger spots. It's in theImperial
Valley, between Imperial and El Centro. We had an earth-
quake here in nine teen-fifteen, six-point-three on theRichter
scale, anotner in nineteen-forty, a fairly big one ofseven-
point-six and a small one in nineteen-sixty-six. This isthe
only known section of the San Andreas Fault near the US-
Mexican border.' He moved his cane.
'We've drilled this one here near Hemet. There was a
heavy earthquake here in eighteen-ninety-nine - no seis-
mological recordings of it - in the area of the Cajon Pass,
another of six-point-eight in nineteen-eighteen in the same
fracture area - this is the San Jacinto Fault.
'This third drill-hole is the nearest to where we are now -
in the San Bernadino area. Latest earthquake there was
seventyyears ago, and that was only six on the scale. Wehave
a strong feeling here that this may be a sleeper with aslip
overdue: but that may be because we are living so close to
the damn thing.'
Barrow said: 'What effects would such earthquakes have if
they did occur ? Big ones, I mean.'
'Any one of the three would certainly make the citizens of
San Diego unhappy, and the second and third would offer a
direct threat to Los Angeles.' He moved the pointer again.
'The next bore-hole lies in a fault which was a sleeper -until
nineteen-seventy-one. Six-point-six in the San Fernando
Valley. We hope that easing the pressure here might take
some of the strain of the Newport-Ingle wood Fault which,as
you know, lies directly under the city of Los Angeles andhad
its own earthquake, of six-point-three in nineteen-thirty-
three. I say "hope". We don't know. We don't know how the
two faults are connected. We don't even know if they're
connected. There's an awful lot we don't know and that's
guesswork, hopefully inspired, probably not. But it's fro
guess that a big one there could hurt Los Angeles badly:
after all, the community of Sylmar, the worst-hit area inthe
shock, actually lies inside the Los Angeles cityboundaries.'
The point of the cane moved again.
'Tejon Pass. This one has us worried. Long overdue
activity here and the last one - a hundred-and-twenty years
ago - was a beauty, the strongest in Southern Californian
history. Well, it wasn't as great as the massive earthquake
that hit Owens Valley in eighteen-seventy-three - that was
the biggest in recorded Californian history - but we're a
parochial lot hereabouts and don't regard Owens Valley as
being in Southern California. A bigslip here would very
definitely give the Los Angelinos something to think about:
if I knew about it in advance I, personally, would get outof
town. Tejon Pass is on the San Andreas Fault, and it's
close by here, at Frazier Park by Fort Tejon, that the San
Andreas and Garlock Faults intersect. There's been no
major earthquake in the Garlock that is known of- whether
that recent small shake was caused by our friend Morro or
not we have no means of telling - and none is expected:but,
then, no one expected the nineteen-seventy-one business in
San Fernando.' The cane moved on.
'Here we have our - let me see - sixth drilling-hole. It's
on the White Wolf Fault. It was the scene - '
He broke off as the phone rang. One of his assistants
answered, looked round the seated men. 'Which one of you
is Major Dunne, please ?'
Dunne took the phone, listened briefly, thanked the caller
and hung up. He said: 'The Adlerheim has quite a transport
fleet. Not one but two helicopters,two unmarked plain vans
and a jeep.' He smiled at Ryder. 'Two more pointers you can
tick off, Sergeant.' Ryder nodded. If he experienced any
satisfaction he didn't show it - more probably, he had been
so convinced in advance of what Dunne had just said thatthe
confirmation hardly called for comment.
Benson said: 'What's all this about pointers ?'
'Routine investigative checks, Professor.'
'All. Ah, well, I suppose it's none of my business. I was
saying - yes, the White Wolf. Seven-point-seven, nineteen-
fifty-two, the biggest in Southern California sinceeighteen-
fifty-seven. The epicentre was somewhere between Arvin and
Tehachapi here.' He paused and looked at Ryder. 'You
frown, Sergeant? Quite heavily, if I may say so.'
'Nothing, really, Professor. Passing thoughts. Please carry
on.'
'Well. This is a very tricky area. It's all conjecture,really.
Anything happening in the White Wolf could affect both the
Garlock Fault and the San Andreas at Tejon. We don't
know. There could be a link with the Santa Ynez, Mesa and
Channel Islands Faults. Very attractive earthquake area,
reports going back to the beginning of the nineteenth
century, last big one at Lompoc in nineteen-twenty-seven.
It's all so uncertain. Any major disturbance in the Santa
Ynez area would certainly cause a major disturbance in Los
Angles.' He shook his head.'Poor old Los Angeles.' Benson
wasn't smiling. 'It's ringed by earthquake centres - apart
from having its own private and personal one at Long Beach.
Last time I saw you I talked about the monster earthquake.
If it were to hit San Jacinto, San Bernadino, San Fernando,
the White Wolf, Tejon Pass, Santa Ynez - or, of course,Long
Beach itself- the western hemisphere would be one major
city less. If our civilization vanishes and another arisesthen
that new one will be talking about Los Angeles as we today
talk about the lost city of Atlantis.'
Barrow said: 'You are in a jovial mood today, Professor.'
'Alas, events happening around me and people asking me
the questions do tend to make me less than my optimistic
sunny self. Forgive me. Next, up here in the central San
Andreas, we are digging an interesting hole between
Cholame and Parkfield. We know we're smack on the San
?
Andreas there. Very active area, lots of shakingandbanging
going on most of the time but, again ominously, no great
earthquake has ever been recorded in this area. There was a
pretty big one some way to the west, back in the 'eighties,at
San Luis Obispo which could have been caused by the San
Andreas or the Nacimiento Fault which parallels the coast
west of the San Andreas.' He smiled without any particular
mirth. 'A monster striking in either fault would almost
certainly dump the Morro Bay nuclear reactor station into
the sea.
'Further north, we've drilled deep dowrn between Hollister
and San Juan Bautista, a few miles to the west, partly
because this is another dormant area - again there haveonly
been comparatively minor shakes in this area - and because
it's just south of Hollister that the Hayward Faultbranches
off to the right to go to the east of San Francisco Bay,cutting .
up through or close by Hayward, Oakland, Berkeley and
Richmond then out under the San Pablo Bay. In Berkeley
the fault actually runs under the university footballstadium,
which can't be a very nice thought for the crowds of people
who attend there regularly. There have been two very big
earthquakes along this fault, in eighteen-thirty-six and
eighteen-sixty-eight - until nineteen-o-six San Franciscans-
always referred to the latter as "the great earthquake" -and
it's there that we've drilled our ninth hole by LakeTemescal.
'The tenth one we put down at Walnut Creek in the
Calaveras Fault, which parallels the Hayward. Our sus-
picions about this fault are in the inverse proportion towhat
we know about it, which is almost zero.'
Barrow said: 'That makes ten and that, I take it, is all.
You spoke a few minutes ago about poor old Los Angeles.
How about poor old San Francisco ?'
'To be thrown to the wolves, it would seem, the orphan left
out in the snow. San Francisco is, geologically and seismo-
logically, a city that waits to die. Frankly, we are terrifiedto
tamper with anything up there. The Los Angeles area has
had seven what you might call historic 'quakes that we know
of: the Bay area has had sixteen, and we have no idea inthe
world where the next, the monster, may hit. There was a
suggestion - frankly, it was mine - that we sink abore-hole
near Searsville Lake. This is close by Stanford University
which had a bad time of it during the nineteen-o-six earth-
quake, and, more importantly, just where the Pilarcitos
Fault branches off from the San Andreas. The Pilarcitos,
which runs into the Pacific some six miles south of the San
Andreas may, for all we know, be the true line of the San
Andreas and certainly was some millions of years ago. Any-
way, the nineteen-o-six shake ran through many miles of
unpopulatedhill regions. Since then, unscrupulous property
developers have built virtual cities along both fault linesand
the consequences of another eight-plus earthquake are too
awful to contemplate. I suggested a possible easement there
but certain vested interests in near-by Menlo Park were
appalled at the very idea.'
Barrow said: 'Vested interests?'
'Indeed.' Benson sighed. 'It was in nineteen-sixty-six that
the US Geological Survey's National Center for Earthquake
Research was established there. Very touchy about earth-
quakes, I'm afraid.'
'Those bore-holes,' Ryder said. 'What diameter drillsdo
you use?'
Benson looked at him for a long moment then sighed again.
'That had to be the next question. That's why you're all
here, isn't it?'
' Well ?'
'You can use any size within reason. Down in Antarctica
they use a twelve-inch drill to bore through the Ross Ice
Shelf, but here we get by with a good deal less - five,per-
haps six inches. I don't know. Find out easy enough. So you
think the ESPP drillings are a double-edged weapon that's
going to turn in our hands? Limit to what you can achieve
by tidal waves, isn't there? But this is earthquakecountry,
so why not harness the latent powers of nature and trigger
off immense earthquakes and where better to pull the trig-
gers than in the very ESPP sites we've chosen ?'
Barrow said: 'It's feasible?'
'Eminently.'
'And if-' He broke off. 'Ten bombs, ten sites. Matches up
a damn sight too well. If this were to happen ?'
'Let's think about something else, shall we ?'
'If it were?'
'There are so many unknown factors - '
'An educated guess, Professor.'
'Goodbye California.That's what I would guess. Or a
sizeable part of it - bound to affect more than half of the
population. Maybe it will fall into the Pacific. Maybe just
shattered by a series of monster earthquakes - and if youset
off hydrogen bombs in the faults monster earthquakes are
what you are going to have. And radiation, of course, would
get those the sea and earthquakes didn't. An immediate trip
back east - and I mean immediate - suddenly seems a very'
attractive prospect.'
'You'd have to walk,' Sassoon said. 'The roads are jammed
and the airport is besieged. The airlines are sending inevery
plane they can lay hands on but it's hardly helping:they're
stacked heaven knows how many deep just waiting for a
chance to land. And, of course, when a plane does land
there's a hundred passengers for every seat available.'
'Things will be better tomorrow. It's not in human nature
to stay permanently panic-stricken.'
'And it's not in an aircraft's nature to take off in twenty
feet of water, which is what the airport might be under
tomorrow.' He broke off as the phone rang again. This time
Sassoon took it. He listened briefly, thankedthe callerand
hung up.
'Two things,' he said. 'The Adlerheim does have a radio
telephone. All quite legal. The Post Office doesn't knowthe
name or the address of the person who answers it. They
assume that we wouldn't want to make enquiries. Secondly,
there is a very big man up in the Adlerheim.' He looked at
Ryder. 'It seems you were not only right but right about
their arrogant self-confidence. He hasn't even bothered to
change his name. Dubois.'
'Well, that's it, then,' Ryder said. If he was surprised or
gratified no trace of those feelings showed. 'Morro haskid-
napped twenty-six drillers, engineers - anyway, oil men.Six
are being used as forced labour in the Adlerheim. Thenhe'll
have a couple of men at each of the drilling rigs - they'll
have guns on them, but he has to have experienced men to
lower those damn things. I don't think we need bother the
AEG any more to find out about Professor Aachen's design:
whatever nuclear device he's constructed it's not going tobe
more than five inches in diameter.' He turned to Benson.'Do
the crews on those rigs work at weekends?'
'I don't know.'
'I'll bet Morro does.'
Benson turned to one of his assistants. 'You heard. Find
out, please.'
Barrow said: 'Well, we know for sure now that Morro lied
about the dimensions of the bomb. You can't stick some-
thing twenty inches in diameter down a five- or six-inch
bore-hole. I think I have to agree that this man is danger-
ously over-confident.'
Mitchell was glum. 'He's got plenty to be confident about
All right,we know he's up in his fancy castle, and weknow,
or are as certain as can be, that he has those nucleardevices
up there. And a lot of good that knowledge does us. How do
we get to him or them ?'
An assistant spoke to Benson. 'The drilling crew, sir. They
don't work weekends. A guard at nights. Just one. Gentleman
says no one's likely to wheel away a derrick on a wheel-
barrow.'
The profound silence that followed was sufficient comment.
Mitchell, whose splendid self-confidence had vanished offthe
bottom of the chart, said in a plaintive voice: 'Well, whatin
hell are we going to do ?'
Barrow broke the next silence. 'I don't think that there's
anything else that we can do. By that, I mean the people in
this room. Apart from the fact that our function isprimarily
• investigative, we don't have the authority to make anyde-
cisions on a national level.'
'International, you mean,' Mitchell said. 'If they can doit
to us they can also do it to London or Paris or Rome.' He
almost brightened. 'They might even do it to Moscow. But
I agree. It's a matter for the White House, Congress, the
Pentagon. Personally, I prefer the Pentagon. I'm convinced
that the threat of force - and if this isn't a threat of forceI've
never known of one - can be met only by force. I'm further
convinced that we should choose the lesser of two evils,that
we should consider the greatest good of the greatestnumber.
I think an attack should be launched on the Adlerheim. At
least the damage, though catastrophic, would be localized.I
mean, we wouldn't have half of the damn State being
devastated.' He paused, thought, then struck his fist on a
convenient table.
'By God, I believe I have it! We're not thinking. What we
require is a nuclear physicist here, an expert on hydrogen
bombs and missiles. We're laymen. What do we know about
the triggering mechanisms of those devices? For all we know
they may be immune to - what's it called? - sympathetic
detonation. If that were the case, a fighter-bomber or two
withtactical nuclear missiles - and poof! - all life wouldbe
immediately extinct. Instant annihilation for everyone in
the Adierheim.' Archimedes in his bath or Newton with his
apple couldn't have shown more revelationary enthusiasm,
Ryder said: ' Well, thank you very much.'
'What do you mean ?'
Dunne answered him. 'Mr Ryder's lack of enthusiasm is
understandable, sir. Or have you forgotten that his wifeand
daughter are being held hostage there, not to mention eight
others, including five of the country's outstanding nuclear
physicists ?'
'Ah! Oh!' Much of the missionary zeal vanished. 'I'm
sorry, no, I'm afraid I'd forgotten that. Nevertheless - '
'Nevertheless, you were going to say, the greatest good of
the greatest number. Your proposal would almost certainly
achieve the opposite - the greatest destruction of thegreatest
number.'
'Justify that, Mr Ryder.' Mitchell cherished his brain-
children and no one was going to take his baby away if he
could help it.
'Easily. You are going to use atomic missiles. The southern
end of the San Joaquin Valley is quite heavily populated. Itis
your intention to wipe those people out ?'
'Of course not. We evacuate them.'
'Heaven send me strength,' Ryder said wearily. 'Has it not
occurred to you that from the Adierheim Morro has' an
excellent view of the valley, and you may be sure that hehas
more than a scattering of spies and informants actuallydown
there? What do you think he is going to think when he sees
the citizens of the plain disappearing en masse over the
northern and southern horizons? He's going to say to him-
self: "Ha! I've been rumbled" - and apart from anything
else that's the last thing we want him to know - "I must
teacn those people a lesson for they're clearly preparingto
make an atomic attack on me." So he sends one of his heli-
copters down south to the Los Angeles area and another up
north to the Bay area. Six million dead. I should thinkthat's
a conservative estimate. Is that your idea of militarytactics,
of reducing casualties to a minimum ?'
From the crestfallen expression on his face it didn't seem
to be. Clearly, it wasn't anybody else's either.
Ryder went on: 'A personal opinion, gentlemen, and
offered for what it's worth, but this is what I think. Idon't
think there are going to be any nuclear casualties - notunless
we're stupid enough to provoke them ourselves.' He looked
at Barrow. 'Back in your office some little time ago I saidthat
I believed Morro is going to trigger off this bomb in thebay
tomorrow. I still do. I also said I believed he would set offor
would be prepared to set off the other ten devices onSatur-
day night. I've modified that thinking a bit. I still thinkthat
if he's' given sufficient provocation he'd be prepared to
trigger his devices: but I now don't believe that he'll do
it on Saturday night. In fact, I would take odds that he
won't.
'It's odd.' Barrow was thoughtful. 'I could almost believe
that myself. Because of his kidnapping of nuclearphysicists,
his theft of weapons-grade material, our knowledge that he
does have those damned nuclear devices, his constantnuclear
threats, his display in Yucca Flat and our conviction thathe
is going to explode this device in the bay tomorrowmorning,
we have been hypnotized, mesmerized, conditioned into
the inevitability of further nuclear blasts. God knows, we
have every reason to believe what this monster says. And
yet-'
'It's a brain-wash job. A top-flight propagandist can make
you believe anything. Our friend should have met Goebbels
in his hey-day: they would have been blood-brothers.'
'Any idea what he doesn't want us to believe?'
'I think so. I told Mr Mitchell an hour ago that I had a
glimmering, but that I knewwhat he would do with a
glimmering. It's a pretty bright beacon now. Here's what I
think Morro will be doing - or what I would do if I were in
Morro's shoes.
'First, I'd bring my submarine through the - '
'Submarine!' Mitchell had obviously - and instantly -
reverted to his earlier opinion of Ryder.
'Please. I'd bring it through the Golden Gate and park it
alongside one of the piers in San Francisco.'
'San Francisco?' Mitchell again.
'It has better and more piers, better loadingfacilitiesand
calmer waters than, say, Los Angeles.'
'Why a submarine ?'
'To take me back home.' Ryder was being extremely
patient. 'Me and my faithful followers and my cargo.'
'Cargo ?'
'God's sake, shut up and listen. We'll be able to move
with complete safety and impunity in the deserted streetsof
San Francisco. No single soul will be there because no hour
was specified as to when the hydrogen bombs will be deto-
nated during the night, and there'll be nobody within fifty
miles. A gallant pilot six miles up will be able to seenothing
because it's night and even if it's a completely suicidallow-
flying pilot he'll still be able to see nothing because weknow
where every breaker for every transformer and power station
in the city is.
'Then our pantechnicons will roll. I shall have three and
shall lead them down California Street and stop outside the
Bank of America which, as you know, is the largest single
bank in the world containing loot as great as that of the
Federal vaults. Other pantechnicons will go to the Trans-
America Pyramid, Wells Fargo, and Federal Reserve Bank,
Crockers and other interesting places. There will be ten
hoursof darkness that night. We estimate we will requiresix
at the outset. Some big robberies, such as the famousbreak-
in to a Nice bank a year or two ago, took a wnole leisurely
weekend, but gangs like those are severely handicapped be-
cause they have to operate in silence. We shall use as much
high explosive as need be and for difficult cases will usea
self-propelled one-twenty-millimetre-tank guns firingarmour-
piercing shells. We may even blow some buildings up, but
. this won't worry us. We can make all the noise in theworld
and not care: there'll be nobody there to hear us. Then we
load up the pantechnicons, drive down to the piers, loadthe
submarine and take off.' Ryder paused. 'As I said earlier,
they've come for cash to buy their arms and there's morecash
lying in the vaults of San Francisco than all the kings of
Saudi Arabia and maharajas of India have ever seen. As I
said before, it takes a simple and unimaginative mind tosee
the obvious and in this case, for me at least, it's soobvious
that I can't see any flaws in it. What do you think of my
scenario ?'
'I think it's bloody awful,' Barrow said. 'That's to say,it's
awful because it's so inevitable. That has to be it, first,
because it's so right and second, because it just can't be
anything else.' He looked around at the company. 'You
agree?'
Everyone, with one exception, nodded. The exception,
inevitably, was Mitchell. 'And what if you're wrong?'
'Must you be so damnably pig-headed and cantankerous ?'
Barrow was irritated to the point of exasperation.
Ryder didn't react, just lifted his shoulders and said: 'So
I'm wrong.'
'You mustbe mad! You would take the burden of the
deaths of countless fellow Californians on your hands ?'
'You're beginning to bore me, Mitchell. In fact, not to put
it too politely, you do bore me and have done so for some
time. I do think you should call your own sanity inquestion.
Do you think I would breathe a word of our conclusions -
with you being excepted from our conclusions - outside this
room? Do you think I would try to persuade anybody to
remain in their homes on Saturday night? When Morro
knew that people had ignored the threat and had heard, as
he inevitably would, the reason why - namely, that his
scheme was known - the chances are very high that in his
rage and frustration he'd just go ahead and press thebutton
anyway.'
The singularly ill-named Cafe' Cleopatra was a watering-
hole of unmatched dinginess, but on that hectic, freneticand
stifling evening it possessed the singular charm of beingthe
only such establishment open in the blocks around Sassoon's
office. There were dozens of others but their doors were
rigorously barred by proprietors who, when the opportunity
was open to them, were lugging their dearest possessions to
higher levels or who, when such opportunity was denied
them, had already joined the panic-stricken rush to the
hills.
Fear was abroad that evening but the rush was purely in
the mind and heart: it was not physical, for the cars and
people who jammedthe street were almost entirely static.
It was an evening for selfishness, ill-temper, envy,argument,
and anti-social behaviour ranging from the curmudgeonly
to the downright bellicose: phlegmatic the citizens of the
Queen of the Coast were not.
It was an evening for those who ranged the nether scale
from the ill-intentioned to the criminally inclined as they
displayed in various measure that sweet concern, Christian
charity and brotherly love for their fellow man in the hour
of crisis, by indulging in red-faced altercation, splendidlyun-
inhibited swearing, bouts of fisticuffs, purse-snatching,wallet-
removal, mugging and kicking in the plate-glass windows of
the more prosperous-looking emporiums. They were free to
indulge their peccadilloes unhindered: the police were
powerless as they, too, were immobilized. It was a nightfor
pyromaniacs as many small fires had broken out throughout
the city - although, in fairness, many of those were caused by.
unseemly speed of the departure of householders who left on
cookers, ovens and heating appliances: again, the firebrig-
ades were powerless, their only consolation being the faint
hope that significant numbers of the smaller conflagrations
would be abruptly extinguished at ten o'clock the following
morning. It was not a night for the sick and the infirm:
elderly ladies, widows and orphans were crushed against
walls or, more commonly, deposited in unbecoming positions
in the gutter as their fitter brethren pressed on eagerlyfor
me high land: unfortunates in wheelchairs knew what it was
to share the emotions of the charioteer who observes hisinner
wheel coming adrift as he rounds the first bend of theCircus
Maximus: especially distressing was the case of thoughtless
pedestrians knocked down by cars, driven by owners con-
cerned only by the welfare of their family, and which moun-
ted the pavement in order to overtake the less enterprising
who elected to remain on the highway: where they fell there
they remained, for doctors and ambulances were as helpless
as any. It was hardly an edifying spectacle.
Ryder surveyed the scene with a jaundiced and justifiably
misanthropic eye although,in truth, he had been in a par-
ticularly ill humour even before arriving to sample thesyb-
aritic pleasures of the Cafe Cleopatra. On the group'sreturn
from CalTech he had listened to, without participating in,
the endless wrangling as to how best they should counter
and hopefully terminate the evil machinations of Morro and
his Muslims: finally, in frustration and disgust, he hadan-
nounced that he would return within the hour and had left
with Jeff and Parker. There had been no attempt to dissuade
him: there was something about Ryder, as Barrow, Mitchell
and their associates had come to appreciate in a very brief
period of time, that precluded the idea of dissuasion;besides,
he owed neither allegiance nor obedience to any man.
'Cattle,' Luigi said with a splendid contempt. He had just
brought fresh beers to the three men and was now surveying
the pandemoniac scenes being enacted beyond his unwashed
windows. Luigi, the proprietor, regarded himself as a cos-
mopolitan par excellence in a city of cosmopolitans.Neapol-
itan by birth, he claimed to be a Greek and did hisundistin-
guished best to run what he regarded as an Egyptian estab-
lishment. From his slurred speech and unsteady gait it was
clear that he had been his own best customer for the day.
'Canaille.!' His few words of French served as he fondly
imagined, to enhance his cosmopolitan aura. 'All for oneand
one for all. The spirit that won the west! How true. The
California gold rush, the Kiondyke. Every man for himself
and the devil take the rest. Alas, I fear they lack theAthenian
spirit.' He swung a dramatic arm around him and almost fell
over in the process. 'Today, this beautiful establishment:
tomorrow, the deluge. And Luigi ? Luigi laughs at the gods,
for they are but manikins that masquerade as gods else they
would not permit this catastrophe to overtake thosemindless
infants.' He paused and reflected. 'My ancestors fought at
Thermopylae.' Overcome by his own eloquence and the
alcohol-accentuated effects of gravity, Luigi collapsedinto
the nearest chair.
Ryder looked around at the incredible dilapidation which
was the outstanding characteristic of Luigi's beautifulestab-
lishment, at the vanished patterns on the cracked linoleum,
the stained Formica table-tops, the aged infirmity of thebent-
wood chairs, the unwashed stuccoed walls behung with sepia
daguerrotypes of pharaonic profiled bas-reliefs, each with
two eyes on the same side of the face, portraits of so un-
believable an awfulness that the only charitable thing that
could be said about them was that they tended to restore to
a state of almost pristine purity the unlovely walls whichthey
desecrated. He said: 'Your sentiments do you great credit,
Luigi. This country could do with more men like you. Now,
please, may we be left alone ? We have important matters to
discuss.'
They had, indeed, important matters to discuss, and their
discussion led to a large and uncompromising zero. Theprob-
lems of what to do with the apparently unassailable inhabi-
tants of the Adlerheim seemed insuperable. In point offact,
the discussion was a dialogue between Ryder and Parker, for
Jeff took no part in it. He just leaned back, his beer un-
touched, his eyes closed as if he were fast asleep or hehad
lost all interest in solving the unsolvable. He appeared to
subscribe to the dictum laid down by the astronomer J.Allen
Hynek: 'In science it's against the rules to ask questionswhen
we have no way of approaching the answers.' The problem
on hand was not a scientific one: but the principleappeared
to be the same.
Unexpectedly, Jeff stirred and said: 'Good old Luigi.'
'What?' Parker stared at him. 'What's that?'
'And Hollywood only a five-minute hop from here.'
Ryder said carefully: 'Look, Jeff, I know you've been
through a hard time. We've all been through - '
'Dad ?'
'What ?'
'I have it. Manikins masquerading as gods.'
Five minutes later Ryder was on his third beer, but thistime
back in Sassoon's office. The other nine men were stillthere
and had indeed not stirred since Ryder, Jeff and Parker had
left. The air was full of tobacco smoke, the powerful aroma
of Scotch and, most disquietingly, an almost palpable auraof
defeat.
Ryder said: 'The scheme we have to propose is a highly
dangerous one. It verges on the desperate, but there are
degrees of desperation and it's by no means as desperate as
the circumstances in which we find ourselves. Success orfail-
ure depends entirely on the degree of co-operation wereceive
from every person in this nation whose duty is in any way
concerned with the enforcement of the law, those not con-
cerned directly with the law, even those, if need be,outside
the law.' He looked in turn at Barrow and Mitchell, 'It'sof
no consequence, gentlemen, but your jobs are on the line.'
Barrow said: 'Let's have it.'
'My son will explain it to you. It is entirely hisbrainchild.'
Ryder smiled faintly. 'To save you gentlemen any cerebral
stress, he even has all the details worked out.'
Jeff explained. It took him no more than three minutes.
When he had finished the expressions round the table ranged
from the stunned, through incredulity, then intenseconsider-
ation and finally, in Barrow's case, the tentative dawningof
hope where all hope had been abandoned.
Barrow whispered: 'My God! I believe it could be
done.'
'It has to be done,' Ryder said. 'It means the instant and
total co-operation of every police officer, every FBIofficer,
every CIA officer in the country. It means the scouring of
every prison in the country and even if the man we require
is a multiple murderer awaiting execution in Death Row he
gets a free pardon. How long would it take ?'
Barrow looked at Mitchell. 'The hell with the hatchets.
Bury them. Agreed ?' There was a fierce urgency in hisvoice.
Mitchell didn't answer: but he did nod. Barrow went on:
'Organization is the name of the game. This is what we were
born for.'
'How long ?' Ryder repeated.
'A day?'
'Six hours. Meantime, we can get the preliminaries under
way.'
'Six hours ?' Barrow smiled faintly. 'It used to be thewar-
time motto of the Seabees that the impossible takes a litde
longer. Here, it would appear, it has to take a littleshorter.
You know, of course, that Muldoon has just had his third
heart attack and is in Bethsheba hospital ?'
'I don't care if you have to raise him from the dead.
Without Muldoon we are nothing.'
At eight o'clock that evening it was announced over every
TV and radio station in the country,that at ten o'clock
Western standard time - the times for the other zones were
given - the President would be addressing the nation on a
matter of the utmost national gravity which concerned an
emergencyunprecedented in the history of the Republic. As
instructed, the announcement gave no further details. The
brief and cryptic message was guaranteed to ensure the ob-
sessive interest and compulsory viewing of every citizen inthe
Republic who was neither blind nor deaf nor both.
In the Adlerheim Morro and Dubois looked at each other
and smiled. Morro reached out a hand for his bottle ofGlen-
livet.
In Los Angeles Ryder showed no reaction whatsoever,
which was hardly surprising in view of the fact that he had
helped draft the message himself. He asked Major Dunne for
permission to borrow his helicopter and dispatched Jeff to
pick up some specified articles from his, Ryder's, home.Then
he gave Sassoon a short list of other specified articles here-
it's just south of Hollister that the Hayward Faultbranches
off to the right to go to the east of San Francisco Bay,cutting .
up through or close by Hayward, Oakland, Berkeley and
Richmond then out under the San Pablo Bay. In Berkeley
the fault actually runs under the university footballstadium,
which can't be a very nice thought for the crowds of people
who attend there regularly. There have been two very big
earthquakes along this fault, in eighteen-thirty-six and
eighteen-sixty-eight - until nineteen-o-six San Franciscans-
always referred to the latter as "the great earthquake" -and
it's there that we've drilled our ninth hole by LakeTemescal.
'The tenth one we put down at Walnut Creek in the
Calaveras Fault, which parallels the Hayward. Our sus-
picions about this fault are in the inverse proportion towhat
we know about it, which is almost zero.'
Barrow said: 'That makes ten and that, I take it, is all.
You spoke a few minutes ago about poor old Los Angeles.
How about poor old San Francisco ?'
'To be thrown to the wolves, it would seem, the orphan left
out in the snow. San Francisco is, geologically and seismo-
logically, a city that waits to die. Frankly, we are terrifiedto
tamper with anything up there. The Los Angeles area has
had seven what you might call historic 'quakes that we know
of: the Bay area has had sixteen, and we have no idea inthe
world where the next, the monster, may hit. There was a
suggestion - frankly, it was mine - that we sink abore-hole
near Searsville Lake. This is close by Stanford University
which had a bad time of it during the nineteen-o-six earth-
quake, and, more importantly, just where the Pilarcitos
Fault branches off from the San Andreas. The Pilarcitos,
which runs into the Pacific some six miles south of the San
Andreas may, for all we know, be the true line of the San
Andreas and certainly was some millions of years ago. Any-
way, the nineteen-o-six shake ran through many miles of
unpopulatedhill regions. Since then, unscrupulous property
developers have built virtual cities along both fault linesand
the consequences of another eight-plus earthquake are too
awful to contemplate. I suggested a possible easement there
but certain vested interests in near-by Menlo Park were
appalled at the very idea.'
Barrow said: 'Vested interests?'
'Indeed.' Benson sighed. 'It was in nineteen-sixty-six that
the US Geological Survey's National Center for Earthquake
Research was established there. Very touchy about earth-
quakes, I'm afraid.'
'Those bore-holes,' Ryder said. 'What diameter drillsdo
you use?'
Benson looked at him for a long moment then sighed again.
'That had to be the next question. That's why you're all
here, isn't it?'
' Well ?'
'You can use any size within reason. Down in Antarctica
they use a twelve-inch drill to bore through the Ross Ice
Shelf, but here we get by with a good deal less - five,per-
haps six inches. I don't know. Find out easy enough. So you
think the ESPP drillings are a double-edged weapon that's
going to turn in our hands? Limit to what you can achieve
by tidal waves, isn't there? But this is earthquakecountry,
so why not harness the latent powers of nature and trigger
off immense earthquakes and where better to pull the trig-
gers than in the very ESPP sites we've chosen ?'
Barrow said: 'It's feasible?'
'Eminently.'
'And if-' He broke off. 'Ten bombs, ten sites. Matches up
a damn sight too well. If this were to happen ?'
'Let's think about something else, shall we ?'
'If it were?'
'There are so many unknown factors - '
'An educated guess, Professor.'
'Goodbye California.That's what I would guess. Or a
sizeable part of it - bound to affect more than half of the
population. Maybe it will fall into the Pacific. Maybe just
shattered by a series of monster earthquakes - and if youset
off hydrogen bombs in the faults monster earthquakes are
what you are going to have. And radiation, of course, would
get those the sea and earthquakes didn't. An immediate trip
back east - and I mean immediate - suddenly seems a very'
attractive prospect.'
'You'd have to walk,' Sassoon said. 'The roads are jammed
and the airport is besieged. The airlines are sending inevery
plane they can lay hands on but it's hardly helping:they're
stacked heaven knows how many deep just waiting for a
chance to land. And, of course, when a plane does land
there's a hundred passengers for every seat available.'
'Things will be better tomorrow. It's not in human nature
to stay permanently panic-stricken.'
'And it's not in an aircraft's nature to take off in twenty
feet of water, which is what the airport might be under
tomorrow.' He broke off as the phone rang again. This time
Sassoon took it. He listened briefly, thankedthe callerand
hung up.
'Two things,' he said. 'The Adlerheim does have a radio
telephone. All quite legal. The Post Office doesn't knowthe
name or the address of the person who answers it. They
assume that we wouldn't want to make enquiries. Secondly,
there is a very big man up in the Adlerheim.' He looked at
Ryder. 'It seems you were not only right but right about
their arrogant self-confidence. He hasn't even bothered to
change his name. Dubois.'
'Well, that's it, then,' Ryder said. If he was surprised or
gratified no trace of those feelings showed. 'Morro haskid-
napped twenty-six drillers, engineers - anyway, oil men.Six
are being used as forced labour in the Adlerheim. Thenhe'll
have a couple of men at each of the drilling rigs - they'll
have guns on them, but he has to have experienced men to
lower those damn things. I don't think we need bother the
AEG any more to find out about Professor Aachen's design:
whatever nuclear device he's constructed it's not going tobe
more than five inches in diameter.' He turned to Benson.'Do
the crews on those rigs work at weekends?'
'I don't know.'
'I'll bet Morro does.'
Benson turned to one of his assistants. 'You heard. Find
out, please.'
Barrow said: 'Well, we know for sure now that Morro lied
about the dimensions of the bomb. You can't stick some-
thing twenty inches in diameter down a five- or six-inch
bore-hole. I think I have to agree that this man is danger-
ously over-confident.'
Mitchell was glum. 'He's got plenty to be confident about
All right,we know he's up in his fancy castle, and weknow,
or are as certain as can be, that he has those nucleardevices
up there. And a lot of good that knowledge does us. How do
we get to him or them ?'
An assistant spoke to Benson. 'The drilling crew, sir. They
don't work weekends. A guard at nights. Just one. Gentleman
says no one's likely to wheel away a derrick on a wheel-
barrow.'
The profound silence that followed was sufficient comment.
Mitchell, whose splendid self-confidence had vanished offthe
bottom of the chart, said in a plaintive voice: 'Well, whatin
hell are we going to do ?'
Barrow broke the next silence. 'I don't think that there's
anything else that we can do. By that, I mean the people in
this room. Apart from the fact that our function isprimarily
• investigative, we don't have the authority to make anyde-
cisions on a national level.'
'International, you mean,' Mitchell said. 'If they can doit
to us they can also do it to London or Paris or Rome.' He
almost brightened. 'They might even do it to Moscow. But
I agree. It's a matter for the White House, Congress, the
Pentagon. Personally, I prefer the Pentagon. I'm convinced
that the threat of force - and if this isn't a threat of forceI've
never known of one - can be met only by force. I'm further
convinced that we should choose the lesser of two evils,that
we should consider the greatest good of the greatestnumber.
I think an attack should be launched on the Adlerheim. At
least the damage, though catastrophic, would be localized.I
mean, we wouldn't have half of the damn State being
devastated.' He paused, thought, then struck his fist on a
convenient table.
'By God, I believe I have it! We're not thinking. What we
require is a nuclear physicist here, an expert on hydrogen
bombs and missiles. We're laymen. What do we know about
the triggering mechanisms of those devices? For all we know
they may be immune to - what's it called? - sympathetic
detonation. If that were the case, a fighter-bomber or two
withtactical nuclear missiles - and poof! - all life wouldbe
immediately extinct. Instant annihilation for everyone in
the Adierheim.' Archimedes in his bath or Newton with his
apple couldn't have shown more revelationary enthusiasm,
Ryder said: ' Well, thank you very much.'
'What do you mean ?'
Dunne answered him. 'Mr Ryder's lack of enthusiasm is
understandable, sir. Or have you forgotten that his wifeand
daughter are being held hostage there, not to mention eight
others, including five of the country's outstanding nuclear
physicists ?'
'Ah! Oh!' Much of the missionary zeal vanished. 'I'm
sorry, no, I'm afraid I'd forgotten that. Nevertheless - '
'Nevertheless, you were going to say, the greatest good of
the greatest number. Your proposal would almost certainly
achieve the opposite - the greatest destruction of thegreatest
number.'
'Justify that, Mr Ryder.' Mitchell cherished his brain-
children and no one was going to take his baby away if he
could help it.
'Easily. You are going to use atomic missiles. The southern
end of the San Joaquin Valley is quite heavily populated. Itis
your intention to wipe those people out ?'
'Of course not. We evacuate them.'
'Heaven send me strength,' Ryder said wearily. 'Has it not
occurred to you that from the Adierheim Morro has' an
excellent view of the valley, and you may be sure that hehas
more than a scattering of spies and informants actuallydown
there? What do you think he is going to think when he sees
the citizens of the plain disappearing en masse over the
northern and southern horizons? He's going to say to him-
self: "Ha! I've been rumbled" - and apart from anything
else that's the last thing we want him to know - "I must
teacn those people a lesson for they're clearly preparingto
make an atomic attack on me." So he sends one of his heli-
copters down south to the Los Angeles area and another up
north to the Bay area. Six million dead. I should thinkthat's
a conservative estimate. Is that your idea of militarytactics,
of reducing casualties to a minimum ?'
From the crestfallen expression on his face it didn't seem
to be. Clearly, it wasn't anybody else's either.
Ryder went on: 'A personal opinion, gentlemen, and
offered for what it's worth, but this is what I think. Idon't
think there are going to be any nuclear casualties - notunless
we're stupid enough to provoke them ourselves.' He looked
at Barrow. 'Back in your office some little time ago I saidthat
I believed Morro is going to trigger off this bomb in thebay
tomorrow. I still do. I also said I believed he would set offor
would be prepared to set off the other ten devices onSatur-
day night. I've modified that thinking a bit. I still thinkthat
if he's' given sufficient provocation he'd be prepared to
trigger his devices: but I now don't believe that he'll do
it on Saturday night. In fact, I would take odds that he
won't.
'It's odd.' Barrow was thoughtful. 'I could almost believe
that myself. Because of his kidnapping of nuclearphysicists,
his theft of weapons-grade material, our knowledge that he
does have those damned nuclear devices, his constantnuclear
threats, his display in Yucca Flat and our conviction thathe
is going to explode this device in the bay tomorrowmorning,
we have been hypnotized, mesmerized, conditioned into
the inevitability of further nuclear blasts. God knows, we
have every reason to believe what this monster says. And
yet-'
'It's a brain-wash job. A top-flight propagandist can make
you believe anything. Our friend should have met Goebbels
in his hey-day: they would have been blood-brothers.'
'Any idea what he doesn't want us to believe?'
'I think so. I told Mr Mitchell an hour ago that I had a
glimmering, but that I knewwhat he would do with a
glimmering. It's a pretty bright beacon now. Here's what I
think Morro will be doing - or what I would do if I were in
Morro's shoes.
'First, I'd bring my submarine through the - '
'Submarine!' Mitchell had obviously - and instantly -
reverted to his earlier opinion of Ryder.
'Please. I'd bring it through the Golden Gate and park it
alongside one of the piers in San Francisco.'
'San Francisco?' Mitchell again.
'It has better and more piers, better loadingfacilitiesand
calmer waters than, say, Los Angeles.'
'Why a submarine ?'
'To take me back home.' Ryder was being extremely
patient. 'Me and my faithful followers and my cargo.'
'Cargo ?'
'God's sake, shut up and listen. We'll be able to move
with complete safety and impunity in the deserted streetsof
San Francisco. No single soul will be there because no hour
was specified as to when the hydrogen bombs will be deto-
nated during the night, and there'll be nobody within fifty
miles. A gallant pilot six miles up will be able to seenothing
because it's night and even if it's a completely suicidallow-
flying pilot he'll still be able to see nothing because weknow
where every breaker for every transformer and power station
in the city is.
'Then our pantechnicons will roll. I shall have three and
shall lead them down California Street and stop outside the
Bank of America which, as you know, is the largest single
bank in the world containing loot as great as that of the
Federal vaults. Other pantechnicons will go to the Trans-
America Pyramid, Wells Fargo, and Federal Reserve Bank,
Crockers and other interesting places. There will be ten
hoursof darkness that night. We estimate we will requiresix
at the outset. Some big robberies, such as the famousbreak-
in to a Nice bank a year or two ago, took a wnole leisurely
weekend, but gangs like those are severely handicapped be-
cause they have to operate in silence. We shall use as much
high explosive as need be and for difficult cases will usea
self-propelled one-twenty-millimetre-tank guns firingarmour-
piercing shells. We may even blow some buildings up, but
. this won't worry us. We can make all the noise in theworld
and not care: there'll be nobody there to hear us. Then we
load up the pantechnicons, drive down to the piers, loadthe
submarine and take off.' Ryder paused. 'As I said earlier,
they've come for cash to buy their arms and there's morecash
lying in the vaults of San Francisco than all the kings of
Saudi Arabia and maharajas of India have ever seen. As I
said before, it takes a simple and unimaginative mind tosee
the obvious and in this case, for me at least, it's soobvious
that I can't see any flaws in it. What do you think of my
scenario ?'
'I think it's bloody awful,' Barrow said. 'That's to say,it's
awful because it's so inevitable. That has to be it, first,
because it's so right and second, because it just can't be
anything else.' He looked around at the company. 'You
agree?'
Everyone, with one exception, nodded. The exception,
inevitably, was Mitchell. 'And what if you're wrong?'
'Must you be so damnably pig-headed and cantankerous ?'
Barrow was irritated to the point of exasperation.
Ryder didn't react, just lifted his shoulders and said: 'So
I'm wrong.'
'You mustbe mad! You would take the burden of the
deaths of countless fellow Californians on your hands ?'
'You're beginning to bore me, Mitchell. In fact, not to put
it too politely, you do bore me and have done so for some
time. I do think you should call your own sanity inquestion.
Do you think I would breathe a word of our conclusions -
with you being excepted from our conclusions - outside this
room? Do you think I would try to persuade anybody to
remain in their homes on Saturday night? When Morro
knew that people had ignored the threat and had heard, as
he inevitably would, the reason why - namely, that his
scheme was known - the chances are very high that in his
rage and frustration he'd just go ahead and press thebutton
anyway.'
The singularly ill-named Cafe' Cleopatra was a watering-
hole of unmatched dinginess, but on that hectic, freneticand
stifling evening it possessed the singular charm of beingthe
only such establishment open in the blocks around Sassoon's
office. There were dozens of others but their doors were
rigorously barred by proprietors who, when the opportunity
was open to them, were lugging their dearest possessions to
higher levels or who, when such opportunity was denied
them, had already joined the panic-stricken rush to the
hills.
Fear was abroad that evening but the rush was purely in
the mind and heart: it was not physical, for the cars and
people who jammedthe street were almost entirely static.
It was an evening for selfishness, ill-temper, envy,argument,
and anti-social behaviour ranging from the curmudgeonly
to the downright bellicose: phlegmatic the citizens of the
Queen of the Coast were not.
It was an evening for those who ranged the nether scale
from the ill-intentioned to the criminally inclined as they
displayed in various measure that sweet concern, Christian
charity and brotherly love for their fellow man in the hour
of crisis, by indulging in red-faced altercation, splendidlyun-
inhibited swearing, bouts of fisticuffs, purse-snatching,wallet-
removal, mugging and kicking in the plate-glass windows of
the more prosperous-looking emporiums. They were free to
indulge their peccadilloes unhindered: the police were
powerless as they, too, were immobilized. It was a nightfor
pyromaniacs as many small fires had broken out throughout
the city - although, in fairness, many of those were caused by.
unseemly speed of the departure of householders who left on
cookers, ovens and heating appliances: again, the firebrig-
ades were powerless, their only consolation being the faint
hope that significant numbers of the smaller conflagrations
would be abruptly extinguished at ten o'clock the following
morning. It was not a night for the sick and the infirm:
elderly ladies, widows and orphans were crushed against
walls or, more commonly, deposited in unbecoming positions
in the gutter as their fitter brethren pressed on eagerlyfor
me high land: unfortunates in wheelchairs knew what it was
to share the emotions of the charioteer who observes hisinner
wheel coming adrift as he rounds the first bend of theCircus
Maximus: especially distressing was the case of thoughtless
pedestrians knocked down by cars, driven by owners con-
cerned only by the welfare of their family, and which moun-
ted the pavement in order to overtake the less enterprising
who elected to remain on the highway: where they fell there
they remained, for doctors and ambulances were as helpless
as any. It was hardly an edifying spectacle.
Ryder surveyed the scene with a jaundiced and justifiably
misanthropic eye although,in truth, he had been in a par-
ticularly ill humour even before arriving to sample thesyb-
aritic pleasures of the Cafe Cleopatra. On the group'sreturn
from CalTech he had listened to, without participating in,
the endless wrangling as to how best they should counter
and hopefully terminate the evil machinations of Morro and
his Muslims: finally, in frustration and disgust, he hadan-
nounced that he would return within the hour and had left
with Jeff and Parker. There had been no attempt to dissuade
him: there was something about Ryder, as Barrow, Mitchell
and their associates had come to appreciate in a very brief
period of time, that precluded the idea of dissuasion;besides,
he owed neither allegiance nor obedience to any man.
'Cattle,' Luigi said with a splendid contempt. He had just
brought fresh beers to the three men and was now surveying
the pandemoniac scenes being enacted beyond his unwashed
windows. Luigi, the proprietor, regarded himself as a cos-
mopolitan par excellence in a city of cosmopolitans.Neapol-
itan by birth, he claimed to be a Greek and did hisundistin-
guished best to run what he regarded as an Egyptian estab-
lishment. From his slurred speech and unsteady gait it was
clear that he had been his own best customer for the day.
'Canaille.!' His few words of French served as he fondly
imagined, to enhance his cosmopolitan aura. 'All for oneand
one for all. The spirit that won the west! How true. The
California gold rush, the Kiondyke. Every man for himself
and the devil take the rest. Alas, I fear they lack theAthenian
spirit.' He swung a dramatic arm around him and almost fell
over in the process. 'Today, this beautiful establishment:
tomorrow, the deluge. And Luigi ? Luigi laughs at the gods,
for they are but manikins that masquerade as gods else they
would not permit this catastrophe to overtake thosemindless
infants.' He paused and reflected. 'My ancestors fought at
Thermopylae.' Overcome by his own eloquence and the
alcohol-accentuated effects of gravity, Luigi collapsedinto
the nearest chair.
Ryder looked around at the incredible dilapidation which
was the outstanding characteristic of Luigi's beautifulestab-
lishment, at the vanished patterns on the cracked linoleum,
the stained Formica table-tops, the aged infirmity of thebent-
wood chairs, the unwashed stuccoed walls behung with sepia
daguerrotypes of pharaonic profiled bas-reliefs, each with
two eyes on the same side of the face, portraits of so un-
believable an awfulness that the only charitable thing that
could be said about them was that they tended to restore to
a state of almost pristine purity the unlovely walls whichthey
desecrated. He said: 'Your sentiments do you great credit,
Luigi. This country could do with more men like you. Now,
please, may we be left alone ? We have important matters to
discuss.'
They had, indeed, important matters to discuss, and their
discussion led to a large and uncompromising zero. Theprob-
lems of what to do with the apparently unassailable inhabi-
tants of the Adlerheim seemed insuperable. In point offact,
the discussion was a dialogue between Ryder and Parker, for
Jeff took no part in it. He just leaned back, his beer un-
touched, his eyes closed as if he were fast asleep or hehad
lost all interest in solving the unsolvable. He appeared to
subscribe to the dictum laid down by the astronomer J.Allen
Hynek: 'In science it's against the rules to ask questionswhen
we have no way of approaching the answers.' The problem
on hand was not a scientific one: but the principleappeared
to be the same.
Unexpectedly, Jeff stirred and said: 'Good old Luigi.'
'What?' Parker stared at him. 'What's that?'
'And Hollywood only a five-minute hop from here.'
Ryder said carefully: 'Look, Jeff, I know you've been
through a hard time. We've all been through - '
'Dad ?'
'What ?'
'I have it. Manikins masquerading as gods.'
Five minutes later Ryder was on his third beer, but thistime
back in Sassoon's office. The other nine men were stillthere
and had indeed not stirred since Ryder, Jeff and Parker had
left. The air was full of tobacco smoke, the powerful aroma
of Scotch and, most disquietingly, an almost palpable auraof
defeat.
Ryder said: 'The scheme we have to propose is a highly
dangerous one. It verges on the desperate, but there are
degrees of desperation and it's by no means as desperate as
the circumstances in which we find ourselves. Success orfail-
ure depends entirely on the degree of co-operation wereceive
from every person in this nation whose duty is in any way
concerned with the enforcement of the law, those not con-
cerned directly with the law, even those, if need be,outside
the law.' He looked in turn at Barrow and Mitchell, 'It'sof
no consequence, gentlemen, but your jobs are on the line.'
Barrow said: 'Let's have it.'
'My son will explain it to you. It is entirely hisbrainchild.'
Ryder smiled faintly. 'To save you gentlemen any cerebral
stress, he even has all the details worked out.'
Jeff explained. It took him no more than three minutes.
When he had finished the expressions round the table ranged
from the stunned, through incredulity, then intenseconsider-
ation and finally, in Barrow's case, the tentative dawningof
hope where all hope had been abandoned.
Barrow whispered: 'My God! I believe it could be
done.'
'It has to be done,' Ryder said. 'It means the instant and
total co-operation of every police officer, every FBIofficer,
every CIA officer in the country. It means the scouring of
every prison in the country and even if the man we require
is a multiple murderer awaiting execution in Death Row he
gets a free pardon. How long would it take ?'
Barrow looked at Mitchell. 'The hell with the hatchets.
Bury them. Agreed ?' There was a fierce urgency in hisvoice.
Mitchell didn't answer: but he did nod. Barrow went on:
'Organization is the name of the game. This is what we were
born for.'
'How long ?' Ryder repeated.
'A day?'
'Six hours. Meantime, we can get the preliminaries under
way.'
'Six hours ?' Barrow smiled faintly. 'It used to be thewar-
time motto of the Seabees that the impossible takes a litde
longer. Here, it would appear, it has to take a littleshorter.
You know, of course, that Muldoon has just had his third
heart attack and is in Bethsheba hospital ?'
'I don't care if you have to raise him from the dead.
Without Muldoon we are nothing.'
At eight o'clock that evening it was announced over every
TV and radio station in the country,that at ten o'clock
Western standard time - the times for the other zones were
given - the President would be addressing the nation on a
matter of the utmost national gravity which concerned an
emergencyunprecedented in the history of the Republic. As
instructed, the announcement gave no further details. The
brief and cryptic message was guaranteed to ensure the ob-
sessive interest and compulsory viewing of every citizen inthe
Republic who was neither blind nor deaf nor both.
In the Adlerheim Morro and Dubois looked at each other
and smiled. Morro reached out a hand for his bottle ofGlen-
livet.
In Los Angeles Ryder showed no reaction whatsoever,
which was hardly surprising in view of the fact that he had
helped draft the message himself. He asked Major Dunne for
permission to borrow his helicopter and dispatched Jeff to
pick up some specified articles from his, Ryder's, home.Then
he gave Sassoon a short list of other specified articles here-
quired. Sassoon looked at him and said nothing. He just
lifted a phone.
Exactly on ten the President appeared on TV screens
throughout the country. Not even the first landing on the
moon had attracted so vast a viewing - and listening -
audience.
He had four men with him in the studio, and those he
introduced as his Chief of Staff and the Secretaries ofState,
Defense and Treasury, which seemed largely superfluous as
all of them were nationally- and indeed internationally-
known figures. Muldoon, the Secretary of the Treasury, was
the one who caught the attention of everyone. Colour TV
showed him for what he was, a very sick man indeed. His
face was ashen and, surprisingly, almost haggard - surpris-
ingly because, although not particularly tall, he was a manof
enormous girth and, as he sat, his great stomach seemed
almost to touch his knees. He was said to weigh 330 lbs,but
his precise weight was irrelevant. What was trulyremarkable
about him was not that he had had three heart attacks but
the fact that he had managed to survive any of them.
'Citizens of America.' The President's deep, resonant voice
was trembling, not with fear but with an outraged fury that
he made no attempt to suppress. 'You all know the great
misfortune that has befallen, or is about to befall, our
beloved State of California. Although the Government of
those United States will never yield to coercion, threatsor
blackmail it is clear that we must employ every means inour
power - and in this, the greatest country in the world, our
resources are almost infinite - to avert the impendingdoom,
the threatened holocaust that looms over the West.' Even in
the moments of the greatest stress he was incapable oftalking
in other than presidential language.
'I hope the villainous architect of this monstrous scheme
is listening to me, for, despite the best efforts - and thosehave
been immense and indefatigable - of hundreds of our best
law enforcement officers, his whereabouts remain a complete
secret and I know of no other means whereby I can contact
it's just south of Hollister that the Hayward Faultbranches
off to the right to go to the east of San Francisco Bay,cutting .
up through or close by Hayward, Oakland, Berkeley and
Richmond then out under the San Pablo Bay. In Berkeley
the fault actually runs under the university footballstadium,
which can't be a very nice thought for the crowds of people
who attend there regularly. There have been two very big
earthquakes along this fault, in eighteen-thirty-six and
eighteen-sixty-eight - until nineteen-o-six San Franciscans-
always referred to the latter as "the great earthquake" -and
it's there that we've drilled our ninth hole by LakeTemescal.
'The tenth one we put down at Walnut Creek in the
Calaveras Fault, which parallels the Hayward. Our sus-
picions about this fault are in the inverse proportion towhat
we know about it, which is almost zero.'
Barrow said: 'That makes ten and that, I take it, is all.
You spoke a few minutes ago about poor old Los Angeles.
How about poor old San Francisco ?'
'To be thrown to the wolves, it would seem, the orphan left
out in the snow. San Francisco is, geologically and seismo-
logically, a city that waits to die. Frankly, we are terrifiedto
tamper with anything up there. The Los Angeles area has
had seven what you might call historic 'quakes that we know
of: the Bay area has had sixteen, and we have no idea inthe
world where the next, the monster, may hit. There was a
suggestion - frankly, it was mine - that we sink abore-hole
near Searsville Lake. This is close by Stanford University
which had a bad time of it during the nineteen-o-six earth-
quake, and, more importantly, just where the Pilarcitos
Fault branches off from the San Andreas. The Pilarcitos,
which runs into the Pacific some six miles south of the San
Andreas may, for all we know, be the true line of the San
Andreas and certainly was some millions of years ago. Any-
way, the nineteen-o-six shake ran through many miles of
unpopulatedhill regions. Since then, unscrupulous property
developers have built virtual cities along both fault linesand
the consequences of another eight-plus earthquake are too
awful to contemplate. I suggested a possible easement there
but certain vested interests in near-by Menlo Park were
appalled at the very idea.'
Barrow said: 'Vested interests?'
'Indeed.' Benson sighed. 'It was in nineteen-sixty-six that
the US Geological Survey's National Center for Earthquake
Research was established there. Very touchy about earth-
quakes, I'm afraid.'
'Those bore-holes,' Ryder said. 'What diameter drillsdo
you use?'
Benson looked at him for a long moment then sighed again.
'That had to be the next question. That's why you're all
here, isn't it?'
' Well ?'
'You can use any size within reason. Down in Antarctica
they use a twelve-inch drill to bore through the Ross Ice
Shelf, but here we get by with a good deal less - five,per-
haps six inches. I don't know. Find out easy enough. So you
think the ESPP drillings are a double-edged weapon that's
going to turn in our hands? Limit to what you can achieve
by tidal waves, isn't there? But this is earthquakecountry,
so why not harness the latent powers of nature and trigger
off immense earthquakes and where better to pull the trig-
gers than in the very ESPP sites we've chosen ?'
Barrow said: 'It's feasible?'
'Eminently.'
'And if-' He broke off. 'Ten bombs, ten sites. Matches up
a damn sight too well. If this were to happen ?'
'Let's think about something else, shall we ?'
'If it were?'
'There are so many unknown factors - '
'An educated guess, Professor.'
'Goodbye California.That's what I would guess. Or a
sizeable part of it - bound to affect more than half of the
population. Maybe it will fall into the Pacific. Maybe just
shattered by a series of monster earthquakes - and if youset
off hydrogen bombs in the faults monster earthquakes are
what you are going to have. And radiation, of course, would
get those the sea and earthquakes didn't. An immediate trip
back east - and I mean immediate - suddenly seems a very'
attractive prospect.'
'You'd have to walk,' Sassoon said. 'The roads are jammed
and the airport is besieged. The airlines are sending inevery
plane they can lay hands on but it's hardly helping:they're
stacked heaven knows how many deep just waiting for a
chance to land. And, of course, when a plane does land
there's a hundred passengers for every seat available.'
'Things will be better tomorrow. It's not in human nature
to stay permanently panic-stricken.'
'And it's not in an aircraft's nature to take off in twenty
feet of water, which is what the airport might be under
tomorrow.' He broke off as the phone rang again. This time
Sassoon took it. He listened briefly, thankedthe callerand
hung up.
'Two things,' he said. 'The Adlerheim does have a radio
telephone. All quite legal. The Post Office doesn't knowthe
name or the address of the person who answers it. They
assume that we wouldn't want to make enquiries. Secondly,
there is a very big man up in the Adlerheim.' He looked at
Ryder. 'It seems you were not only right but right about
their arrogant self-confidence. He hasn't even bothered to
change his name. Dubois.'
'Well, that's it, then,' Ryder said. If he was surprised or
gratified no trace of those feelings showed. 'Morro haskid-
napped twenty-six drillers, engineers - anyway, oil men.Six
are being used as forced labour in the Adlerheim. Thenhe'll
have a couple of men at each of the drilling rigs - they'll
have guns on them, but he has to have experienced men to
lower those damn things. I don't think we need bother the
AEG any more to find out about Professor Aachen's design:
whatever nuclear device he's constructed it's not going tobe
more than five inches in diameter.' He turned to Benson.'Do
the crews on those rigs work at weekends?'
'I don't know.'
'I'll bet Morro does.'
Benson turned to one of his assistants. 'You heard. Find
out, please.'
Barrow said: 'Well, we know for sure now that Morro lied
about the dimensions of the bomb. You can't stick some-
thing twenty inches in diameter down a five- or six-inch
bore-hole. I think I have to agree that this man is danger-
ously over-confident.'
Mitchell was glum. 'He's got plenty to be confident about
All right,we know he's up in his fancy castle, and weknow,
or are as certain as can be, that he has those nucleardevices
up there. And a lot of good that knowledge does us. How do
we get to him or them ?'
An assistant spoke to Benson. 'The drilling crew, sir. They
don't work weekends. A guard at nights. Just one. Gentleman
says no one's likely to wheel away a derrick on a wheel-
barrow.'
The profound silence that followed was sufficient comment.
Mitchell, whose splendid self-confidence had vanished offthe
bottom of the chart, said in a plaintive voice: 'Well, whatin
hell are we going to do ?'
Barrow broke the next silence. 'I don't think that there's
anything else that we can do. By that, I mean the people in
this room. Apart from the fact that our function isprimarily
• investigative, we don't have the authority to make anyde-
cisions on a national level.'
'International, you mean,' Mitchell said. 'If they can doit
to us they can also do it to London or Paris or Rome.' He
almost brightened. 'They might even do it to Moscow. But
I agree. It's a matter for the White House, Congress, the
Pentagon. Personally, I prefer the Pentagon. I'm convinced
that the threat of force - and if this isn't a threat of forceI've
never known of one - can be met only by force. I'm further
convinced that we should choose the lesser of two evils,that
we should consider the greatest good of the greatestnumber.
I think an attack should be launched on the Adlerheim. At
least the damage, though catastrophic, would be localized.I
mean, we wouldn't have half of the damn State being
devastated.' He paused, thought, then struck his fist on a
convenient table.
'By God, I believe I have it! We're not thinking. What we
require is a nuclear physicist here, an expert on hydrogen
bombs and missiles. We're laymen. What do we know about
the triggering mechanisms of those devices? For all we know
they may be immune to - what's it called? - sympathetic
detonation. If that were the case, a fighter-bomber or two
withtactical nuclear missiles - and poof! - all life wouldbe
immediately extinct. Instant annihilation for everyone in
the Adierheim.' Archimedes in his bath or Newton with his
apple couldn't have shown more revelationary enthusiasm,
Ryder said: ' Well, thank you very much.'
'What do you mean ?'
Dunne answered him. 'Mr Ryder's lack of enthusiasm is
understandable, sir. Or have you forgotten that his wifeand
daughter are being held hostage there, not to mention eight
others, including five of the country's outstanding nuclear
physicists ?'
'Ah! Oh!' Much of the missionary zeal vanished. 'I'm
sorry, no, I'm afraid I'd forgotten that. Nevertheless - '
'Nevertheless, you were going to say, the greatest good of
the greatest number. Your proposal would almost certainly
achieve the opposite - the greatest destruction of thegreatest
number.'
'Justify that, Mr Ryder.' Mitchell cherished his brain-
children and no one was going to take his baby away if he
could help it.
'Easily. You are going to use atomic missiles. The southern
end of the San Joaquin Valley is quite heavily populated. Itis
your intention to wipe those people out ?'
'Of course not. We evacuate them.'
'Heaven send me strength,' Ryder said wearily. 'Has it not
occurred to you that from the Adierheim Morro has' an
excellent view of the valley, and you may be sure that hehas
more than a scattering of spies and informants actuallydown
there? What do you think he is going to think when he sees
the citizens of the plain disappearing en masse over the
northern and southern horizons? He's going to say to him-
self: "Ha! I've been rumbled" - and apart from anything
else that's the last thing we want him to know - "I must
teacn those people a lesson for they're clearly preparingto
make an atomic attack on me." So he sends one of his heli-
copters down south to the Los Angeles area and another up
north to the Bay area. Six million dead. I should thinkthat's
a conservative estimate. Is that your idea of militarytactics,
of reducing casualties to a minimum ?'
From the crestfallen expression on his face it didn't seem
to be. Clearly, it wasn't anybody else's either.
Ryder went on: 'A personal opinion, gentlemen, and
offered for what it's worth, but this is what I think. Idon't
think there are going to be any nuclear casualties - notunless
we're stupid enough to provoke them ourselves.' He looked
at Barrow. 'Back in your office some little time ago I saidthat
I believed Morro is going to trigger off this bomb in thebay
tomorrow. I still do. I also said I believed he would set offor
would be prepared to set off the other ten devices onSatur-
day night. I've modified that thinking a bit. I still thinkthat
if he's' given sufficient provocation he'd be prepared to
trigger his devices: but I now don't believe that he'll do
it on Saturday night. In fact, I would take odds that he
won't.
'It's odd.' Barrow was thoughtful. 'I could almost believe
that myself. Because of his kidnapping of nuclearphysicists,
his theft of weapons-grade material, our knowledge that he
does have those damned nuclear devices, his constantnuclear
threats, his display in Yucca Flat and our conviction thathe
is going to explode this device in the bay tomorrowmorning,
we have been hypnotized, mesmerized, conditioned into
the inevitability of further nuclear blasts. God knows, we
have every reason to believe what this monster says. And
yet-'
'It's a brain-wash job. A top-flight propagandist can make
you believe anything. Our friend should have met Goebbels
in his hey-day: they would have been blood-brothers.'
'Any idea what he doesn't want us to believe?'
'I think so. I told Mr Mitchell an hour ago that I had a
glimmering, but that I knewwhat he would do with a
glimmering. It's a pretty bright beacon now. Here's what I
think Morro will be doing - or what I would do if I were in
Morro's shoes.
'First, I'd bring my submarine through the - '
'Submarine!' Mitchell had obviously - and instantly -
reverted to his earlier opinion of Ryder.
'Please. I'd bring it through the Golden Gate and park it
alongside one of the piers in San Francisco.'
'San Francisco?' Mitchell again.
'It has better and more piers, better loadingfacilitiesand
calmer waters than, say, Los Angeles.'
'Why a submarine ?'
'To take me back home.' Ryder was being extremely
patient. 'Me and my faithful followers and my cargo.'
'Cargo ?'
'God's sake, shut up and listen. We'll be able to move
with complete safety and impunity in the deserted streetsof
San Francisco. No single soul will be there because no hour
was specified as to when the hydrogen bombs will be deto-
nated during the night, and there'll be nobody within fifty
miles. A gallant pilot six miles up will be able to seenothing
because it's night and even if it's a completely suicidallow-
flying pilot he'll still be able to see nothing because weknow
where every breaker for every transformer and power station
in the city is.
'Then our pantechnicons will roll. I shall have three and
shall lead them down California Street and stop outside the
Bank of America which, as you know, is the largest single
bank in the world containing loot as great as that of the
Federal vaults. Other pantechnicons will go to the Trans-
America Pyramid, Wells Fargo, and Federal Reserve Bank,
Crockers and other interesting places. There will be ten
hoursof darkness that night. We estimate we will requiresix
at the outset. Some big robberies, such as the famousbreak-
in to a Nice bank a year or two ago, took a wnole leisurely
weekend, but gangs like those are severely handicapped be-
cause they have to operate in silence. We shall use as much
high explosive as need be and for difficult cases will usea
self-propelled one-twenty-millimetre-tank guns firingarmour-
piercing shells. We may even blow some buildings up, but
. this won't worry us. We can make all the noise in theworld
and not care: there'll be nobody there to hear us. Then we
load up the pantechnicons, drive down to the piers, loadthe
submarine and take off.' Ryder paused. 'As I said earlier,
they've come for cash to buy their arms and there's morecash
lying in the vaults of San Francisco than all the kings of
Saudi Arabia and maharajas of India have ever seen. As I
said before, it takes a simple and unimaginative mind tosee
the obvious and in this case, for me at least, it's soobvious
that I can't see any flaws in it. What do you think of my
scenario ?'
'I think it's bloody awful,' Barrow said. 'That's to say,it's
awful because it's so inevitable. That has to be it, first,
because it's so right and second, because it just can't be
anything else.' He looked around at the company. 'You
agree?'
Everyone, with one exception, nodded. The exception,
inevitably, was Mitchell. 'And what if you're wrong?'
'Must you be so damnably pig-headed and cantankerous ?'
Barrow was irritated to the point of exasperation.
Ryder didn't react, just lifted his shoulders and said: 'So
I'm wrong.'
'You mustbe mad! You would take the burden of the
deaths of countless fellow Californians on your hands ?'
'You're beginning to bore me, Mitchell. In fact, not to put
it too politely, you do bore me and have done so for some
time. I do think you should call your own sanity inquestion.
Do you think I would breathe a word of our conclusions -
with you being excepted from our conclusions - outside this
room? Do you think I would try to persuade anybody to
remain in their homes on Saturday night? When Morro
knew that people had ignored the threat and had heard, as
he inevitably would, the reason why - namely, that his
scheme was known - the chances are very high that in his
rage and frustration he'd just go ahead and press thebutton
anyway.'
The singularly ill-named Cafe' Cleopatra was a watering-
hole of unmatched dinginess, but on that hectic, freneticand
stifling evening it possessed the singular charm of beingthe
only such establishment open in the blocks around Sassoon's
office. There were dozens of others but their doors were
rigorously barred by proprietors who, when the opportunity
was open to them, were lugging their dearest possessions to
higher levels or who, when such opportunity was denied
them, had already joined the panic-stricken rush to the
hills.
Fear was abroad that evening but the rush was purely in
the mind and heart: it was not physical, for the cars and
people who jammedthe street were almost entirely static.
It was an evening for selfishness, ill-temper, envy,argument,
and anti-social behaviour ranging from the curmudgeonly
to the downright bellicose: phlegmatic the citizens of the
Queen of the Coast were not.
It was an evening for those who ranged the nether scale
from the ill-intentioned to the criminally inclined as they
displayed in various measure that sweet concern, Christian
charity and brotherly love for their fellow man in the hour
of crisis, by indulging in red-faced altercation, splendidlyun-
inhibited swearing, bouts of fisticuffs, purse-snatching,wallet-
removal, mugging and kicking in the plate-glass windows of
the more prosperous-looking emporiums. They were free to
indulge their peccadilloes unhindered: the police were
powerless as they, too, were immobilized. It was a nightfor
pyromaniacs as many small fires had broken out throughout
the city - although, in fairness, many of those were caused by.
unseemly speed of the departure of householders who left on
cookers, ovens and heating appliances: again, the firebrig-
ades were powerless, their only consolation being the faint
hope that significant numbers of the smaller conflagrations
would be abruptly extinguished at ten o'clock the following
morning. It was not a night for the sick and the infirm:
elderly ladies, widows and orphans were crushed against
walls or, more commonly, deposited in unbecoming positions
in the gutter as their fitter brethren pressed on eagerlyfor
me high land: unfortunates in wheelchairs knew what it was
to share the emotions of the charioteer who observes hisinner
wheel coming adrift as he rounds the first bend of theCircus
Maximus: especially distressing was the case of thoughtless
pedestrians knocked down by cars, driven by owners con-
cerned only by the welfare of their family, and which moun-
ted the pavement in order to overtake the less enterprising
who elected to remain on the highway: where they fell there
they remained, for doctors and ambulances were as helpless
as any. It was hardly an edifying spectacle.
Ryder surveyed the scene with a jaundiced and justifiably
misanthropic eye although,in truth, he had been in a par-
ticularly ill humour even before arriving to sample thesyb-
aritic pleasures of the Cafe Cleopatra. On the group'sreturn
from CalTech he had listened to, without participating in,
the endless wrangling as to how best they should counter
and hopefully terminate the evil machinations of Morro and
his Muslims: finally, in frustration and disgust, he hadan-
nounced that he would return within the hour and had left
with Jeff and Parker. There had been no attempt to dissuade
him: there was something about Ryder, as Barrow, Mitchell
and their associates had come to appreciate in a very brief
period of time, that precluded the idea of dissuasion;besides,
he owed neither allegiance nor obedience to any man.
'Cattle,' Luigi said with a splendid contempt. He had just
brought fresh beers to the three men and was now surveying
the pandemoniac scenes being enacted beyond his unwashed
windows. Luigi, the proprietor, regarded himself as a cos-
mopolitan par excellence in a city of cosmopolitans.Neapol-
itan by birth, he claimed to be a Greek and did hisundistin-
guished best to run what he regarded as an Egyptian estab-
lishment. From his slurred speech and unsteady gait it was
clear that he had been his own best customer for the day.
'Canaille.!' His few words of French served as he fondly
imagined, to enhance his cosmopolitan aura. 'All for oneand
one for all. The spirit that won the west! How true. The
California gold rush, the Kiondyke. Every man for himself
and the devil take the rest. Alas, I fear they lack theAthenian
spirit.' He swung a dramatic arm around him and almost fell
over in the process. 'Today, this beautiful establishment:
tomorrow, the deluge. And Luigi ? Luigi laughs at the gods,
for they are but manikins that masquerade as gods else they
would not permit this catastrophe to overtake thosemindless
infants.' He paused and reflected. 'My ancestors fought at
Thermopylae.' Overcome by his own eloquence and the
alcohol-accentuated effects of gravity, Luigi collapsedinto
the nearest chair.
Ryder looked around at the incredible dilapidation which
was the outstanding characteristic of Luigi's beautifulestab-
lishment, at the vanished patterns on the cracked linoleum,
the stained Formica table-tops, the aged infirmity of thebent-
wood chairs, the unwashed stuccoed walls behung with sepia
daguerrotypes of pharaonic profiled bas-reliefs, each with
two eyes on the same side of the face, portraits of so un-
believable an awfulness that the only charitable thing that
could be said about them was that they tended to restore to
a state of almost pristine purity the unlovely walls whichthey
desecrated. He said: 'Your sentiments do you great credit,
Luigi. This country could do with more men like you. Now,
please, may we be left alone ? We have important matters to
discuss.'
They had, indeed, important matters to discuss, and their
discussion led to a large and uncompromising zero. Theprob-
lems of what to do with the apparently unassailable inhabi-
tants of the Adlerheim seemed insuperable. In point offact,
the discussion was a dialogue between Ryder and Parker, for
Jeff took no part in it. He just leaned back, his beer un-
touched, his eyes closed as if he were fast asleep or hehad
lost all interest in solving the unsolvable. He appeared to
subscribe to the dictum laid down by the astronomer J.Allen
Hynek: 'In science it's against the rules to ask questionswhen
we have no way of approaching the answers.' The problem
on hand was not a scientific one: but the principleappeared
to be the same.
Unexpectedly, Jeff stirred and said: 'Good old Luigi.'
'What?' Parker stared at him. 'What's that?'
'And Hollywood only a five-minute hop from here.'
Ryder said carefully: 'Look, Jeff, I know you've been
through a hard time. We've all been through - '
'Dad ?'
'What ?'
'I have it. Manikins masquerading as gods.'
Five minutes later Ryder was on his third beer, but thistime
back in Sassoon's office. The other nine men were stillthere
and had indeed not stirred since Ryder, Jeff and Parker had
left. The air was full of tobacco smoke, the powerful aroma
of Scotch and, most disquietingly, an almost palpable auraof
defeat.
Ryder said: 'The scheme we have to propose is a highly
dangerous one. It verges on the desperate, but there are
degrees of desperation and it's by no means as desperate as
the circumstances in which we find ourselves. Success orfail-
ure depends entirely on the degree of co-operation wereceive
from every person in this nation whose duty is in any way
concerned with the enforcement of the law, those not con-
cerned directly with the law, even those, if need be,outside
the law.' He looked in turn at Barrow and Mitchell, 'It'sof
no consequence, gentlemen, but your jobs are on the line.'
Barrow said: 'Let's have it.'
'My son will explain it to you. It is entirely hisbrainchild.'
Ryder smiled faintly. 'To save you gentlemen any cerebral
stress, he even has all the details worked out.'
Jeff explained. It took him no more than three minutes.
When he had finished the expressions round the table ranged
from the stunned, through incredulity, then intenseconsider-
ation and finally, in Barrow's case, the tentative dawningof
hope where all hope had been abandoned.
Barrow whispered: 'My God! I believe it could be
done.'
'It has to be done,' Ryder said. 'It means the instant and
total co-operation of every police officer, every FBIofficer,
every CIA officer in the country. It means the scouring of
every prison in the country and even if the man we require
is a multiple murderer awaiting execution in Death Row he
gets a free pardon. How long would it take ?'
Barrow looked at Mitchell. 'The hell with the hatchets.
Bury them. Agreed ?' There was a fierce urgency in hisvoice.
Mitchell didn't answer: but he did nod. Barrow went on:
'Organization is the name of the game. This is what we were
born for.'
'How long ?' Ryder repeated.
'A day?'
'Six hours. Meantime, we can get the preliminaries under
way.'
'Six hours ?' Barrow smiled faintly. 'It used to be thewar-
time motto of the Seabees that the impossible takes a litde
longer. Here, it would appear, it has to take a littleshorter.
You know, of course, that Muldoon has just had his third
heart attack and is in Bethsheba hospital ?'
'I don't care if you have to raise him from the dead.
Without Muldoon we are nothing.'
At eight o'clock that evening it was announced over every
TV and radio station in the country,that at ten o'clock
Western standard time - the times for the other zones were
given - the President would be addressing the nation on a
matter of the utmost national gravity which concerned an
emergencyunprecedented in the history of the Republic. As
instructed, the announcement gave no further details. The
brief and cryptic message was guaranteed to ensure the ob-
sessive interest and compulsory viewing of every citizen inthe
Republic who was neither blind nor deaf nor both.
In the Adlerheim Morro and Dubois looked at each other
and smiled. Morro reached out a hand for his bottle ofGlen-
livet.
In Los Angeles Ryder showed no reaction whatsoever,
which was hardly surprising in view of the fact that he had
helped draft the message himself. He asked Major Dunne for
permission to borrow his helicopter and dispatched Jeff to
pick up some specified articles from his, Ryder's, home.Then
he gave Sassoon a short list of other specified articles here-
quired. Sassoon looked at him and said nothing. He just
lifted a phone.
Exactly on ten the President appeared on TV screens
throughout the country. Not even the first landing on the
moon had attracted so vast a viewing - and listening -
audience.
He had four men with him in the studio, and those he
introduced as his Chief of Staff and the Secretaries ofState,
Defense and Treasury, which seemed largely superfluous as
all of them were nationally- and indeed internationally-
known figures. Muldoon, the Secretary of the Treasury, was
the one who caught the attention of everyone. Colour TV
showed him for what he was, a very sick man indeed. His
face was ashen and, surprisingly, almost haggard - surpris-
ingly because, although not particularly tall, he was a manof
enormous girth and, as he sat, his great stomach seemed
almost to touch his knees. He was said to weigh 330 lbs,but
his precise weight was irrelevant. What was trulyremarkable
about him was not that he had had three heart attacks but
the fact that he had managed to survive any of them.
'Citizens of America.' The President's deep, resonant voice
was trembling, not with fear but with an outraged fury that
he made no attempt to suppress. 'You all know the great
misfortune that has befallen, or is about to befall, our
beloved State of California. Although the Government of
those United States will never yield to coercion, threatsor
blackmail it is clear that we must employ every means inour
power - and in this, the greatest country in the world, our
resources are almost infinite - to avert the impendingdoom,
the threatened holocaust that looms over the West.' Even in
the moments of the greatest stress he was incapable oftalking
in other than presidential language.
'I hope the villainous architect of this monstrous scheme
is listening to me, for, despite the best efforts - and thosehave
been immense and indefatigable - of hundreds of our best
law enforcement officers, his whereabouts remain a complete
secret and I know of no other means whereby I can contact
him. I trust, Morro, you are either watching or listening.
I know I am in no position to bargain with you or threaten
you' - here the President's voice broke off on an oddly
strangled note and he was forced to have recourse toseveral
gulps of water - 'because you would appear to be an utterly
ruthless criminal wholly devoid of even the slightest traceof
humanitarian scruples.
'But I suggest that it might be to our mutual advantage
and that we might arrive at some mutually satisfactory
arrangement if I, and my four senior government colleagues
with me here, were to parlay with you and try to arrive at
some solution to this unparalleled problem. Although itgoes
violently against the grain, against every principle dearto
me and every citizen of this great nation, I suggest wemeet
at a time and a place, under whatever conditions you careto
impose, at the earliest possible moment.' The President had
quite a bit more to say, most of it couched in ringingly
patriotic terms which could have only deceived those
mentally retarded beyond any hopes of recovery: but he had,
in fact, said all that he had needed to.
In the Adlerheim the normally impassive and unemotional
Dubois wiped tears from his eyes.
'Never yield to coercion, threats or blackmail! No pos-
ition to bargain or treat with us. Mutually satisfactory
arrangement!Five billion dollars to begin with, perhaps?
And then, of course, we proceed with our original plan?' He
poured out two more glasses of Glenlivet, handed one to•
Morro.
Morro sipped some of the whisky. He, too, was smiling but
his voice, when he spoke, held an almost reverent tone.
'We must have the helicopter camouflaged. Think of it,
Abraham, my dear friend. The dream of a life-time come
true. America on its knees.' He sipped some more of hisdrink
then, with his free hand, reached out for a microphone and
began to dictate a message.
Barrow said to no one in particular: 'I've alwaysmaintained
that to be a successful politician you have to be a goodactor.
But to be a President you must be a superlative one. Wemust
find some way to bend the rules of the world of the cinema.
The man must have an Oscar.'
Sassoon said: 'With a bar and crossed leaves.'
At eleven o'clock it was announced over TV and radio that a
further message from Morro would be broadcast in an hour's
time.
At midnight Morro was on the air again. He tried to speakin
his customary calm and authoritative voice, but beneath\ it
were the overtones of a man aware that the world lay at his
feet. The message was singularly brief.
'I address this to the President of the United States. We'-
the 'we' had more of the royal than the editorial about it-
'accede to your request. The conditions of the meeting,
which will be imposed entirely by us, will be announced
tomorrow morning. We shall see what can be accomplished
when two reasonable men meet and talk together.' He
sounded genuinely aware of his incredibly mendacious
effrontery.
He went on in a portentous voice: 'This proposed meeting
in no way affects my intention to detonate the hydrogen
device in the ocean tomorrow morning. Everybody - and
that includes you, Mr President- must be convinced beyond
all doubt that I have the indisputable power to carry outmy
promises.
'With reference to my promises, I have to tell you that the
devices I still intend to detonate on Saturday night will
produce a series of enormous earthquakes that will have a
cataclysmic effect beyond any natural disaster everrecorded
in history. That is all.'
Barrow said: 'Well, damn your eyes, Ryder, you were right
again. About the earthquakes, I mean.'
Ryder said mildly: 'That hardly seems to matter now.'
At 12.15 a.m. word came through from the AEC that the
hydrogen bomb, code-named 'Aunt Sally', designed by
Professors Burnett and Aachen, had a diameter of 4.73
inches.
That didn't seem to matter at all.
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At eight o'clock the next morning Morro made his next
contact with the anxiouslyand - such is mankind's morbidly
avid love of vicarious doom and disaster - vastly intrigued
world. His message he delivered with his now accustomed
terseness.
He said: 'My meeting with the President and his senior
advisers will take place at eleven o'clock tonight. However,I
insist that the presidential party arrive in Los Angeles - ifthe
airport is functioning, if not, San Francisco - by sixo'clock
this evening. The meeting place I cannot and will notspecify.
The travel arrangements will be announced late this after-
noon.
'I trust the low-lying regions of Los Angeles, the coastal
regions north to Point Arguello and south to the Mexican
border, in addition to the Channel Islands, have been
evacuated. If not I will accept no responsibility. Aspromised,
I shall detonate this nuclear device in two hours' time.'
Sassoon' was closeted in his office with Brigadier-General
Culver of the Army Air Force. Far below a deathly hush lay
over the totally deserted streets. The low-lying regions ofthe
city had indeed been evacuated, thanks in large part to
Culver and over two thousand soldiers and national guards-
men under his command, who had been called in to help the
hopelessly overworked police restore order. Culver was a
ruthlessly efficient man and had not hesitated to call intanks
in number close to battalion strength, which had a marvel-
lously chastening effect on citizens who, prior to theirarrival,
had seemed hell-bent not on self-preservation but on self-
destruction. The deployment of the tanks had been co-
ordinated by a fleet of police, coastguard and army heli-
copters, which had pin-pointed the major traffic bottle-
necks. The empty streets were littered with abandoned cars,
many of which bore the appearance of having been involved
in major crashes, a state of affairs for which the tankshad
been in no way responsible: the citizens had done it all by
themselves.
The evacuation had been completed by midnight, but long
before that the fire brigades, ambulances and police carshad
moved in. The fires, none of them major, had been extin-
guished, the injured had been removed to hospital and the
police had made a record number of arrests of hoodlums
whose greed in taking advantage of this unprecedented
opportunity had quite overcome their sense ofself-preserva-
tion and were still looting away with gay abandon when
policemen with drawn guns had taken a rather less than
paternal interest in their activities.
Sassoon switched off the TV set and said to Culver: 'What
do you make of that ?'
'One has to admire the man's colossal arrogance.'
'Over-confidence.'
'If you like. Understandably, he wants to conduct his
meeting with the President under cover of darkness. Ob-
viously, the "travel arrangements", as he calls them,are
linked with the deadline for the arrival of the plane. He
wants to make good and sure that the President has arrived
before he gives instructions.'
'Which means that he'll have an observer stationed at both
San Francisco and Los Angeles airports. Well, he has three
separate phones with three separate numbers in the Adler-
heim, and we have them all tapped.'
'They could use short-wave radio communication.'
'We've thought of that and discounted the possibility.
Morro is convincedthat we have no idea where he is. In
which case, why bother with unnecessary refinements?
Ryder has been right all along: Morro's divine belief in
himself is going to bring him down.' Sassoon paused. 'We
hope.'
This fellow Ryder. What's he like ?'
'You'll see for yourself. I expect him within the hour. At
the moment he's out at the police shooting range practising
with some fancy Russian toys he took away from the opposi-
tion. Quite a character. Don't expect him to call you"sir".'
At 8.30 that morning a special news broadcast announced
that James Muldoon, Secretary of the Treasury, had had a
relapse in the early hours of the morning and had had tohave
emergency treatment for cardiac arrest. Had he not been in
hospital and with the cardiac arrest unit standing by his
bedside it was unlikely that he would have survived. As it
was he was off the critical list and swearing that he could
make the journey out to the west coast even although he had
to be carried aboard Air Force One on a stretcher.
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Culver said: 'Sounds bad.'
'Doesn't it just ? Fact is, he slept soundly the wholenight
through. We just want to convince Morro that he's dealing
with a man in a near-critical condition, a man who clearly
must be treated with every consideration. It also, ofcourse,
gives a perfect excuse for two additional people toaccompany
the presidential delegation: a doctor and a Treasury Under-
Secretary to deputize for Muldoon in the event of his
expiring as soon as he sets foot in the Adlerheim.'
At 9 o'clock an Air Force jet lifted off from Los Angeles
airport. It carried only nine passengers, all fromHollywood
and all specialists in their own arcane crafts. Each carrieda
suitcase. In addition, a small wooden box had been loaded
aboard. Exactly half an hour later the jet touched down in
Las Vegas.
A few minutes before ten Morro invited his hostages along
to his special screening room. All the hostages had TV setsof
their own, but Morro's was something special. By a com-
paratively simple magnification and back-projection method
he was able to have a screened picture some six feet byfour-
and-a-half, about four times the width and height of a
normal twenty-one-inch set. Why he had invited them was
unclear. When not torturing people - or, more precisely,
having them tortured - Morro was capable of many small
courtesies. Perhaps he just wanted to watch their faces.
Perhaps he wanted to revel in the magnitude of his achieve-
ment and the sense of his invincible power, and thepresence
of an audience always heightened the enjoyment of such an
experience; but that last was unlikely as gloating did not
appear to be a built-in factor in Morro's mental make-up.
Whatever the reason, none of the hostages refused the
invitation. In the presence of catastrophe, even althoughsuch
catastrophe be at second hand, company makes for comfort.
It was probably true to say that every citizen in America,
except those engaged in running absolutely essentialservices,
was watching the same event on their screens: the number
watching throughout the rest of the world must have runinto
hundreds of millions.
The various TV companies filming the incident were, un-
derstandably, taking no chances. Normally, all outdoorevents
on a significantly large scale, ranging from Grand Prixracing
to erupting volcanoes, are filmed from helicopters, buthere
they were dealing with the unknown. No one had even an
approximate idea of what the extent of the blast and radia-
tion would be, and the companies had elected against the
use of helicopters - which was prudent of them in more ways
than one as the camera crews would have refused to fly in
them anyway. All the companies had elected the same type
of site for their cameras - on the tops of high buildings ata
prudent distance from the ocean front: the viewers in the
Adlerheim could see the blurred outline of the cityabutting
on the Pacific in the lower segment of their screens. Ifthe
nuclear device was anywhere near where Morro had said it
was - between the islands of Santa Cruz and Santa Catalina
- then the scene of action had to be at least thirty milesdis-
tant; but the telescopic zoom lenses of the cameras would
take care of that with ease. And, at that moment, the zoom
lenses were fully extended, which accounted for the out-of-
focus blurring of the city front.
The day was fine and bright and clear with cloudless skies
which, in the circumstances, formed an impossibly macabre
setting for the convulsion the watchers were about towitness,
a circumstance that must have pleased Morro greatly, for it
could not but increase the emotional impact of the spectacle:
storm-wracked sky, lowering clouds, driving rain, fog, any
face of nature that showed itself in a sombre and minor key
would have been far more in keeping with the occasion -
and would have lessened the impact of the spectacle of the
explosion. There was only one favourable aspect about the
weather. Normally, at that time of the day and at that time
of year the wind would have been westerly and on-shore:
today, because of a heavy front pressing down from the
north-west, the wind wasslightly west of southerly and in
that direction the nearest land-mass of any size lay as far
distant as the Antarctic.
'Pay attention to the sweep-second hand on the wall-clock,'
Morro said. 'It is perfectly synchronized with thedetonating
mechanism. There are, as you can see, twenty seconds togo.'
A pure measure of time is only relative. To a person in
ecstasy it can be less than the flicker of an eyelid: for aperson
on the rack it can be an eternity. The watchers were on no
physical rack but they were on an emotional one, and those
twenty seconds seemed interminable. All of them behaved in
precisely the same way, their eyes constantly flickeringbe-
tween the clock and the screen and back again at least once
in every second.
The sweep second reached sixty and nothing happened.
One second passed, two, three and still nothing. Almost as
if by command the watchers glanced at Morro, who sat
relaxed and apparently unworried. He smiled at them.
'Be of good faith. The bomb lies deep and you forget the
factor of the earth's curvature.'
Their eyes swivelled back to the screen and then they saw
it. At first it was no more than a tinyprotuberance on the
curve of the distant horizon, but a protuberance that rose
and swelled with frightening rapidity with the passage of
every second. There was no blinding white glare of light,
here was no light whatsoever of any colour, just that mon-
strous eruption of water and vaporized water that rose and
spread, rose and spread until it filled the screen. It boreno
resemblance whatsoever to the mushroom cloud of an atomic
bomb but was perfectly fan-shaped in appearance, much
thicker in the centre than at the edges, the lowermost sidesof
which were streaking outwards just above and almostparallel
with the sea. The cloud, had it been possible to see itfrom
above, must have looked exactly like an inverted umbrella,
but from the side it looked like a gigantic fan opened toits
full 180 degrees, much more dense in the centre, presumably
because there the blast had had the shortest distance tocover
before reaching the surface of the sea. Suddenly the giantfan,
which had run completely off the screen, shrunk until it
occupied no more than half of it.
A woman's voice, awed and shaky, said: 'What's happened
to it ? What's happened to it ?'
'Nothing's happened to it.' Morro looked and sounded
very comfortable. 'It's the camera. The operator has pulled
in his zoom to get the picture inside the frame.'
The commentator, who had been babbling on almost in-
coherently, telling the world what they could see perfectly
well for themselves, wasstill babbling on.
'It must be eight thousand feet high, now. No, more. Ten
thousand would be nearer it. Think of it, just think of it!Two
miles high and four miles across the base. Good God, is the
thing never going to stop growing?'
T think congratulations are in order, Professor Aachen,'
Morro said. 'Your little contraption seems to have worked
quite well.'
Aachen gave him a look which was meant to be a glare,
but wasn't. A broken spirit can take a long time to heal.
For about the next thirty seconds the commentator stopped
commentating. It was no instance of a gross dereliction of
duty: he was probably so awe-struckthat he could find no
words to describe his emotions. It was not often that acom-
mentator had the opportunity to witness the terrifyingspec-
tacle unfolding before his eyes: more precisely, no comment
tator had ever had the opportunity before. By and by he
bestirred himself. 'Could we have full zoom, please?'
All but the base of the centre of the fan disappeared. Atiny
ripple could be seen advancing lazily across the ocean. The
commentator said: 'That, I suppose, must be the tidal wave.
He sounded disappointed; clearly he regarded it as an alto
gether insignificant product of the titanic explosion he'djust
seen. 'Doesn't look much like a tidal wave to me.'
'Ignorant youth,' Morro said sadly. 'That wave is prob
ably travelling something about four hundred miles an hour
at the moment. It will slow down very quickly as it reaches
shallower water, but its height will increase in inversepro
portion to its deceleration. I think the poor boy is in for
shock.'
About two-and-a-half minutes after the detonation a thun
derous roar, which seemed as if it might shake the TV to
pieces, filled the room. It lasted about two seconds beforeit
was suddenly reduced to a tolerable level. A new voice cutin
'Sorry about that, folks. We couldn't reach the volume
control in time. Whew! We never expected a deafening
racket like that. In fact, to be quite honest with you, we
didn't expect any sound at all from an explosion so deep
under water.'
'Fool.' Liberal as ever, Morro had supplied refreshment
for the entertainment, and he now took a delicate sip ofhis
Glenfiddich. Burnett took a large gulp of his. I
'My word, that was a bang.' The original commentator
was back on the air. He was silent for some time while the
camera, still on full zoom, remained fixed on the incoming
tidal wave. 'I don't think I like this too much. That wave
might not be so big but I've never seen anything moving
fast. I wonder - ' I
The viewers were not to find out what he was wondering
about. He gave an articulate cry, there was an accompanying
crashingsound and suddenly the tidal wave on the screen
was replaced by an empty expanse- of blue sky.
'He's been hit by the blast shock wave. I should have
warned them about that, I suppose' If Morro was covered
with remorse he was hiding it well. 'Couldn't have been a
that bad, or the camera wouldn't still be functioning.'
As usual Morro was right. Within seconds the commen-
tor was on the air again but was clearly so dazed that he
had forgotten the fact.
'Jesus Christ! My bloody head!' Therewas a pause,
punctuated by a fair amount of wheezing and groaning.
Sorry about that, viewers. Mitigating circumstances. Now I
know what it's like to be hit by an express train. If I maybe
spared a feeble joke, I know the occupation I'd like tohave
tomorrow. A glazier. That blast must have broken a million
windows in the city. Let's see if this camera is stillfunction-ing
It was functioning. As the camera was lifted back to the
upright the blue sky was gradually replaced by the ocean,
the operator had obviously advanced the zoom, for the fan
was once again in the picture. It had grown no larger and
appeared to be in the first beginnings of disintegrationbe-
cause it had become ragged and was gradually losing its
shape. A faint greyish cloud, perhaps two miles high, could
be seen faintly drifting away.
'I think it's falling back into the ocean. Can you see that
cloud drifting away to the left - to the south ? That can'tbe
water, surely. I wonder if it's a radio-active cloud.'
'It's radio-active, all right,' Morro said. 'But thatgreyness
is not radio-activity; it's water vapour held insuspension.'
Burnett said: 'I suppose you're aware, you bloodless bas-
tard, that that cloud is lethal?'
'An unfortunate by-product. It will disperse. Besides, no
land mass lies in its way. One assumes that the competent
authorities, if there are any in this country, will warnship-
ping.'
The centre of interest had now clearly changed from the
now-dispersing giant fan to the incoming tidal wave,because
the camera had now locked on that.
'Well, there she comes.' There was just a hint of a tremor
in the commentator's voice. 'It's slowed down, but it'sstill
moving faster than any express train I've ever seen. Andit's
getting bigger. And bigger.' He paused for a few seconds.
'Apart from hoping that the police and army are a hundred
per cent right in saying that the entire lower area of thecity
has been evacuated, I think I'll shut up for a minute. Idon't
have the words for this. Nobody could. Let the camera do
the talking.'
He fell silent, and it was a reasonable assumption that
hundreds of millions of people throughout the world did the
same. Words could never convey to the mind the frightening
immensity of that massive on-rushing wall of water: but the
eyes could.
When the tidal wave was a mile away it had slowed down
to not much more than fifty miles an hour, but was at least
twenty feet in height. It was not a wave in thetrue sense,just
an enormously smooth and unbroken swell, completely silent
in its approach, a silence that served only to intensify theim-
pression that here was an alien monster, evil, malevolent,
bent upon a mindless destruction. Half a mile away itseemed
to rear its head and white showed along the top like a
giant surf about to break, and it was at this point thatthe
level of the still untroubled waters between the tidal wave
and the shore perceptibly began to fall as if being suckedinto
the ravenous jaw of the monster, as indeed they were.
And now they could hear the sound of it, a deep and rum-
bling roar which intensified with the passing of every mom-
ent, rising to such a pitch that the volume controller hadto
turn down the sound. When it was fifty yards away, just asit
was breaking, the waters by the foreshore drained away com-
pletely, leaving the ocean bed showing. And then, with the
explosive sound of a giant thunder-clap directly overhead,
the monster struck.
Momentarily that was all there was to it as all visualdefin-
ition was lost in a sheet of water that rose a hundredvertical
feet and spray that rose five times that height as the wave
smashed with irresistible power into the buildings thatlined
the waterfront. The sheet of water was just beginning tofall,
although the spray was still high enough to obliterate the
view of the dispersing fan of the hydrogen explosion, when
the tidal wave burst through the concealing curtain andlaid
its ravenous claws on the waiting city.
Great torrents of water, perhaps thirty to forty feet high,
seething, bubbling, white like giant maelstroms, bearing
along on their tortured surfaces an infinity ofindescribable
unidentifiable debris, rushed along the east-west canyonsof
Los Angeles, sweeping along in their paths the hundreds of
abandoned cars that lay in their paths. It seemed as if the
city was to be inundated, drowned and remain no more than
a memory, but, surprisingly, this was not to be so,largely,
perhaps, because of the rigid building controls that hadbeen
imposed after the Long Beach earthquake of 1933. Every
building lining the front had been destroyed: the cityitself
remained intact.
Gradually, with the rising lift of the land and thespending
of its strength, the torrent slowed, its levels fell away,and
finally, exhausted, began, with an almost obscene sucking
sound, its appetite slaked, to return to the ocean whenceit
had come. As always with a tidal wave there was to be a
secondary one, but although this too reached into the cityit
was on such a comparatively minor scale that it was hardly
worth the remarking.
Morro, for once, bordered almost on the complacent.
'Well, I think that possibly might give them something to
think about.'
Burnett began to swear, with a fervour and singular lack of
repetition that showed clearly that a considerable part ofhis
education must have been spent in fields other than thepurely
academic, remembered belatedly that he was in the presence
of ladies, reached for the Glenfiddich and fell silent.
Ryder stood in stoical silence as a doctor removed splintersof
glass from his head: like many others he had been lookingout
through the windows when the blast had struck. Barrow,
who had just suffered the attentions of the same doctor,was
mopping blood from his face. He accepted a glass of some
stimulant from an aide and said to Ryder: 'Well, what did
you think of that little lot ?'
'Something will have to be done about it, and that's afact.
There's only one thing to do with a mad dog and that is to
put it down.'
'The chances ?'
'Better than even.'
Barrow looked at him curiously. 'It's hard to tell. Do you
look forward to gunning him down ?'
'Certainly not. You know what they call us - peaceofficers.
However, if he even looks like batting an eyelid - '
'I'm still unhappy about this.' Brigadier-General Culver's
expression bore out his words. 'I think this is mostinadvisable.
Most. Not that I doubt your capabilities, Sergeant. God
knows, you're a proven man. But you have to be emotionally
involved. That is not a good thing. And your fiftiethbirthday
lies behind you. I'm being honest, you see. I have young,fit,
highly trained - well, killers if you want. I think - '
'General.' Culver turned as Major Dunne touched his
arm. Dunne said gently: 'I'll give you my personalaffidavit
that Sergeant Ryder is probably the most emotionally stable
character in the State of California. As for thosesuper-fit
young assassins in your employ - why don't you bring one of
them in here and watch Ryder take him apart ?'
'Well. No. I still - '
'General.' It was Ryder, and still showing no emotion.
'Speaking with my accustomed modesty / tracked Morro
down. Jeff, here, devised the plan for tonight. My wife isup
there, as is my daughter. Jeff and I have the motivation.
None of your boys has. But, much more importandy, we have
the right. Would you deny a man his rights?'
Culver looked at him for a long moment, then smiled and
nodded acceptance. 'It is perhaps a pity, I think, thatyou're
about a quarter century beyond the age for enlistment.'
As they were leaving the viewing room Susan Ryder said to
Morro: 'I understand that you are having visitors tonight?'
Morro smiled. As far as it was possible for him to form an
attachment for anyone he had formed one for Susan. 'We are
being honoured.'
'Would it - would it be possible to just see thePresident?'
Morro raised an eyebrow. 'I would not have thought, Mrs
Ryder -'
'Me? If I were a man instead of the lady I pretend to be I
would tell you what to do with the President. AnyPresident.
It's for my daughter - she'll talk about it for ever.'
'Sorry. It's out of the question.'
'What harm would it do?'
'None. One does not mix business with pleasure.' He
looked curiously at her. 'After you've seen what I've just
done - you still talk to me ?'
She said calmly: 'I don't believe you intend to kill any-
one.'
He looked at her in near-astonishment. 'Then I'm a failure.
The rest of the world does.'
'The rest of the world hasn't met you. Anyway, the Presi-
dentmight ask to see us.'
'Why should he?' He smiled again. 'I cannot believe that
you and the President are in league.'
'I wouldn't like to be either. Remember what he said
about you last night - an utterly ruthless criminal wholly
devoid of even the slightest trace of humanitarian scruples.I
don't for a moment believe that you intend any harm to any
of us, but the President might well ask to view the bodiesas
a preliminary to negotiations.'
'You are a clever woman, Mrs Ryder.' He touched her
once on the shoulder, very gently. 'We shall see.'
At 11 a.m. a Lear jet touched down at Las Vegas. Two men
emerged and were escorted to one of five waiting policecars.
Within fifteen minutes four other planes arrived and eight
men were transferred to the four other police cars. Thepolice
convoy moved off. The route to their destination was sealed
off to all traffic.
At 4 p.m. in the afternoon three gentlemen arrived at
Sassoon's office from Culver City. They were warned upon
arrival that they would not be allowed to leave until mid-
night. They accepted the news with equanimity.
At 4.45 p.m. Air Force One, the Presidential jet, touched
down at Las Vegas.
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At 5.30 p.m. Culver, Barrow, Mitchell and Sassoon
entered the small ante-room off Sassoon's office.The three
gentlemen from Culver City were smoking, drinking and had
about them an air of justifiable pride. Culver said: Tvejust
learned about this. Nobody ever tells me anything.'
Ryder said: cIf my young daughter saw me do you think
there's any power on earth that would stop her from crying
out "Daddy" ?'
Ryder now had brown hair, brown moustache, brown
eyebrows and even brown eyelashes. The well-filled cheeks
now had pouches in them, and there were slight traces of a
long-healed double scar on the right cheek. His nose wasnot
the one he'd had that morning. Susan Ryder would have
brushed by him in the street without a second glance. Nor
would her son or Parker have merited a second glance either
At 5.50 p.m. Air Force One touched down at Los Angeles
International airport. Even a tidal wave has no effect onthe
massively reinforced concrete of a runway.
At 6 p.m. Morro and Dubois were seated before a voice-box
Morro said: 'There can be no mistake?' It was a question
but there was no question in his voice.
'Presidential seal, sir. They were met by two unmarked
police cars and an ambulance. Seven men disembarked. Five
of them were the men we saw on TV last night. My life on
that. Mr Muldoon seems to be in very poor shape. He was
helped down the steps by two men who took him to the
ambulance.One was carrying what I took to be a medicine
bag.'
'Describe them.'
The observer, obviously highly trained, described them
Down to the last detail his description tallied exactlywith
the way both Jeff and Parker looked at that moment.
Morro said: 'Thank you. Return.' He switched off, smiled
and looked at Dubois. 'Mumain is the best in the business.'
He has no equal.'
Morro picked up a microphone and began to dictate.
Sassoon switched off the wall-box and looked around the
room. 'He does seem quite gratified at the prompt arrivalof
his guests, doesn't he ?'
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At 7.30 p.m. the next and last message came through from
Morro. He said: 'It is to be hoped that there was no lossof
life this morning. As I have said, if there were the faultwas
not mine. One regrets the considerable physical damage
inevitable in the circumstances. I trust that the displaywas
sufficiently impressive to convince everyone that I have inmy
power the means to implement my promises.
'It will come as a surprise to no one to know that I am
aware that the presidential party landed at ten minutes to
six this evening. They will be picked up by helicopter at
exacdy nine o'clock. The helicopter will land in theprecise
centre of Los Angeles airport which will be fullyilluminated
by searchlights or whatever means you care to employ. No
attempt will be made to trace or follow the helicopterafter
take-off. We will have the President of the United States
aboard. That is all'
At 9 p.m. the presidential party duly boarded thehelicopter.
Considerable difficulty was experienced in hoisting Muldoon
aboard, but it was finally achieved without precipitating
another heart seizure. For air hostesses they had twoguards,
each equipped with an Ingram machine-gun. One of them
went around and fitted each of the seven men with a black
hood, which was secured at the neck by draw-strings. The
President protested furiously, and was ignored.
The President was Vincent Hillary, widely regarded as the
best character actor Hollywood had ever produced. Even
without make-up he had borne a remarkable resemblance
to the President. By the time the make-up artist hadfinished
with him in Las Vegas the President himself would havestood
in front of a plate of transparent glass and gone on oaththat
he was looking into a mirror. He had a remarkable capacity
for modulating his voice so as to imitate a remarkably wide
range of people. Hillary was expendable and was cheerfully
prepared to acknowledge the fact.
The Chief of Staff was a certain Colonel Greenshaw,
lately retired from the Green Berets. Nobody knew the
number of deaths that lay at his door, and he had never
cared to enumerate. It was widely said that the only thinghe
really cared about was killing people: and he was un-
questionably very good at this.
The Defense Secretary was one Harlinson, a man tipped
to be one of the choices to succeed Barrow as head of the
FBI. He looked almost more like the Defense Secretary than
the Defense Secretary did. He was said to be very good at
looking after himself.
The Secretary of State was, of all things, a remarkably
successful attorney-at-law who had once been an Ivy League
professor. Johannsen had nothingin particular to recom-
mend him - he wouldn't even have known how to load a
gun - except the intense patriotism of a first-generation
American and his uncanny resemblance to the real Secretary.
But his own private make-up men had improved even on
that.
The Assistant Treasury Secretary, one Myron Bonn, had
also some pretensions towards being a scholar, and un-
cannily bore out a statement earlier made by Ryder. He was
at present in the throes about writing a thesis for hisexternal
Ph.D., and remarkably erudite it was, but then the thesiswas
about prison conditions and the suggested ameliorations
thereof upon which he was an undoubted expert: the thesis
was being written in a cell in Death Row, where he wasawait-
ing execution. He had three things going for him. Being a
criminal does not necessarily make a man less a patriot.His
original resemblance, now perfected, to the AssistantSecre-
tary, had been astonishing. And he was widely regarded by
the police as being the most lethal man in the UnitedStates,
behind bars or outside them. He was a multiple murderer.
Oddly, he was an honest man.
Muldoon, the Treasury Secretary, was unquestionably the
piece de resistance. Like Hillary - both of whom were to putup
performances that night worth platinum Oscars - he was an
actor. It had taken the unremitting efforts of no less than
three of the best special-effects make-up men in Hollywood-
it had taken them six hours - to transfer him into what he
was. Ludwig Johnson had suffered in the process and was
still suffering, for even a man weighing two hundred pounds
to begin with does not care to carry another unnecessary
sixty pounds around with him. On the other hand, the make-
up men had made that sixty pounds look like one hundred
and thirty, and for that he was reasonably grateful.
So, purely by chance and not from necessity, three of them
were men of unquestionableaction while three would not
have said boo to the proverbial goose. Ryder would not have
cared if all six were in the latter category. But so thecards
had fallen.
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The helicopter hedge-hopped its way due east, no doubt to
fly under the radar which the pilot may have mistakenly
imagined was following him. After a certain distance he
turned sharply to the north-west and set his craft downnear
the town of Gorman. At this point they were transferred toa
minibus which stopped just south of Greenfield. Here they
were transferred to another helicopter. Throughout Mul-
doon's sufferings were heart-wrenching to behold. At
eleven o'clock precisely the helicopter set them down inthe
courtyard of the Adlerheim. Not that any of the visitorswas
to know that. Their blindfolds were not removed until they
were inside the refectory-cum-prayer-hall of the castle.
Monro and Dubois greeted them. There were others in the
unofficial welcoming committee, but they hardly counted as
all they did was to stand around watchfully with Ingram
machine-guns in their hands. They were in civilian clothes.
To have worn their customary robes would have been to
wear too much.
Morro was unexpectedly deferential. 'You are welcome,
Mr President.'
'Renegade!'
'Come,come.' Morro smiled. 'We have met together to
negotiate, not recriminate. And as a non-American how can
I be a renegade ?'
'Worse! A man who is capable of doing today what you
did to Los Angeles is capable of anything. Capable,perhaps,
of kidnapping the President of the United States andholding
him to ransom?' Hillary laughed contemptuously and it was
more than possible that he was even enjoying himself. 'Ihave
put my life at risk, sir.'
'If you care to, you may leave now. Call me what you wish
- renegade, rogue, criminal, murderer, a man, as you say,
totally without any humanitarian scruples. But my personal
integrity, even though it may be that of what you would
term an international bandit, my word of honour, is not for
question. You could not be safer, sir, in the Oval Room.'
'Ha!' Hillary went slowly red in the face with anger, an
achievement which the world would have regarded asa re-
markable thespian feat and for which he was widely re-
nowned : in fact, many people can do just that by holding
their breath and expanding the stomach muscles' to the
maximum extent. Slowly, imperceptibly, Hillary relaxed his
muscles and began, again unobtrusively, to breathe again.
His colour returned to normal. 'Damned if I couldn't even
begin to believe you,'
Morro bowed. It wasn't much of a bow, an inch at the
most, but it was nevertheless a token of appreciation. 'You
dome an honour. The photographs, Abraham.'
Dubois handed across several blown-up pictures of the
presidential party. Morro went from man to man, carefully
scrutinizing both man and picture in turn. When he was
finished he returned to Hillary. 'A word apart, if youplease?'
Whatever emotion Hillary felt his thirty-five years' acting
experience concealed it perfectly. He had not been briefed
for this. Morro said: 'Your Assistant Treasury Secretary.
Why is he here? I recognize him, of course, but why?'
Hillary's face slowly congealed until both it and his eyes
were positively glacial. 'Look at Muldoon.'
'I take your point. You have come, perhaps, to discuss,
shall we say, financial matters ?'
, 'Among other things.'
'That man with the brown hairand moustache. He looks
like a policeman.'
'Damn it to hell, he is a policeman. A Secret Serviceguard.
Don't you know that the President always has a Secret Ser-
vice guard ?'
'He didn't accompany you on the plane today.'
'Of course he didn't. He's the head of my west coast Secret
Service. I thought you'd be better informed than that.Don't
you know that in flight I never - ' He broke off. 'How did
you know - '
Morro smiled. 'Perhaps my intelligence is almost as good
as yours. Come, let us rejoin the others.' They walked back
and Morro said to one of the guards: 'Bring the doctor.'
It was a bad moment. Morro could have sent for the doc-
tor, Ryder thought, to check on Muldoon. No one had
thought of this possibility.
Morro said: 'I am afraid, gentlemen, that it will be neces-
sary to search you.'
'Search me?Search the President?' Hillary did his turkey-
cock act again, then unbuttoned his overcoat and coat and
flung them wide. 'I have never been subjected to such dam-
nable humiliation in my life. Do it yourself.'
'My apologies. On second thoughts it will not be necessary.
Not for the other gentlemen. Except one. Ah, Doctor.'
Peggy's physician had appeared on the scene. He pointed to
Jeff. 'This young man is alleged to be a physician. Would
you examine his case ?'
Ryder breathed freelyagain and was quite unmoved when
Morro pointed a ringer at him. 'This, Abraham, is thePresi-
dent's Secret Service agent. He might, perhaps, be awalking
armoury.'
The giant approached. Unbidden Ryder removed both
overcoat and coat and dropped them to the floor. Dubois
searched him with an embarrassing thoroughness, smiling at
the sight of Ryder's tightly clenched fists, even going tothe
lengths of poking inside his socks and examining his shoesfor
false heels. He looked at Morro and said: 'So far, sogood.'
He then picked up Ryder's overcoat and coat and exam-
ined them with excruciating thoroughness, paying particu-
lar attention to the linings and the hemmed stitching.Finally
he returned them both to Ryder, keeping only the two ball-
points he had taken from the coat's breast pocket.
During the time of this examination Morro's physician
was examining Jeff's case with a thoroughness that matched
Dubois's examination of Ryder.
Dubois crossed to Morro, took a photograph, pulled a
particularly unpleasant gun from his waist, reversed the
photograph, handed one of the pens to Ryder and said:
'The point is retracted. I do not care to press the button.
Peoplecan do all sorts of things with ballpoints these days.I
mean no offence, of course. Perhaps you would care to write
something. My gun is on your heart.'
'Jesus!' Ryder took photograph and pen, pressed the but-
ton, wrote, retracted the point and handed both back to
Dubois. Dubois glanced at it and said to Morro: 'This isnot
a very friendly message. It says: "The Hell with youall''.'
He handed the other pen to Ryder. 'My gun is still on your
heart.'
Ryder wrote and handed the photograph back to Dubois,
who turned to Morro and smiled. ' "In triplicate", hesays.'
He handed both pens back.
Morro's physician returned and handed the case back to
Jeff. He looked at Morro and smiled gently. 'Some day, sir,
you will supply me with a medical case as superb as thisone.'
'We can't all be the President of the United States.' The
doctor smiled, bowed and left.
Hillary said: 'Now that all this needless tomfoolery isover
may I ask you if you know something about the late evening
habits of the President ? I know we haven't all night, but
surely there is time -'
'I am aware that I have been most remiss in my hospi-
tality. But I had to observe certain precautions. You must
know that. Gentlemen.'
Settled in Morro's private office suite the company might
have been sampling the sybaritic comforts of some exclusive
country club. Two of Morro's staff, incongruously - forthem
- in black-tied evening suits, moved around with drinks.
Morro kept his usually impassive but occasionally smiling
calm. It could have been the greatest moment of his life,but
he wasn't letting it show. He was sitting beside Hillary.
Hillary said: 'I am the President of the United States.'
'I am aware of that.'
'I am also a politician and, above all, I hope, astatesman.
I have learned to accept the inevitable. You willappreciate
that I am in a dreadfully embarrassing position.'
'I am aware of that also.'
'I have come to bargain.' There was a long pause. 'A
famous British Foreign Secretary once demanded: "Would
you send me naked to the conference table?" '
Morro said nothing.
'One request. Before I commit myself publicly, even to my
cabinet, may I talk to you privately ?'
Morro hesitated.
'I bear no arms. Bring that giant with you if you will. Or
do I ask too much?'
'No.'
'Youagree?'
'In the circumstances, I can do no less.' 0
'Thank you.' An irritable note crept into Hillary's voice.
'Is it necessary that we have three armed guards to watch
eight defenceless men ?'
'Habit, Mr President.'
Muldoon was slumped forward in his chair - his massive
back was almost to them - and Jeff, a stethoscope hanging
from his neck, was holding a glass of water and sometablets
in his hand. Hillary raised his voice and said: 'The usual,
Doctor ?'
Jeff nodded.
'Digitalis,' Hillary said.
'Ah! A heart stimulant, is it not ?'
'Yes.' Hillary sipped his drink, then said abruptly: 'You
have hostages here, of course?'
'We have. They have come to no harm, I assure you.'
'I can't understand you, Morro. Highly civilized, highly
intelligent, reasonable - yet you behave as you do. What
drives you ?'
'There are some matters I prefer not to discuss.'
'Bringme those hostages.'
'Why?'
'Bring them or, as sure as God's in heaven, I will not deal
with you. I may be making the mistake of taking you at your
face value. You may - I only say may - be the inhuman mon-
ster you're said to be. If they are dead, which God forbid
you may take the life of the President before he will deal
with you.'
Some time passed, then Morro said: 'Do you know Mrs
Ryder ?'
' Who is she ?'
'One of our hostages. It sounds as if you were intelepathic
communication with her.'
Hillary said: 'I have China to worry about. I have Russia
to worry about. I have the European Common Market. The
economy. The recession. A man's mind can accommodate
only so many things. Who is this - her name ?'
'Mrs Ryder'.
'If she is alive, bring her. If she's all that telepathic I
could replace my Vice-President. And the others.'
'I knew beforehand - and the lady knew - that you would
make such a request. Very well. Ten minutes.' Morro
snappedhis fingers at a guard.
The ten minutes passed swiftly enough, much too swiftly
for the hostages, but it was time and to spare for Ryder.
Morro, with his customary hospitality, had offered each
hostage a drink and warned them that their stay would be
brief. The centre of attraction was inevitably Hillary who,
wearily but charmingly, out-presidented any President who
had ever lived. Morro did not leave his side. Even an in-
human monster - and it was not proven that he was - had
hishuman side: it is not given to every man to present a
President to his people.
Ryder, glass in hand, wandered around, spending an in-
consequential word with those whom he met. He approached
a person, who was perhaps the fifth or sixth person he'd
chatted to, and said: 'You're Dr Healey.'
'Yes. How did you know?'
Ryder didn't tell him how he knew. He'd studied too many
photographs too long. 'Can you maintain a deadpan face ?'
Healey looked at him and maintained a deadpan face.
'Yes.'
.'My name is Ryder.'
'Oh yes?' Healey smiled at the waiter who refilled his
glass.
'Where's the button? The switch?'
'To the right. Elevator. Four rooms, fourth along.'
Ryder wandered away, spoke to one or two others, then
accidentally ran into Healey again.
'Tell no one. Not even Susan.' The reference, he knew,
would establish his credibility beyond any doubt. 'In the
fourth room?'
'Small booth. Steel door inside. He has the key. The but-
ton's inside.'
'Guards ?'
'Four.Six. Courtyard.'
Ryder wandered away and sat down. Healey happened by.
'There are steps beyond the elevator.' Ryder didn't evenlookup
Ryder observed, without observing, that his son was doing
magnificently. The dedicated physician, he did not once
leave Muldoon's side, didn't once glance at his mother or
his sister. He was due, Ryder reflected, for promotion to
sergeant, at least. It never occurred to Ryder to thinkabout
his own future.
Two minutes later Morro courteously called a halt to the
proceedings. Obediently, the hostages filed out. Neither
Susan nor Peggy had as much as given a second glance to
either Ryder or his son.
Morro rose. 'You will excuse me, gentlemen. I am going to
have a brief and private talk with the President. A few
minutes only, I assure you.' He looked around the room.
Three armed guards, each with an Ingram, two waiters, each
with a concealed pistol. Carrying securityto ridiculous
lengths: but that was how he survived, had survived allthose
long and hazardous years. 'Come, Abraham.'
The three men left and moved along the corridor to the
second door on the right. It was a small room, bare to the
point of bleakness, with only a table and few chairs. Morro
said: 'We have come to discuss high finance, Mr President.'
Hillary sighed. 'You are refreshingly - if disconcertingly-
blunt. Do you mean to tell me you have no more of that
splendid Scotch left ?'
'Heaven send - or should I say Allah send - that we
should show any discourtesy to the leader of- well, never
mind. You mentioned the inevitable. It takes a great mindto
accept the inevitable.' He sat in silence while Duboisbrought
a glass and a bottle of what appeared to be the inevitable
Glenfiddich to the small desk before Morro. He watched in
silence while Dubois poured then raised his glass. It wasnot
to be in a toast. He said: 'The negotiating point?'
'You will understand why I wished to talk in private. I,
the President of the United States, feel that I am sellingout
the United States. Ten billion dollars.'
'We shall drink to that.'
Ryder, glass in hand, wandered slowly, aimlessly, round the
room. In his overcoat pocket he had, as instructed, pressed
the button of his ball-point six times and, as promised,the
writing tip had fallen off at the sixth time. Harlinson was
standing close to one of the waiters. Greenshaw had just
ordered another drink.
Muldoon - Ludwig Johnson - had his back to the com-
pany. He shuddered and made a peculiar moaning noise.
Instantly Jeff bent over him, hand on his pulse and stetho-
scope to his heart. Jeff's face could be seen to tighten.Jeff
pulled back his coat, undid the massive waistcoat and pro-
ceeded to do something that none of the guards could see.
One of them said: 'What is wrong?'
'Shut up!'Jeff was very curt indeed. 'He is extremely ill.
Heart massage.' He looked at Bonn. 'Lift his back up.'
Bonn bent to do so, and as he did there came a faint
zipping noise. Ryder cursed inwardjy. Plastic zips were
meant to be noiseless. The guard who had spoken took a step
forward. His face was a blend of suspicion anduncertainty.
'What was that?'
The nearest guard was only three feet from Ryder. Even
with a pen it was impossible to miss at that range. Theguard
made a weird sighing noise, crumpled and fell sideways tothe
floor. The two other guards turned and stared in disbelief.
They stared for almost three seconds, a ludicrously long
time for Myron Bonn, the legal luminary from Donnemara,
to shoot them both through the heart with a silenced Smith&
Wesson. At the same instant Greenshaw chopped the man
bending over him and Harlinson did the same for the other
waiter standing in front of him.
Johnson had worn a double-thickness zipped bodice
under his shirt. Below that he had worn a cover of sorbo
rubber, almost a foot thick, where the lower part of his
stomach ought to have been. Next to his skin he had worn
another sheet of sorbo rubber, almost but not quite asthick,
which was why it had taken three special make-up men six
man-hours to fit him out to Muldoon's physical specifica-
tions. Between the two layers of sorbo rubber had lainthree
rubber-wrapped pistols and the disassembled parts of two
Kalashnikov machine-guns. It took Ryder and his son less
than a minute to reassemble the Kalashnikovs.
Ryder said: 'Bonn, you're the marksman. Stay outside the
door. Anybody comes along the corridor, either side, you
know what to do.'
'I get to finish my thesis? A doctorate, no less?'
'I'll come to your graduation ceremony. Jeff, Colonel
Greenshaw, Mr Harlinson: there are armed guards out in the
courtyard. I don't carehow much noise you make. Kill
them.'
'Dad!' Jeff's face was white and shocked and beseeching.
'Give that Kalashnikov to Bonn. Those people would have
killed a million, millions, of your fellow Californians.'
'But God! Dad!'
'Your mother . ..'
Jeff left. Greenshaw and Harlinson followed. Bonn and
Ryder moved out after them into the corridor, and it was
then.that Ryder made his first mistake since his grouchy
lieutenant had called him at home to inform him of the San
Ruffino break-in.It wasn't a mistake, really; he had noidea
where Morro and Dubois had taken Hillary. It was just that
he was extremely tired. He normally would have taken into
account the possibility that Morro had gone to a room
between where he stood and the elevator to the caverns
below. But he was very, very tired. To all the world helooked
like a man of indestructible iron. But no man isindestructible.
No man is made of iron.
He listened to the stuttering bark of the Kalashnikovs and
wondered whether Jeff would ever forgive him. Probably not,
he thought, probably not, and it was little consolation to
know that millions of Californians would. If. Not yet. The
time was not yet.
Fifteen feet down the corridor to his right Dubois, gun in
hand, came out, followed by Morro dragging Hillary with
him. Ryder lifted his Kalashnikov and Dubois died. It was
impossible to seewhere the bullet had struck and Ryder had
not pressed the trigger. The future doctor of philosophywas
still earning his degree.
Morro was moving away, dragging his human shield
with him. The elevator gate was less than fifteen feetaway.
'Stay here,' Ryder said. His voice was strangely quiet.
'Watch out to the left.' He switched the Kalashnikov to
single-shot and squeezed the trigger. He didn't want to doit,
he hated to do it. Hillary had cheerfully admitted that he
was expendable, but he still remained, as he had provedthat
night, a strangely likeable human being. Brave, cheerful,
courageous and human: but so were millions of Californians.
- The bullet hit Morro's left shoulder. He didn't shriek or
cry, he just grunted and kept on dragging Hillary to the
elevator. The gate was open. He thrust Hillary in and was
disappearing himself when the second bullet struck him in
the thigh, and this time he did cry out. Any ordinary man
with a smashed femur either passes into unconsciousness or
waits for an ambulanceto come; after the initial impact ofa
serious wound there is no great pain, just a numbed shock:
the pain comes later. But Morro, as the world now knew, was
no ordinary man; the elevator gate closed and the sound of
its whining descent was proof enough that Morro still hadthe
awareness to find the descent button. '
Ryder reached the blanked face of the shaft and stopped.
For a second, two, three, all he could think of was Morro
making his way towards the apocalyptic button. Then he
remembered what Healey had said. Stairs.
They were only ten feet away and unlit. There had to be a
light but he did not know where the switch was. He stumbled
down the first flight in total darkness and fell heavily ashe
struck a wall. There were flights of stairs. He turnedright,
found the next flight and this time was careful enough to
anticipate the end of them. Automatically, as many people
do, he had counted the number of steps to a flight.Thirteen.
Good old Ryder, he thought savagely, even a boy scout
would have thought to bring a flash-light. The third flighthe
negotiated with all the careful speed at his command. The
fourth was easy, for it was awash with light.
The lift was there, its door open, a dazed Hillary sitting
against one side and massaging the back of his head. He
didn't see Ryder and Ryder didn't see him. Ahead were a
series of what appeared to be caverns. The fourth, Healey
had said, the fourth. Ryder reached the fourth, and then he
saw Morro inside the little plywood booth hauling himselfto
his feet, a key in his hand. He must have been dragging
himself along the floor like a wounded animal, for all lifein
his leg had gone and the agonizing progress he had made was
clearly limned by the track of blood.
Morro fumbled with the key and had the door open. He
lurched inside, an insane dreamer in an insane dreamer's
world. Ryder lifted his Kalashnikov. There was no dramatic
urgency. There was time.
Ryder said: 'Stop, Morro, stop! Please stop.'
Morro was dreadfully injured. By that time his mind must
have been in the same way. But, even if he had been well
both in body and mind he wouldprobably have acted in the
same way: sick or in health, for the mercifully few Morrosin
the world, fanaticism is their sole sustaining power, thewell-
spring of their being.
Morro had, incredibly, reached a calibrated, dialled
metallic box and was beginning to unscrew a transparent
plastic cover that housed a red knob. Ryder was still tenfeet
away, too far away to stop him.
He switched the Kalashnikov's slide from single-shot to
automatic. ...
Susan said: 'How can you bear to drink that dreadful man's
whisky ?'
'Any port in a storm.' Susan was both crying and shaking,
a combination Ryder had never seen before. He tightened
his arm around his daughter who was sitting on the otherarm
of his chair and nodded across Morro's office where Burnett
was conducting a seminar. 'What's good enough for a
professor - '
'Do be quiet. You know, I rather like the way you look.
Maybe you should stay that way.'
Ryder sipped some more Glenfiddich in silence.
She said: 'I'm sorry in a way. Okay, he was a fiend. But
he was a kindly fiend.'
Ryder knew how to keep the one person in the world. He
kept silent.
'End of a nightmare,' Susan said. 'Happy ever after.'
'Yes. Thefirst chopper should be here in ten minutes. And
bed for you, young lady. Happy ever after ? That's asmaybe.
Perhaps we'll be as lucky as Myron Bonn there, and have a
stay of execution. Perhaps not. I don't know. Somewhere out
there in the darkness the monster is still crouched on the
doorstep, waiting.'
'What on earth do you mean, John ? You never talk like
that.'
'True. Something a professor in CalTech said. I think
maybe we should go and live in New Orleans.'
'What on earth for?'
'They've never had an earthquake there.'
THE END
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