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ANTONI O CAVALLI stared intently at the Arab, who he

consi dered | ooked far too young to be a Deputy Anmbassador.
"One hundred million dollars,' Cavalli said, pronouncing
each word slowy and deliberately, giving them al nost
reverential respect.

Ham d Al (Cbaydi flicked a worry bead across the top of his
wel | - mani cured thunb, making a click that was beginning to
irritate Cavalli.

"One hundred million is quite acceptable,' the Deputy
Anbassador replied in a clipped English accent.

Caval I'i nodded. The only thing that worried hi mabout the
deal was that Al Obaydi had made no attenpt to bargain,
especially as the figure the Anerican had proposed was doubl e
t hat whi ch he had expected to get. Cavalli had | earned from
pai nful experience not to trust anyone who didn't bargain. It
I nevitably neant that they had no intention of paying in the
first place.

"If the figure is agreed,' he said, "all that is left to

di scuss is how and when the paynents will be nade.'

The Deputy Anbassador flicked another worry bead before he
nodded.

"Ten mllion dollars to be paid in cash imedi ately,' said
Cavalli, '"the remaining ninety mllion to be deposited in a
Swi ss bank account as soon as the contract has been carried
out .’

"But what do | get for my first ten mllion? asked the
Deputy Anbassador, |ooking fixedly at the man whose origi ns
were as hard to hide as his own.

"Nothing,' replied Cavalli, although he acknow edged t hat

the Arab had every right to ask. After all, if Cavalli didn't
honour his side of the bargain, the Deputy Anbassador had far
nore to |l ose than just his governnent's noney.

Al (baydi noved anot her worry bead, aware that he had

little choice - it had taken himtwo years just to get an
interviewwth Antonio Cavalli. Meanwhile, President Cinton
had settled into the Wite House, while his own | eader was
growi ng nore and nore inpatient for revenge. If he didn't



accept Cavalli's terns, Al Obaydi knew that the chances of
findi ng anyone el se capable of carrying out the task before
July the fourth were about as prom sing as zero coning up on
a roulette wheel with only one spin left.

Cavalli | ooked up at the vast portrait that dom nated the
wal I behind the Deputy Anbassador's desk. Hi s first contact
with Al Obaydi had been only days after the war had been
concluded. At the tinme the American had refused to deal wth
the Arab, as few people were convinced that the Deputy
Anbassador's | eader would scill be alive by the tine a
prelimnary neeting could be arranged.

As the nonths passed, however, it began to | ook to Caval l

as if his potential client mght survive | onger than

Presi dent Bush. So an exploratory neeting was agreed.

The venue sel ected was the Deputy Anbassador's office in
New York, on East 79th Street. Despite being a

little too public for Cavalli's taste, it had the virtue

of proving the credentials of the party claimng to be
wlling to invest one hundred mllion dollars in such a
daring enterprise.

" How woul d you expect the first ten mllion to be paid?
enqui red Al Obaydi, as if he were asking a real estate agent
about a down-paynent on a small house on the wong side of

t he Brooklyn Bridge.

'The entire anount nust be handed over in used, unmarked
hundred-dollar bills and deposited wth our bankers in
Newar k, New Jersey,' said the Anmerican, his eyes narrow ng.
"And M Qbaydi,' Cavalli added, 'I don't have to rem nd you
that we have machi nes that can verify. '

"You need have no anxi ety about us keeping to our side of
the bargain,' interrupted Al Cbaydi. 'The nobney is, as your
Western cliche suggests, a nere drop in the ocean. The only
concern | have is whether you are capable of delivering your
part of the agreenent.’

"You woul dn't have pressed so hard for this neeting if you
doubted we were the right people for the job,' retorted

Cavalli. '"But can | be as confident about you putting
toget her such a large anount of cash at such short notice?
"It may interest you to know, M Cavalli,' replied the

Deputy Anbassador, 'that the noney is already |lodged in a
safe in the basenent of the United Nations building. After
all, no one woul d expect to find such a vast sum deposited in
the vaults of a bankrupt body.'

The smle that remained on Al (baydi's face indicated that



the Arab was pleased with his little witticism despite the
fact that Cavalli's lips hadn't noved.

"The ten mllion will be delivered to your bank by m dday
tonorrow,' continued Al Obhaydi as he rose fromthe table to
I ndi cate that, as far he was concerned,

t he neeting was concl uded. The Deputy Anbassador stretched
out his hand and his visitor reluctantly shook it. Cavalli
gl anced up once again at the portrait of Saddam Hussei n,
turned, and quickly left.

When Scott Bradley entered the roomthere was a hush of
expect ancy.

He pl aced his notes on the table in front of him allow ng
his eyes to sweep around the |lecture hall. The room was
packed wi th eager young students hol di ng pens and pencils
poi sed above yel |l ow | egal pads.

"My nane is Scott Bradley,' said the youngest Professor in

the Law School, "and this is to be the first of fourteen
| ectures on Constitutional Law.' Seventy-four faces stared
down at the tall, sonmewhat dishevelled nman who obvi ously

hadn't noticed that the top button of his shirt was m ssing
and who couldn't have nmade up his mnd which side to part his
hai r that norning.
‘I"d like to begin this first lecture with a personal
statenent,' he announced. Sone of the pens and pencils were
laid to rest. 'There are nmany reasons to practise lawin this
country,' he began, 'but only one which is worthy of you, and
certainly only one that interests nme. It applies to every
facet of the law that you m ght be interested in pursuing,
and it has never been better expressed than in the engrossed
parchnment of The Unani nous Decl aration of the Thirteen United
States of Aneri ca.

"We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all nen
are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator
with certain inalienable Rights, that anong these are Life,
Li berty and the pursuit of Happiness." That one sentence is
what di stingui shes Anerica fromevery other country on earth.
"I'n some aspects, our nation has progressed mghtily
since 1776,' continued the Professor, still not having
referred to his notes as he wal ked up and down tuggi ng the
| apels of his well-worn Harris tweed jacket, '"while in others
we have noved rapidly backwards. Each of you in this hall can
be part of the next generation of |aw nakers or |aw breakers
-' he paused, surveying the silent gathering, '- and you have
been granted the greatest gift of all with which to hel p make



that choice, a first-class m nd. Wien ny col |l eagues and |
have finished with you, you can if you wish go out into the
real world and ignore the Declaration of |Independence as if
it were worth no nore than the parchnent it was witten on,
outdated and irrelevant in this nodern age. O,' he

conti nued, 'you may choose to benefit society by uphol di ng
the law. That is the course great |awers take. Bad | awers,
and | do not nean stupid ones, are those who begin to bend
the law, which, | submt, is only a step away from breaking
it. To those of you in this class who wish to pursue such a
course | nust advise that | have nothing to teach you,
because you are beyond | earning. You are still free to attend
ny |lectures, but "attending” is all you wll be doing.'

The roomwas so silent that Scott | ooked up to check they
hadn't all crept out. 'Not ny words,' he continued as he
stared at the intent faces, 'but those of Dean Thomas W
Swan, who lectured in this theatre for the first twenty-seven
years of this century. | see no reason not to repeat his
phi | osophy whenever | address an incom ng class of the Yale
Law School .'

The Professor opened the file in front of himfor the

first time. 'Logic,' he began, 'is the science and art of
reasoning correctly. No nore than conmopn sense, | hear you
say. And not hing so unconmon, Voltaire rem nds us. But those
who cry "conmon sense" are often the sane people who are too
| azy to train their m nds.

"Adiver Wendell Holnes once wote: "The life of the | aw

has not been logic, it has been experience." ' The pens and
penci|ls began to scratch furiously across the yell ow pages,
and continued to do so for the next fifty m nutes.

When Scott Bradley had cone to the end of his |ecture, he
closed his file, picked up his notes and marched qui ckly out
of the room He did not care to indul ge hinself by remaining
for the sustained appl ause that had foll owed his opening

| ecture for the past ten years.

Hannah Kopec had been considered an outsider as well as a

| oner fromthe start, although the latter was often thought
by those in authority to be an advant age.

Hannah had been told that her chances of qualifying were
slim but she had now cone through the toughest part, the
twel ve-nont h physical, and al though, despite her background,
she had never killed anyone - six of the | ast eight
applicants had - those in authority were now convi nced she
was capabl e of doing so. Hannah knew she coul d.



As the plane lifted off from Tel Aviv's Ben Gurion airport
for Heat hrow, Hannah pondered once again what had caused a
twenty-five-year-old woman at the height of her career as a
nodel to want to apply to join the Institute for Intelligence
and Special Tasks - better known as Mdssad - when she coul d
have had her pick of a score of rich husbands in a dozen
capitals.

Thirty-nine Scuds had | anded on Tel Aviv and Haifa during

the Gulf War. Thirteen people had been killed. Despite nuch
wai | i ng and beating of breasts, no revenge had been sought by
the Israeli Governnment because of sone tough political
bar gai ni ng by Janes

Baker, who had assured themthat the Coalition forces

woul d finish the job. The American Secretary of State had
failed to fulfil his prom se. But then, as Hannah often

refl ected, Baker had not lost his entire famly in one night.
The day she was di scharged from hospital, Hannah had

I mredi ately applied to join Mdssad. They had been di sm ssive
of her request, assum ng she would, in tinme, find that the
wound heal ed. Hannah visited the Mbssad headquarters every
day for the next two weeks, by which tine even they

acknow edged that the wound remai ned open and, nore

i mportantly, was still festering.

In the third week they reluctantly allowed her to join a
course for trainees, confident that she couldn't hope to
survive for nore than a few days, and would then return to
her career as a nodel. They were wong a second tinme. Revenge
for Hannah Kopec was a far nore potent drug than anbition.

For the next twelve nonths she worked hours that began before
the sun rose and ended |long after it had set. She ate food
that woul d have been rejected by a tranp and forgot what it
was like to sleep on a mattress. They tried everything to
break her, and they failed. To begin with the instructors had
treated her gently, fooled by her graceful body and
captivating | ooks, until one of themended up with a broken

|l eg. He sinply didn't believe Hannah could nove that fast. In
the classroomthe sharpness of her mnd was | ess of a
surprise to her instructors, though once again she gave them
little time to rest.

But now they'd conme onto her own ground.

Hannah had al ways, from a young age, taken it for granted
that she coul d speak several |anguages. She had been born in
Leningrad in 1968, and when fourteen years |ater her father

di ed, her nother imedi ately applied for an em gration permt



to Israel. The new

i beral wind that was bl ow ng across the Baltics nade it
possi bl e for her request to be granted.

Hannah's famly did not remain in a kibbutz for [ong: her

not her, still an attractive, sparkling wonan, received
several proposals of marriage, one of which cane froma
weal t hy wi dower. She accept ed.

When Hannah, her sister Ruth and brother David took up

their new residence in the fashionable district of Haifa,
their whole world changed. Their new stepfather doted on
Hannah's nother and | avished gifts on the famly he had never
had.

After Hannah had conpl eted her schooling she applied to

uni versities in America and England to study | anguages. Mana
didn't approve, and had often suggested that with such a
figure, glorious long black hair and | ooks that turned the
heads of nmen from seventeen to seventy, she should consider a
career in nodelling. Hannah | aughed and expl ai ned that she
had better things to do wth her life.

A few weeks later, after Hannah had returned from an

i nterview at Vasser, she joined her famly in Paris for their
sumrer hol i day. She al so planned to visit Ronme and London,
but she received so many invitations fromattentive Pari si ans
t hat when the three weeks were over she found she hadn't once
| eft the French capital. It was on the | ast Thursday of their
hol i day that the Mbde Rivoli Agency offered her a contract
that no anount of university degrees could have obtai ned for
her. She handed her return ticket to Tel Aviv back to her

not her and remained in Paris for her first job. Wile she
settled down in Paris her sister Ruth was sent to finishing
school in Zurich, and her brother David took up a place at

t he London School of Econom cs.

In January 1991, the children all returned to Israel to
celebrate their nother's fiftieth birthday. Ruth was now

a student at the Slade School of Art; David was conpleting
his studies for a PhD;, and Hannah was appeari ng once again on
the cover of Elle.

At the sanme tinme the Americans were massing on the Kuwaiti
border, and many Israelis were becom ng anxi ous about a war,
but Hannah's stepfather assured themthat |srael woul d not
get involved. In any case, their hone was on the north side
of the city and therefore i nmune to any attack.

A week |later, on the night of their nother's fiftieth
birthday, they all ate and drank a little too nuch, and then



slept alittle too soundly. Wien Hannah eventual |y woke, she
found herself strapped down in a hospital bed. It was to be
days before they told her that her nother, brother and sister
had been killed instantly by a stray Scud, and only her

st epf at her had survi ved.

For weeks Hannah lay in that hospital bed planni ng her
revenge. When she was eventual | y di scharged her stepfather
told her that he hoped she would return to nodelling, but

t hat he woul d support her in whatever she wanted to do.
Hannah i nfornmed himthat she was going to join Myssad.

It was ironic that she now found herself on a plane to
London that, under different circunstances, her brother m ght
have been taking to conplete his studies at the LSE. She was
one of eight trainee agents being despatched to the British
capital for an advanced course in Arabic. Hannah had al ready
conpl eted a year of night classes in Tel Aviv. Another six
nonths and the Iragis woul d believe she'd been born in
Baghdad. She could now think in Arabic, even if she didn't

al ways think |ike an Arab.

Once the 757 had broken through the clouds, Hannah stared
down at the wi nding River Thanes through the

little porthol e wi ndow. When she had lived in Paris she

had often fl own over to spend her nornings working in Bond
Street or Chel sea, her afternoons at Ascot or W nbl edon, her
eveni ngs at Covent Garden or the Barbican. But on this
occasion she felt no joy at returning to a city she had cone
to know so wel | .

Now, she was only interested in an obscure sub-faculty of
London University and a terraced house in a place called
Chal k Farm

ON THE JOURNEY BACK to his office on Wall Street, Antonio
Cavalli began to think nore seriously about A Obaydi and how
they had conme to neet. The file on his new client supplied by
their London office, and updated by his secretary Debbi e,
reveal ed that although the Deputy Anmbassador had been born in
Baghdad, he had been educated in Engl and.

When Caval li | eaned back, closed his eyes and recalled the
clipped accent and staccato delivery, he felt he m ght have
been in the presence of a British Arny officer. The

expl anation could be found in Al Cbaydi's file under
Educati on: The King's School, Wnbl edon, followed by three
years at London University reading |law. A Obaydi had al so
eaten his dinners at Lincoln's Inn, whatever that neant.

On returning to Baghdad, Al (Obaydi had been recruited by



the Mnistry of Foreign Affairs. He had risen rapidly,
despite the sel f-appoi ntnent of Saddam Hussei n as Presi dent
and the regul ar placenent of Ba'ath Party apparatchiks in
posts they were patently unqualified to fill

As Caval li turned another page of the file, it becane
obvious that Al Obaydi was a man wel | capabl e of adapting

hi nsel f to unusual circunstances. To be fair, that was

sonet hing Caval li also prided hinself on. Like A Obaydi

he had studied law, but in his case at Col unbia University
in New York. When that tinme of the year canme round for
graduates to 611 out their applications to join |eading | aw
firms, Cavalli was always shortlisted when the partners saw
his grades, but once they realised who his father was, he was
never intervi ewed.

After working fourteen hours a day for five years in one

of Manhattan's | ess prestigious | egal establishnents, the
young Caval li began to realise that it would be at | east
anot her ten years before he could hope to see his nane
enbossed on the firm s nmast head, despite having married one
of the senior partners' daughters. Tony Cavalli didn't have
ten years to waste, so he decided to set up his own | aw
practice and divorce his wfe.

In January 1982 Cavalli and Co. was incorporated, and ten
years later, on April 15th 1992, the conpany declared a
profit of $157,000, paying its tax demand in full. Wat the
conpany books did not reveal was that a subsidiary had al so
been fornmed in 1982, but not incorporated. A firmthat showed
no tax returns, and despite its profits nmounting year on
year, could not be checked up on by phoning Dun & Bradstreet
and requesting a conplete VIP business report. This

subsi diary was known to a small group of insiders as 'Skills'
- a conpany that specialised in solving problens that could
not be taken care of by thunbing through the Yell ow Pages.
Wth his father's contacts, and Cavalli's driving

anbition, the unlisted conpany soon nmade a reputation for
handl i ng probl ens that their unnanmed clients had previously
consi dered insoluble. Anong Cavalli's |atest assignnents had
been the recovery of taped conversations between Sinatra and
Nancy Reagan that were due to be published in Rolling Stone
and the theft of a Vernmeer fromlreland for an eccentric
Sout h Anerican collector. These coups were discreetly
referred to in the conpany of potential clients.

The clients thensel ves were vetted as carefully as if they
were applying to be nenbers of the New York Yacht C ub



because, as Tony's father had often pointed out, it would
only take one mi stake to ensure that he woul d spend the rest
of his life in less pleasing surroundi ngs than 23 East 75th
Street, or their villa in Lyford Cay.

Over the past decade, Tony had built up a small network of
representatives across the gl obe who supplied himw th
clients requiring a little help with a nore 'inmaginative
proposition. It was his Lebanese contact who had been
responsi bl e for introducing the man from Baghdad, whose
proposal unquestionably fell into this category.

When Tony's father was first briefed on the outline of
Qperation 'Desert Calm he recommended that his son demand a
fee of one hundred mllion dollars to conpensate for the fact
that the whol e of Washington would be at liberty to observe
hi m goi ng about hi s busi ness.

"One mistake,' the old man warned him |icking his I|ips,

"and you'll make nore front pages than the second com ng of
Elvis.'

Once he had left the | ecture theatre, Scott Bradley

hurri ed across G ove Street Cenetery, hoping that he m ght
reach his apartnment in St Ronan Street before being accosted
by a pursuing student. He loved themall - well, alnost all
-and he was sure that in tine he would allow the nore serious
anong themto stroll back to his roonms in the evenings for a
drink and to talk long into the night. But not until they
were well into their second year.

Scott managed to reach the staircase before a single

woul d- be | awyer had caught up with him But then, few of them
knew t hat he had once covered four hundred netres in 48.1
seconds when he'd anchored the Georgetown varsity relay team
Confident he had escaped, Scott |eapt

up the staircase, not stopping until he reached his

apartment on the third fl oor.

He pushed open the unl ocked door. It was al ways unl ocked.
There was nothing in his apartnent worth stealing - even the
television didn't work. The one file that would have reveal ed
that the aw was not the only field in which he was an expert
had been carefully secreted on his bookshel f between Tax and
Torts. He failed to notice the books that were piled up
everywhere or the fact that he could have witten his name in
t he dust on the sideboard.

Scott closed the door behind himand gl anced, as he al ways
did, at the picture of his nother on the sideboard. He dunped
the pile of notes he was carrying by her side and retrieved



the mail poking out fromunder the door. Scott wal ked across
the room and sank into an old | eather chair, wondering how
many of those bright, attentive faces would still be
attending his lectures in tw years' tine. Forty per cent
woul d be good - thirty per cent nore |likely. Those woul d be
t he ones for whom fourteen hours' work a day becane the norm
and not just for the last nonth before exans. And of them
how many would [ive up to the standards of the |ate Dean
Thomas W Swan? Five per cent, if he was | ucky.

The Professor of Constitutional Law turned his attention

to the bundle of nmail he held in his lap. One from Aneri can
Express - a bill with the inevitable hundred free offers

whi ch woul d cost himeven nore noney if he took any of them
up; an invitation fromBrown to give the Charles Evans Hughes
Lecture on the Constitution; a letter from Carol rem nding
hi m she hadn't seen himfor sone tine; a circular froma firm
of stockbrokers who didn't prom se to double his noney
but...; and finally a plain buff envel ope postnmarked
Virginia, with a typeface he recogni sed i medi ately.

He tore open the buff envel ope and extracted the single
sheet of paper which gave himhis latest instructions.

Al (baydi strolled onto the floor of the General Assenbly
and slipped into a chair directly behind his Head of M ssion.
The Anbassador had his earphones on and was pretending to be
deeply interested in a speech being delivered by the Head of
the Brazilian Mssion. Al (Obaydi's boss always preferred to
have confidential talks on the floor of the General Assenbly:
he suspected it was the only roomin the United Nations
bui |l di ng that wasn't bugged by the Cl A

Al OQhaydi waited patiently until the older man flicked one
of the earpieces aside and | eaned slightly back.

"They' ve agreed to our terns,' murnured Al Cbaydi, as if

it was he who had suggested the figure. The Anbassador's
upper lip protruded over his lower |lip, the recognised sign
anong his coll eagues that he required nore details.

"One hundred mllion," Al Obaydi whispered. 'Ten mllion

to be paid immediately. The final ninety on delivery.'
""lInmredi atel y"?' said the Anbassador. 'Wat does

"i mredi atel y" nean?

"By m dday tonorrow,' whispered Al Cbaydi

"At | east Sayedi anticipated that eventuality,' said the
Ambassador thoughtfully.

Al Ophaydi admred the way his superior could always make

the term'ny master' sound both deferential and insolent at



the sanme tine.

"I must send a nessage to Baghdad to acquai nt the Foreign
Mnister with the details of your triunph,' added the
Anbassador with a smle.

Al (baydi would al so have smled, but he realised the
Anmbassador would not admit to any personal involvenent

wWith the project while it was still inits formative stage.
As | ong as he distanced hinself fromhis younger coll eague
for the tinme being, the Anbassador could continue his
undi st urbed exi stence in New York until his retirenent fell
due in three years' tine. By follow ng such a course he had
survived al nost fourteen years of Saddam Hussein's reign
whil e many of his coll eagues had conspicuously failed to
becone eligible for their state pension. To his know edge one
had been shot in front of his famly, two hanged and several
ot hers posted as 'm ssing , whatever that neant.

The Iraqi Anbassador smiled as his British counterpart

wal ked past him but he received no response for his trouble.
" Stuck-up snob,' the Arab nuttered under his breath.

The Anbassador pulled the earpiece back over his ear to

i ndi cate that he had heard quite enough from his nunber two.
He continued to listen to the problens of trying to preserve
the rainforests of Brazil, coupled with a request for a
further grant fromthe UN of a hundred million dollars.

Not sonething he felt Sayedi would be interested in.

Hannah woul d have knocked on the front door of the little
terraced house, but it was opened even before she had cl osed
the broken gate at the end of the pathway. A dark-haired,
slightly overweight |ady, heavily nmade-up and with a beam ng
smle came bustling out to greet her. Hannah supposed she
woul d have been about the sanme age as her nother, had Mama
still been alive.

"Wl cone to England, ny dear. |'m Ethel Rubin,' she
announced in gushing tones. 'I'msorry ny husband's not here
to nmeet you, but | don't expect him back fromhis

chanbers for another hour.' Hannah was about to speak when
Et hel added, 'But first let nme show you your room and then
you can tell nme all your plans.' She picked up one of

Hannah's bags and |l ed her inside. "It nust be such fun seeing
London for the first tine," she said as they clinbed the
stairs, "and there will be so many exciting things for you to

do during the next six nonths.'
As each sentence poured out Hannah becane aware that Et hel
Rubi n had no idea why she was in London.



After she had unpacked and taken a shower Hannah joi ned

her hostess in the sitting room Ms Rubin chatted on, barely
listening to Hannah's intermttent replies.

"Do you know where the nearest gymis? Hannah had asked.

"My husband shoul d be back at any nonment,' Ms Rubin

replied. But before she could get the next sentence out, the
front door swung open and a nman of about five foot three with
dark, wiry hair and even darker eyes alnost ran into the
room Once Peter Rubin had introduced hinmself and asked how
her flight had been he didn't waste any words suggesting that
Hannah m ght have cone to London to enjoy the social |ife of
the netropolis. Hannah quickly |l earned that Peter Rubin
didn't ask any questions he realised she couldn't answer
truthfully. Al though Hannah felt sure M Rubin knew no
details of her mssion, he was obviously aware that she
hadn't conme to London on a package holi day.

M's Rubin, however, didn't allow Hannah to get to bed

until well after m dnight, by which tinme she was exhaust ed.
Once her head had touched the pillow she slept soundly,
unaware of Peter Rubin explaining to his wife in the kitchen
that in future their guest nust be left in peace.

THE DEPUTY AMBASSADOR S chauffeur slipped out of the UN s
private garage and headed west through the Lincoln Tunnel
under the Hudson in the direction of New Jersey. Neither Al
baydi nor he spoke for several mnutes while the driver
continually checked his rear-view mrror. Once they were on

t he New Jersey Turnpi ke he confirnmed that no one was
foll owi ng them

'Good,' was all Al (Obaydi offered. He began to relax for

the first tinme that day, and started to fantasi se about what
he mght do if the ten mllion dollars were suddenly his.
When they had passed a branch of the Mdlantic National Bank
earlier, he had asked hinself for the thousandth tinme why he
didn't just stop the car and deposit the noney in a fal se
nanme. He could be hal fway across the gl obe by the foll ow ng
nmorni ng. That would certainly nmake his Anbassador sweat. And,
with an ounce of |uck, Saddam woul d be dead | ong before they
caught up with him And then who woul d care?

After all, Al Qobaydi didn't believe, not even for one

noment, that the great |eader's outrageous plan was feasible.
He had been hoping to report back to Baghdad after a
reasonabl e period of tinme that no one reliable or efficient
enough could be found to carry out such a bold coup. And then
t he Lebanese gentl eman had fl own into New YorKk.



There were two reasons why Al (Cbaydi knew he coul d not

touch one dollar of the noney stuffed into the golf bag that
rested on the seat beside him First, there were his nother
and younger sister, who resided in Baghdad in relative
confort and who, if the noney suddenly di sappeared, woul d be
arrested, raped, tortured and hanged -the only expl anation
bei ng that they had col | aborated with a traitor. Not that
Saddam ever needed an excuse to kill anyone, especially
sonmeone he suspected m ght have betrayed him

Secondly, Al Qobaydi - who fell on his knees five tines

daily, faced east and prayed that Saddam woul d eventual ly die
atraitor's death - could not help observing that Gorbachev,
That cher and Bush had found it considerably nore difficult
than the great Sayedi to cling on to power.

Al (baydi had accepted fromthe nonment he had been handed
this assignnment by the Anbassador "that Saddam woul d
undoubtedly die peacefully in his bed while his own chances
of survival - the Anbassador's favourite word -were slim And
once the noney had been paid over, if Antonio Cavalli failed
to carry out his side of the bargain, it would be Al Obaydi
who was cal | ed back to Baghdad on sone diplomatic pretext,
arrested, summarily tried and found guilty. Then all those
fine words his | aw professor at London University had uttered
woul d turn out to be so nmuch sand in the desert.

The driver swung off the turnpi ke and headed for the

centre of Newark as Al (baydi's thoughts returned to what the
noney was being used for. The idea had all the hall nmarks of
his President. It was original, required daring, raw courage,
nerve and a fair degree of luck. A Obaydi still gave the
plan no nore than a one per cent chance of even reaching the
starting blocks, let alone the finishing tape. But then, sone
people in the State Departnent had only given Saddam a one
per cent chance

of surviving Operation Desert Storm And if the great

Sayedi could pull this off, the United States woul d becone a
| aughi ng stock and Saddam woul d have guaranteed hinself a

pl ace in Arab history al ongsi de Sal adi n.

Al t hough Al Obaydi had al ready checked the exact |ocation

of the building, he instructed the driver to stop two bl ocks
west of his final destination. An Iragi getting out of a

| arge black linmousine right in front of the bank woul d be
enough of an excuse for Cavalli to pocket the noney and
cancel the deal. Once the car had stopped, Al Obaydi clinbed
over the golf bag and out onto the pavenent on the kerb side.



Al t hough he only had to cover a couple of hundred yards to
the bank, this was the one part of the journey that he

consi dered was a cal cul ated risk. He checked up and down the
street. Satisfied, he dragged the golf bag out onto the
pavenent and hunped it up onto his shoul der.

The Deputy Anbassador felt he nust have | ooked an

I ncongruous sight as he marched down Martin Luther King Drive
In a Saks Fifth Avenue suit wth a golf bag slung over his
shoul der.

Al though it took | ess than two mnutes to cover the short

di stance to the bank, Al Obaydi was sweating profusely by the
time he reached the front entrance. He clinbed up the
wel | -worn steps and wal ked t hrough the revol vi ng door. He was
nmet by two arnmed nmen who | ooked nore |ike sunb westlers than
bank cl erks. The Deputy Anmbassador was qui ckly guided to a
waiting lift that closed the nonent he stepped inside. The
door slid open only when he reached the basenent. As A

haydi stepped out he cane face to face with another man,

bi gger, if anything, than the two who had originally greeted
him The giant nodded and | ed hi mtowards a door at the end
of a carpeted corridor. As he approached, the door swung open
and Al Cbaydi entered a roomto find twelve nen

wai ti ng expectantly round a | arge table. Al though
conservatively dressed and silent, none of them | ooked |ike
bank tellers. The door closed behind himand he heard a | ock
turning. The man at the head of the table stood up and
greeted him

' Good norning, M Al Obaydi. | believe you have sonet hing

to deposit for one of our custoners.'

The Deputy Anbassador nodded and handed over the golf bag

w thout a word. The man showed no surprise. He had seen

val uabl es transported in everything froma crocodile to a
condom

He was, however, surprised by the weight of the bag as he
hunped it up onto the table, spilled out the contents and

di vided the spoils anong the other eleven men. The tellers
began counting furiously, making up neat piles of ten

t housands. No one offered Al Obaydi a seat, so he renai ned
standing for the next forty mnutes, with nothing to do but
wat ch them go about their task.

When the counting had been conpleted, the chief teller
doubl e- checked the nunber of piles. One thousand exactly. He
smled, a smle that was not directed at Al Qbaydi but at the
noney, then | ooked up in the direction of the Arab and gave



hima curt nod, acknow edgi ng that the man from Baghdad had
made t he down- paynent.

The golf bag was then handed back to the Deputy

Anbassador, as it had not been part of the deal. A Cbaydi
felt slightly stupid as he slung it over his shoul der. The
chief teller touched a buzzer under the table and the door
behi nd hi m was unl ocked.

One of the nen who had first net Al Oobaydi when he had
entered the bank was standing waiting to escort himback to
the ground floor. By the tine the Deputy Anbassador stepped
out onto the street, his guide had al ready di sappear ed.
Wth an enornous sigh of relief, A OCbaydi began to

stroll the two bl ocks back to his waiting car. He all owed
hinmself a small smle of satisfaction at the professional way
he had carried out the whole exercise. He felt sure the
Anbassador woul d be pleased to learn that there had been no
m shaps. He woul d undoubtedly take nost of the prai se when
t he nmessage was rel ayed back to Baghdad that ' Operation
Desert Calm had begun.

Al Obaydi coll apsed on the sidewal k before he realised

what had hit him the golf bag had been wenched fromhis
shoul der before he could react. He | ooked up to see two
yout hs noving swiftly down the street, one of them clutching
their prize.

The Deputy Anbassador had been wondering how he was goi ng
to di spose of it.

Tony Cavalli joined his father for breakfast a few m nutes
after seven the follow ng norning. He had noved back into

t heir brownstone on 75th and Park soon after his divorce.
Since his retirenent, Tony's father spent nost of his tine
pursuing his |ifelong hobby of collecting rare books,
manuscri pts and historical docunents. He had al so spent many
hours passing on to his son everything he'd | earned as a

| awyer, concentrating on how to avoid wasting too many years
in one of the state's penitentiari es.

Coffee and toast were served by the butler as the two nen
went about their business.

"Nine mllion dollars has been placed in forty-seven banks
across the country,' Tony told his father. 'Another mllion
has been deposited in a nunbered account with Franchard et
cie in CGeneva, in the nane of Ham d Al Obaydi,' he added,
buttering a piece of toast.

The father smled at the thought of his son using an old
pl oy he had taught himso many years before.



"But what will you tell Al Obaydi when he asks how

his ten mllion is being spent? the unofficial chairman

of Skills enquired.

For the next hour, Tony took his father through QOperation
Desert Calmin great detail, interrupted only by the

occasi onal question or suggestion fromthe ol der nman.

"Can the actor be trusted?" he asked before taking another
sip of coffee.

"Ll oyd Adans still owes us a little over thirty thousand
dollars,' Tony replied. 'He hasn't been offered many scripts
lately - a few commercials..."

'Good,' said Cavalli's father. 'But what about Rex
Butterwort h?'

"Sitting in the Wiite House waiting for his instructions.'

H s father nodded. 'But why Col unbus, GChio?' he asked.

"The surgical facilities there are exactly what we

require, and the Dean of the Medical School has the ideal
qualifications. W' ve had his office and hone bugged fromtop
to bottom'

"And hi s daughter?

"We've got her under twenty-four-hour surveillance.'

The chairman licked his lips. 'So when do you press the
button?

' Next Tuesday, when the Dean is due to nmake a keynote

speech at his daughter's school .’

The butler entered the room and began to clear the table.
"And how about Dollar Bill? asked Cavalli's father.

"Angelo is on his way to San Francisco to try and convince
him If we're going to pull this off we'll need Dollar Bili.
He's the best. In fact no one el se cones close,' added
Caval li .

"As long as he's sober,' was all the chairman said.

THE tall, athletic MAN stepped off the plane into the US

Air term nal at Washington National Airport. He carried only
hand | uggage, so he didn't have to wait at the baggage
carousel where soneone m ght recognise him He needed j ust
one person to recognise him- the driver who was picking him
up. At six foot one, his fair hair tousled and w th al nost
chiselled fine features, and dressed in |ight blue jeans,
creamshirt and a dark blue blazer, he nmade many wonen rat her
hope that he woul d recogni se them

The back door of an anonynous bl ack Ford was opened as

soon as he cane through the automatic doors into the bright
nmor ni ng sunl i ght.



He clinbed into the back of the car without a word and

made no conversation during the twenty-five-m nute journey
that took himin the opposite direction to the capital. The
forty-mnute flight always gave hima chance to conpose his

t houghts and prepare his new persona. Twelve tines a year he
made t he sane journey.

It had all begun when Scott was a child back in his hone
town of Denver, and he had discovered his father was not a
respectable |awer but a crimnal in a Brooks Brothers suit,
a man who, if the price was right, could always find a way
round the law. H s nother had spent

years protecting her only child fromthe truth, but when

her husband was arrested, indicted and finally sentenced to
seven years, the old excuse 'there nust have been sone

m sunder st andi ng' no | onger carried any conviction.

H s father survived three years in prison before dying of
what was described in the coroner's report as a heart attack,
Wi t hout any expl anation being given for the marks around his
throat. A few weeks later, his nother did die of a heart
attack, while he was comng to the end of his third year at
Geor get own studying |aw. Once the body had been |l owered into
the grave and the sods of earth hurled on top of the coffin,
he left the cenmetery and never spoke of his fam |y again.
When the final rankings were announced, Scott Bradley was
placed first in the graduating class, and several
universities and leading law firnms contacted himto ask about
his plans for the future. To the surprise of his
contenporaries, Scott applied for an obscure professorship at
Bei rut University. He didn't explain to anyone why he needed
a clean break with the past.

Appal l ed by the | ow standard of the students at the

uni versity and bored by the social life, Scott began to fill
his hours by attending courses on everything fromthe Islamc
religions to the history of the Mddle East. When three years
| ater the university offered himthe Chair of Anerican Law,
he knew it was tinme to return to the United States.

Aletter fromthe Dean of the Law Faculty at Georget own
suggested he should apply for a vacant professorship at Yale.
He wote the followi ng day and packed his bags when he
received their reply.

Once he had taken up his new post, whenever he was asked

t he casual question, 'Wat do your parents do?' he would
sinply reply, 'They're both dead and I'man only child.'
There was a certain type of girl who delighted in



this know edge - they assunmed he woul d need not heri ng.

Several of thementered his bed, but none of them becane part
of his life.

But he hid nothing fromthe people he was sumoned to see
twelve tines a year. They couldn't tol erate deception of any
ki nd, and were highly suspicious of his real notives when
they learned of his father's crimnal record. He told them
sinply that he wi shed to nmake anends for his father's

di sgrace, and refused to discuss the subject any further.

At first they didn't believe him After a tinme they took
himon his owm terns, but it was still to be years before
they trusted himwith any classified information. It was when
he started comng up with solutions for problens in the

M ddl e East that the conputer couldn't handl e that they began
to stop doubting his notives. Wien the Cinton Adm nistration
was sworn in, the new team wel comed Scott's particul ar
experti se.

Twi ce recently he had penetrated the State Departnent

Itself to advise Warren Christopher. He had been anused to
see M Christopher suggest on the early-evening news a
solution to the problem of sanctions-busting by Saddam t hat
he had put to himearlier that afternoon.

The car turned off Route 123 and drew to a halt outside a
pair of massive steel gates. A guard cane out to check on the
passenger. Although the two nen had seen each other regularly
over the past nine years, the guard still asked to see his
credenti al s.

"Wl cone back, Professor,' the uniforned man finally

of fered before sal uting.

The driver proceeded down the road and stopped outside an
anonynous office block. The passenger clinbed out of the car
and entered the building through a turnstile. H s papers were
checked once again, followed

by another salute. He wal ked down a |long corridor with
creamwalls until he reached an unnmarked oak door. He gave a
gentl e knock and entered before waiting for a reply.

A secretary was sitting behind a desk on the far side of

the room She | ooked up and smled. '"Go right in, Professor
Bradl ey, the Deputy Director is expecting you.'

Col unbus School for Grls, Colunbus, Chio, is one of those
establishnents that prides itself on discipline and

schol arship, in that order. The headm stress woul d often
explain to parents that it was inpossible to have the second
W thout the first.



Br eaki ng school rules could, in the headm stress's

opi nion, only be considered in rare circunstances. The
request that she had just received fell into such a category.
That night, the graduating class of '93 was to be

addressed by one of Colunbus's favourite sons, T. Ham | ton
McKenzi e, Dean of the Medical School at Ohio State
University. H's Nobel Prize for Medicine had been awarded for
t he advances he had made in the field of plastic and
reconstructive surgery. T. Hamlton MKenzie's work on war
veterans from Vi etnam and the Gulf had been chronicled from
coast to coast, and there were nen in every city who, thanks
to his genius, had been able to return to normal |ives. Sone
| esser nortals who had trai ned under the Nobel Laureate used
their skills to help wonen of a certain age appear nore
beauti ful than their maker had originally intended. The
headm stress of Col unbus felt confident that the girls would
only be interested in the work T. Ham | ton MKenzie had done
for 'our gallant war heroes', as she referred to them

The school rule that the headm stress had all owed to be

wai ved on this occasion was one of dress. She had agreed that
Sally McKenzie, head of student governnment and captain of

| acrosse, could go hone one hour early from afternoon class
and change into clothes of a casual but suitable nature to
acconpany her father when he addressed the class | ater that
evening. After all, the headm stress had | earned the previous
week that Sally had won an endowed national scholarship to
oerlin College to study nedicine.

A car service had been called with instructions to pick
Sally up at four o'clock. She would m ss one hour of school,
but the driver had confirnmed that he would deliver father and
daught er back by si x.

As four chinmed on the chapel clock, Sally | ooked up from

her desk. A teacher nodded and the student gathered up her
books. She placed themin her bag, and left the building to
wal k down the long drive in search of the car. Wen Sally
reached the old iron gates at the entrance to the drive, she
was surprised to find the only car in sight was a Lincoln
Continental stretch |inousine. A chauffeur wearing a grey

uni form and a peaked cap stood by the driver's door. Such
extravagance, she knew only too well, was not the style of
her father, and certainly not that of the headm stress.

The man touched the peak of his hat wth his right hand

and enquired, 'Mss MKenzie?

"Yes,' Sally replied, disappointed that the | ong w ndi ng



drive prevented her classmates from observing the whol e
scene.

The back door was opened for her. Sally clinbed in and

sank into the | uxurious |eather upholstery.

The driver junped into the front, pressed a button and the
w ndow t hat divided the passenger fromthe driver slid
silently up. Sally heard the safety lock click into place.
She allowed her mind to drift as she gl anced out of the

m sty wi ndows, imagining for a nonent that this was the sort
of lifestyle she m ght expect once she | eft Col unbus.

It was sone tine before the seventeen-year-old girl

realised the car wasn't actually heading in the direction of
her hone.

Had t he probl em been posed in textbook form T. Ham |ton
McKenzi e woul d have known the exact course of action to be
taken. After all, he lived 'by the book', as he so often told
his students. But when it happened in real life, he behaved
conpl etely out of character.

Had he consulted one of the senior psychiatrists at the

uni versity, they would have expl ai ned that many of the

anxi eties he'd kept suppressed over a |long period of tine
had, in his new circunstances, been forced to the surface.
The fact that he adored his only child, Sally, was clear

for all to see. So was the fact that for many years he had
becone bored with, alnost conpletely uninterested in, his

w fe Joni. But the discovery that he was not good under
pressure once he was outside the operating theatre - his own
little enpire - was sonething he coul d never have accept ed.
T. Ham | ton McKenzie becane at first irritated, then
exasperated, and finally downright angry when his daughter
failed to return honme that Tuesday evening. Sally was never

| ate, or at least not for him The journey by car from

Col unmbus shoul d have taken no nore than thirty m nutes, even
in the rush-hour traffic. Joni would have picked Sally up if
she hadn't fixed her hair appointnent so late. 'It's the only
time Julian could fit ne in,' she explained. She always |eft
everything to the last mnute. At 4.50 T. Ham | ton MKenzie
phoned Col unbus School for Grls to check there had been no
| at e change of pl an.

Col unbus doesn't change its plans, the headm stress woul d
have liked to tell the Nobel Laureate, but satisfied herself
Wi th assuring himthat Sally had | eft school at four o'clock,
and that the |inousine conpany had phoned an hour before to
confirmthat they would be waiting for her at the end of the



drive by the main school gates.

Joni kept repeating in that Southern accent he had once
found so attractive, 'She'll be here at any mnute, jus' you
wait. You can always rely on our Sally.’

Anot her man, who was sitting in a hotel roomon the other
side of town and listening to every word they exchanged,
poured hinself a beer.

By five o'clock, T. Ham Iton MKenzie had taken to | ooking
out of the bedroom wi ndow every few nonments, but the path to
their front door |ay obstinately unbeaten.

He had hoped to |leave at 5.20 p.m, allow ng hinself

enough tine to arrive at the school with ten or fifteen
mnutes to spare. If his daughter did not appear soon, he
woul d have to go without her. He warned his wi fe that nothing
woul d stop himleaving at 5.20 p. m

At 5.20 p.m T. Hamlton MKenzie placed the notes for his
speech on the hall table and began pacing up and down the
front path as he waited for his wfe and daughter to cone
fromopposite directions. By 5.25 p.m, neither of them was
at his side and his fanous 'cool' was beginning to show

di stinct signs of steam ng.

Joni had taken sone considerable tine te select an
appropriate outfit for the occasion, and was di sappoi nted
when she appeared in the hall that her husband didn't even
seemto notice.

"We'll have to go without her,' was all he said. 'If Sally
hopes to be a doctor one day, she'll have to | earn that
peopl e have a tendency to die when you keep themwaiting.'
" Shouldn't we give her just a li'l longer, honey? asked
Joni .

"No,"' he barked, and w thout even | ooking back set off for
the garage. Joni spotted her husband's notes on the hal
tabl e and stuffed theminto her handbag before she pulled the
front door closed and double-locked it. By the tine she
reached the road, her husband was already waiting behind the
wheel of his car, drumm ng his fingers on the gear |ever.
They drove in silence towards Col unbus School for Grls.

T. Ham | ton McKenzi e checked every car headi ng towards Upper
Arlington to see if his daughter was in the back seat.

A small reception party, |led by the headm stress, was
waiting for themat the foot of the stone steps at the
school's main entrance. The headni stress wal ked forward to
shake hands with the distinguished surgeon as he stepped out
of the car, followed by Joni MKenzie. Her eyes searched



beyond them for Sally. She raised an eyebrow.

"Sal ly never canme hone,' Dr MKenzi e expl ai ned.

"She' Il probably join us in a fewmnutes, if she's not

al ready here,' suggested his wife. The headm stress knew
Sally was not on the school prem ses, but did not consider it
courteous to correct the guest of honour's wife, especially
as she had just received a call fromthe car service that
requi red an expl anati on.

At fourteen minutes to six they wal ked into the

headm stress's study, where a young |ady of Sally's age

of fered the guests a choice of dry sherry or orange juice.
McKenzi e suddenly renenbered that in the anxiety of waiting
for his daughter he had left his notes on the hall table. He
checked his watch and realised that there wasn't enough tine
to send his wife back for them In any case, he was unwi |l ling
to admt such an oversight in

front of this particular gathering. Dam it, he thought.
Teenagers are never an easy audience, and girls are al ways
the worst. He tried to marshal his thoughts into sone sort of
order.

At three minutes to six, despite there still being no sign

of Sally, the headm stress suggested they should all make
their way to the Great Hall.

"Can't keep the girls waiting,' she explained. "It would

set a bad exanple.'

Just as they were |eaving the room Joni took her

husband's notes out of her handbag and passed them over to
him He | ooked relieved for the first tine since 4.50.

At one mnute to six, the headm stress | ed the guest of
honour onto the stage. He watched the four hundred girls rise
and applaud himin what the headm stress woul d have descri bed
as a 'ladylike nmanner.

When t he appl ause had faded away, the headm stress raised

and | owered her hands to indicate that the girls should be
seated again, which they did with the m ni nrum of noi se. She

t hen wal ked over to the lectern and gave an unscri pted eul ogy
on T. Ham |lton MKenzie that woul d have surely inpressed the
Nobel Commttee. She tal ked of Edward Zeir, the founder of
nodern plastic surgery, of J.R Wlte and WI hel m Krause, and
rem nded her pupils that T. Ham lton MKenzie had followed in
their great tradition by advancing the still-burgeoning

sci ence. She said nothing about Sally and her many

achi evenents while at the school, although it had been in her
original script. It was still possible to be punished for



breaki ng school rules even if you had just won an endowed
nati onal schol arshi p.

When the headmi stress returned to her place in the centre

of the stage, T. Ham |Iton MKenzie made his way to the

| ectern. He | ooked down at his notes, coughed, and then began
hi s dissertation.

"Most of you in the audience, | should imgine, think

plastic surgery is about straighteni ng noses, renoving doubl e
chins and getting rid of bags fromunder your eyes. That, |
can assure you, is not plastic but cosnetic surgery. Plastic
surgery,' he continued - to the disappointnent, his wfe
suspected, of nost of those seated in front of him- 'is
sonmething else." He then lectured for forty m nutes on
z-plasty, honograting, congenital malformation and

t hi rd-degree burns w thout once raising his head.

When he finally sat down, the applause was not quite as

| oud as it had been when he had entered the room T. Hamlton
McKenzi e assunmed that was because showing their true feelings
woul d have been consi dered 'unl adylike'.

On returning to the headm stress's study, Joni asked the
secretary if there had been any news of Sally.

"Not that | amaware of,' replied the secretary, 'but she

m ght have been seated in the hall."’

During the | ecture, versions of which Joni had heard a
hundred ti nes before, she had scanned every face in the room
and knew t hat her daughter was not anong them

More sherry was poured, and after a decent interval T.
Ham | t on McKenzi e announced that they ought to be getting
back. The headm stress nodded her agreenent and acconpani ed
her guests to their car. She thanked the surgeon for a

| ecture of great insight, and waited at the bottom of the
steps until the car had di sappeared from vi ew.

"I have never known such behaviour in all ny days,' she
declared to her secretary. 'Tell Mss MKenzie to report to
me before chapel tonorrow. The first thing I want to knowis
why she cancelled the car | arranged for her.'

Scott Bradley also gave a | ecture that evening, but in his
case only sixteen students attended, and none of them was
under the age of thirty-five. Each was a senior CIA field
officer, and as fit as any quarterback in America. Wen they
talked of logic, it had a nore practical application than the
one suggested when Scott |ectured his younger students at

Yal e.

These nmen were all operating in the front line, stationed



right across the globe. Oten Professor Bradl ey pressed them
to go over, detail by detail, decisions they had nade under
pressure, and whether those decisions had achi eved the result
they'd originally hoped for.

They were quick to admt their mstakes. There was no room
for personal pride - only pride in the service was consi dered
acceptable. Wien Scott had first heard this sentinent he

t hought they were being corny, but after nine years of
working with themin the classroomand in the gym he'd

| ear ned ot herw se.

For over "an hour Bradley threw test cases at them at the
sanme tinme suggesting ways of how to dunk | ogically, always
wei ghi ng known facts with subjective judgenent before
reaching any firm concl usi on.

Over the past nine years, Scott had | earned as nuch from
themas they had fromhim but he still enjoyed hel ping them
put his know edge to practical use. Scott had often felt he
too would like to be tested in the field, and not sinply in
the | ecture theatre.

When the session was over, Scott joined themin the gym

for anot her workout. He clinbed ropes, punped iron and

practi sed karate exercises, and they never once treated him
as anything other than a full nenber of the team Anyone who
patroni sed the visiting professor from Yale often ended up
with nore than their egos brui sed.

Over dinner that night - no al cohol, just Quibel -

Scott asked the Deputy Director if he was ever going to be
allowed to gain sone field experience.

"It's not a vacation job, you know,' cane back Dexter
Hutchins' reply as he lit up a cigar. '"Gve up Yale and join
us full time and then perhaps we'll consider the nerits of

al l owi ng you out of the classroom

"I"mdue for a sabbatical next year,' Bradley rem nded his
superi or.

"Then take that trip to Italy you' ve al ways been prom sing
yourself. After dining with you for the | ast seven years,
think I know as nmuch about Bellini as ballistics.'

"I"'mnot going to give up trying for a field job - you
real i se that, Dexter, don't you?

"You'll have to when you're fifty, because that's when

we'll retire you.'

"But I"'monly thirty-six.
"You rise too easily to make a good field officer,' said
the Deputy Director, puffing away at his cigar.



Wien T. Hamilton MKenzi e opened the front door of his
house, he ignored the ringing phone as he shouted, 'Sally?
Sally?" at the top of his voice, but he received no response.
He finally snatched the phone, assuming it would be his
daughter. 'Sally?' he repeat ed.

‘Dr McKenzi e?' asked a cal nmer voi ce.

"Yes, it is,' he said.

"If you're wondering where your daughter is, | can assure
you that she's safe and well .’

"Who is this? demanded McKenzi e.

“I"I'l call later this evening, Dr MKenzie, when you' ve

had time to cal mdown,' said the quiet voice. 'Meanwhile, do
not, under any circunstances, contact the police or any
private agency. |If you do, we'll know

i mredi ately, and will be left with no choice but to return
your | ovely daughter -'
went dead.

T. Ham | ton McKenzie turned white, and in seconds was
covered in sweat.

"What's the matter, honey?' asked Joni, as she watched her
husband col | apse onto the sof a.

"*Sal ly's been kidnapped,' he said, aghast. 'They said not

to contact the police. They're going to call again later this
evening.' He stared at the phone.

"Sal ly's been ki dnapped?' repeated Joni in disbelief.

'Yes,' snapped her husband.

"Then we ought to tell the police right away,' Joni said,
junmping up. 'After all, honey, that's what they're paid for.
"No, we nustn't. They said they'd know i medi ately if we

did, and would send her back in a coffin.’

"A coffin? Are you sure that's what they said?" Joni asked
qui etly.

he paused '- in a coffin.' The phone

"Damm it, of course |I'msure, but they told ne she'll be
just fine as long as we don't talk to the police. | don't
understand it. I'"'mnot a rich man.'

"I still think we ought to call the police. After all,

Chief D xon's a personal friend.'

"No, no!' shouted McKenzie. 'Don't you understand? |If we
do that they'Il kill her."’

"All | understand,' replied his wife, '"is that you' re out
of your depth and our daughter is in great danger.' She
paused. 'You should call Chief D xon right now.'

"No!"' repeated her husband at the top of his voice. 'You
just don't begin to understand.'



"I understand only too well,' said Joni, her voice
remarkably calm 'You intend to play Chief of Police for

Col unbus as well as Dean of the Medical School, despite the
fact that you're quite unqualified to do so. How woul d you
react if a State Trooper marched into your

operating theatre, |eaned over one of your patients and
demanded a scal pel ?

T. Ham | ton McKenzie stared coldly at his wife, and

assuned it was the strain that had caused her to react so
irrationally.

The two nmen |listening to the conversation on the other

side of town glanced at each other. The man w th earphones
said, 'I'"'mglad it's himand not her we're going to have to
deal with.'

When the phone rang again an hour later both T. Ham Iton
McKenzie and his wife junped as if they had been touched by
an electric wre.

McKenzie waited for several rings as he tried to conpose

hi nsel f. Then he picked up the phone. 'MKenzie,' he said.
"Listen to ne carefully,' said the quiet voice, 'and don't
interrupt. Answer only when instructed to do so. Understood?
'Yes,' said MKenzie.

"You did well not to contact the police as your wfe
suggested,' continued the quiet voice. 'Your judgenent is
better than hers.'

"I want to talk to ny daughter,' interjected MKenzie.
"You' ve been wat ching too nany | ate-ni ght novies, Dr
McKenzie. There are no heroines in real life - or heroes, for

that matter. So get that into your head. Do | make nyself
clear?

'Yes,' said MKenzie.

"You' ve wasted too nuch of ny tine already,' said the

gui et voice. The |line went dead.

It was over an hour before the phone rang again, during
which time Joni tried once nore to convince her husband t hat
t hey should contact the police. This tinme T. Ham lton
McKenzi e picked up the receiver wthout waiting. 'Hello?
Hel | 0?

‘Cal m down, Dr McKenzie,' said the quiet voice. "And this
time, listen. Tonorrow norning at 8.30 you'll |eave hone and
drive to the hospital as usual. On the way you'll stop at the
A entangy Inn and take any table in the corner of the coffee
shop that is not already occupied. Make sure it can only seat
two. Once we're confident that no one has foll owed you,



you' Il be joined by one of ny coll eagues and gi ven your

I nstructions. Understood?

"Yes.'

‘One fal se nove, Doctor, and you will never see your

daughter again. Try to renenber, it's you who are in the

busi ness of extending |life. We're in the business of ending
it.'

The phone went dead.

HANNAH WAS SURE t hat she could carry it off. After all, if
she coul dn't deceive themin London, what hope was there that
she could do so in Baghdad?

She chose a Tuesday norning for the experinent, having

spent several hours reconnoitring the area the previous day.
She deci ded not to discuss her plan with anyone, fearing that
one of the Mossad team mi ght becone suspicious if she were to
ask one question too nany.

She checked herself in the hall mrror. A clean white

T-shirt and baggy sweater, well-worn jeans, sneakers, tennis
socks and her hair looking just a little untidy.

She packed her small, battered suitcase - the one famly
possession they'd all owed her to keep - and left the little
terraced house a few mnutes after ten o' clock. Ms Rubin had
gone earlier to do what she called her '"big shop', an attenpt
to stock up at Sainsbury's for a fortnight.

Hannah wal ked sl oWy down the road, knowi ng that if she

were caught they'd put her on the next flight honme. She

di sappeared into the tube station, showed her travel-card to
the ticket collector, went down in the |ift and wal ked to the
far end of the brightly-lit platformas the train runbled
into the station.

At Leicester Square she changed to the Piccadilly |ine,

and when the train pulled in to South Kensington, Hannah

was anong the first to reach the escalator. She didn't run up
the steps, which woul d have been her natural inclination,
because running attracted attention. She stood quietly on the
escal ator, studying the advertisenents on the wall so that no
one could see her face. The new fuel -injected Rover 200,
Johnni e Wl ker whi sky, a warni ng agai nst Al DS, and Andrew

LI oyd Webber's Sunset Boul evard at the Adel phi gl ared back at
her. Once she'd energed into the sunlight, Hannah quickly
checked |l eft and right before she crossed Harrington Road and
wal ked towards the Norfol k Hotel, an inconspicuous
medi um si zed hostelry that she had carefully sel ected. She
had checked it out the day before, and could walk straight to



the | adies' rest roomw thout having to ask for directions.
Hannah pushed the door open, and after quickly checking to
confirm she was al one, chose the end cubicle, |ocked the
door, and flicked open the catch of the battered suitcase.
She began the sl ow process of changing identity.

Two sets of footsteps entered and left while she was
undressing. During that tinme, Hannah sat hunched up on the

| avat ory seat, continuing only when she was confident she was
al one.

The exercise took her nearly twenty m nutes. Wen she
energed, she checked herself in the mrror and nade a few

m nor adj ustnents.

And then she prayed, but not to their God.

Hannah | eft the | adies' roomand nade her way slowy up

the stairs and back into the | obby of the hotel. She handed
over her little case to the hall porter, telling himshe'd
collect it again in a couple of hours. She pushed a pound
coin across the counter, and in return she received a little
red ticket. She followed a tour party through the

revol ving doors and seconds | ater was back on the

pavenent .

She knew exactly where she was going and how long it would
take to reach the front door, as she'd carried out a dry-run
t he previous day. She only hoped her Mssad instructor was
ri ght about the internal |ayout of the building. After all
no ot her agent had ever been inside before.

Hannah wal ked sl ow y al ong the pavenent towards the

Br onpt on Road.

She knew she couldn't afford to hesitate once she reached
the front door. Wth twenty yards to go, she nearly decided
to wal k strai ght past the building. But once she reached the
steps she found herself clinbing themand then boldly
knocki ng on the door. A few nonents |ater, the door was
opened by a bull of a man who towered a full six inches over
her. Hannah marched in, and to her relief the guard stepped
to one side, |ooked up and down the road and then slanmed the
door cl osed.

She wal ked down the corridor towards the dimy |it

staircase w thout ever |ooking back. Once she reached the end
of the fading carpet, she slowy clinbed the wooden
staircase. They'd assured her that it was the second door on
the left on the first floor, and when she reached the |anding
she saw a door to the left of her, with peeling brown paint
and a brass handle that |ooked as if it hadn't been polished



for nmonths. She turned the handle slowy and pushed the door
open. As she entered, she was greeted by a babble of noise

t hat suddenly ceased. The occupants of the roomall turned to
stare at her.

How coul d they know t hat Hannah had never been there

bef ore, when all they could see were her eyes?

Then one of them began tal king again, and Hannah quietly

took a seat in the circle. She listened carefully, and found
t hat even when three or four of them were

speaki ng at once she coul d understand al nost every word.

But the tougher test cane when she decided to join in the
conversation herself. She volunteered that her nanme was Sheka
and that her husband had just arrived in London, but had only
been allowed to bring one wife. They nodded their
under st andi ng and expressed their disbelief at British
Immigration's inability to accept pol ygany.

For the next hour, she listened to and discussed with them
their problenms. How dirty the English were, how decadent, al
dying of AIDS. They couldn't wait to go hone and eat proper
food, drink proper water. And would it ever stop raining?

Wt hout warning, one of the black-clad wonen rose and bade
her friends farewell. Wen a second got up to join her,
Hannah realised this was her chance to | eave. She foll owed
the two wonen silently down the stairs, remaining a few paces
behi nd. The massive man who guarded the entrance opened the
door to let the three of themout. Two of themclinbed into
the back of a large black Mercedes and were whi sked away,
whi | e Hannah turned west and began to retrace her steps to
the Norfol k Hotel.

T. Ham | ton MKenzie spent nost of the night trying to

wor k out what the man with the quiet voice could possibly
want. He had checked his bank statenents. He only had about
$230, 000 in cash and securities, and the house was probably
worth another quarter of a mllion once the nortgage had been
paid off- and this certainly wasn't a sellers' market, so
that m ght take nonths to realise. Al together, he could

j ust about scrape up half a mllion. He doubted if the bank
woul d advance hi m anot her cent beyond that.

Why had they sel ected hinf? There were countl ess

fathers at Col unbus School who were worth ten or twenty
times what he was - Joe Ruggi ero, who never stopped rem nding
everybody that he owned the biggest |iquor chain in Colunbus,
nmust have been a mllionaire several tines over. For a
nmonment, MKenzie wondered if he was dealing with a gang that



had sinply picked the wong man, amateurs even. But he

di sm ssed that idea when he considered the way they'd carried
out the kidnap and the foll owup. No, he had to accept that
he was dealing with professionals who knew exactly what they
want ed.

He slipped out of bed at a few m nutes past six and,

staring out of the wi ndow, discovered there was no sign of
the norning sun. He tried to be as quiet as he could,

al t hough he knew that his notionless wife nust surely be
awake - she probably hadn't slept a wink all night. He took a
war m shower, shaved, and for reasons he couldn't explain to
hi nsel f, put on a brand new shirt, the suit he only wore when
he went to church, and a flowered Liberty tie Sally had gi ven
himtwo Christmases before and which he had never had the
courage to wear.

He then went down to the kitchen and nmade coffee for his

wife for the first tine in fifteen years. He took the tray
back to the bedroom where he found Joni sitting upright in
her pi nk ni ghtgown rubbing her tired eyes.

McKenzie sat on the end of the bed and they drank bl ack
coffee together in silence. During the previous el even hours
t hey had exhausted everything there was to

say-He cleared the tray away and returned downstairs,

taking as long as he could to wash and tidy up in the
kitchen. The next sound he heard was the thud of the paper

| andi ng on the porch outside the front door.

He dropped the dishcloth, rushed out to get his copy of

the Dispatch and quickly checked the front page,

wondering if the press could have sonmehow got hold of the
story. dinton dom nated the headlines, with trouble in Iraqg
flaring up again. The President was promsing to send in nore
troops to guard the Kuwaiti border if it proved necessary.

" They shoul d have finished off the job in the first

pl ace,’ MKenzie nmuttered as he closed the front door.
‘*Saddamis not a man who works by the book.'

He tried to take in the details of the story but couldn't
concentrate on the words. He gathered fromthe editorial that
the Dispatch thought Cinton was facing his first real

crisis. The President doesn't begin to know what a crisis is,
t hought T. Hamilton MKenzie. After all, his daughter had
slept safely in the White House the previous night.

He al nost cheered when the clock in the hall eventually
struck eight. Joni appeared at the bottom of the stairs,
fully dressed. She checked his collar and brushed sone



dandruff off his shoulder, as if he were about to | eave for a
normal day's work at the university. She didn't coment on
his choice of tie.

' Cone straight hone,' she added, as she al ways did.

"OF course | will," he said, kissing his wife on the cheek
and | eavi ng wi t hout anot her word.

As soon as the garage door swung up, he saw the flickering
headl i ghts and swore out | oud. He nust have forgotten to turn
t hem of f the previous night when he had been so cross with
his daughter. This tine he directed his anger at hinself, and
swor e agai n.

He clinbed in behind the wheel, put the key in the

ignition and prayed. He switched the lights off and, after a
short pause, turned the key. First quickly, then slowy, he
tried to coax the engine into action, but it barely clicked
as he punped the accel erator pedal up and down.

"Not today!' he screaned, banging the steering wheel

with the palns of his hands. He tried a couple nore tines

and then junped out and ran back to the house. He didn't take
his thunb off the bell until Joni opened the door with a
guestioning | ook on her face.

"My battery's flat. | need your car, quickly, quickly!"

"It's being serviced. You' ve been telling ne for weeks to
have it attended to." T. Hamlton MKenzie didn't wait to

of fer an opinion. He turned his back on his wife, ran down
the drive into the road and began searching the tree-Ilined
avenue for the famliar yellow colour with a sign readi ng 444
4444 attached to the roof. But he realised there was a
hundred to one chance of finding a cab driving around | ooki ng
for a fare that early in the norning. All he could see was a
bus headi ng towards him He knew the stop was a hundred yards
away, so he began running in the sane direction as the bus.

Al t hough he was still a good twenty or thirty yards short of
the stop when it passed him the bus pulled in and waited.
McKenzi e clinbed up the steps, panting. 'Thank you,' he

said. 'Does this bus go to dentangy R ver Road?

"Cets real close, man.'

"Then let's get going,' said T. Ham |ton MKenzie. He

checked his watch. It was 8.17 a.m Wth a bit of |uck he

m ght still make the neeting on tine. He began to | ook for a
seat.
"That'll be a dollar,' said the driver, staring at his

retreating back.
T. Ham | ton MKenzie rummaged in his Sunday suit.



"Ch, ny God,' he said. '"I've left. . .'

"Don't try that one, man,' said the driver. 'No cash, no
dash."

McKenzie turned to face hi monce again. 'You don't
understand, | have an inportant appointnment. A matter of life
and death.'

"So is keeping ny job, man. | gotta stick by the book. If
you can't pay, you' ve gotta debus 'cause that's what the
regul ati ons say.'

"But -' spluttered MKenzie.

"I"ll give you a dollar for that watch,' said a young nan
seated in the second row who'd been enjoying the
confrontati on.

T. Ham | ton McKenzi e | ooked at the gold Rol ex that had

been presented to himfor twenty-five years' service to the
Ohio State University Hospital. He whipped it off his wi st
and handed it over to the young man.

"It nmust be a matter of |ife and death,' said the young

man as he exchanged the prize for a dollar. He slipped the
watch onto his wist. T. Hamlton MKenzi e handed the doll ar
on to the driver.

"You didn't strike a good bargain there, man,' he said,
shaki ng his head. 'You could have had a week in a stretch
limo for a Rolex.'

"Conme on, let's get going!' shouted MKenzie.

"It's not me who's been holding us up, man,' said the

driver as he noved slowy away fromthe kerb.

T. Hamilton MKenzie sat in the front seat wishing it were
he who was driving. He | ooked at his watch. It wasn't there.
He turned round and asked the youth, "Wat's the tine? The
young nman | ooked proudly at his new acquisition, which he
hadn't taken his eyes off for one nonent.

"Twenty-six mnutes after eight and twenty seconds.'
McKenzi e stared out of the window, willing the bus to go
faster. It stopped seven tines to drop and pick up passengers
before they finally reached the corner of Independence, by
which tinme the driver feared the watchl ess man was about to
have a heart attack. As T. Ham |ton MKenzie junped off the
steps of the bus, he heard the clock on the town hall strike
8.45 a. m

"Ch God, let themstill be there," he said as he ran

towards the O entangy Inn, hoping no one would recognise
him He stopped running only when he had reached the path
that led up to reception. He tried to conpose hinself, aware



that he was badly out of breath and sweating fromhead to

t oe.

He pushed through the swi ng door of the coffee shop and
peered around the room having no idea who or what he was

| ooking for. He imagi ned that everyone was staring back at
hi m

The cof fee shop had about sixty cafe tables in twos and
fours, and he woul d have guessed it was about half full. Two
of the corner tables were already taken, so MKenzi e headed
to the one that gave himthe best view of the door.

He sat and waited, praying that they hadn't given up on

hi m

It was when Hannah arrived back at the crossing on the
corner of Thurloe Place that she first had the feeling
someone was following her. By the time she had reached the
pavenment on the South Kensington side, she was convi nced of
It.

A tall man, young, evidently not very experienced at
shadow ng, bobbed rather obviously in and out of doorways.
Per haps he thought she wasn't the type who woul d ever be
suspi ci ous. Hannah had about a quarter of a mle in which to
pl an her next nove. By the tinme the Norfol k cane in sight,
she knew exactly what needed to be done. If she could get
into the building well ahead of him she estimated she only
needed about thirty, perhaps forty-five, seconds at nost,

unl ess the porters were both fully occupi ed. She paused at
the front wi ndow of a chem st's shop and stared at the array
of beauty products that filled the shelves. She turned to

| ook towards the lipsticks in

the corner and saw his reflection in the brightly polished
w ndow. He was standing by a newspaper stand at the entrance
to South Kensington tube station. He picked up a copy of the
Daily Mail - amateur, she thought -which gave her the chance
to cross the road before he could collect his change. She had
reached the front door of the hotel by the tine he had passed
the chem st. Hannah didn't run up the steps, as it would have
acknow edged hi s existence, but m stakenly pushed the

revol ving door so sharply that she sent an unsuspecting old
| ady tunbling onto the pavenent nmuch sooner than she'd

I nt ended.

The two porters were chatting as she shot across the

| obby. The red ticket and another pound were already in her
hand before she reached the porters' desk. Hannah sl ammed t he
coin down on the counter, which imedi ately attracted the



ol der man's attention. When he spotted the pound, he quickly
took the ticket, retrieved Hannah's little case and returned
it to her just as her pursuer was coni ng through the

revol ving doors. She headed in the direction of the staircase
at the end of the corridor, clutching the little case cl ose
to her stomach so the man foll ow ng her woul d be unaware that
she was carryi ng anything. Wien she reached the second step
of the staircase she did run, as there was no one else in
sight. Once down the staircase she bolted across the corridor
and into the conparative safety of the |adies' room

This tinme she was not alone. A m ddl e-aged wonan was

| eani ng over a washbasin to check her |ipstick. She didn't
gi ve Hannah so nmuch as a gl ance when she di sappeared into one
of the cubicles. Hannah sat on the top of the l|lavatory, her
knees tucked under her chin as she waited for the woman to
finish her handiwork. It was two or three m nutes before she
finally left. Once Hannah heard the door close, she | owered
her feet onto

the cold marble fl oor, opened the battered suitcase to

check everything was there and, satisfied that it was,
changed back into her T-shirt, baggy sweater and jeans as

qui ckly as she coul d.

She'd just managed to get her sneakers on when the door
opened again, and she watched the | ower part of two

st ockinged Il egs cross the floor and enter the cubicle next to
hers. Hannah shot out, and buttoned up her jeans, before
checking herself quickly in the mrror. She ruffled her hair
alittle and then began checking round the room There was a
| arge receptacle in the corner for depositing dirty towels.
Hannah renoved the plastic lid, took out all the towels that
were there and forced her little case to the bottom then

qui ckly covered it with the towels and put the |id back in

pl ace. She tried to forget she had carried the bag from
Leningrad to Tel Aviv to London - hal fway across the worl d.
She cursed in her native tongue before checking her hair in
the mrror again. Then she strolled out of the | adies' room
attenpting to appear calm even casual.

The first thing Hannah saw when she stepped into the

corridor was the young nman sitting at the far end reading the
Daily Mail. Wth [uck, he wouldn't even give her a second

t hought. She had reached the bottom of the stairs when he

gl anced up. Rather good-1ooking, she thought, staring back at
himfor a second too |long. She turned and began to clinb the



staircase. She was away; she'd nade it.

'Excuse ne, mss,' said a voice frombehind her. Don't
panic, don't run, act normally. She turned and smled. He
sm | ed back, alnost flirting wwth her, and then bl ushed.
"Did you by any chance see an Arab | ady when you were in
the rest roon?

"Yes, | did,' replied Hannah. 'But why do you ask?' she
demanded. Al ways put the eneny on the defensive whenever
possi bl e was the standard rul e.

"Ch, it's not inportant. Sorry to have bothered you,' he
sai d, and di sappeared back around the corner.

Hannah clinbed the stairs, returned to the | obby and

headed straight for the revol ving doors.

Pity, she thought once she was back on the pavenent. He

| ooked rather sexy. She wondered how | ong he would sit there,
who he was working for, and to whom he woul d eventual |y be
reporting.

Hannah began to retrace her steps hone, regretting that

she couldn't drop into Dino's for a quick spaghetti bol ognese
and then take in Frank Marshall's latest film which was
showi ng at the Cannon. There were still tinmes when she
yearned to be just a young worman in London. And then she

t hought of her nother, her brother, her sister, and once
again told herself all of that would have to wait.

She sat alone for the first part of the tube journey, and
was beginning to believe that if they sent her to Baghdad -
as long as no one wanted to go to bed with her - she could
surely now pass herself off as an Iraqi.

When the train pulled in to Geen Park two yout hs hopped

on. Hannah ignored them But as the doors cl anped shut she
becane aware that there was no one else in the carriage.
After a few nonents, one of them sauntered over towards

her and grinned vacantly. He was dressed in a black bonber
jacket with the collar covered in studs, and his jeans were
so tight they made himl ook like a ballet dancer. H's spiky
bl ack hair stood up so straight that it |ooked as if he had
just received convul sive shock therapy. Hannah t hought he was
probably in his early twenties. She gl anced down at his feet
to see that he was wearing heavy-duty arny boots. Although he
was a little overweight, she suspected fromhis novenents
that he was quite fit. H's friend stood a few paces

away, |eaning against the railing by the door.

'So what do you say to ny nmate's suggestion of a quick
strip? he asked, renmoving a flick-knife fromhis pocket.



"CGet lost," Hannah replied evenly.

"Oh, a nenber of the upper classes, eh?" he said, offering

t he same vacant grin. 'Fancy a gang bang, do we?'

"Fancy a thick lip, do you?' she countered.

"Don't get clever with nme, lady,' he said as the train

pulled in to Piccadilly G rcus.

Hs friend stood in the doorway so that anyone who m ght

have consi dered entering the end carriage thought better of
it.

Never seek attention, never cause a scene: the accepted

rule if you work for any branch of the secret service,
especially when you're stationed abroad. Only break the rul es
in extrenme circunstances.

'"My friend Marv fancies you. Did you know that, Sl oane?
Hannah sm | ed at himas she began planning the route she
woul d have to take out of the carriage once the train pulled
in to the next station.

"Quite like you nyself,' he said. 'But | prefer black

birds. It's their big bums, you know. They turn ne on.'

"Then you'll |ike your friend,' said Hannah, regretting

her words the nmonent she had said them Never provoke.

She heard the click as a long thin blade shot out and
flashed in the brightly it carriage.

‘"Now there are two ways we can go about this, Sloane -
quietly or noisily. It's your choice. But if you don't feel

| i ke co-operating, | mght have to nmake a few etchings in
that pretty face of yours.' The youth by the door began

| aughi ng. Hannah rose and faced her tornentor. She paused
before slowy undoing the top button of her jeans.

"She's all yours, Marv,' said the young man as he turned

to face his friend. He never saw the foot fly through the air
as Hannah sw vell ed 180 degrees. The knife went flying out of
hi s hand and shot across the floor to the far end of the
carriage. A flat armcanme down across his neck and he sl unped
to the ground in a heap, looking |like a sack of potatoes. She
st epped over his body and headed towards Marv.

"No, no, mss. Not ne. Onen's always been the

troubl emaker. | woul dn't have done nothin', not ne, nothin'.'
' Take off your jeans, Marvin.'
" What ?'

She straightened the fingers of her right hand.

" Anyt hing you say, mss.' Marvin quickly undid his zip and
pulled off his jeans to reveal a grubby pair of navy Y-fronts
and a tattoo on his thigh that read ' Muni .



"I do hope your nother doesn't have to see you |ike that

too often, Marvin,' Hannah said as she picked up his jeans.
'Now t he pants.'

" What ?'

"You heard ne, Marvin.'

Marvin slowy pulled off his Y-fronts.

' How di sappointing,' said Hannah as the train pulled in to
Lei cester Square.

As the doors squel ched cl osed behi nd her Hannah thought

she heard, 'You filthy bitch, I"IIl. . .'

As she wal ked down the passage to the Northern I|ine,

Hannah couldn't find a litter bin in which to di spose of
Marvin's grubby clothing. They had all been renoved sone tine
before after a sudden outbreak of |IRA bonbs in the London
Underground. She had to carry the jeans and pants all the way
to Chalk Farm where she finally deposited themin a skip on
the corner of Adel ai de Road, then strolled quietly back hone.
As she opened the front door, a cheery voice called

fromthe kitchen, 'Lunch is on the table, ny dear.' Ms
Rubi n wal ked through to join Hannah and declared, 'I've had
t he nost fascinating norning. You wouldn't believe what
happened to nme at Sai nsbury's.'

"What will it be, honey?" asked a waitress who wore a red
skirt and a bl ack apron and held a pad in her hand.

"Just black coffee, please,' said T. Ham | ton MKenzi e.
"Coming right up,' she said cheerfully.

He was about to check the tinme when he was ren nded once
again that his watch was on the wist of a young nman who was
now probably m | es away. MKenzie | ooked up at the clock
above the counter. Eight fifty-six. He began to check
everyone as they cane through the door.

Atall, well-dressed man was the first to walk in, and as

he scanned the room McKenzi e becane quite hopeful and willed
himto look in his direction. But the man wal ked towards the
counter and took a seat on a stool, with his back to the
restaurant. The waitress returned and poured the nervous
doctor a steam ng bl ack coffee.

Next to enter the roomwas a young woman, carrying a
shoppi ng bag with a | ong rope handl e. She was foll owed a
nonment | ater by another smartly-dressed man who al so searched
the roomwth his eyes. Once again, T. Hamlton MKenzie's
hopes were raised, only to be dashed when a smle of
recognition flickered across the man's face. He too headed
for the counter and took the stool next to the man who had



come in a few nonents earlier.

The girl with the shopping bag slipped into the place
opposite him 'That seat's taken,' said T. Ham | ton MKenzie,
his voice rising with every word.

"I know, Dr McKenzie,' said the girl. '"It's been taken by
me. '

T. Ham |ton MKenzi e began to perspire.

' Cof fee, honey?' asked the waitress who appeared by their

si de.

"Yes, black,' was all she said, not glancing up.

McKenzi e | ooked at the young woman nore careful ly. She

must have been around thirty - still at an age when she
didn't require his professional services. From her accent,
she was undoubtedly a native of New York, though wth her
dark hair, dark eyes and olive skin her famly nust surely
have em grated from sout hern Europe. She was slight, al nost
frail, and her neatly-patterned Laura Ashley dress of autumm
browns, which could have been purchased in any one of a

t housand stores across the country, nmade certain she would be
forgettable in any crowd. She didn't touch the coffee that
was placed in front of her.

McKenzi e decided to go on the attack. 'I want to know how
Sally is.'

'She's fine, just fine,' said the woman calmy. She

reached down and with a gl oved hand renoved a single sheet of
paper from her bag. She passed it over to him He unfol ded

t he anonynous-| ooki ng sheet:

It was her witing, no question of that, but she would

never have signed herself 'Sal'. The coded nessage only nade
hi m nore anxi ous.

The woman | eaned across and snatched the |etter back.

"You bastards. You won't get away with it,' he said,

staring across at her.

" Cal mdown, Dr McKenzie. No anmobunt of threats or rhetoric

Is going to influence us. It's not the first tinme we've
carried out this sort of operation. So, if you hope to see
your daughter agai n. '

"What do you expect ne to do?

The waitress returned to the table with a fresh pot of

cof fee, but when she saw that neither party had taken a sip
she said, 'Coffee's getting cold, folks,' and noved on.
"1've only got about $200,000 to ny nane. You mnust have

made sonme m st ake.'

"I't's not your noney we're after, Dr MKenzie.



" Then what do you want? |'ll do anything to get ny

daught er back safely.'

" The conpany | represent specialises in gathering skills,
and one of our clients is in need of your particular
expertise.'

"But you could have called and made an appoi ntment |ike
anyone else,' he said in disbelief.

‘Not for what we have in mnd, | suspect. And, in any

case, we have a tinme problem and we felt Sally m ght help us
get to the front of the queue.’

"l don't understand.'

"That's why |'m here,' said the woman. Twenty m nutes

| ater, when both cups of coffee were stone cold, T. Ham Iton
McKenzi e understood exactly what was expected of him He was
silent for sone tine before he said, 'I"'mnot sure if | can
do it. To begin with, it's professionally unethical. And do
you realise just how hard -

The woman | eaned down and renoved sonething el se from her
bag. She tossed a snall gold earring over to his side of the
table. 'Perhaps this wll nmake it a little easier for you.'
T. Ham | ton MKenzi e picked up his daughter's earring.

" Tonorrow you get the other

earring,' the woman continued. 'On Friday the first ear.

On Saturday the other ear. If you keep on worrying about your
ethics, Dr McKenzie, there won't be nuch of your daughter
left by this tine next week.'

"You wouldn't...'

"Ask John Paul Getty IIl if we wouldn't.'

T. Ham |lton McKenzie rose fromthe table and | eaned

acr oss.

"We can speed the whole process up if that's the way you
want it,' she added, displaying not the slightest sign of
fear.

McKenzi e sl unped back into his seat and tried to conpose

hi nsel f.

'Good,' she said. 'That's better. At |east we now seemto
under st and each other.'

'So what happens next?' he asked.

"We'll be back in touch with you sonetine |ater today. So
make sure you're in. Because | feel confident that by then
you' Il have come to terns with your professional ethics.'
McKenzi e was about to protest when the woman stood up,

took a five-dollar bill out of her bag and placed it on the
t abl e.



"Can't have Col unbus's | eadi ng surgeon washing up the

di shes, can we?' She turned to | eave and had reached the door
before it struck MKenzie that they even knew he had |l eft the
house wi thout his wallet.

T. Ham | ton MKenzi e began to consider her proposition,

not certain if he had been left with any alternative.

But he was certain of one thing. If he carried out their
demands, then President Clinton was going to end up with an
even bi gger problem

A QU ET MAN sat on a stool at the end of the bar enptying
the final drops in his glass. The gl ass had been al nost enpty
of Quinness for sone tine, but the Irishman al ways hoped t hat
t he nmovenent woul d arouse sone synpathy in the barman, and he
m ght just be kind enough to pour a drop nore into the enpty
gl ass. But not this particul ar barman.

‘Bastard,' he said under his breath. It was al ways the

young ones who had no heart.

The barman didn't know the custoner's real nane. For that
matter, few people did except the FBI and the San Franci sco
Pol i ce Departnent.

The file at the SFPD gave Wlliam Sean O Reilly's age as
fifty-two. A casual onl ooker m ght have judged himto be
nearer sixty-five, not just because of his well-worn clothes,
but fromthe pronounced lines on his forehead, the wi nkl ed
bags under his eyes and the extra inches around his waist.
OReilly blamed it on three alinonies, four jail sentences
and going too nmany rounds in his youth as an amateur boxer.
He never blaned it on the Guinness.

The probl em had begun at school when O Reilly discovered

by sheer chance that he could copy his classmates' signatures
when they signed chits to w thdraw pocket noney fromthe
school bank. By the tinme he had

conpleted his first year at Trinity College, Dublin, he
could forge the signatures of the provost and the bursar so
wel | that even they believed that they had awarded him a
bursary.

While at St Patrick's Institution for O fenders, Bill was

I ntroduced to the banknote by Liamthe Counterfeiter. Wen

t hey opened the gates to let himout, the young apprentice
had nothing left to learn fromthe master. Bill discovered
that his nother was unwilling to allow himto return to the
bosom of the famly, so he forged the signature of the
American Consul in Dublin and departed for the brave new
wor | d.



By the age of thirty, he had etched his first dollar

plate. The work was so good that, during the trial that
followed its discovery, the FBI acknow edged that the
counterfeit was a masterpi ece which woul d never have been
detected without the help of an inforner. OReilly was
sentenced to six years and the crinme desk of the San

Franci sco Chronicle dubbed him'Dollar Bill".

When Dollar Bill was released fromjail, he noved on to
tens, twenties and later fifties, and his sentences increased
in direct proportion. In between sentences he nanaged three
w ves and three divorces. Sonething else his nother woul dn't
have approved of.

Hs third wwfe did her best to keep himon the straight

and narrow, and Bill responded by produci ng docunents only
when he couldn't get any other work - the odd passport, the
occasional driver's licence or social security claim -
nothing really crimnal, he assured the judge. The judge
didn't agree and sent hi mback down for another five years.
When Dollar Bill was released this tinme, nobody would

touch him so he had to resort to doing tattoos at

fai rgrounds and, in desperation, pavenent paintings which,
when it didn't rain, just about kept himin Guinness.

Bill lifted the enpty glass and stared once again at the

bar man, who returned a | ook of stony indifference. He failed
to notice the smartly-dressed young man who took a seat on
the other side of him

"What can | get you to drink, M O Reilly? said a voice

he didn't recognise. Bill |ooked round suspiciously. '"I'm
retired,' he declared, fearing that it was another of those
young pl ai n-cl ot hes detectives fromthe San Franci sco Police
Departnment who hadn't nade his quota of arrests for the

nont h.

" Then you won't mind having a drink with an old con, wll
you?' said the younger man, revealing a slight Bronx accent.
Bill hesitated, but the thirst won.

"A pint of draught CGuinness,' he said hopefully.

The young man raised his hand and this tinme the barman
responded i mredi at el y.

'So what do you want?' asked Bill, once he'd taken a sw g
and was sure the barman was out of earshot.

"Your skill.'

"But I'mretired. | already told you.'

"And | heard you the first tine. But what | require isn't
crimnal .’



'So what are you hoping I'll knock up for you? A copy of
the Mona Lisa, or is it to be the Magna Carta?
'Nearer home than that,' said the young man.

"Buy nme another,' said Bill, staring at the enpty gl ass
that stood on the counter in front of him 'and I'lIl |isten
to your proposition. But I warn you, I'mstill retired.'
After the barman had filled Bill's glass a second tine,

the young man introduced hinself as Angelo Santini, and began
to explain to Dollar Bill exactly what he had in mnd. Angelo
was grateful that at four in the afternoon there was no one
el se around to overhear them

"But there are already thousands of those in circul a-

tion,' said Dollar Bill when Angelo had finished. 'You

coul d buy a good reproduction from any decent tourist shop.'

' Maybe, but not a perfect copy,' insisted the young nman.

Dol lar Bill put down his drink and thought about the

st at enent.

"Who wants one?

"It's for a client who's a collector of rare nmanuscripts,’
Angel o said. '"And he'll pay a good price.’

Not a bad lie, as lies go, thought Bill. He took another
sip of Guinness. 'But it would take nme weeks,' he said,

al nrost under his breath. 'In any case, |'d have to nove to
Washi ngt on. '

"We've already found a suitable place for you in

Georgetown, and |I'msure we can |lay our hands on all the
materials you' d need.’

Dol lar Bill considered this claimfor a nonent, before

taki ng another gulp and declaring, 'Forget it - it sounds too
much |ike hard work. As | explained, it would take ne weeks
and, worse, |'d have to stop drinking,' he added, placing his
enpty gl ass back on the counter. 'You nust understand, |I'ma
perfectionist.'

"That's exactly why |'ve travelled fromone side of the
country to the other to find you,' said Angelo quietly.

Dol lar Bill hesitated and | ooked at the young man nore
careful ly.

"I'd want $25, 000 down and $25, 000 on conpletion, with all
expenses paid,' said the Irishman.

The young man couldn't believe his luck. Cavalli had

aut horised himto spend up to $100,000 if he coul d guarantee
the finished article. But then he renenbered that his boss
never trusted anyone who didn't bargain.

' $10, 000 when we reach Washi ngton and anot her $20, 000 on



conpl etion.'

Dollar Bill toyed with his enpty gl ass.

' $30, 000 on conpletion if you can't tell the difference
bet ween m ne and the original.’

"But we'll need to tell the difference,' said Angelo.

"You'll get your $30,000 if no one else can.'

Scott heard the phone ringing when he was at the foot of

the stairs. H's mnd was still going over the norning |lecture

he had just given, but he | eaped up the stairs three at a

ti me, pushed open the door of his apartnent and grabbed the
phone, knocking his nother to the fl oor.

"Scott Bradley,' he said as he picked up the photograph

and replaced it on the sideboard.

"I need you in Washington tonorrow. My office, nine

o' cl ock sharp.'

Scott was al ways i npressed by the way Dexter Hutchins

never introduced hinself, and assuned that the work he did
for the CIA was nore inportant than his commtnent to Yale.
It took Scott nost of the afternoon to rearrange his
teaching schedule with two understandi ng col | eagues. He
couldn't use the excuse of not feeling well, as everyone on
canmpus knew he hadn't m ssed a day's work through illness in
nine years. So he fell back on 'woman trouble', which always
elicited synpathy fromthe ol der professors, but didn't |ead
themto ask too many questi ons.

Dext er Hutchins never gave any details over the phone as

to why Scott was needed, but as all the norning papers had
carried pictures of Yitzhak Rabin arriving in Washi ngton for
his first neeting with President Cinton, he nmade the obvi ous
assunption.

Scott renoved the file that was | odged between Tax and

Torts and extracted everything he had about the new

Israeli Prime Mnister. His policy towards Anmerica didn't
seemto differ greatly fromthat of his predecessor. He was
better educated than Shamr, nore conciliatory and gender in
hi s approach, but Scott suspected that if it canme to a knife
fight in a dowmmtown bar, Rabin was the one who woul d cone out
unmar ked.

He | eaned back and started thinking about a bl onde naned
Susan Anderson who had been present at the last briefing he
had been asked to attend with the new Secretary of State. If
she was at the neeting, the trip to Washi ngton m ght prove
wor t hwhi | e.

The follow ng norning a black |inousine with snoked



w ndows pulled up outside Chio State University Hospital. The
chauffeur parked in the space reserved for T. Ham Iton
McKenzi e, as he had been instructed to do.

H s only other orders were to pick up a patient at ten

o' clock and drive himto the University of G ncinnati and
Honmes Hospital.

At 10.10, two white-coated orderlies wheeled a tall,
well-built man in a chair out through the swing doors and,
seeing the car parked in the Dean's space, guided himtowards
it. The driver junped out and quickly opened the back door.
Poor man, he thought, his head all covered in bandages and
only a small crack left for his lips and nostrils. He
wondered if it had been burns.

The stockily-built man cl anbered fromthe wheelchair into

t he back, sank into the | uxurious uphol stery and stretched
out his legs. The driver told him 'I'mgoing to put on your
seatbelt,' and received a curt nod in response.

He returned to his seat in the front and | owered his

w ndow to say goodbye to the two orderlies and an ol der,

rat her di stingui shed-| ooki ng man who stood behi nd

them The driver had never seen such a drained face.

The |inmousi ne noved off at a sedate pace. The chauffeur

had been warned not, under any circunstances, to break the
speed |imt.

T. Ham |ton MKenzie was overcone with relief as he

wat ched the car di sappear down the hospital drive. He hoped
the nightnmare was at |last comng to an end. The operation had
t aken hi m seven hours, and the previous night had been the
first time he had slept soundly for the past week. The | ast
order he had received was to go hone and wait for Sally's
rel ease.

When the demand had been put to him by the woman who | eft
five dollars on the table at the O entangy |Inn, he had
considered it inpossible. Not, as he had suggested, on
et hi cal grounds, but because he had thought he coul d never
achieve a true |likeness. He had wanted to explain to her
about autografting, the external epitheliumand the deeper
corium and how unlikely it was that. . . But when he saw the
unnamed man in his private office, he imediately realised
why they had chosen him He was al nost the right height,

per haps a shade short - an inch, no nore - and he m ght have
been five to ten pounds too light. But shoe |lifts and a few
Big Macs woul d sort out both of those problens.

The skull and features were remarkable and bore a stunning



resenbl ance to the original. In fact in the end it had only
proved necessary to performrhinoplasty and a parti al

t hi ckness graft. The results were good, very good. The
surgeon assuned that the man's red hair was irrel evant
because they could shave his head and use a wig. Wth a new
set of teeth and good meke-up, only his imedi ate famly
woul d be able to tell the difference.

McKenzi e had had several different teans working with him
during the seven hours in the operating theatre. He'd told
t hem he needed fresh hel p whenever he began

to tire. No one ever questioned T. Ham | ton MKenzie

I nside the hospital, and only he had seen the final result.
He had kept his side of the bargain.

She parked the Ford Taurus - Anerica's nost popul ar car -

a hundred yards fromthe house, but not before she'd swung it
round to face the direction in which she would be | eaving.
She changed her shoes in the car. The only tinme she had
nearly been caught was when sone nud had stuck to the soles
of her shoes and the FBI had traced it to within yards of a
spot she had visited a few days before.

She swung her bag over her shoul der and stepped out onto
the road. She began to wal k slowy towards the house.

They had chosen the |location well. The farnmhouse was
several mles fromthe nearest building - and that was an
enpty barn - at the end of a track that even desperate |overs
woul d have thought tw ce about.

There was no sign of anyone being in the house, but she
knew t hey were there, waiting, watching her every nove. She
opened the door wi thout knocking and i mredi ately saw one of
themin the hall

"Upstairs,' he said, pointing. She did not reply as she

wal ked past him and began to clinb the stairs.

She went straight into the bedroom and found the young

girl sitting on the end of the bed reading. Sally turned and
smled at the slimwonman in the green Laura Ashl ey dress,
hopi ng that she had brought anot her book wi th her.

The woman placed a hand in her bag and smiled shyly,

before pulling out a paperback and passing it over to the
young girl.

" Thank you,' said Sally, who took the book, checked the
cover and then quickly turned it over to study the pl ot
sunmary.

While Sally becane engrossed by the prom sed story, the
woman uncl i pped the long plaited rope that was attached to



the two sides of her shoppi ng bag.

Sally opened the book at the first chapter, having already
deci ded she woul d have to read every page very slowy. After
all, she couldn't be sure when the next offering m ght cone.
The novenent was so fast that she didn't even feel the

rope go round her neck. Sally's head jerked back and with one
flick her vertebra was broken. Her chin slunped onto her
chest.

Bl ood began to trickle out of her nmouth, down her chin and
onto the cover of A Tinme to Love and a Tine to.

The driver of the linobusine was surprised to be flagged

down by a traffic cop just as he was about to take the exit
ranp onto the freeway. He felt sure he hadn't broken the
speed limt. Then he spotted the anbul ance in his rear-view
mrror, and wondered if they sinply wanted to pass him He

| ooked to the front again to see the notorcycle cop was
firmy waving himonto the hard shoul der.

He i mmedi ately obeyed the order and brought the car to a
standstill, puzzled as to what was goi ng on. The anbul ance
drew in and stopped behind him The cop disnmunted fromhis
not orcycl e, wal ked up to the driver's door and tapped on the
wi ndow. The chauffeur touched a button in the arnrest and the
wi ndow slid silently down.

‘I's there a problem officer?

"Yes, sir, we have an energency on our hands,' the

policeman said without raising his visor. 'Your patient

has to return to the Chio State University Hospital

I mredi ately. There have been unforeseen conplications. You're
to transfer himto the anbulance and | will escort them back
into the city.

The w de-eyed driver agreed with a series of consenting
nods. 'Should | go back to the hospital as well?" he asked.
"No, sir, you're to continue to G ncinnati and report to
your office.’

The driver turned his head to see two paranedi cs dressed

in white overalls standing by the side of the car. The
pol i ceman nodded and one of them opened the back door while
the other released the seatbelt so that he could help the
patient out.

The driver glanced in the rear-view mrror and watched the
par anmedi cs guide the well-built man towards the anbul ance.
The siren on the notorcycle brought his attention back to the
pol i ceman who was now directing the anbul ance up the exit
ranp so that it could cross the bridge over the hi ghway and



begin its journey back into the city.

The whol e changeover had taken |less than five m nutes,

| eaving the driver in the |inousine feeling sonewhat dazed.
He then did what he felt he should have done the nonment he
saw t he policeman, and tel ephoned his headquarters in

G ncinnati .

"W were just about to call you,' said the girl on the

swi tchboard. 'They don't need the car any |longer, so you may
as well come strai ght back.'

"Suits nme,' said the driver. 'l just hope the client pays
the bill.'

" They paid cash in advance | ast Thursday,' she replied.

The driver clicked the phone back on its cradle and began his
journey to G ncinnati. But sonething was

naggi ng in the back of his mnd. Wiy had the policenan

stood so close to the door that he couldn't get out, and why
hadn't he raised his visor? He dismssed such thoughts. As

| ong as the conpany had been paid, it wasn't his problem

He drove up onto the freeway, and didn't see the anbul ance

i gnore the signpost to the city centre and join the stream of
traffic going in the opposite direction. The nman behind the
wheel was al so contacting his headquarters.

"It went as planned, boss,' was all he replied to the

first question.

'Good,' said Cavalli. '"And the chauffeur?

"On his way back to G ncinnati, none the w ser.'

'Good,' Cavalli repeated. 'And the patient?

"Fine, as far as | can tell,' said the driver, glancing in
the rear-view mrror

"And the police escort?

"Mario took a detour down a side road so he could get
changed into his Federal Express uniform He should catch up
with us within the hour.'

"How | ong before the next sw tch?

The driver checked the mloneter. 'Mist be about anot her
ninety mles, just after we cross the state |ine.'

"“And t hen?'

" Four nore changes between there and the Big Apple. Fresh
drivers and a different car each tinme. The patient should be
wi th you around m dni ght tonorrow, though he nmay have to stop
off at a rest roomor two along the way.'

"No rest roons,' said Cavalli. 'Just take himoff the

hi ghway and hi de himbehind a tree.'



DOLLAR bill's NEWHOVE turned out to be the basenent of a
house in Georgetown, fornerly an artist's studio. The room
where he worked was well |it without glare and, at his
request, the tenperature was kept at sixty-six degrees with a
constant humdity.

Bill attenpted several 'dry runs' as he called them but

he couldn't get started on the final docunent until he had
all the materials he needed. 'Nothing but perfection wll

do," he kept rem ndi ng Angel o. He woul d not have his nane
associated with anything that m ght | ater be denounced as a
forgery. After all, he had his reputation to consider.

For days they searched in vain for the right pen nibs.

Dollar Bill rejected themall until he was shown a picture of
some in a small museumin Virginia. He nodded his approval
and they were in his hands the foll ow ng afternoon.

The curator of the museumtold a reporter fromthe

Ri chnond Tines Dispatch that she was puzzled by the theft.
The pens were not of any historic inportance or particularly
val uabl e. There were far nore irrepl aceabl e objects in the
next display case.

' Depends who needs them' said Dollar Bill when he was

shown the press cutting.

The ink was a little easier once Bill had found the right
shade of black. Wien it was on the paper he knew exactly

how to control the viscosity by tenperature and evaporation
to give the inpression of old age. Several pots were tested
until he had nore than enough to carry out the job.

Wiile others were searching for the materials he needed,

Dol lar Bill read several books fromthe Library of Congress
and spent a few mnutes every day in the National Archives
until he discovered the one m stake he could afford to nake.
But the toughest requirenent proved to be the parchnent
itself, because Dollar Bill wouldn't consider anything that
was | ess than two hundred years old. He tried to explain to
Angel o about carbon dating.

Sanples were flown in fromParis, Amsterdam Vienna,

Montreal and Athens, but the forger rejected themall. It was
only when a package arrived fromBrenmen with a selection
dated 1781 that Dollar Bill gave a smle which only Quinness
normal |y brought to his |ips.

He touched, caressed and fondled the parchnent as a young
man m ght a new | over but, unlike a |over, he pressed, rolled
and flattened the object of his attentions until he was
confident it was ready to receive the baptismof ink. He then



prepared ten sheets of exactly the sane size, know ng that
only one would eventual ly be used.

Bill studied the ten parchnents for several hours. Two

were dismssed within a nonment, and four nore by the end of
the day. Using one of the four remaining sheets, the
craftsman worked on a rough copy that Angel o, when he first
saw it, considered perfect.

"Perfect to the amateur eye, possibly,' Bill said, 'but a
prof essi onal woul d spot the seventeen ni stakes |'ve nade

W thin nonments. Destroy it.'

During the next week three copies of the text were

executed in the basenent of Dollar Bill's new honme in
Georgetown. No one was allowed to enter the roomwhile he was
wor ki ng, and the door renained | ocked whenever he took a
break. He worked in two-hour shifts and then rested for two
hours. Light neals were brought to himtw ce a day and he
drank nothing but water, even in the evening. At night,
exhausted, he woul d often sleep for eight hours w thout
stirring.

Once he had conpleted the three copies of the

forty-six-line text, Dollar Bill declared hinmself satisfied
with two of them The third was destroyed.

Angel o reported back to Cavalli, who seened pleased with
Dol lar Bill's progress, although neither of them had been

allowed to see the two final copies.

'Now cones the hard part,' Bill told Angelo. 'Fifty-six
signatures, every one requiring a different nib, a different
pressure, a different shade of ink, and every one a work of
art initself.’

Angel o accepted this analysis, but was | ess happy to learn
that Dollar Bill insisted on a day off before he began to
wor k on the nanmes because he needed to get paralytically

dr unk.

Prof essor Bradley flew into Washi ngton on Tuesday eveni ng
and booked hinself into the Ritz Carlton - the one luxury the
Cl A al l owed the schi zophrenic agent/professor. After a |ight
di nner in the Jockey O ub, acconpanied only by a book, Scott
retired to his roomon the fifth floor. He flicked channels
from one bad novie to another before falling asleep thinking
about Susan Anderson.

He woke at six-thirty the next norning, rose, and read the
Washi ngt on Post from cover to cover, concentrating on the
articles dealing with Rabin's visit. He got dressed

wat ching a CNN report on the Israeli Prime Mnister's



speech at a Wiite House dinner that had taken place the
previ ous eveni ng. Rabin assured the new President he wanted
the same warmrelationship with Anerica that his predecessor
had enj oyed.

After a light breakfast, Scott strolled out of the hotel

to find a conpany car waiting for him

'Good norning, sir,' were the only words his driver spoke

on the entire journey. It was a pleasant trip out of the city
t hat Wednesday norning, but Scott smled wyly as he wat ched
comruters blocking all three | anes going in the opposite

di rection.

When he arrived at Dexter Hutchins' office ten m nutes
before his appoi ntnent, Tess, the Deputy Director's
secretary, waved him straight through.

Dexter greeted Scott with a firm handshake and a cursory
attenpt at an apol ogy.

"Sorry to pull you in at such short notice,' he said,
renoving the butt of a cigar fromhis nouth, 'but the
Secretary of State wants you to be present for his working
nmeeting with the Israeli Prime Mnister. They're having one
of the usual official lunches, rack of |anmb and irrel evant
smal|l talk, and they expect to start the working session
around three.'

" But why woul d Christopher want ne there?" asked Scott.

"Qur man in Tel Aviv says Rabin is going to come up with
sonmething that isn't officially on the agenda. That's all he
could find out. No details. You know as nuch about the M ddle
East as anyone in the departnent, so Christopher wants you
around. |'ve had |l ess put the btest data together so that
you'll be right up to date by the tine we get to this
afternoon's neeting.' Dexter Hutchins picked up a pile of
files fromthe corner of his desk and handed themto Scott.
The inevitable ' Top

Secret' was stanped on each of them despite the fact that

a lot of the information they contained could be found strewn
across the Foreign Desk of the Washi ngton Post.

"The first file is on the man hinsel f and Labour Party
policy; the others are on the PLO, Lebanon, Iran, Iraq,
Syria, Saudi Arabia and Jordan, all in reference to our
current defence policy. If Rabin's hoping to get nore noney
out of us, he can think again, especially after dinton's
speech | ast week on donestic policy. There's a copy in the
bottomfile.'

" Marked "Top Secret", no doubt,' said Scott.



Dexter Hutchins raised his eyebrows as Scott bundl ed up

the files and | eft w thout another word. Tess unl ocked a door
that led to a small enpty office next to her own. 'I'll nmake
sure you're not disturbed, Professor,' she prom sed.

Scott turned the pages of the first file, and began to

study a report on the secret tal ks that had been taking place
I n Norway between the Israelis and the PLO Wen he cane to
the file on the Irag-lran conflict there was a whol e section
he'd witten hinself only two weeks before, recommendi ng a
surprise bonbi ng mssion on the Mukhbarat headquarters in
Baghdad if the UN inspection team continued to be frustrated
in their efforts to check Iraqi defence installations.

At twelve o' clock, Tess brought in a plate of sandw ches

and a glass of mlk as he began to read the reports on no-fly
zones beyond the 36th and 32 nd parallels in Iraq. Wen he
had fini shed reading the President's speech, Scott spent

anot her hour trying to puzzle out what change of course or
surprise the new Prime Mnister of Israel mght have in m nd.
He was still deep in thought when Dexter Hutchins stuck his
head round the door and said, 'Five mnutes.'

In the car on the way to the State Departnent, Dexter

asked Scott if he had any theories about what the Israeli

| eader m ght be going to surprise themwth.

‘Several, but | need to observe the man in action before |
try to second guess. After all, |I've only seen himonce
before, and on that occasion he still thought Bush m ght wn
the election.’

When they arrived at the C Street entrance it took al nost

as long for the two nen fromthe CIA to reach the seventh
floor as it always did for Scott to penetrate the inner
sanctum of Langl ey.

At 2.53 they were ushered into an enpty conference room
Scott selected a chair against the wall, just behind where
Warren Christopher would be seated but slightly to his left
so he would have a clear view of Prime Mnister Rabin across
the table. Dexter sat on Scott's right.

At one mnute to three, five senior staffers entered the
room and Scott was pleased to see that Susan Anderson was
anong them Her fine fair hair was done up in a coil, making
her | ook rather austere, and she wore a tailored blue suit
that accentuated her slimfigure. The spotted white bl ouse
wth the little bow at the neck woul d have frightened off
nost nen; it appealed to Scott.

' Good afternoon, Professor Bradley,' she said when Scott



stood up. But she took a seat on the other side of Dexter
Hut chins, and infornmed himthat the Secretary of State woul d
be joining themin a few nonents.

"So how are the Orioles doing? Scott asked, |eaning

forward and | ooki ng strai ght across at Susan, trying not to
stare at her slimshapely | egs. Susan blushed. From sone
file, Scott had recalled that she was a baseball fan, and
when she wasn't acconpanying the Secretary of State abroad,
she never m ssed a gane. Scott knew only too well that they
had | ost their |ast three matches.

" Doi ng about as well as Georgetown did in the NCAAs,' cane
back her inmedi ate reply.

Scott could think of no suitable reply. Georgetown had
failed to make the national tournament for the first tine in
years.

"Fifteen all,' said Dexter, who was obvi ously enjoying
sitting on the high stool between them

The door suddenly swung open and Warren Chri st opher

entered the room acconpanied by the Prinme Mnister of |srael,
and followed by officials fromboth countries. They split
down each side of the long table, taking their places
according to seniority.

When the Secretary of State reached his seat at the centre
of the table, in front of the Arerican flag, he spotted Scott
for,the first time, and nodded an acknow edgenent of his
presence.

Once everyone was settled, the Secretary of State opened

the neeting with a predictably banal speech of wel conme, nost
of which could have been used for anyone fromYeltsin to
Mtterrand. The Prime Mnister of Israel responded in Kkind.
For the next hour they discussed a report on the neeting

I n Norway between representatives of the Israeli governnent
and the PLO

Rabi n expressed his conviction that an agreenent was
progressing satisfactorily, but it remained vital that any
further exchanges should continue in the utnost secrecy, as
he feared that if his political opponents in Jerusalemagot to
hear of it, they could still scupper the whole plan before he
was ready to nmake a public announcenent.

Chri st opher nodded his agreenent, and said it would be
appreciated by the State Departnent if any such announcenent
could be nade in Washington. Rabin smled, but nade no
concession. The ganme of poker

had begun. |If he was to deliver the Americans such a



public relations coup, he would expect sonething major in
return. Only one nore hand remained to be dealt before the
home team di scovered what that 'sonething was.

It was during 'any other business' that Rabin raised the

subj ect no one had anticipated. The Prime Mnister circled
around the problemfor a few m nutes, but Scott could see
exactly where he was headi ng. Christopher was obvi ously being
given the opportunity, if he wanted it, to kill any

di scussi on stone dead before Rabin raised it officially.
Scott scribbled a note on a piece of paper and passed it

over to Susan. She read his words, nodded, |eaned across and
pl aced the note on the blotting pad in front of the Secretary
of State. He unfolded the single sheet, glanced at the
contents but showed no sign of surprise. Scott assuned that
Chri st opher had al so worked out the size of the bonbshel

t hat was about to be dropped.

The Prine Mnister had swtched the discussion to the role

of Israel in relation to Irag, and rem nded the Secretary of
State three tinmes that they had gone along with the Allied
policy on Operation Desert Storm when it was Tel Aviv and
Hai fa that were being hit by Scuds, not New York or Little
Rock. It anused Scott that at the |last neeting Rabin had said
' New Yor k or Kennebunkport"'.

He went on to say he had every reason to believe that

Saddam was, once agai n, devel opi ng a nucl ear weapon, and Tel
Aviv and Haifa still had to be the first candidates for any
war head.

"Try not to forget, M Secretary, that we've already had

to take out their nuclear reactors once in the past decade,’
the Prinme Mnister said. 'And if necessary, we'll do so
again.'

Chri st opher nodded, but made no comment.

"And were the Iragis to succeed in devel opi ng a nucl ear
weapon,' continued Rabin, 'no anpbunt of conpensation or
synpathy would help us this tine. And |"mnot willing to risk
t he consequences of that happening to the Israeli people
while I"'mPrinme Mnister.'

Chri stopher still offered no opinion.

'For over two years since the Gulf War ended, we have

waited for the downfall of Saddam Hussein, either at the
hands of his own people or, at |east, by sone outside

I nfl uence encouraged by you. As each nonth goes by, the

| sraeli people are increasingly wondering if Operation Desert
Stormwas ever a victory in the first place.'



Christopher still didn't interrupt the Israeli Prine
Mnister's flow

"The Israeli Governnent feels it has waited | ong enough

for others to finish the job. W have therefore prepared a
plan to assassi nate Saddam Hussein.' He paused to allow the
i mplications of his statenent to sink in. 'W have at | ast
found a way of breachi ng Saddam s security, and possibly of
being invited into his bunker. Even so, this wll still be a
nore difficult operation than those which led to the capture
of Ei chmann and the rescue of the hostages at Entebbe."

The Secretary of State | ooked up. "And are you willing to
share this know edge with us?" he asked quietly.

Scott knew what the reply would be even before the Prine

M ni ster spoke, and so, he suspected, did Christopher.

"No, sir, I amnot,' replied Rabin, |ooking down at the

page in front of him 'The only purpose of ny statenent is to
ensure we do not clash with your colleagues fromthe Cl A as
we have information which suggests that they are currently
consi dering such a plan thensel ves.'

Dexter Hutchins thunped his knee with a cl enched

fist. Scott hastily wote a two-word note and passed it
across to Susan. She renoved her gl asses, read the nessage
and | ooked back at him Scott nodded firmy, so she once
again | eaned forward and placed the note in front of the
Secretary of State. He glanced at Scott's words, and this
time he reacted i mmedi ately.

‘W have no such plan,' said Christopher. '|I can assure

you, Prime Mnister, that your information is not correct.'
Rabi n | ooked surprised. 'And may | add that we naturally hope
you Wi Il not consider any such action yourselves w thout
keeping President Cinton fully inforned.'

It was the first tinme the President's nanme had been

brought into play, and Scott admred the way the Secretary of
State had applied pressure w thout any suggestion of a

t hreat .

"I hear your request,' replied the Prine Mnister, 'but I
must tell you, sir, that if Saddamis allowed to continue
devel opi ng his nuclear arsenal, | cannot expect ny people to
sit by and watch.’

Chri st opher had reached the conproni se he needed, and

per haps even gained a little tine. For the next twenty
mnutes the Secretary of State tried to steer the
conversation onto nore friendly territory, but everyone in
that room knew that once their guests had departed only one



subj ect woul d cone under discussion.

When the neeting was concl uded the Secretary instructed

his own staff to wait in the conference roomwhile he
acconpanied the Prine Mnister to his |inobusine. He returned
a fewmnutes |later with only one question for Scott.

' How can you be so sure Rabin was bl uffing when he

suggested we were also preparing a plan to elim nate Saddanf
| watched his eyes and he gave away nothing,' said
Chri st opher.

‘| agree, sir,' replied Scott. '"But it was the one

sentence he delivered in two hours that he read word for
word. | don't even think he had witten it hinself. Sone
advi ser had prepared the statenent. And, nore inportant,
Rabin didn't believe it.'

"Do you believe the Israelis have a plan to assassinate
Saddam Hussei n?’

"Yes, | do,' said Scott. 'And what's nore, despite what
Rabi n says about restraining his people, | suspect it was his
idea in the first place. | think he knows every detail

I ncluding the likely date and pl ace.'

'Do you have any theories on how they m ght go about it?
"No, sir, | don't," replied Scott.

Chri stopher turned to Susan. 'I want to neet with Ed
Derijian and his senior Mddle Eastern people in nmy office
I n one hour, and | nust see the President before he departs
for Houston.'

Chri stopher turned to | eave, but before he reached the

door, he glanced back. 'Thank you, Scott. |I'mglad you were
able to get away fromYale. It looks as if we're going to be
seeing a lot nore of you over the next few weeks.' The
Secretary of State di sappeared out of the room

"May | add ny thanks, too,' said Susan as she gathered up
her papers and scurried after her master.

"My pleasure,' said Scott, before adding, 'Care to join ne
for dinner tonight? Jockey Club, eight o'clock?

Susan stopped in her tracks. 'You nust do your research

nore thoroughly, Professor Bradley. |I've been living with the
sane man for the past six years and...'

' and | heard it wasn't going that well lately,’
interjected Scott. 'In any case, he's away at a conference in

Seattle, isn't he?

She scribbled a note and passed it over to Dexter
Hut chi ns. Dexter read the two words and | aughed
before passing it on to Scott: '"He's bluffing.'



When the two of them had been | eft al one, Dexter Hutchins

al so had one question that he needed answering.

'How coul d you be so sure that we aren't planning to take
Saddam out ?

"I"mnot,' admtted Scott. 'But | amcertain that the

| sraelis don't have any information to suggest we are.'
Dexter smled and said, 'Thanks for com ng down from
Connecticut, Scott. I'lIl be in touch. |I've got a hunch the
pl ane to Washington is going to feel like a shuttle for you
over the next few nonths.' Scott nodded, relieved that the
termwas just about to end and no one woul d expect to see him
around for several weeks.

Scott took a cab back to the Ritz Carlton, returned to his
room and began to pack his overnight case. During the past
year he'd considered a hundred ways that the Israelis m ght
plan to assassi nate Saddam Hussein, but all of them had fl aws
because of the nmassive protection that always surrounded the
I raqgi President wherever he went. Scott felt certain also
that Prime Mnister Rabin would never sanction such an
operation unless there was a good chance that his operatives
woul d get hone alive. Israel didn't need that sort of

hum liation on top of all its other problens.

Scott flicked on the evening news. The President was

headi ng to Houston to carry out a fund-raiser for Senator Bob
Krueger, who was defending LlIoyd Bentsen's seat in the
special May elections. H s plane had been |ate taking off
from Andrews. There was no expl anation as to why he was

behi nd schedul e - the new President was quickly gaining a
reputation for working by Cinton Standard Tine. Al the

Wi te House correspondent was willing to say was that he had
been locked in talks wwth the Secretary of State. Scott
switched off the

news and checked his watch. It was a little after seven,

and his flight wasn't schedul ed until 9.40. Just enough tine
to grab a bite before he left for the airport. He had only
been of fered sandw ches and a glass of mlk all day, and
considered that the CIA at | east owed hima decent neal.
Scott went downstairs to the Jockey Club and was taken to

a seat in the corner. A noisy congressman was telling a

bl onde half his age that the President had been | ocked in a
nmeeting with Warren Chri st opher because 'they were di scussing
ny anmendnent to the defence budget'. The bl onde | ooked
suitably inpressed, even if the maitre d didn't.

Scott ordered the snoked salnon, a sirloin steak and a



hal f bottle of Muton Cadet before once again going over
everything the Israeli Prime Mnister had said at the

neeti ng. But he concluded that the shrewd politician had
given no clues as to how or when - or even whether - the
Israelis would carry out their threat.

On the recommendation of the maitre d', he agreed to try

t he house special, a chocol ate souffle. He convinced hinself
that he wasn't going to be fed like this again for sone tine
and, in any case, he could work it off in the gymthe next
day. When he had finished the last nouthful, Scott checked
his watch: three m nutes past eight -just enough tine for a
cof fee before grabbing a taxi to the airport.

Scott deci ded agai nst a second cup, raised his hand and
scribbled in the air to indicate that he'd |like the check.
When the naitre d' returned, he had his MasterCard ready.
"Your guest has just arrived,' said the maitre d', wthout

I ndi cating the slightest surprise.

"My guest. . .?" began Scott.

"Hell o, Scott. I'msorry I'"'ma little late, but the
President just wsnt on and on asking questions.'

Scott stood up and slipped his MasterCard back into his
pocket before kissing Susan on the cheek.

"You did say eight o' clock, didn't you?" she asked.

"Yes, | did,' said Scott, as if he had sinply been waiting
for her.

The maitre d' reappeared with two | arge nenus and handed
themto her custoners.

"l can recommend the snoked sal non and the steak,' she

said without even a flicker of a smle.
'No, that sounds a bit too nuch for ne,
don't let nme stop you, Scott.'

'"No, President dinton's not the only one dieting,' said
Scott. 'The consome and the house salad will suit nme just
fine.' Scott |ooked at Susan as she studi ed the nmenu, her

gl asses propped on the end of her nose. She had changed from
her well-cut dark blue suit into a calf-length pink dress

t hat enphasi sed her slimfigure even nore. Her bl onde hair
now fell |oosely on to her shoulders and for the first tine
in his menory she was wearing |ipstick. She | ooked up and
sm | ed.

"I"1l have the crab cakes,' she told the maitre d'.

"What did the President have to say?' asked Scott, as if
they were still in a State Departnent briefing.

"Not a lot," she said, |owering her voice. 'Except that if

sai d Susan. ' But



Saddam were to be assassinated he feels that he woul d becone
the Iraqis' nunber-one target.'

" A human enough response,' suggested Scott.

‘Let's not talk politics,' said Susan. 'Let's talk about

nore interesting things. Wiy do you feel C seri is underrated
and Bellini overrated? she enquired. Scott realised Susan
nmust have also read his internal file fromcover to cover
"So that's why you cane. You're an art freak.'

For the next hour they discussed Bellini, G seri,

Car avaggi o, Florence and Venice, which kept themfully
occupied until the nmaitre d' reappeared by their side.

She recommended the chocol ate souffle, and seened

di sappoi nted that they both rejected the suggestion.

Over coffee, Scott told his guest about his [ife at Yale,

and Susan admtted that she sonetines regretted she had not
taken up an offer to teach at Stanford.

"One of the five universities you' ve honoured with your

schol arshi p."

"But never Yale, Professor Bradley,' she said before

fol di ng her napkin. Scott smled. 'Thank you for a |lovely
eveni ng,' she added as the naitre d returned with the check.
Scott signed it quickly, hoping she couldn't see, and that
the Cl A accounts departnment wouldn't query why it was a bil
for three people.

When Susan went to the |ladies' room Scott checked his

wat ch. Ten twenty-five. The | ast plane had taken off nearly
an hour before. He wal ked down to the front desk and asked if
they could book himin for another night. The receptioni st
pressed a few keys on the conputer, studied the result and
said, 'Yes, that will be fine, Professor Bradley. Continental
br eakf ast at seven and the Washi ngton Post as usual ?'

" Thank you,' he said as Susan reappeared by his side.

She linked her armin his as they wal ked towards the taxis
parked in the cobbl estone driveway. The doornman opened the
back door of the first taxi as Scott once again kissed Susan
on the cheek.

' See you soon, | hope.'

"That will depend on the Secretary of State,' said Susan
with a grin as she stepped into the back of the taxi. The
doorman cl osed the door behind her and Scott waved as the car
di sappeared down Massachusetts Avenue.

Scott took a deep breath of Washington air and felt that
after two neals a wal k round the bl ock woul dn't do him any
harm H's mnd switched constantly between Saddam and Susan,



nei ther of whomhe felt he had the full neasure of.
He strolled back into the Ritz Carlton about twenty
mnutes |ater, but before going up to his roomhe returned to
the restaurant and handed the maitre d° a twenty-dollar bill.

" Thank you, sir,' she said. 'I hope you enjoyed both
neal s.'
"If you ever need a day job,' Scott said, 'l know an

outfit in Virginia that could nmake good use of your
particular talents.' The nmaitre d' bowed. Scott left the
restaurant, took the lift to the fifth floor and strolled
down the corridor to room 505.

When he renoved his key fromthe | ock and pushed the door
open he was surprised to find he'd left a |light on. He took
his jacket off and wal ked down the short passageway into the
bedroom He stopped and stared at the sight that net him
Susan was sitting up in bed in a rather sheer neglige,
reading his notes on the afternoon's neeting, her gl asses
propped on the end of her nose. She | ooked up and gave Scott
a disarmng smle.

"The Secretary of State told ne that | was to find out as
much as | possibly could about you before our next neeting.'
"When's your next neeting?

" Tonorrow norning, nine sharp.'

button GAN NNETT WAS PROVING to be a problem The witing
was spidery and small, and the G sloped forward. It was
several hours before Dollar Bill was willing to transfer the
signature onto the two remai ning parchnments. In the days that
foll owed, he used fifty-six different shades of ink and
subt| e changes of pressure on the dozen nibs he tried out
before he felt happy with Lewis Mrris, Abraham d ark,

Ri chard Stockton and Caesar Rodney. But he felt his
mast er pi ece was undoubt edly John Hancock, in size, accuracy,
shade and pressure.

The Irishman conpl eted two copies of the Declaration of

| ndependence forty-ei ght days after he had accepted a drink
from Angel o Santini at a downtown bar in San Francisco.

"One is a perfect copy,' he told Angel o, 'while the other
has a tiny flaw'

Angel o stood | ooking at the two docunents in amazenent,
unable to think of the words that woul d adequately express
his adm rati on.

"When WIlliamJ. Stone was asked to nmake a copy back in
1820, it took himnearly three years,' said Dollar Bill.
"And, nore inportant, he had the bl essing of Congress.'



"Are you going to tell nme the one difference between the
final copy you've chosen and the original ?

"No, but I will tell you it was WlliamJ. Stone who
pointed ne in the right direction.'

"So what's next?' asked Angel o.

"Patience,' said the craftsman, 'because our little

souffle needs tinme to rise.'

Angel o watched as Dollar Bill transferred the two
parchnents carefully onto a table in the centre of the room
where he had rigged up a water-cooled Xenon |lanp. 'This gives
out a light simlar to daylight, but of nuch greater
intensity,' he explained. He flicked the switch on and the
roomlit up like a television studio. '"If |I've got ny
calculations right,' said Bill, '"that should achieve in
thirty hours what nature took over two hundred years to do
for the original.' He smled. 'Certainly enough tinme to get
drunk. '

‘Not yet,' said Angelo, hesitating. 'M Cavalli has one
nore request.’

"And what m ght that be?' asked Dollar Bill in his warm

I rish brogue.

He listened to M Cavalli's latest wnimwith interest. "I

feel | ought to be paid double in the circunstances,' was the
forger's only response.

"M Cavalli has agreed to pay you another ten thousand,"

sai d Angel o.

Dol lar Bill | ooked down at the two copies, shrugged his

shoul ders and nodded.

Thirty-six hours later, the chairman and the chi ef

executive of Skills boarded a shuttle for Wshi ngton.

They had two assessnents to nake before flying back to New
York. |f both cane out positively, they could then arrange a
neeting of the executive teamthey hoped would carry out the
contract.

| f, however, they cane away unconvi nced, Caval l

would return to Wall Street and make two phone calls. One

to M Al Obaydi, explaining why it would be inpossible to
fulfil his request, and the second to their contact in the
Lebanon to tell himthat they could not deal with a man who
had demanded that ten per cent of the noney be |odged in a
Swi ss bank account in his name. Cavalli would even supply the
nunber of the account they had opened in Al Obaydi's nane in
Geneva, and thus the blanme for failure would be shifted from
the Cavallis to the Deputy Anbassador fromlraq.



When the two nen stepped out of the main termnal, a car

was waiting to ferry theminto Washi ngton. Crossing the 14th
Street bridge they proceeded east on Constitution Avenue
where they were dropped outside the National Gallery, a
buil di ng that neither of them had ever visited before.

Once inside the East Wng, they took a seat on a little
bench agai nst the wall just below the vast Cal der nobile and
wai t ed.

It was the clapping that first attracted their attention.
When they | ooked up to see what was causi ng the commoti on,
they watched as flocks of tourists quickly stood to one side,
trying to make a cl eari ng.

When they saw himfor the first tinme, the Cavallis
automatically stood. A group of bodyguards, two of whom

Ant oni o recogni sed, was | eading the man through a human
passage while he shook hands with as many peopl e as possi bl e.
The chai rman and the chief executive took a few paces
forward to get a better view of what was taking place. It was
remar kabl e: the broad smle, the gait and wal k, even the sane
turn of the head. \When he stopped in front of them and bent
down to speak to a little boy for a nonment they mght, if
they hadn't known the truth, have believed it thensel ves.
When the man reached the front of the building, the
bodyguards |l ed himtowards the third linousine in a |line of
six. In nonents he had been whi sked away, the sound of sirens
fading into the distance.

" That two-m nute exercise cost us one hundred thousand
dollars,' said Tony as they made their way back towards the
entrance. As he pushed through the revolving door a little
boy rushed past himshouting at the top of his voice, 'I've
just seen the President! 1've just seen the President!’
"Wrth every penny,' said Tony's father. 'Now all we need

to know is whether Dollar Bill also lives up to his
reputation.’

Hannah recei ved an urgent call asking her to attend a
neeting at the enbassy when there was still another four
nont hs of her course to conplete. She assuned the worst.

In the exans which were conducted every other Friday,

Hannah had consistently scored higher narks than the other
five trai nee agents who were still in London. She was dammed
If she was going to be told at this |ate stage that she
wasn't up to it.

The unschedul ed appoi ntnment with the Councillor for

Cultural Affairs, a euphemstic title for Col onel Kratz,



Mossad's top man in London, was for six that evening.

At her norning tutorial, Hannah failed to concentrate on

t he works of the Prophet Mohammed, and during the afternoon
she had an even tougher time with The British Cccupati on and
Mandate in lraq, 1917-32. She was glad to escape at five

o' cl ock without being set any extra worKk.

The |Israeli Enbassy had, for the past two nonths, been
forbidden territory for all the trainee agents unless
specifically invited. If you were summoned you knew it was
sinply to collect your return ticket hone: we no | onger have
any use for you. 'CGoodbye,' and, if you were |ucky, 'Thank
you.' Two of the trainees had already taken that route during
t he past nont h.

Hannah had only seen the enbassy once, when she was driven
quickly past it on her first day back in the capital. She
wasn't even sure of its exact |ocation. After consulting an
A-Z map of London, she discovered it was in Palace G een,
Kensi ngton, slightly back fromthe road.

Hannah stepped out of the H gh Street Kensington

underground station a few m nutes before six. She strolled up
the wi de pavenent into Palace Geen and on as far as the

Phi | i ppi ne Enbassy before turning back to reach the Israeli

M ssion just before the appointed hour. She smled at the
policeman as she clinbed the steps up to the front door.
Hannah announced her nane to the receptionist, and

expl ai ned she had an appointnment with the Councillor for
Cultural Affairs. '"First floor. Once you reach the top of the
stairs, it's the green door straight in front of you.'

Hannah clinbed the w de staircase slowy, trying to gather
her thoughts. She felt a rush of apprehension as she knocked
on the door. It was imedi ately opened with a flourish.

"A pleasure to neet you, Hannah,' said a young nan she had
never seen before. "My nane is Kratz. Sorry to call you in at
such short notice, but we have a problem Please take a
seat,' he added, pointing to a confortable chair on the other
side of a large desk. Not a man given to small talk, was
Hannah's first concl usion.

Hannah sat bolt upright in the chair and stared at the man
opposite her, who | ooked far too young to be the Councillor
for Cultural Affairs. But then she recalled

the real reason for the Colonel's posting to London. Kratz
had a warm open face, and if he hadn't been going
prematurely bald at the front, he m ght even have been

descri bed as handsone.



H s massive hands rested on the desk in front of himas he

| ooked across at Hannah. H's eyes never |eft her and she
began to feel unnerved by such concentrati on.

Hannah cl enched her fists. If she was to be sent honme she
woul d at | east state her case, which she had al ready prepared
and rehearsed.

The Councillor hesitated as if he were deciding howto
express what needed to be said. Hannah wi shed he would get on
withit. It was worse than waiting for the result of an exam
you knew you had fail ed.

‘How are you settling in with the Rubins? Kratz enquired.
"Very well, thank you,' said Hannah, w thout offering any
details. She was determ ned not to hold himup fromthe real
pur pose of their neeting.

*And how s the course working out?

Hannah nodded and shrugged her shoul ders.

"And are you | ooking forward to going back to Israel ?

asked Krat z.

"Only if I've got a worthwhile job to go back to,' Hannah
replied, annoyed that she had | owered her guard. She w shed
Kratz woul d | ook away for just a nonent.

"Well, it's possible you may not be going back to Israel,"
said Kratz.

Hannah shifted her position in the chair.

"At least, not immediately,' added Kratz. 'Perhaps | ought

to explain. Although you have four nore nonths of your course
to conplete' - he opened a file that lay on the desk in front
of him- '"your tutor has infornmed us that you are likely to
performbetter in the final exans

than any of the other five remaining agents, as |I'msure

you know.'

It was the first tinme she had ever been described as an
agent .

‘W have already decided you'll be part of the final

team' Kratz said, as if anticipating her question. 'But, as
so often happens in our business, an opportunity has arisen
which we feel you are the best-qualified person to exploit at
short notice.'

Hannah | eaned forward in her chair. 'But | thought | was
being trained to go to Baghdad."

"You are, and in good tine you will go to Baghdad, but

ri ght now we want to drop you into a different eneny
territory. No better way of finding out how you'll handle
yoursel f under pressure.'’



"Where do you have in m nd?" asked Hannah, unable to

di sgui se her delight.

"Paris.'

"Paris?'" repeated Hannah in disbelief.

"Yes. W have picked up information that the head of the

lragi Interest Section has asked his government to supply him
with a second secretary. The girl has been selected and w ||

| eave Baghdad for Paris in ten days' tine. If you are willing
to take her place, she will never reach Charles de Gaulle
airport.’

"But they'd know | was the wong person within mnutes.'
"Unlikely,' said Kratz, taking out a thicker file froma
drawer of his desk and turning a few pages. 'The girl in
question was educated at Putney H gh School and then went on
to Durham University to study English, both on Iraqi
governnent grants. She wanted to remain in England but was
forced to return to Baghdad when student visas were rescinded
just over two years ago.'

"But her famly...'

"Father was killed in the war with Iran and the nother has
gone to live with her sister, just outside Karbala.'
"Brothers and sisters?

"A brother in the Republican Guard, no sisters. It's all
inthe file. You'll be given a few days to study the
background before you have to nmake up your mnd. Tel Aviv is
convi nced we've a good chance of dropping you in her place.
Your detailed know edge of Paris is an obvious bonus. W
woul d only | eave you there for three to six nonths at the
nost . '

“And t hen?

"Back to Israel in final preparation for Baghdad. By the
way, if you decide to take on this assignnent, our primry
purpose is not to use you as a spy. W already have an agent
in Paris. We sinply want you to assimlate everything around
you and get used to living with Arabs and thinking |ike them
You nust not keep any records, or even nake notes. Commt
everything to nenory. You will be debriefed when we take you
out. Never forget that your final assignnent is far nore
inmportant to the state of Israel than this could ever be.' He
smled for the first time. 'Perhaps you' d |like a few days to
think it over.'

"No, thank you,' said Hannah. This tine it was Kratz who

| ooked anxious. 'I'm happy to take on the job, but | have a
problem'



"What's that?' asked Kratz.

‘I can't type, and certainly not in Arabic'

The young man | aughed. ' Then we'll have to lay on a crash
course for you. You' d better |eave the Rubins' imrediately
and get yourself noved into the enbassy by tonorrow night.
They won't ask you for an explanation, and don't offer any.
Meanwhi |l e, study this.' He passed over a manila folder with
the nane 'Karima Saib' witten across the top in bold
letters. "Wthin ten days you mnust

know its contents by heart. The know edge you retain nmay
save your life.'

Kratz rose fromhis side of the desk and wal ked round to
acconpany Hannah to the door. 'Just one nore thing,' he said
as he opened the door for her. 'l believe this is yours.'
The Councillor for Cultural Affairs handed Hannah a smal |,
battered suitcase.

In a car on the way to Georgetown, Cavalli explained to

his father that within a hundred yards of the gallery the
sirens woul d have been turned off and the |inousines would
peel away one after another as they reached the next six

i ntersections, |osing thenselves in the normal norning
traffic.

"And the actor?

"Wth his wig renoved and wearing dark gl asses, no one
woul d give Ll oyd Adans a second | ook. He'll be taking the
Metroliner back to New York this afternoon.'

"Clever.'

"Once their licence plates have been sw tched, the six
linmbs will return to the city in a couple of days with their
original New York plates.'

"You' ve done a highly professional job,' said his father.
"Yes, but that was only the dress rehearsal of a single
scene. What we're planning in four weeks' tinme is to put on a
t hree-act opera with the whol e of WAashington as our invited
audi ence. '

"Try not to forget that we're being paid one hundred
mllion for our troubles,' the old man rem nded him

‘If we deliver, it wll be good value for noney,' said
Cavalli as the car drove past the Four Seasons Hotel. The
chauffeur turned left down a side street and cane to a

halt outside a quaint old wooden house. Angel o was waiting
by a little iron gate at the top of a small flight of stone
steps. The chai rman and chi ef executive got out of the car
and foll owed Angel o down the steps at a brisk pace, w thout



speaki ng.

The door at the bottom was already open. Once they were

i nside, Angelo introduced themto Bill OReilly. Bill led

t hem down the corridor to his room Wen he reached the

| ocked door he turned the key as if they were about to enter
Al addi n's cave. He opened the door and paused for just a
noment before switching on the lights, then led his little
party to the centre of the room where the two manuscripts
awai ted their inspection. He explained to his visitors that
only one was a perfect copy of the original.

Bill passed both nen a magnifying glass, then took a pace
backwards to await their judgenent. Tony and his father were
not quite sure where to start, and began studyi ng both
docunents for several mnutes without uttering a word. Tony
took his time as he went over the opening paragraph, 'Wen in
t he course of human events. . .', while his father becane
fascinated by the signatures of Francis Lightfoot Lee and
Carter Braxton, whose colleagues fromVirginia had |left them
so little roomat the foot of the parchnent to affix their
names.

After some tinme, Tony's father stood up to his ful

hei ght, turned towards the little Irishmn and handed back

the magni fying glass, and said, 'Maestro, all | can say is
that WlliamJ. Stone woul d have been proud to know you.'
Dol lar Bill bowed, acknow edging the ultimte forger's
conpl i ment.

"But which one is the perfect copy and which one has the

m st ake?' asked Caval li .

"Ah,' said the forger. "It was also WlliamJ. Stone who
pointed ne in the right direction for solving that little
conundrum'’

The Cavallis waited patiently for Dollar Bill to continue

hi s expl anation. 'You see, when Tinothy Matl ock engrossed the
original in 1776, he nade three m stakes. Two he was able to
correct by sinple insertions.' Dollar Bill pointed to the
word 'represtative', where the letters e and n were m ssing,
and then to the word '"only', which had been onmtted a few
lines further down. Both of the corrections had been inserted
with a A

"But,' continued Dollar Bill, "M Matlock al so made one
spelling m stake which he did not correct. On one of the
copies, you will find, I have.'

HANNAH LANDED AT Beirut airport the night before she was
due to fly to Paris. No one from Mbssad acconpani ed the new



agent, to avoid the risk of conprom sing her. Any Israel
found in the Lebanon is automatically arrested on sight.
Hannah had taken over an hour to be cleared by custonmns,

but she finally enmerged carrying a British passport, hand

| uggage and a few Lebanese pounds. Twenty m nutes |ater she
booked herself into the airport Hlton. She explained to the
receptioni st that she would only be staying one night and
paid her bill in advance with the Lebanese pounds. She went
straight to her roomon the ninth floor and did not venture
out again that eveni ng.

She received just one phone call, at 7.20. To Kratz's
guestion she sinply replied 'Yes,' and the |line went dead.
She clinbed into bed at 10.40, but couldn't sleep for nore
than an hour at a tine. She occasionally flicked on the
television to watch spaghetti Wsterns dubbed into Arabic. In
bet ween she managed to catch nonents of restless sleep. She
rose at ten to seven the followi ng norning, ate a slab of
chocol ate she found in the tiny fridge, cleaned her teeth and
took a cold shower.

She dressed in clothes taken from her hand | uggage of a

type which the file had indicated Karima favoured, and sat on
the corner of the bed staring at herself in the

mrror. She didn't |ike what she saw. Kratz had insisted

that she crop her hair so that she | ooked |Iike the one

bl urred photograph of Mss Saib they had in their possession.
They al so expected her to wear steel-rinmmed spectacles, even
if the glass in themdidn't nmagni fy. She had worn the
spectacles for the past week but still hadn't got used to
them and often sinply forgot to put themon or, worse,

m sl aid them

At 8.19 a.m she received a second phone call to let her
know t he plane had taken off from Amman with the 'cargo' on
boar d.

When Hannah heard the norning cleaners chatting in the
corridor a few nonents |later, she opened the door and quickly
switched the sign on the knob outside to '"Do Not Disturb'.
She waited inpatiently in her roomfor a call saying either

" Your baggage has been mslaid,' which neant she was to
return to London because they had failed to kidnap the girl,
or 'Your baggage has been retrieved;' the code to show they
had succeeded. If it was the second nessage she was to | eave
the roomimedi ately, take the hotel mnibus to the airport
and go to the bookshop on the ground fl oor, where she was to
browse until she was contact ed.



A courier would then arrive at Hannah's side and | eave a
smal | package containing Saib's passport wth the photograph
changed, the airline ticket in Saib's nane and any baggage
tickets and personal itens that had been found on her.

Hannah was then to board the flight to Paris as quickly as
possible wth only the one piece of hand | uggage she had
brought with her from London. Once she had | anded at Charl es
de Gaull e she was to pick up Karima Saib's |uggage fromthe
carousel and get herself to the VIP carpark. She would be net
by the Iraqi Anmbassador's chauffeur, who would take her to

t he

Jordani an Enbassy, where the Iraqgi Interest Section was
currently located, the Iragi Enbassy in Paris being
officially closed. Fromthat nonent, Hannah woul d be on her
own, and at all times she was to obey the instructions given
by the enbassy staff, particularly renmenbering that in direct
contrast to Jewi sh wonen, Arab wonen were subservient to nen.
She nust never contact the Israeli Enbassy or attenpt to find
out who the Mossad agent in Paris was. If it ever becane
necessary, he woul d contact her.

"What do | do about clothes if Saib's don't fit?" she had
asked Kratz. 'We know I'mtaller than she is.'

"You must carry enough in your overnight bag to | ast for

the first few days,' he had told her, 'and then purchase what
you Wi Il need for six nmonths in Paris.' Two thousand French
francs had been supplied for this purpose.

"It nmust be sone tine since you' ve been shopping in

Paris,' she had told him 'That's just about enough for a
pair of jeans and a couple of T-shirts.' Kratz had
reluctantly handed over another five thousand francs.

At 9.27 the phone rang.

When Tony Cavalli and his father entered the boardroom

they took the remaining chairs at each end of the table, as
the chai rman and chi ef executive of any distingui shed conpany
m ght. Cavalli always used the oak-panelled roomin the
basenment of his father's house on 75th Street for such

neeti ngs, but no one present believed they were there to
conduct a normal board neeting. They knew there would be no
agenda and no m nutes.

In front of each of the six places where the board nenbers
were seated was a notepad, pencil and a gl ass of water, as
there woul d have been at a thousand such

nmeeti ngs across Anerica that norning. But at this

partic-ular gathering, in front of every place were also two



| ong envel opes, one thin and one bul ky, neither giving any
clue as to its contents.

Tony's eyes swept the faces of the nen seated round the
table. Al of themhad two things in common: they had reached
the top of their professions, and they were willing to break
the law. Two of them had served jail sentences, albeit sone
years before, while three of the others woul d have done so
had they not been able to afford the finest |awers
avai |l able. The sixth was hinself a | awer.

"Gentlenen,' Cavalli began, 'I've invited you to join ne
this evening to discuss a business proposition that m ght be
described as a little unusual.' He paused before conti nuing,

"We have been requested by an interested party to steal the
Decl arati on of |ndependence fromthe National Archives.'

Tony paused for a nonent as uproar broke out imrediately

and the guests tried to outdo each other with one-liners.
*Just roll it up and take it away.'

"I suppose we could bribe every nenber of the staff.’

"Set the White House on fire. That would at | east cause a

di version.'

"Wite in and tell themthat you won it on a gane show. '

Tony was content to wait for his colleagues to run out of

W secracks before he spoke agai n.

"Exactly ny reaction when we were first approached,' he
admtted. 'But after several weeks of research and
preparation, | hope you will at |east grant ne an opportunity
to present ny case.'

They qui ckly cane to order and began concentrating on

Tony's every word, though 'scepticism would have

best described the expression on their faces.

"During the past weeks, ny father and | have been working

on a draft plan to steal the Declaration of |Independence. W
are now ready to share that know edge with you, because |

must admt that we have reached a poi nt where we cannot
advance further on this project wthout the professional
abilities of everyone seated around this table. Let nme assure
you, gentlenen, that your selection has not been a random
exerci se.

"But first | would like you all to see the Declaration of

| ndependence for yourself.' Tony pressed a button underneath
the table and the doors behind himswng open. The butler
entered the roomcarrying two thin sheets of glass, a
parchment hel d between them He placed the glass frame on the
centre of the table. The six sceptics | eaned forward to study



the masterpiece. It was several nonents before anyone offered
an opi ni on.

"Bill OReilly's work, would be ny guess,’' said Frank

Pi enonte, the | awer, as he | eaned over to admre the fine
detail of the signatures below the text. 'He once offered to
pay ne in forged bills, and I would have accepted if |'d got
hi m of f.'

Tony nodded, and after they had all spent a little nore

time studying the parchnent, he said, 'So, allow ne to reword
ny earlier statenent. W are not so nuch planning to steal
the Decl aration of |Independence as to replace the original
with this copy." Asmle settled on the lips of two of the
previ ously sceptical guests.

"You will now be aware,' said Tony, 'of the anount of
preparation that has gone into this exercise so far, and,

i ndeed, the expense ny father and | have been put to. But the
reason we have continued is because we feel the rewards if we
are successful far outweigh the risk of being caught. If you

will open the thin envelopes in front of you, | believe the
contents will make ny point nore

clearly. Inside each envel ope you will find a piece of
paper on which is witten the sum of noney you will receive

I f you decide to becone a nenber of the executive team

Wiile the six nen tore open the thinner of their two

envel opes, Tony continued, 'If you feel, on discovering the
anount involved, that the reward does not warrant the ri sk,
nowis the tine to leave. | trust that those of us who renain
may have confidence in your discretion because, as you wl|
be only too aware, our lives will be in your hands.'

"And theirs in ours,' said the chairman, speaking for the
first tine.

A ripple of nervous |aughter broke out around the table as
each of the six nmen eyed the unsigned cheque in front of him

"That figure,' said Tony, 'is the paynent you will receive
should we fail. If we succeed, the amount will be tripled."’
"So will the jail sentence if we get caught,' said Bruno
Morelli, speaking for the first tine.

"Sunm ng up, gentlenen,' said Cavalli, ignoring the

comrent, 'if you decide to join the executive team you wl|

recei ve ten per cent of that paynment in advance when you

| eave tonight, and the remaining sumw thin seven days of the
contract being conpleted. This would be paid into any bank of
your choice in any country of your choosing.

' Before you nake your decision, there's one further thing



I"d like you all to see.' Once again Tony pressed a button
under the table, and this tinme the doors opened at the far
end of the room The sight that greeted them caused two of
the guests to immediately stand, one to gasp and the
remaining three to sinply stare in disbelief.

"CGentlenen, | am happy that you were able to join ne

today. | wanted to assure you all of ny conmitnent to this
project, and | hope you'll feel able to be part of the
executive team 1'Il have to | eave you now, gentlenen,' said

the man standing next to the chairman in the Ozark accent
that had becone so famliar to the American people during the
past few nonths, 'so that you can study M Cavalli's
proposition in greater detail. You can be confident that 1'1]I
do everything I can to help make the change this country
needs. But for now, | have one or two pressing engagenents. |
feel sure you'll understand.' The actor smled, and shook
hands warmy with everyone around the table before strolling
out of the boardroom

Spont aneous appl ause broke out after the door had cl osed
behind him Tony allowed hinself a smle of satisfaction.
"Gentlenmen, ny father and I will now | eave you for a few

m nutes to consider your decision.'

The chai rman and chief executive rose w thout another word
and left the room

"What do you think? asked Tony as he poured his father a

whi sky and water fromthe cabinet in his study.

"Alot of water,' he replied. 'I have a feeling we may be

in for a long night." "But did they buy it?

"Can't be certain,' replied the old man. 'I was wat chi ng
their faces while you were giving the presentation, and sure
as hell, they didn't doubt the work you've put in. They were
all inpressed by the parchnment and LI oyd Adans' perfornance,
but ot her than Bruno and Frank they didn't give nuch away.'
‘Let's start with Frank,' said Tony. 'First in then out,

as Frank always is, but he |likes noney far too nuch to wal k
away froman offer as good as this.'

"You're that confident? said Tony.

‘It's not just the noney,' replied his father. 'Frank's

not going to have to be there on the day, is he? So he'll get
hi s share whatever happens. |'ve never yet net a | awer who
woul d make a good field commander. They're too used to being
pai d whet her they win or |ose.'

"If you're right, Al Calabrese may turn out to be a

problem He's got the nost to | ose.'



"As our trade union |eader, he'll certainly have to be out
there on centre stage nost of the day, but | suspect he won't
be able to resist the chall enge.’

" And what about Bruno? If -' began the chief executive,

but he was cut short as the doors swung open and Al Cal abrese
wal ked into the room 'W were just tal king about you, Al .’
"Not too politely, | hope.'

"Well, that depends on . ..' said Tony.

"On whether I'min?

"Or out,' said the chairman.

"I"'min up to ny neck is the answer,' said A, smling.

"So you' d better have a fool proof plan to present to us.' He
turned to face Tony. 'Because | don't want to spend the rest
of ny life on top of Anerica' s nost wanted list.'

"And the others?' asked the chairman, as Bruno Mrell

brushed past them w thout even sayi ng goodni ght.

HANNAH NERVOUSLY GRABBED t he ringing phone. 'This is
Recepti on, madam W were just wondering if you'll be
checki ng out before m dday, or do you require the roomfor an
extra night?

"No, thank you,' said Hannah. 'I'Il have left by twelve,

one way or the other.'

Two minutes |ater, the phone rang again. It was Col onel

Kratz. 'Who were you speaking to a nonent ago?

" Reception were asking ne when | would be checking out.'

‘"I see,' said Kratz. 'Your baggage has been retrieved,"

was all he added.

Hannah repl aced the phone and stood up. She felt a shot of
adrenal in go through her body as she prepared for her first
real test. She picked up her overnight bag and | eft the room
swtching the sign on the door to 'Clean Me Pl ease'.

Once she had reached the foyer, she had to wait only a few

m nutes before the hotel mnibus returned fromthe airport on
its circular journey. She sat alone in the back for the short
trip to the departure area, then headed straight for the
bookshop as instructed. She began to browse anong the

har dbacks, struck by how many Anerican and British authors
were obviously read by the Lebanese.

"Do you know where | can get sone noney changed, m ss?
Hannah turned to find a priest smling at her, who had spoken
in Arabic with a slight md-Atlantic accent. Hannah

apol ogi sed and replied in Arabic that she didn't know where
the currency exchange was, but perhaps the girl at the
counter could help him



As she turned back, Hannah becane aware of soneone el se
standi ng by her side. He renpbved a copy of A Suitable Boy
fromthe shelf and replaced it with a small package. ' Good

| uck,' he whispered, and was gone even before she had seen
his face. Hannah renoved the package fromthe shelf and
strolled slowy out of the bookshop. She began to search for
the check-in counter for Paris. It turned out to be the one
with the | ongest queue.

When she reached the front, Hannah requested a nonsnoki ng
seat .

The girl behind the counter checked her ticket and then
began tappi ng away on her conputer term nal. She | ooked

puzzl ed. 'Were you unhappy with the seat previously allocated
to you, Mss Saib?'

"No, it's just fine,' said Hannah, cursing herself for

havi ng made such a sinple m stake. 'Sorry to have bot hered
you.'

"The flight will be boarding at Gate 17 in about fifteen
mnutes,' the girl added wwth a smle.

A man pretending to read the Vi kram Seth novel he had just
pur chased wat ched as the plane took off. Satisfied he had
carried out his instructions, he went to the nearest phone
booth and rang first Paris and then Colonel Kratz to confirm
that 'The bird has flown.'

The man in the priest's collar also watched Mss Saib

board her plane, and he too nmade a phone call. Not to Paris
or London, but to Dexter Hutchins in Langley, Virginia.
Caval l'i and his father wal ked back into the room and once
again resuned their places at each end of the table. One seat
was enpty.

' Too bad about Bruno,' said the chairman, |icking his

lips. "We'll just have to find soneone el se to nmake the
sword. '

Caval li opened one of the six files in front of him It

was marked ' Transport'. He passed a copy to Al Cal abrese.
"Let's start with the Presidential notorcade, A . |I'm

going to need at l|least four linobs, six notorcycle cops, two
or three staff cars, two vans with surveillance caneras and a
counter-assault teamin a black Chevy Suburban - all of them

able to pass the nost eagle eye. |I'll also want an additi onal
van that would normally carry the Wiite House nedia pool -
the death-watch. Don't forget, the notorcade will be under

far nore scrutiny than | ast week, when we only had to turn on
the sirens at the |last nonent, and then for just a few



seconds. There's bound to be soneone in the crowd who either
wor ks in governnent or is a Wiite House junkie. It's often
chil dren who spot the nost elenentary m stakes and then tel
their parents.'

Al Cal abrese opened his file to find dozens of photographs
of the President's notorcade | eaving the Wiite House on its

way to the HilIl. The phot ographs were acconpani ed by as many
pages of notes.

"How long will it take you to have everything in place?
asked Cavalli.

"' Three weeks, maybe four. |'ve got a couple of big ones in

stock that woul d pass nuster, and a bulletproof |linbo that the
governnent often hires when m nor heads of state are visiting
the capital. | think the last crest we had to paint on the
door was Uruguay, and the poor guy never even got to see the
Presi dent - he ended up j ust

getting twenty-five mnutes with Warren Chri st opher.'

"But now for the hard part, Al. | need six outriders,

riding police notorcycles, and all wearing the correct

uni form'

Al paused. 'That could take |onger."'

‘W haven't got any longer, Al. A nonth's going to be the
outside for all of us.'

"It's not that easy, Tony. | can't exactly put an ad in
t he Washi ngton Post asking for police -'
"Yes you can, Al. In a nonent you'll all see why. Mst of

you round this table nust be wonderi ng why we've been
honoured by the presence of Johnny Scasiatore, a nan

nom nated for an Gscar for his direction of The Honest
Lawyer.1l What Cavalli didn't add was that since the police
had found Johnny in bed with a twelve-year-old girl, the
studi os hadn't been in touch quite as frequently as in the
past .

"I was begi nning to wonder nyself,' admtted Johnny.

The chief executive smled. 'The truth is, you're the
reason we'll be able to pull this whole plan off. Because
you' re going to direct the entire operation.'

"You're going to steal the Declaration of |Independence and
nmake a novie of it at the sane tine?" asked Johnny in

di sbelief. Cavalli waited for the |aughter that broke out
around the table to die down.

'Not exactly. But everyone in Washington on that day is
going to believe that you are making a novie, not of us
stealing the Declaration of |ndependence, but of the



President visiting Congress. The fact that he drops into the
Nati onal Archives on the way to the Capitol is sonething they
won't ever need to know. '

‘I"'mlost already,' said Frank Pienonte, the teams

| awyer. 'Can you take it a little slower?

"Sure, Frank, because this is where you cone in. | need a
city permt to close down the route between the Wite

House and Congress for one hour on any day | choose in the

| ast week in May. Deal direct with the city's notion picture
and television office.’

"What reason do | give?' asked Pienonte.

' That Johnny Scasi atore, the distinguished director, wants
to filmthe President of the United States on his way to the
Senate to address a joint session of Congress.' Pienonte

| ooked doubtful. 'Cint Eastwood nanaged it |ast year, so
there's no reason why you shouldn't.’

" Then you' d better put $250,000 into the Fraternal O der

of Police, Lodge No. 1,' suggested Pienonte. 'And the Mayor
wi || probably expect the sane anobunt for her re-election
fund.'

"You can bribe any city official you know,' continued

Tony, "and | also want every nenber of the City Police Force
on our books squared for the day - all they have to believe
Is that we're maki ng a novi e about the new President.'

"Do you have any idea what nounting an operation like this
Is likely to cost? asked Johnny Scasi atore.

' Looki ng at the budget of your last film and the return

we made on our investnent, |I'd say yes,' replied Tony. 'And
by the way, Al,' he added, turning his attention back to the
ol d Teanster Union boss, 'sixty cops are due for retirenent
fromthe DCPD in April. You can enploy as nany of them as you
need. Tell themit's a crowd scene and pay them double.' Al
Cal abrese added a note to his file.

"Now, the key to the operation's success,' continued Tony,
'is the half-block fromthe intersection of 7th Street and
Pennsyl vani a Avenue to the delivery entrance of the National
Archives.' He unfolded a | arge map of WAshi ngton and pl aced
It inthe centre of the table, then ran his finger al ong
Constitution Avenue. 'Once they | eave you, Johnny, it's for
real .’

"But how do we get in and out of the Archives?

"That's not your problem Johnny. Your contribution ends
when the six notorcycles and the Presidential notorcade turn
right onto 7th Street. Fromthen on, it's up to G no.'



Until that nonent, G no Sartori, an ex-Marine who ran the
best protection racket on the West Side, had not spoken. H's
| awyer had told himmany tinmes: 'Don't speak unless | tell
you to.' His |lawer wasn't present, so he hadn't opened his
nmout h.

"G no, you're going to supply ne wwth the heavy brigade. |
need ei ght Secret Service agents to act as the
counter-assault team preferably governnent-trained and

wel | -educated. | only plan to be in the building for about
twenty mnutes, but we're going to have to be thinking on our
feet for every second of that tinme. Debbie will continue to

act as a secretary and Angelo will be dressed in naval
uniformand carrying a small black case. I'll be there as the
President's assistant, along with Dollar Bill as the

President's physician.'

H s father |ooked up, frowning. 'You re going to be inside
the National Archives building when the docunent is

sSwW t ched?

"Yes,' replied Tony firmy. "I'Il be the only person who
knows every part of the plan, and |I'm sure not watching this
one fromthe sidewal k.'

"A question,' said Gno. 'If, and | only say if, | amabie
to supply the twenty or so people you need, tell ne this:
when we reach the National Archives, are they just going to
open the doors, invite us in, and then hand over the

Decl aration of |ndependence?

"Sonething like that,' replied Cavalli. 'My father taught
me that the successful conclusion of any enterprise is always
in the preparation. | still have one nore surprise for you.'

Once again he had their undivided

attention. 'W have our own Special Assistant to the
President in the White House. His nane is Rex Butterworth,
and he's on tenporary assignment fromthe Departnent of
Commerce for six nonths. He returns to his old job when the
Clinton nom nee has conpleted his contract in Little Rock and
joins the President's staff. That's another reason why we
have to go in May.' 'Convenient,' said Frank.

"Not particularly,' said Cavalli. "It turns out that the
Presi dent has forty-six Special Assistants at any one tine,
and when Cinton nade his interest in commerce clear,
Butterworth volunteered for the job. He's fixed a few
overseas contracts for us in the past, but this will be the
bi ggest thing he's done for us yet. For obvious reasons, it
wll also have to be his |ast assignnent.' 'Can he be



trusted?' asked Frank. 'He's been on the payroll for fifteen
years, and his third wfe is proving rather expensive.' 'Show
me one who isn't,' said Al. 'Butterworth's | ooking for a big
payday to get hinself out of trouble, and this is it. And
that brings ne on to you, M Vicente, and your particular
expertise as one of the biggest tour operators in Manhattan.'
"That's the legit side of ny business,' replied the

el derly man who sat on the right of the chairman, as befitted
his ol dest friend.

"Not for what | have in mnd,' pronm sed Tony. 'Once we

have the Declaration in our possession, we'll need it kept
out of sight for a few days and then snuggl ed abroad."

"As long as no one realises it's been renoved and I'mtold
wel | in advance where you want it delivered, that should be
sinple.’

"You' Il get a week,' said Cavalli.

‘I'"d prefer two,' said Vicente, raising an eyebrow.

"No, Nick, you get a week,' the chief executive repeated.
‘Can you give ne a clue what distance it will have to
travel ?' Vicente asked, turning the pages of the file Tony
had passed across to him

‘Several thousand mles. And as far as you're concerned

it's COD, because if you fail to deliver, none of us gets
paid."'

"That figures. But I'll still need to know how it has to
be transported. For starters, wll | have to keep the
Decl arati on between two sheets of glass the whole tinme?
‘I don't know nyself yet,' replied Cavalli, '"but |I'm
hopi ng you'll be able to roll it up and deposit it in a
cylindrical tube of sonme kind. |I'm having one specially
made. '

‘Does that explain why |'ve got several sheets of bl ank

paper in ny file? asked N ck.

"Yes,' said Tony. 'Except those sheets aren't paper but

par chnent, each one of them 29 inches by 24 inches, the exact
size of the Declaration of Independence.’

"So now all I've got to hope is that every custons agent
and coastguard patrol won't be | ooking for it.'

"I want you to assune the whole world will be | ooking for
it," replied Cavalli. 'You aren't being paid this sort of

noney for doing a job | could handle with one call to Federal
Express.'

"I thought you m ght say sonething like that,' said Nick.
"Still, | had the sane probl em when you wanted the Verneer of



Russbor ough stolen, and Irish Custons still haven't worked
out how | got the painting out of the country.'

Cavalli smled. 'So now we all know what's expected of us.
And | think in future we should neet at |east twice a week to
start with, every Sunday at three o' clock and every Thursday
at six, to nmake sure none of us falls behind schedule. One
person out of synch and nobody

else wll be able to nove.' Tony | ooked up and was greeted

by nods of agreenent.

It always fascinated Cavalli that organised crine needed

to be as efficiently run as any public conpany if it hoped to
show a dividend. 'So we'll neet again next Thursday at six?

Al five nmen nodded and nmade notes in their diaries.

"CGentl enen, you may now open the second of your two

envel opes.' Once again, the five nmen ripped open their

envel opes, and each pulled out a thick wad of thousand-doll ar
bills.

The | awyer began to count each note.

" Your down-paynent,' Tony expl ai ned. 'Expenses will be net

at the end of every week, receipts whenever possible. And,
Johnny,' said Tony, turning to the director, 'this is not
Heaven's Gate we're financing.' Scasiatore nanaged a smle.

" Thank you, gentlenen,' said Tony, rising. 'l look forward
to seeing you all next Thursday at six o'clock.'

The five nen rose and made their way to the door, each
stoppi ng to shake hands with Tony's father before he left.
Tony acconpanied themto their cars. Wen the | ast one had
been driven away, he returned to find his father had noved to
the study and was toying with a whisky while staring at the
perfect copy of the Declaration that Dollar Bill had intended
to destroy.

' CALDER MARSHALL, PLEASE.'

"The Archivist can't be interrupted right now He's in a
neeting. May | ask who's calling?

"It's Rex Butterworth, Special Assistant to the President.
Per haps the Archivist would be kind enough to call nme back
when he's free. He'll find ne at the White House.'

Rex Butterworth put the phone down w thout waiting to hear
what usual |y happened once it was known the call had cone
fromthe Wite House: 'Ch, | feel sure | can interrupt him
M Butterworth, can you hold on for a nonent?

But that wasn't what Butterworth wanted. No, the Speci al

Assi stant needed Cal der Marshall to phone back hinself,
because once he had gone through the Wlite House sw tchboard,



Marshal | woul d be hooked. Butterworth also realised that, as
one of forty-six Special Assistants to the President, and in
his case only on tenporary assignnent, the sw tchboard m ght
not even recognise his name. A quick visit to the little room
that housed the White House tel ephone operators had dealt

wi th that problem

He drummed his fingers on the desk and gazed down with
satisfaction at the file in front of him One of the
President's two schedul ers had been able to supply him

with the informati on he needed. The file revealed that the
Archivist had invited each of the last three Presidents -
Bush, Reagan and Carter - to visit the National Archives, but
due to 'pressing commtnents' none of them had been able to
find the tine.

Butterworth was well aware that the President received, on
average, 1,700 requests every week to attend sone function or
other. The latest letter fromM Mrshall, dated January 22nd
1993, had evoked the reply that although it was not possible
for the President to accept his kind invitation at the
present time, M dinton hoped to have the opportunity to do
so at sonme date in the future - the standard reply that about
1,699 requests in the weekly postbag were likely to receive.
But on this occasion, M Marshall's wi sh was about to be
granted. Butterworth continued to drumhis fingers on the
desk as he wondered how long it would take Marshall to return
his call. Less than two m nutes woul d have been his guess. He
allowed his mnd to wander back over the events of the past
week.

When Cavalli had first put the idea to him he had | aughed
nore |loudly than any of the six nen who had gathered round
the table at 75th Street. But after studying the parchnent

for over an hour and still not being able to identify the

m stake, and then |ater nmeeting with LI oyd Adans, he began to
believe, like the other sceptics, that switching the

Decl aration m ght just be possible.

Over the years, Butterworth had served the Cavalli famly
well. Meetings had been arranged with politicians at a

nmoment's notice, words were dropped in the ears of trade
officials from soneone thought to be well placed in

Washi ngton, and the odd piece of inside information had

been passed on, ensuring that Butterworth's inconme was
commensurate with his own high opinion of his true worth.

As he lay awake that night thinking about the proposition,

he al so cane to the conclusion that Cavalli couldn't take the



next step without him and nore inportant, his role in the
deception woul d probably be obvious within mnutes of the

t heft being discovered, in which case he could end up
spending the rest of his life in Leavenworth. Against that
possibility he had to weigh the fact that he was fifty-seven
years old, had only three years to go before retirenent, and
a third wwfe who was suing himfor a divorce he couldn't
afford. Butterworth no | onger dreanmed of pronotion. He was
now sinply trying to cone to terms with the fact that he was
probably going to have to spend the rest of his |life al one,
eki ng out sone sort of existence on a neagre gover nnment

pensi on.

Cavalli was also aware of these facts, and the offer of a
mllion dollars - a hundred thousand the day he signed up, a
further nine hundred thousand on the day the exchange took
place - and a first-class ticket to any country on earth,

al nrost convinced Butterworth that he should agree to

Caval l'i's proposition.
But it was Maria who tilted the balance in Cavalli's
f avour.

At a trade conference in Brazil the previous year,
Butterworth had nmet a local girl who answered nost of his
guestions during the day and the rest of themat night. He'd
phoned her the norning after Cavalli's first approach. Maria
seened pleased to hear fromhim a pleasure which becane nore
vocal when she learned that he'd be | eaving the service and,
having cone into 'a reasonabl e inheritance', was thinking of
settling down sonmewhere abroad.

The President's Special Assistant joined the teamthe
foll owi ng day.

He had spent nost of the hundred thousand dollars by the

end of the week, clearing his debts and getting up to date
with his first two wives' alinmony. Wth only a few t housand

| eft, there was now nothing to do but commit hinself

whol eheartedly to the plan. He didn't give a nonent's thought
to changing his mnd, because he knew he coul d never hope to
repay the noney. He hadn't forgotten that the nman he had
replaced on Cavalli's payroll had once neglected to repay a
far smaller sumafter nmaking certain prom ses. Once had been
enough: Cavalli's father had had hi mburied under the Wrld
Trade Center when he'd failed to secure the prom sed contract
for the building. A simlar departure did not appeal to

But t erwort h.

The phone rang on Butterworth's desk, as he had predicted,



I n under two mnutes, but he allowed it to continue ringing
for some tinme before he picked it up. His tenporary secretary
announced that there was a M Marshall on the |line and asked
if he wanted to take the call.

"Yes, thank you, Mss Daniels.'

"M Butterworth?' enquired a voi ce.

" Speaki ng. '

"This is Calder Marshall over at the National Archives. |
under stand you phoned while | was in a neeting. Sorry |
wasn't avail able."'

"No problem M WMarshall. It's just that | wondered if it
woul d be possible for you to drop by to the Wiite House.
There's a private matter I'd like to discuss with you.'

'O course, M Butterworth. What tinme would be

conveni ent ?'

"I"'mup to ny eyes the rest of this week,' Butterworth

said, |ooking down at the blank pages in his diary, 'but

the President's away at the begi nning of next week, so

per haps we coul d schedul e sonething for then?

There was a pause which Butterworth assuned neant Marshal

was checking his diary. 'Wuld Tuesday, 10 a.m suit you?
the Archivist eventually asked.,

‘Let me check ny other diary,' said Butterworth, staring
Into space. 'Yes, that |ooks fine. | have another appoi ntnment
at 10.30, but I'"'mconfident we'll have covered everything I
need to go over with you by then. Perhaps you would be kind
enough to cone to the Pennsylvania Avenue entrance of the Ad

Executive O fice building. There'll be soneone there to neet
you and after you've cleared security they'll bring you up to
ny office.’

' The Pennsyl vani a Avenue entrance,' said Marshall. 'O
course.'

" Thank you, M Marshall. | look forward to seeing you next

Tuesday at ten o'clock,' said Butterworth before repl acing
t he receiver.

The President's Special Assistant smled as he dialled
Cavalli's private nunber.

Scott prom sed Dexter Hutchins he would be around when
Dexter's son cane to Yale for his adm ssion inter-

Vi ew.

"He's allowing ne to tag along,' said Dexter, "which wll
give ne a chance to bring you up to date on our little
problemw th the Israelis. And | may even have found
sonmething to tenpt you.'



"Dexter, if you're hoping that I'll get your son into Yale

I n exchange for a field job, | think | ought to |l et you know
| have absolutely no influence with the Adm ssions Ofice."'
Dexter's | augh crackl ed down the phone. 'But 1'll

still be happy to show you both over the place and give

the boy any help I can.’

Dexter Jr could not have turned out to be nore like his
father: five foot ten, heavily built, a perpetual five

o' cl ock shadow and the sane habit of calling everything that
noved 'sir'. Wen, after an hour strolling round the grounds,
he left his father for his interviewwth the head of the
Adm ssions Ofice, the Professor of Constitutional Law took
the Deputy Director of the ClIA back to his roons.

Even before the door was closed, Dexter had lit up a

cigar. After a few puffs he said, 'Have you been able to nake
any sense of the coded nessage sent by our operative in
Bei r ut ?'

"Only that everyone who joins the intelligence community

has sonme strange personal reason for wanting to do so. In ny
case, it's because of ny father and a Boy Scout determ nation
to bal ance the books norally. In the case of Hannah Kopec,
Saddam Hussein wi pes out her famly, so she imediately
offers her talents to Mossad. Wth that powerful a notive, |
woul dn't want to cross her path.'

"But that's exactly what |I'm hoping you wll do,' said
Dexter. 'You're always saying you want to be tested in the
field. Well, this could be your opportunity.’

"Am | hearing you properly?

"Yale's spring termis about to end, right?

"Yes. But that doesn't nean | don't have a lot of work to
do.'

"Oh, | see. A happy amateur, twelve tines a year when it
suits you, but the nonment you m ght have to get your hands
dirty. '

"I didn't say that.’

"Well then, hear ne out. First, we know Hannah Kopec was

one of eight girls selected froma hundred to

go to London for six nonths to study Arabic. This followed

a year's intensive physical course at Herzliyah, where they
covered the usual self-defence, fieldcraft and surveill ance
wor k. The reports on her were excellent. Second, a chat with
her host's wife at Sainsbury's in Canden Town, wherever the
hell that is, and we di scover that she left suddenly, despite
the fact that she was al nbst certainly neant to return to



| srael as part of the teamthat was working on the

assassi nation of Saddam That's when we | ose sight of her.
Then we get one of those breaks that only come from good
detective work. One of our agents who works at Heat hrow spots
her in duty free, when she's buying sone cheap perfune.
"After she boards a plane for the Lebanon he phones our

man in Beirut, who shadows her fromthe nonent she arrives.
Not that easy, | mght add. We |ost her for several hours.
Then, out of nowhere, up she pops again, but this tinme as
Kari ma Sai b, who Baghdad are under the inpression is on her
way to Paris as second secretary to the Anbassador.
Meanwhil e, the real Mss Saib is abducted at Beirut airport
and i s now being held at a safe house sonewhere across the
border on the outskirts of Tel Aviv.'

"Where's all this | eading, Dexter?

"Patience, Professor,' he said, relighting the stub of his
cigar, which hadn't been glowi ng for several mnutes. ' Not
all of us are born with your academ c acuity.'

"Get on wth it,' said Scott wwth a smle, 'because ny
academ c acuity hasn't been stretched yet.'

"Now | conme to a bit you' re going to enjoy. Hannah Kopec
has not been placed in the Iragi Interest Section of the
Jordani an Enbassy in Paris to spy.'

' Then why bother to put her there in the first place? In
any case, how can you be certain? asked Scott.

' Because the Mossad agent in Paris - how shall | put

it? - does alittle work for us on the side, and he hasn't
even been inforned of her existence.'

Scott scowl ed. 'So why has the girl been placed in the
enbassy?'

"W don't know, but we sure as hell would like to find

out. We think Rabin can't give the go-ahead to stri ke Saddam
whil e Kopec is still in France, so the |least we need to know
I s when she's expected back in Israel. And that's where you
come in.'

"But we nust have a man in Paris already.' 'Several,
actually, but every one of themis known by Missad at a
hundred paces, and, | suspect, even by the Iragis at ten. So,
i f Hannah Kopec is in Paris without the Mdssad sl eeper
knowing, |'d |like you to be in Paris w thout our people
knowi ng. That is, if you feel you can spare the tinme away
from Susan Anderson.'

' She broke away from ne the day her boyfriend returned
fromhis conference. | don't know what it is | do to wonen.



She called ne | ast week to tell nme they're getting narried
next nonth.'

"All the nore reason for you to go to Paris.'

"On a wld goose chase.'

" This goose may just be about to lay us a gol den egg, and

in any case, | don't want to read about another brilliant

| sraeli coup on the front page of the New York Tines and then
have to explain to the President why the Cl A knew not hi ng
about it.'

"But where would | even start?

“In your owmn tinme, you try to make contact with her. Tel

her you're the Mbdssad agent in Paris.'

"But she woul d never believe -'

"Way not ? She doesn't know who the agent is, only hat

there is one. Scott, | need to know -'

The door swung open and Dexter Jr cane in.

"How did it go?" asked his father. The young man

wal ked across the room and slunped into an arncthair, but

did not utter a word. That bad, eh son?

"M Marshall, how nice to neet you,' said Butterworth,
thrusting out his hand to greet the Archivist of the United
St at es.

"It's nice to neet you, too, M Butterworth,' Calder

Marshal | replied nervously.

"Good of you to find the tine to cone over,' said
Butterworth. 'Do have a seat.'

Butterworth had booked the Roosevelt Roomin the Wst Wng
for their neeting. It had taken a | ot of persuading of a
particularly officious secretary who knew M Butterworth's
station in life only too well. She reluctantly agreed to

rel ease the roomfor thirty mnutes, and then only because he
was seeing the Archivist of the United States. She al so
agreed to his second request, as the President woul d be out
of town that day. The Special Assistant had placed hinsel f at
the top of a table that usually seated twenty-four, and
beckoned M Marshall to be seated on his right, facing Tade
Stykal's portrait of Theodore Roosevelt on Horseback.

The Archivist nust have been a shade over six foot, and as
thin as nost wonen half his age would have liked to be. He
was al nost bal d except for a semcircle of grey tufts around
the base of his skull. He wore an ill-fitting suit that

| ooked as if it normally experienced outings only on a Sunday
norning. Fromhis file, Butterworth knew the Archivist was
younger than hinself, but he vainly felt that if they had



been seen together, no one would have believed it.

He nust have been born m ddl e- aged, thought Butterworth,

but the Special Assistant had no such

di sparagi ng thoughts about the quality of the man's m nd.
After a magna cum | aude at Duke University, Marshall had
witten a book on the history of the Bill of R ghts that was
now consi dered to be the standard text for every
under gr aduat e studying Anerican history. It had made hima
smal|l fortune - not that one could have guessed it by the way
he dressed, thought Butterworth.

On the table in front of himwas a file stanped
"Confidential', and above that the nane 'Calder Marshall' in
bold letters. Despite the fact that the Archivist was wearing
horn-ri mmed gl asses with thick | enses, Butterworth felt he
could hardly have mssed it.

Butterworth paused before he began a speech he'd prepared
every bit as assiduously as the President had his

I naugur ati on address. Marshall sat, fingers intertw ned,
nervously waiting for Butterworth to proceed.

"You have, over the past sixteen years,' began the Speci al
Assi stant, 'nade several requests for the President to visit
the National Archives.' Butterworth was pleased to observe
that Marshall was | ooking hopeful. 'And, indeed, this
particul ar President wi shes to accept your invitation.' M
Marshall's sm | e broadened. 'To that end, in our weekly
nmeeting, President Clinton asked ne to convey a private
nmessage to you, which he hoped you woul d understand nust be
in the strictest confidence.'’

"In the strictest confidence. O course.'

"The President felt sure he could rely on your discretion,

M Marshall. So, | feel | can |let you know that we're trying
to clear sone tinme during the |last week of this nonth for him
to visit the Archives, but nothing, as yet, has been

schedul ed."

'Not hi ng, as yet, has been scheduled. O course.’

"President Cinton has also requested that it be a

strictly private visit, which would not be open to the
public or the press.'

'Not be open to the press. O course.’

"After the explosion at the Wrld Trade Center, one can't

be too careful .’

"Can't be too careful. O course.'

"And | would be obliged if you did not discuss any aspect

of the visit wth your staff, however senior, until we are



able to confirma definite date. These things have a habit of
getting out and then, for security reasons, the visit m ght
have to be cancelled."

'Have to be cancelled. O course. But if it's to be a
private visit,' said the Archivist, 'is there anything the
President particularly wants to see, or will it just be the
standard tour of the buil ding?

"I"mglad you asked that question,' said M Butterworth,
opening the file in front of him ' The President has nade one
particul ar request, apart fromwhich he will be in your
hands. '

"In ny hands. O course.'

'He wants to see the Declaration of |ndependence.'’

' The Decl aration of |ndependence. That's easy enough.’

"That is not the request,' said Butterworth.

"Not the request?

'No. The President wi shes to see the Declaration, but not

as he saw it when he was a freshnman at Georgetown, under a

t hi ck pane of glass. He wishes the frane to be renoved so he
can study the parchnent itself. He hopes you will grant this
request, if only for a few nonents.'

This tinme the Archivist did not imediately say 'O

course.' Instead he said, 'Mst unusual,' and added, 'Hopes |
woul d grant himthis request, if only for a few nonents.'
There was a | ong pause before he said, 'I"'msure that will be

possi bl e, of course.’

" Thank you,' said M Butterworth, trying not to sound too
relieved. 'I know the President will be npbst appreciative.
And, if | could inpress on you again, not a word until we've
been able to confirmthe date.'

Butterworth rose and gl anced at the | ong-case clock at the
far end of the room The neeting had taken twenty-two

m nutes. He would still be able to escape fromthe
conference' room before he was thrown out by the officious
wonman from Schedul i ng.

The Special Assistant to the President guided his guest
towards the door.

' The President wondered if you would like to see the Oval
Ofice while you' re here?

"The Oval O fice. O course, of course.’

HAM D AL OBAYDI was |eft alone in the centre of the room
After two of the four guards had stripped hi mnaked, the
other two had expertly checked every stitch of his clothing



for anything that m ght endanger the life of their President.
On a nod fromthe man who appeared to be the chief guard,

a side door opened and a doctor entered the room followed by
an orderly who carried a chair in one hand and a rubber gl ove
in the other. The chair was placed behind Al Cbaydi, and he
was invited to sit. He did so. The doctor first checked his
nails and ears before instructing himto open his nouth w de
whil e he tapped every tooth with a spatula. He then placed a
clanmp in his jaw so that it opened even w der, which all owed
himto | ook into every crevice. Satisfied, he renoved the
clanp. He then asked Al Obaydi to stand up, turn round, place
his | egs straight and wi de while bending over until his hands
touched the seat of the chair. Al Obaydi heard the rubber

gl ove being placed on the doctor's hand and felt a sudden
burst of pain as two fingers were thrust up his rectum He
cried out and the guards facing himbegan to | augh. The
fingers were extracted just as abruptly, repeating the jab of
pain a second tine.

" Thank you, Deputy Anbassador,' said the doctor, as if he
had just checked Al Cbaydi's tenperature for a

mld dose of 'flu. 'You can get dressed now.' Al Obaydi

knelt down and picked up his pants as the doctor and the
orderly left the room

As he dressed, Al (Obaydi couldn't help wondering if each
menber of the Security Council went through the sane

hum liation every time Saddam call ed a neeting of the
Revol uti onary Command Council .

The order to return to Baghdad to give Sayedi an update on
the | atest position, as the Anbassador to the UN had

descri bed the sumons, filled Al Obaydi with considerable
apprehensi on, despite the fact that follow ng his nost recent
nmeeting with Cavalli he felt he had the answers to any
guestions the President might put to him

Once Al Obaydi had reached Baghdad after a seem ngly

endl ess journey through Jordan - direct flights having been
suspended as part of the UN sanctions - he hadn't been
allowed to rest or even given the chance to change his
clothes. He'd been driven direct to Ba'ath headquarters in a
bl ack Mer cedes.

When Al (baydi had finished dressing, he checked hinself
inasmll mrror on the wall. H's apparel was, on this
occasi on, nodest conpared with the outfits he'd left in his
apartnent in New York: Saks Fifth Avenue suits, Valentino
sweaters, Church's shoes and a solid gold Carrier watch. Al



this had been rejected in favour of the one set of cheap Arab
clothing he retained in the bottomdrawer of his wardrobe in
Manhat t an.

When Al (Cbaydi turned away fromthe mrror, one of the

guards beckoned himto follow as the door at the end of the
room opened for the first tinme. The contrast to the bare,

al nost barrack-room surroundi ngs of the exam na-tion room
took himby surprise. A thickly carpeted,

ornately painted corridor was well lit by chandeliers that
hung every few paces.

The Deputy Anbassador followed the guard down the

corridor, becomng nore aware with each step of the nmssive
gol d- pai nted door that | oonmed up ahead of him But when he
was only a few paces away, the guard opened a side door and
ushered himinto an ante-roomthat echoed the opul ence of the
corridor.

Al (baydi was |left alone in the room but no sooner had he
taken a seat on the |large sofa than the door opened again. A
baydi junped to his feet only to see a girl enter carrying a
tray, in the centre of which was a small cup of Turkish
cof f ee.

She placed the coffee on a table beside the sofa, bowed

and left as silently as she had cone. Al (baydi toyed with
the cup, aware that he had fallen into the Western habit of
preferring cappucci no. He drank the nuddy black liquid sinply
out of a nervous desire to be doing sonething.

An hour passed slowy: he becane increasingly nervous,

wWith nothing in the roomto read and only a massive portrait
of Saddam Hussein to stare at. Al (Obaydi spent the tine going
over every detail of what Cavalli had told him w shing he
could refer to the file in his small attache case, which the
guards had whi sked away | ong before he'd reached the

exan nati on room

During the second hour, his confidence began to drain

away. During the third, he started to wonder if he would ever
get out of the building alive.

Then suddenly the door swung open and Al Cbaydi recogni sed
the red-and-yellow flash on the uniform of one of Saddani s
Presidential Guards: the Hemaya.

"The President will see you now,' was all the young

of ficer said, and Al Qohaydi rose and foll owed hi mquickly
down the corridor towards the gol d-pai nted door.

The officer knocked, opened the nassive door and stood on

one side to allow the Deputy Ambassador to



join a full neeting of the Revol utionary Conmand Counci |l .

Al Obaydi stood and waited, |ike a prisoner in the dock
hoping to be told by the judge that he m ght at |east be
allowed to sit. He renmmi ned standing, well aware that no one
ever shook hands with the President unless invited to do so.
He stared round at the twelve-man council, noticing that only
two, the Prine Mnister, Tariq Aziz, and the State
Prosecutor, Nakir Farrar, were wearing suits. The other ten
menbers were dressed in full mlitary uniformbut did not
wear sidearns. The only hand gun, other than those worn by
General Ham |, the Commander of the Presidential Guard, and
the two arned soldiers directly behind Saddam was on the
table in front of the President, placed where other heads of
state woul d have had a neno pad.

Al (baydi becane painfully aware that the President's eyes
had never left himfromthe nonent he had entered the room
Saddam waved hi s Cohi ba cigar at the Deputy Anbassador to

i ndi cate that he should take the vacant seat at the opposite
end of the table.

The Foreign M nister | ooked towards the President, who
nodded. He then turned his attention to the man who sat
nervously in the far chair.

"This, M President, as you know, is Hamd Al Qbaydi, our
Deputy Anmbassador at the United Nations, whom you honoured
with the responsibility of carrying out your orders to steal
the Decl aration of |ndependence fromthe Anmerican infidels.
On your instructions, he has returned to Baghdad to i nform

you, in person, of what progress he has nmade. | have not had
an opportunity to speak to him M President, so you wll
forgive nme if | appear, like yourself, to be a seeker after

I nformation.'

Saddam waved his cigar again to let the Foreign Mnister
know t hat he should get on with it.

"Perhaps | could start, Deputy Anbassador' - A Cbaydi was
surprised by such a formal address, as their two famlies had
known each other for generations, but he accepted that to
show friendship of any kind in front of Saddam was tant anount
to an adm ssion of conspiracy - 'by asking you to bring us
all up to date on the President's imginative schene.’

" Thank you, Foreign Mnister,' replied Al Obaydi, as if he
had never net the man before. He turned back to face Saddam
whose bl ack eyes remained fixed on him

‘"May | begin, M President, by saying what an honour it

has been to be entrusted with this task, especially



remenbering the i dea had emanated from Your Excell ency
personally.' Every nenber of the Council was now
concentrating his attention on the Deputy Anbassador, but Al
Qbaydi noticed that fromtine to tinme each of them woul d

gl ance in Saddams direction to see how he was reacting.

"l am happy to be able to report that the teamled by M
Antonio Cavalli. ..'

Saddam rai sed a hand and | ooked towards the State
Prosecut or, who opened a thick file in front of him

Nakir Farrar, the State Prosecutor, was feared second only
to Saddamin the Iraqi regi ne. Everyone knew of his
reputation. A first-class honours degree in jurisprudence at
Oxford, President of the Union, and a bencher at Lincoln's
Inn. That was where Al Obaydi had first conme across him Not
that Farrar had ever acknow edged his exi stence. He had been
tipped to be the first QC Irag had ever produced. But then
canme the invasion of the Nineteenth Province and the British
expel l ed the highflyer, despite several appeals from people
I n high places. Farrar returned to a city he had deserted at
the age of eleven, and imedi ately offered his remarkabl e
tal ent for Saddam Hussein's personal use. Wthin a year
Saddam had appointed him State Prosecutor. Atitle, it was
runour ed, he had sel ected hinself.

"Cavalli is a New York crimnal, M President, who,

because he has a | aw degree and heads a private | egal
practice, creates a legitimate front for such an operation.'
Saddam nodded and turned his attention back to Al Gbaydi.
"M Caval li has conpleted the preparation stage and his
teamis now ready to carry out the President's orders.'

‘Do we have a date yet?' asked Farrar.

"Yes, State Prosecutor. May 25th. Cdinton has a full day's
schedule at the Wiite House, with his speechwit-ers in the
norning, and his wife's health-policy task unit in the
afternoon, and he' - the Iraqgi Anbassador to the UN had

war ned Al OGbaydi never to refer to Cinton as 'the President’
- 'will therefore not be involved in any public engagenents
t hat day, which would have nade our task inpossible.'

"And tell nme, Deputy Anbassador,' said the State

Prosecutor, 'did M Cavalli's | awer succeed in getting a
permt to close down the road between the White House and the
Nati onal Archives during the tine when Cdinton will be

i nvol ved in these internal neetings?

"No, State Prosecutor, he did not,' cane back Al Obaydi's
reply. 'The Mayor's O fice did, however, grant a permt for



filmng to take place on Pennsylvania Avenue from 13 th
Street east. But the road can only be closed for forty-five
mnutes. It seens this Mayor was not as easy to convince as
her predecessor.’

A few nmenbers of the Council | ooked puzzled. 'Not as easy
to convince?' asked the Foreign Mnister.

" Per haps "persuade" would be a better word.'

"And what formdid this persuasion take?' asked CGeneral
Ham |, who sat on the right of the President and knew only
one form of persuasion.

" A $250, 000 contribution to her re-election fund.'

Saddam began to | augh, so the others round the table

foll owed suit.

"And the Archivist, is he still convinced it's Cinton who
will be visiting hin?' asked the State Prosecutor.

"Yes, he is,' said Al Cbaydi. 'Just before | flew out
Cavalli had taken eight of his own nen over the building

posing as a Secret Service prelimnary reconnai ssance team
carrying out a site survey. The Archivist could not have been
nore co-operative, and Cavalli was given enough tinme to check
out everything. That exercise should nake the sw tching of
the Decl aration on May 25th far easier for him

"But if, and | only say if, they succeed in getting the
original out, have they nade arrangenents for passing the
docunent over to you?' asked the State Prosecutor.

"Yes,' replied Al (baydi confidently. 'l understand that

the President wants the docunent to be delivered to Barazan
Al -Tikriti, our venerated Anbassador to the United Nations in
Geneva. When he has received the parchnment, and not before, |
wi |l authorise the final paynent.'

The President nodded his approval. After all, the

vener at ed Anbassador in Geneva was his hal f-brother. The
State Prosecutor continued his questioning.

'But how can we be sure that what is handed to us wll be

the original, and not just a first-class copy? he denmanded.
"What's to prevent them from nmaki ng a show of wal king in and
out of the National Archives, but not actually switching the
docunent s?'

A smle appeared on Al Cbaydi's |lips for the first tine.

"I took the precaution, State Prosecutor, of denmandi ng such
proof,' he replied. 'Wen the fake replaces the original, it
will continue to be displayed for the general

public to view You can be assured that | shall be anong

t he general public’



"But you have not answered ny question,' said the State
Prosecutor sharply. 'How wll you know ours is the original?
' Because on the original docunent penned by Ti nothy
Mat | ock, there is a sinple spelling m stake, which has been
corrected on the copy executed by Bill OReilly'

The State Prosecutor reluctantly sat back in his chair

when his nmaster raised a hand.

" Anot her crimnal, Excellency,' explained the Foreign
Mnister. '"This tinme a forger, who has been responsible for
maki ng the copy of the docunent.’

'So,' said the State Prosecutor, |leaning forward once

again, '"if the incorrect spelling is still on the docunent

di spl ayed in the National Archives on May 25th, you will know
we have a fake and wll not pay out another cent. |Is that
right?

'Yes, State Prosecutor,' said Al Obaydi.

"Which word on the original has been incorrectly spelt?
demanded the State Prosecutor.

When the Deputy Anbassador told him all Nakir Farrar said
was, 'How appropriate,' and then closed the file in front of
hi m

‘However, it wll still be necessary for nme to have the
final paynent to hand,' continued Al Qobaydi, 'should I be
satisfied that they have carried out their part of the
bargain, and that we are in possession of the original

par chnment .

The Foreign Mnister |ooked towards Saddam who, again,
nodded.

"It will be in place by May 25th,' said the Foreign
Mnister. 'I would like the opportunity to go over sone of
the details with you before your return to New YorKk.

As long as that neets with the President's approval ?'

Saddam waved a hand to indicate that such a request was

not inportant to him H's eyes renmined fixed on Al Gbhaydi .
The Deputy Anbassador wasn't sure if he was neant to | eave or
awai t further questioning. He favoured caution, and renai ned
seated and silent. It was sone tine before anyone spoke.
"You nust be curious, Ham d, about why | place such

i nportance on this scrap of usel ess paper.' As the Deputy
Anbassador had never net the President before, he was
surprised to be called by his first nane.

"It is not for me to question Your Excellency's

reasoning,' replied Al Cbhaydi.

"Neverthel ess,’ continued Saddam 'you would be | ess than



human not to wonder why | amw lling to spend one hundred
mllion dollars and at the sane tinme risk international
enbarrassnent should you fail.'

Al (baydi noted the word 'you' with sone disconfort.

"I would be fascinated to know, Sayedi, if you felt able
to confide in such an unworthy soul .’
Twel ve nenbers of the Council | ooked towards the President

to gauge his reaction to the Deputy Anbassador's coment. Al
haydi felt imediately that he had gone too far. He sat,
terrified, during what felt |like the I ongest silence in his
life.

"Then | shall let you share nmy secret, Ham d,' said

Saddam his black eyes boring into the Deputy Anbassador.
"When | captured the Nineteenth Province for ny bel oved
people, | found nyself at war not with the traitors we had

i nvaded, but the conbined strength of the Western world - and
that despite an agreenent previously reached with the

Ameri can Anbassador. "Why?" | had to ask, when everyone knew
that Kuwait was run by a few corrupt famlies who had little
interest in the welfare of their own people. I'lIl tell you
why. In

one word, oil. Had it been coffee beans that the

Ni net eenth Provi nce was exporting, you would never have seen
as nuch as an Anerican rowi ng boat arned with a catapult
enter the &ulf.’

The Foreign Mnister smled and nodded.

"And who were the | eaders who ganged up agai nst nme?

That cher, Gorbachev and Bush. That was | ess than three years
ago. And what has happened to them since? Thatcher was
removed by a coup carried out by her own supporters;

Gor bachev was deposed by a nman he hinself had sacked only a
year before and whose own position now | ooks unstabl e; Bush
suffered a humliating defeat at the hands of the American
people. Wiile | remain the Suprene Leader and President of ny
country.'

There foll owed a burst of applause which died instantly

when Saddam began speaki ng agai n.

"That, of course, would be anple reward for nost people.

But not nme, Ham d. Because Bush's place has been taken by
this man Cinton, who has |earned nothing fromhis
predecessor's m stakes, and who now al so wi shes to chal |l enge
nmy supremacy. But this tine it is ny intention to humliate
himalong with the American infidels |ong before they are
given the opportunity to do so. And | shall go about this in



such a way that will make it inpossible for dinton to
recover any credibility in his lifetine. | intend to nake
Clinton and the Anerican people the | aughing stock of the
world.'

The heads conti nued noddi ng.

"You have already witnessed nmy ability to turn the greed

of their own people into a willingness to steal the nost
cheri shed docunent in their nation's history. And you, Ham d,
are the chosen vessel to ensure that ny genius will be

acknow edged.' Al (Cbaydi |owered his head.

"Once | amin possession of the Declaration |I shal

wait patiently until the fourth of July, when the whol e of
America w Il be spending a peaceful Sunday cel ebrating

| ndependence Day.' No one in the roomuttered a word while

t he President paused.

"I shall also cel ebrate |Independence Day, not in

Washi ngt on or New York, but in Tahrir Square, surrounded by
ny bel oved people. Wien |, Saddam Hussein, President of Iraq,
wWll in front of the entire world's nedia burn to a cinder
the Anerican Declaration of |ndependence.

Hannah | ay awake in her barrack-room bed, feeling not

unlike the child she had been sone thirteen years before when
she had spent her first night at boarding school.

She had collected Karim Saib's cases fromthe carousel at
Charles de Gaulle airport, dreading what she mght find

I nsi de them

A driver had picked her up as prom sed, but as he had been
unwi I ling to nake any attenpt at conversation she had no idea
what to expect when they pulled up outside the Jordanian
Enbassy. Hannah was surprised by its size.

The beautiful old house which was set back fromthe

boul evard Maurice Barres was fornerly the hone of the late
Aga Khan. The Iraqi annexe had been allocated two conplete
floors, tangi ble proof that the Jordanians did not wish to
get on the wong side of Saddam

On entering the annexe to the enbassy, the first person

she nmet was Abdul Kanuk, the Chief Adm nistrator. He
certainly didn't look like a diplomt, and when he opened his
nout h she realised he wasn't. Kanuk inforned her that the
Anbassador and his senior secretary Mina Ahned were tied up

i n neetings and that she was to unpack and then wait in her
roomuntil called for.

The cranped accommbdati on was just about |arge enough for

a bed and two suitcases, and m ght, she thought, have been a



store room before the Iraqi del egation noved in. Wen she
eventual ly forced open Karima Saib's suitcase she quickly

di scovered that the only things that fitted from her wardrobe
wer e her shoes. Hannah didn't know whether to be relieved,
because of Saib's taste, or anxious about how little of her
own she had to

wear .

Muna Ahned, the senior secretary, joined her in the

kitchen for supper later that evening. It seened that
secretaries in the enbassy were treated on the sane | evel as
servants. Hannah managed to convince Miuna that it was better
t han she had expected, especially since they were only able
to use the annexe to the Jordani an Enbassy. Mina expl ai ned
that as far as the Corps D plomati que of France was
concerned, the lIragi Anbassador was to be treated only as a
Head of Interest Section, although they were to address him
at all tinmes as 'Your Excellency' or 'Anbassador'.

During the first few days in her new job, Hannah sat in

the room next to the Anbassador's on the other side of Muna's
desk. She spent nost of her tinme tw ddling her fingers.
Hannah qui ckly di scovered that no one took nuch interest in
her as | ong as she conpleted any work the Anbassador had |eft
for her on his dictating machine. In fact that soon becane
Hannah' s bi ggest problem as she had to slow down in order to
make Muna | ook nore efficient. The only thing Hannah ever
forgot was to keep wearing her see-through gl asses.

In the evenings, over supper in the kitchen, Hannah

| earned from Muna everything that was expected of an Iraqi
wonman abroad, including howto avoid the advances of Abdul
Kanuk, the Chief Adm nistrator. By the second week, her

| earni ng curve had al ready sl owed

down, and increasingly Hannah found the Anbassador was
relying on her skills. She tried not to show too nuch
initiative.

Once they had finished their work, Hannah and Muna were
expected to remain indoors, and were not allowed to | eave the
bui |l di ng at ni ght unl ess acconpani ed by the Chief
Admi ni strator, a prospect that didn't tenpt either of them
As Muna had no interest in nusic, the theatre or even going
to cafes, she was happy to pass the tinme in her roomreading
t he speeches of Saddam Hussei n.

As the days slowly passed Hannah began to hope that the
Mossad agent in Paris would contact her so that she coul d be
pul |l ed out and sent back to Israel to prepare for her m ssion



- not that she had any clue who the Mdssad agent was. She
wondered if they had one in the enbassy. Alone in her room
she often specul ated. The driver? Too sl ow. The gardener? Too
dunmb. The cook? Certainly possible - the food was bad enough
to believe it was her second job. Abdul Kanuk, the Chief

Adm ni strator? Hardly, since, as he pointed out at | east
three tinmes a day, he was a cousin of Barazan Al -Tikriti,
Saddam Hussein's hal f-brother and the UN Anbassador in
Geneva. Kanuk was al so the biggest gossip in the enbassy, and
suppl i ed Hannah with nore informati on about Saddam Hussein
and his entourage in one night than the Anbassador nmanaged in
a week. In truth, the Anbassador rarely spoke of Sayedi in
her presence, and when he did he was al ways guarded and
respectful.

It was during the second week that Hannah was i ntroduced

to the Anbassador's wi fe. Hannah qui ckly discovered that she
was fiercely independent, partly because she was hal f

Turki sh, and didn't consider that it was necessarily her duty
al ways to stay inside the enbassy conpound. She did things
that were thought extrenme by lIraqi standards, |ike
acconpanyi ng her husband to cock-

tail parries, and she had even been known to pour herself

a drink without waiting to be asked. She al so went -which was
nore inportant for Hannah - twice a week to swmat the

near by public baths in the boul evard Lannes. The Anbassador
agreed, after a little persuasion, that it would be
acceptable for the new secretary to acconpany his w fe.

Scott arrived in Paris on a Sunday. He had been given a

key to a small flat on the avenue de Messine, and they had
opened an account for himat the Societe CGenerale on

boul evard Haussmann in the nane of Sinon Rosenthal.

He was to tel ephone or fax Langley only after he had

| ocated the Mossad agent. No ot her operative had been

I nformed of his existence, and he had been told not to make
contact with any field agent he had worked with in the past
who was now stationed in Europe.

Scott spent the first two days discovering the nine places
from whi ch he coul d observe the front door of the Jordani an
Enmbassy wit hout being seen by anyone in the building.

By the end of a week he had begun to realise for the first
time what agents really nmeant by the expression 'hours of
solitude'. He even started to m ss sone of his students.

He devel oped a routine. Every norning before breakfast he
would run for five mles in the Pare Mnceau, before he began



the norning shift. Every evening he would spend two hours in
a gymon rue de Berne before cooking supper, which he ate
alone in his flat.

Scott began to despair of the Mdssad agent ever |eaving

t he enbassy conpound, and to wonder if M ss Kopec was even in
there. The Anbassador's w fe seened

to be the only wonan to conme and go as she pl eased.

And then w thout warning, on the Tuesday of his second

week, soneone el se left the building acconpanying the
Anbassador's wife. Was it Hannah Kopec? He only caught a
fleeting glinpse as the car sped away.

He foll owed the chauffeur-driven Mercedes, always

remai ning at an angle that would nmake it difficult for the
Anbassador's driver to spot himin his rear-view mrror. The
two wonen were dropped outside the swi mm ng pool on the

boul evard Lannes. He watched them get out of the car. In the
phot ographs he had been shown at Langl ey, Hannah Kopec had
had | ong black hair. The hair was now cropped, but it was
unquesti onably her.

Scott drove a hundred yards further down the road, turned
right and parked the car. He wal ked back, entered the
bui | di ng and purchased a spectator's ticket at a cost of two
francs. He strolled up to the bal cony which overl ooked the
pool. By the tinme he had sel ected an obscure seat in the
gal l ery the Mossad agent was al ready swinmm ng up and down. It
only took nmonents for Scott to realise how fit she was, even
if the lragi version of a swinsuit wasn't all that alluring.
Her pace sl owed when the Anbassador's wi fe appeared at the
edge of the pool, after which she ventured only an occasi onal
dog- paddl e fromone side to the other.

Sonme forty mnutes |ater, when the Anbassador's wife |eft
the pool, Kopec inmmedi ately qui ckened her pace, covering each
| ength in under a minute. When she had swumten | engths she
pul l ed herself out of the water and di sappeared towards the
changi ng room

Scott returned to his car, and when the two wonen

reappeared he allowed the Mercedes to overtake hi mbefore
foll owi ng them back to the enbassy.

Later that night he faxed Dexter Hutchins at Langl ey

to l et himknow he had seen her, and would now try to make
cont act .

The follow ng norning, he bought a pair of sw nmm ng

trunks.

It was on the Thursday that Hannah first noticed him He



was doing the crawl at a steady rate, conpleting each |ength
I n about forty seconds, and | ooked as if he m ght once have
been a useful athlete. She tried to keep up with his pace but
could only nmanage five | engths before he stretched away. She
wat ched himpull hinself out of the water after another dozen
| engt hs and head off in the direction of the nmen's changing
room

On Monday norning the foll owi ng week, the Anbassador's

wi fe infornmed Hannah that she wouldn't be able to go for
their usual swimthe next day as she woul d be acconpanyi ng

t he Anbassador on his visit to Saddam Hussein's hal f-brother
i n Geneva. Hannah had al ready been told about the trip by the
Chi ef Adm nistrator, who seened to know even the finest
detail s.

‘I can't think why you haven't been invited to join the
Anbassador as well,' said the cook that evening. The Chi ef
Adm ni strator was silenced for about two minutes until Mina
|l eft the kitchen to go to her room Then he reveal ed a piece
of information that disturbed Hannah.

The follow ng day Hannah was gi ven perm ssion to go

swimm ng by herself. She was glad to have an excuse to get
out of the building, especially as Kanuk was in charge of the
del egation in the Anbassador's absence. He had taken the
Mercedes for hinself, so she made her own way to the

boul evard Lannes by Metro. She was di sappointed to find that
the man who swam so well was nowhere to be seen when she
started off on her thirty I engths. Once she had conpl eted her
exerci se she clung onto the side, tired

and slightly out of breath. Suddenly, she was aware that

he was swi nm ng towards her in the outside | ane. Wen he
touched the end he turned snoothly and said distinctly,
‘Don't nove, Hannah, I'll be back.'

Hannah assunmed he nust be soneone who renenbered her from
her days as a nodel, and her imedi ate reaction was to make a
run for it. But she continued to tread water as she waited
for himto return, thinking he m ght perhaps be the Mssad
agent Kratz had referred to.

She wat ched him swi nm ng towards her, and becane nore
apprehensive with each stroke. Wen he touched the edge he
came to a sudden halt and asked, 'Are you al one?

"Yes,' she replied.

"l thought | couldn't see the Anbassador's w fe. She

usual |y di splaces a great deal of water w thout nuch forward
notion. By the way, |I'm Sinon Rosenthal. Colonel Kratz



Instructed ne to nmake contact. | have a nessage for you.'
Hannah felt stupid shaking hands with the man whil e they
were both clinging onto the edge of the pool.

‘Do you know t he avenue Bugeaud?

"Yes,' she replied.

'Good. See you at the Bar de la Porte Dauphine in fifteen

m nutes.'

He pulled hinself out of the pool in one novenent and

di sappeared in the direction of the nmen's changi ng room

bef ore she had a chance to reply.

Alittle over fifteen mnutes |ater Hannah wal ked into the
Bar de | a Porte Dauphi ne. She searched around the room and
al nrost m ssed hi m perched behind one of the hi gh-backed
wooden chairs directly below a |arge, colourful nural.

He rose to greet her and then ordered anot her coffee.

He warned her that they nust spend only a few m nutes

t oget her, because she ought to return to the enbassy w t hout
delay. As she sipped the first real coffee she had tasted in
weeks, Hannah took a closer | ook at him and began to recall
what it was like just to enjoy a drink with soneone

i nteresting. H s next sentence snapped her back into the real
wor | d.

"Kratz plans to pull you out of Paris in the near future.'
"Any particular reason?' she asked. 'The date of the Baghdad
operation has been settled.' 'Thank God,' said Hannah.

"Why do you say that?' asked Scott, risking his first

guesti on.

' The Anbassador expects to be called back to Baghdad to

take up a new post. He intends to ask nme to go with him
replied Hannah. 'O that's what the Chief

Admi nistrator is telling everyone, except Mina.' 'I'll warn
Kratz.'
"By the way, Sinon, |'ve picked up two or three scraps of

i nformation that Kratz m ght find useful."’

He nodded and |istened as Hannah began to give himdetails
of the internal organisation of the enbassy, and of the

com ngs and goi ngs of diplonmats and busi nessnmen who publicly
spoke out agai nst Saddam while at the sane tine trying to
close deals with him After a few m nutes he stopped her and
said, 'You' d better |eave now They m ght begin to m ss you.
"Il try and arrange anot her neeting whenever it's possible,’
he found hinself adding. She smled, rose fromthe table and
| eft, w thout | ooking back.

Later that evening, Scott sent a coded nessage to Dexter



Hutchins in Virginia to |l et himknow that he had nmade cont act
w t h Hannah Kopec.

A fax came back an hour later with only one instruction.

ON MAY 2STH 1993, the sun rose over the Capitol a few

mnutes after five. Its rays crept along the Wiite House | awn
and mnutes | ater seeped unnoticed into the Oval Ofice. A
few hundred yards away, Cavalli was sl apping his hands behind
hi s back.

Caval li had spent the previous day in Washi ngton, checking
the finer details for what felt |like the hundredth tine. He
had to assune that sonething nust go wong and, whatever it
turned out to be, it would automatically becone his
responsibility.

Johnny Scasi at ore wal ked over and handed Cavalli a

steam ng nug of coffee.

"I had no idea it could be this cold in Washi ngton,'

Cavalli said to Johnny, who was wearing a sheepskin jacket.
"It's cold at this tinme of the norning al nost everywhere

in the world," replied Johnny. 'Ask any filmdirector.'

"And do you really need six hours to get ready for three

m nutes of filmng? Cavalli asked incredul ously.
"Two hours' preparation for a mnute's work is the
standard rule. And don't forget, we'll have to run through

this particular scene tw ce, in sonmewhat unusual

ci rcunst ances. '

Cavalli stood on the corner of 13th Street and

Pennsyl vani a Avenue and eyed the fifty or so people who

came under Johnny's direction. Sonme were preparing a track

al ong the pavenent that would allow a canera to follow the
six cars as they travelled slowy down Pennsyl vani a Avenue.
O hers were fixing up massive IK arc lights along the seven
hundred yards that woul d eventually be powered by a 200kw
generator which had been transported into the heart of the
capital at four o'clock that norning. Sound equi pnent was
being tested to make sure that it would pick up every kind of
noi se -feet wal king on a pavenent, car doors slamm ng, the
runbl e of the subway, even the chines of the clock on the Ad
Post O fice Tower.

"Is all this expense really necessary? asked Cavalli.

"If you want everyone except us to believe they' re taking
part in a notion picture, you can't afford to risk any
short-cuts. I'mgoing to shoot a filmthat anybody watchi ng
us, professional or amateur, could expect to see one day in a
novie theatre. |I'meven paying full equity rates for all of



the extras.'

' Thank God none of ny people have a union,' comented
Cavalli. The sun was now full on his face, twenty-one n nutes
after the President would have enjoyed its warnth over
breakfast in the Wite House.

Cavalli | ooked down at the checklist on his clipboard. Al

Cal abrese already had all his twelve vehicles in place on the
ker bsi de, and the drivers were standing around in a huddle
drinking coffee, sheltered fromthe wind by one of the walls
of Freedom Pl aza. The six |linousines glistened in the norning
sun as passers-by, cleaners and janitors |eaving offices and
early-norning commuters comng up fromthe Federal Triangle
Metro slowed to admire the spectacle. A painter was just
touching up the Presidential Seal on the third car while a
girl was unfurling a flag on the right-hand fender.

Cavalli turned to see a police truck, tailboard down,

parked in front of the District Building, Barriers were being
lifted off and carried onto the pavenent to nake sure

I nnocent passers-by did not stray onto the set during those
crucial three m nutes when the filmng would be taking place.
LI oyd Adans had spent the previous day going over his

lines one last tinme and dipping into yet another book on the
hi story of the Declaration of |Independence. That night he had
sat in bed replaying again and again a video of Bill Cinton
on his CGeorgia Avenue wal k, noting the tilt of the head, the
Razor back accent, the way he subconsciously bit his |ower

| i p. The Monday before, Adans had purchased a suit that was

I dentical to the one the President had worn to wel cone the
British Prine Mnister in February - straight off the rack
fromDillard' s Departnent Store. He chose a red, white and
blue tie, a rip-off of the one dinton wore on the cover of
the March issue of Vanity Fair. A Tinmex Ironman had been the
final addition to his wardrobe. During the past week a second
wi g had been nmade, this tine a little greyer, which Adans
felt nore confortable with. The director and Cavalli had
taken himthrough a dress rehearsal the previous evening:
word perfect - though Johnny had commented that his coll apse
at the end of the scene was a bad case of overacting. Cavall
felt the Archivist would be far too overwhel med to notice.
Caval li asked Al Cal abrese to go over the breakdown of his
staff yet again. A tried not to sound exasperated, as he had
gone over it in great detail during their |ast three board
neetings: 'Twelve drivers, six outriders,' he rattled off.
"Four of themare ex-cops or mlitary police and all of



t hem have worked with ne before. But as none of themare
going into the National Archives, they've sinply been told
they're involved in a novie. Only those

wor king directly under G no Sartori know what we're really
up to.'

"But are they fully briefed on what's expected of them

once they reach the Archives?

"You'd better believe it," replied Al. "W went over it at

| east half a dozen tines yesterday, first on a map in ny
office, and then we canme down here in the afternoon and

wal ked the route. They drive down Pennsylvania Avenue at ten
mles an hour while they're being filmed and conti nue east
until they reach 7th Street. Then they take a sharp right,
when they'll be out of sight of everyone involved in the
filmng, not to nmention the police. Then they turn right
again at the delivery entrance of the National Archives,
where they' Il conme to a halt in front of the | oading dock.
Angel o, Dollar Bill, Debbie, you and the counter-assault team
| eave their vehicles and acconpany the actor into the
bui | ding, where they'l|l be net by Cal der Marshall.

"Once your party has entered the building the cars will go
back up the ranp and take a right on 7th Street, another
right on Constitution Avenue and then right on 14th Street
before returning to the |ocation where the film ng began. By

then, Johnny will be ready for a second take. On the signal
fromyou that the Declaration of |ndependence has been
exchanged for a fake, the second take will begin i nmediately,
except this tinme we'll be picking up the thirteen operatives

we dropped outside the National Archives.'

"And, if all goes to plan, the Declaration of |Independence

as well," said Cavalli. 'Then what happens?' he asked,
wanting to be sure that nothing had changed since their final
board neeting in New York.

"The linos | eave WAshi ngton by six separate routes,"
continued Al. 'Three of themreturn to the capital during the
af ternoon, but not until they've changed their |icence
plates; two others go on to New York, and one drives to a

destination known only to you; that wll be the vehicle
carrying the Declaration.’

“If it all runs as snoothly as that, A, you'll have

earned your noney. But it won't, and that's when we'll really

find out how good you are.' He nodded as Al left to grab a
mug of coffee and rejoin his nen.
Cavalli checked his watch: 7.22. Wien he | ooked up he saw



Johnny heading towards him red in the face. Thank God |

don't have to work in Hollywod, thought Cavalli

"I"mhaving trouble with a cop who says | can't put ny

| i ghting equi pmrent on the sidewal k until 9.30 a.m That neans
| won't be able to begin filmng until after ten, and if |'ve
only got forty-five mnutes to start with -

" Cal m down, Johnny,' said Cavalli, and checked his Iist of
personnel. He | ooked up and began to search the crowd of

wor kers that was flow ng off Freedom Pl aza onto the pavenent.
He spotted the nman he needed. 'You see the tall guy with grey
hair practising his charm on Debbi e?" he said, pointing.

' Yeah,' said Johnny.

"That's Tom Newbolt, ex-Deputy Chief of the DCPD, now a
security consultant. We've hired himfor the day. So go and
tell himwhat your problemis, and then we'll find out if
he's worth the five thousand dollars his conmpany is charging
me. '

Cavalli smled as Johnny storned off in Newbolt's

di rection.
Angel o stood over the slunbering body. He | eaned across,
grabbed Dollar Bill's shoul ders, and began to shake him
furiously.

The little Irishman was bel ching out a snore that
sounded nore like an old tractor than a human bei ng.

Angel o | eaned closer, only to find Dollar Bill snelt as if he
had spent a night in the | ocal brewery.

Angel o realised that he should never have left Bill the

previ ous evening, even for a nonent. |If he didn't get the
bastard to the Archives on tinme, Cavalli would kill them
both. He even knew who'd carry out the job, and the nethod
she woul d use. He went on shaking, but Dollar Bill's eyes

remai ned determ nedly cl osed.

At eight o' clock a klaxon sounded and the filmcrew took a
break for breakfast.

"Thirty mnutes. Union regul ations,' explained Johnny when

Caval li | ooked exasperated. The crew surrounded a parked
trailer - another expensive inport -on the pavenent, where
they were served eggs, ham and hash browns. Cavalli had to

admt that the crowds gat hered behind the police barriers and
t he passers-by lingering on the pavenent never seened to
doubt for a nonent that this was a filmcrew getting ready
for a shoot.

Cavalli decided to use the thirty-mnute break to check

for hinmself that, once the cars had turned right on 7th



Street, they could not be seen by anyone involved in the
filmng back on Pennsyl vani a Avenue.

He strode briskly away fromthe commotion, and when he
reached the corner of 7th Street he turned right. It was as
if he'd entered a different world. He joined a group of
peopl e who were quite unaware of what was taking place |ess
than half a mle away. It was just |ike Washington on a
normal Tuesday norning. He was pleased to spot Andy Borzello
sitting on the bench in the bus shelter near the | oading dock
entrance to the National Archives, reading the Washi ngton
Post .

By the tinme Cavalli had returned, the filmcrew were

begi nning to nove back and start their final checks; no one
wanted to be the person responsible for a retake.

The crowds at the barriers were grow ng thicker by the

m nute, and the police spent a considerable anmount of their
time explaining that a filmwas going to be shot, but not for
at | east another couple of hours. Several people |ooked

di sappointed at this informati on and noved on, only to all ow
others to take up the places they had vacat ed.

Cavalli's cellular phone began ringing. He pressed the

talk button and was greeted by the sound of his father's

Br ookl yn vowel s. The chai rman was cauti ous over the phone,
and sinply asked if there were any probl ens.

"Several,' admtted Tony. 'But none so far that we hadn't
anticipated or can't overcone.'

"Don't forget, cancel the entire operation if you' re not
satisfied with the response to your nine o'clock phone call.
Ei t her way, he nustn't be allowed to return to the Wite

House.' The |ine went dead. Cavalli knew that his father was
right on both counts.

Caval l'i checked his watch again: 8.43. He strolled over to
Johnny.

‘I"mgoing across to the Wllard. |I don't expect to be too

| ong, so just keep things rolling. By the way, | see you got

all your equi pnent on the sidewal k.

"Sure thing,' said Johnny. 'Once Newbolt tal ked to that
cop, he even hel ped us carry the dam stuff.'

Cavalli sm | ed and began wal ki ng towards the Nati onal
Theater on the way to the Wllard Hotel. G no Sartori was
comng in the opposite direction.

"G no,' Cavalli said, stopping to face the ex-Marine. 'Are
all your nen ready?

'Every one of the bastards.'



"And can you guarantee their silence?

‘Like the grave. That is, if they don't want to end up
digging their own.'

'So where are they now?

"Coming fromeight different directions. Al of themare
due to report to ne by nine-thirty. Smart dark suits, sober
ties, and holsters that aren't too obvious.'

‘Let me know the nonent they're all signed in.'

"WIIl do,' said G no.

Cavalli continued his journey to the Wllard Hotel, and
after checking his watch again began to | engthen his stride.
He strolled into the | obby, and found Rex Butterworth

mar chi ng nervously up and down the centre of the hall as if
his sole aimin life was to wear out the bl ue-and-gold
carpet. He | ooked relieved when he saw Cavalli, and j oi ned
hi mas he strode towards the el evator.

"I told you to sit in the corner and wait, not parade up
and down in front of every freelance journalist |ooking for a
story.'

Butterworth nmunbl ed an apol ogy as they stepped into the

el evator and Cavalli pressed button el even. Neither of them
spoke again until they were safely inside 1137, the roomin
whi ch Caval |i had spent the previous night.

Cavalli | ooked nore carefully at Rex Butterworth now t hey
were alone. He was sweating as if he had just finished a
five-mle jog, not travelled up eleven floors in an el evator.
‘Cal mdown,' said Cavalli. 'You' ve played your part well

so far. Only one nore phone call and you're through. You'll
be on your flight to Rio before the first outrider even
reaches the National Archives. Now, are you clear about what
you have to say to Marshal | ?

Butterworth took out sone handwitten notes, nouthed a few
words and said, 'Yes, I'mclear and |'mready.' He was
shaking like a jelly.

Cavalli dialled the private nunber of the Archivist's
office half a mle away, and when he heard the first ring,
passed the receiver over to Butterworth. They both |istened
to the continuing ringing. Eventually Cavalli put his hand
out to take back the receiver. They would have to try again
in afew mnutes' tinme. Suddenly there was a click and a

voi ce said, 'Calder Marshall speaking.'

Cavalli went into the bathroom and picked up the

extension. 'Good norning, M Marshall. It's Rex Butterworth
at the White House, just checking everything's all set up and



ready your end.'

"It certainly is, M Butterworth. Every nenber of ny staff
has been instructed to be at their desks by nine o'clock
sharp. In fact, |1've seen nost of them already, but only ny
deputy and the Seni or Conservator know the real reason |'ve
asked themall not to be late this norning.'

"Well done,' said Butterworth. 'The President is running

on time and we anticipate he will be with you around ten, but
I"'mafraid he still has to be back at the White House by

el even.'

"By el even, of course,' said the Archivist. 'I only hope

we can get himround the whole building in fifty m nutes,
because | expect there are many of ny staff who would |ike to
nmeet him'

"We'll just have to hope that fifty mnutes is enough tine
to fit themall in,' said Butterworth. 'Can | assune that
there are still no problens with the President's personal
request ?

"None that |I'maware of,' said Marshall. 'The Conservat or

IS quite happy to renove the glass so that the President can
study the parchnment in its original form W'Ill keep the

Declaration in the vault until the President has left the
buil ding. | hope to have the

docunent back on view to the general public a few m nutes
after he departs.’

"It sounds to ne as if you have everything under control,

M Marshall,' said Butterworth, the sweat pouring off his
forehead. 'I'mjust off to see the President, so I'mafraid
"1l be out of contact for the rest of the norning, but let's
talk again this afternoon and you can tell nme howit al
went . '

Caval l'i placed the phone on the side of the bath and

bolted back into the bedroom coming to a halt in front of
the President's Special Assistant. Butterworth | ooked

terrified. Cavalli shook his head frantically fromside to
si de.
"Actually, nowthat | ook at ny schedule, M Marshall,

see you won't be able to reach ne again today because |
promsed ny wife I'd |leave the office a little earlier than
usual to prepare for our annual vacation which begins

t onorrow. '

"Oh. Where are you goi ng?'" asked Marshall, innocently.

"OFf to see ny nother in Charleston. But | feel confident
that the President's visit to the Archives will be a great



success. Wiy don't we get together as soon as |'m back?

"I would enjoy that,' said Marshall. 'And | do hope you
have a pl easant break in South Carolina; the azal eas should
still be bl oomng."'

"Yes, | suppose they wll,' said Butterworth as he watched
Caval li pulling a finger across his throat. 'My other line is
ringing,' he added, and w thout another word put the phone
down.

"You said too nuch, you fool. W don't ever want him
trying to contact you again.'

Butterworth | ooked apprehensi ve.

"How long will it be before the Wite House wonders where
you are?' asked Cavalli.
"At least a week,' replied Butterworth. 'I really am due

for ny annual |eave, and even ny boss thinks I'mgoing to
Charl eston.’

"Well, that's sonething you did right,' said Cavalli, as

he handed Butterworth a one-way ticket to Rio de Janeiro and
a letter of confirmation that the sum of nine hundred

t housand doll ars had been deposited in the Banco do Brazil.

'l have to get back to the set,' said Cavalli. 'You stay
put for ten mnutes and then take a taxi to Dulles airport.
And when you get to Brazil, don't spend all the noney on a

girl. And Rex, don't even think about com ng back. |If you do,
It won't just be the Feds who are waiting for you at the
airport.'

Angel o had sonehow nanaged to get Dollar Bill dressed, but

he still stank of QGuinness, and he certainly didn't |ook |ike
the President's personal physician - or anybody else's
physician for that matter.

"Sorry, lad. Sorry, lad,' Dollar Bill kept repeating. 'l

hope this won't get you into any trouble.'

"It will if you don't sober up in time to play your part
and see that the parchnent is transferred into the speci al
cylinder. Because if Cavalli ever finds out I wasn't with you

| ast night, you're dead, and nore inportant, so am].
"Settle down, l|lad, and just nmake ne a Bl oody Mary. Two

parts tomato juice and one part vodka. I'll be as right as

rain in no tine, you'll see.' Angelo |ooked doubtful as the
little man's head fell back on the pillow.

As Caval li closed the door of room 1137, a wonan pushing a

| arge | aundry basket passed himin the corridor. He took the
lift to the ground floor and wal ked
straight out of the hotel. The first thing he saw as he



|l eft the WIllard and crossed the plaza that divided the hotel
from Pennsyl vani a Avenue was that the norning traffic was
backed up for half a mle down 15th Street.

Al and Johnny cane running towards himfromdifferent
directions. 'Wat's going on?" were Cavalli's first words.
"Normal norning traffic coming in fromVirginia, the

police assure us, except we're blocking a | ane and a half

wi th our twelve vehicles and six outriders.'

"Damm, ny mstake,' said Cavalli. 'l should have
anticipated it. So what do you suggest, Al ?

"I send ny boys over to Atlantic Garage on 13 th and F
until the police get the traffic on the nove again, and then
bring them back nearer the starting tine.'

‘It's a hell of arisk,' said Johnny. 'That permt only
allows me to filmfor forty-five mnutes, and they aren't
going to stretch it by a second.’

"But if ny cars stay put you m ght never get started at
all,' said Al.

"OK, Al, you get noving, but nmake sure you're back on the
grid by 9.50." Cavalli checked his watch. 'That's
twenty-seven mnutes.' A began running towards the parked
cars.

Caval li turned his attention to the director. 'What tine
are you bringing the actor out?

"Nine-fifty-five, or the nonent the last car is back in

pl ace. He's being nmade up in that trailer over there,' said

Johnny.

Caval li watched as the sixth |inousine pulled away, and
was relieved to see the traffic start to flow again.
"And G no's Secret Service agents, what will happen to

t hem now that the cars have gone?

'Most of them are hanging around with the extras, but they
aren't |ooking too convincing.'

Cavalli's cellular phone began to ring. 'I have to get

back or you won't have a film real or otherw se,' said
Johnny. Cavalli nodded and said 'Yes,' into the nouthpiece as
the director rushed away. Sonething caught Cavalli's eye as
he tried to concentrate on the voice on the other end of the
i ne.

"The helicopter is all set to take off at ten o' cl ock

sharp, boss; but it loses its slot at seven mnutes past. The
traffic cops won't let it go up after that, however nuch you
gave to the Fraternal Order of Police.'’

"We're still running to schedul e, despite sone problens,'



said Cavalli, 'so take her up at ten and just hover over the
route. Marshall and his staff nust be able to see and hear

you when we arrive at the Archives. That's all | care about.’
'K, boss. Understood."
Caval li checked his watch again. It was 9.36 and the

traffic was now fl owi ng snoothly. He wal ked over to the
officer co-ordinating the shoot for the city's notion picture
and tel evision office.

"Don't worry,' said the Lieutenant even before Cavalli had
opened his nouth. 'The traffic will be stopped and the detour
signs in place by 9.59. W'll have you noving on tine, |

prom se.'

" Thank you, officer,' said Cavalli, and quickly dialled Al

Cal abr ese.

"I think you'd better start getting your boys back.
"Nunber one has already left with two outriders. Nunber
two's just about to go; after that, they |eave at
twenty-second intervals.'

"You shoul d have been an arny general,' said Cavalli
"You can bl anme the governnent for that. | just didn't get

the right education.'’

Suddenl y, Pennsyl vani a Avenue was abl aze with |ights.

Cavalli, like everyone el se, shielded his eyes and then,

just as suddenly, the lights were switched off, making the
norni ng sun appear like a dimlightbulb.

' Good sparks,' Cavalli heard the director shout. 'I could
only spot one that didn't function. The seventh on the
right.’

Caval li stood on the pavenent and | ooked towards the

corner of 13th Street, where he could see the first of Al's

| i mousines with two outriders edging its way back through the
traffic. The sight of the shining black |inm nmade himfeel
nervous for the first tinme.

Atall, well-built, bald man wearing dark gl asses, a dark
blue suit, white shirt and a red, white and blue striped tie
was wal king towards him He stopped by Cavalli's side as the

first of the two outriders and the | eading police car drewin
to the kerb.
'How are you feeling? asked Cavalli

‘Like all first nights,' said LIloyd Adans. '1'I| be just
fine once the curtain goes up.'

"Well, you sure knew your lines word perfect |ast night.'
"My lines aren't the problem' said Adans. 'It's

Marshall's |'"mworri ed about.'



"What do you nean?' asked Caval li.

"He's not been able to attend any of our rehearsals, has
he?' replied the actor. 'So he doesn't know his cues.'

The second car drewinto |ine, acconpanied by two nore
outriders, as Al Cal abrese cane runni ng across the pavenent
and Ll oyd Adans strode off in the direction of the trailer.
"Can you still do it in eleven mnutes? asked Cavalli,

| ooki ng at his watch.

"As long as Chief Thonas's finest don't foul things up

| i ke they do every other norning,' said Al. He headed on
towards the cars and i nmedi ately began to organi se the
unfurling of the Presidential flag on the front of the third
car before checking on any specks of dirt that m ght have
appeared on the bodywork after one trip round the bl ock.

The staff van drew up in line. Scasiatore inmediately

swung round on his high stool and, through a negaphone, told
the actor, the secretary, the Lieutenant and the physician to
be ready to clinb into the third and fourth cars.

When the director asked for the Lieutenant and the

physi cian, Cavalli suddenly realised that he hadn't seen

Dol lar Bill or Angelo all norning. Perhaps they'd been
waiting in the trailer.

The fourth linousine drew up as Cavalli's eyes swept the
hori zon, searching for Angelo.

The kl axon sounded again for several seconds, this tine to
warn the filmcrew that they had ten mnutes left before

shooting. The noi se al nost prevented Cavalli fromhearing his
phone ri ngi ng.
"It's Andy reporting in, boss. I'mstill outside the

Nati onal Archives. Just to let you know it's no busier than
when you checked up an hour ago,'

"At | east soneone's awake,' said Cavalli

"There can't be nore than twenty or thirty peopl e around

at the nonent.'

"Gad to hear it. But don't call nme again unless sonething
goes wong.' Cavalli flicked off the phone and tried to
remenber what it was that had been worrying himbefore it
rang. El even vehicles and six outriders were now in place.
One vehicle was still mssing. But sonething el se was naggi ng
at the back of Cavalli's m nd. He becane distracted when an
officer standing in the mddle of Pennsylvania Avenue began
shouting at the top of his voice that he was ready to stop
the traffic whenever the director gave the word. Johnny stood
up on his chair and pointed frantically to the twelfth car,



whi ch remai ned obstinately stuck in traffic a couple of
hundred yards away.

"If you divert the traffic now,' shouted Johnny, 'that

one's never going to end up in the notorcade.'

The officer remained in the mddle of the road and waved

the traffic through as fast as he could in the hope of
getting the |inousine there quicker, but it didn't nmake a | ot
of difference.

"Extras on the street!' shouted Johnny, and several people
who Caval li had supposed were nenbers of the public strolled
onto the pavenent and began wal ki ng up and down

prof essional | y.

Johnny stood up on his chair again and this tinme turned to
face the crowd huddl ed behind the barriers. An aide handed
hi m a megaphone so that he could address them

‘Ladi es and gentlenen,' he began. 'This is a short cut for

a novi e about the President going to the Hill to address a
joint session of Congress. |'d be grateful if you could wave,
clap and cheer as if it were the real President. Thank you.'
Spont aneous appl ause broke out, which made Cavalli |augh for
the first tinme that norning. He hadn't noticed that the
former Deputy Police Chief had crept up behind himduring the
director's address. He whispered in his ear, 'This is going

to cost you a whole lot of noney if you don't pull it off
first tinme.'

Cavalli turned to face the ex-policeman and tried not to
show how anxi ous he felt.

" The hold-up, | nean. |If you don't get the shoot done this

norning, the authorities aren't going to |l et you go through
this charade again for one hell of a tine.’

"I don't need to be rem nded of that,' snapped Cavalli. He
turned his attention back to Johnny, who had clinbed down
fromhis chair and was wal ki ng over to take his seat on the
tracking dolly, ready to nove as soon as the

twelfth vehicle was in place. Once again, the aide passed
Johnny the negaphone. 'This is a final check. Check your
positions, please. This is a final check. Everyone ready in
car one?'" There was a sharp honk in reply. 'Car two?' Another
honk. ' Car three?' Another sharp honk fromthe driver of

LI oyd Adans' car. Cavalli stared in through the wi ndow as the
bal d actor renoved the top of his wig box. '"Car four? Not a
sound canme from car four

"I's everyone in car four who should be in car four?

bar ked the director.



It was then that Cavalli renenbered what had been naggi ng

at him he still hadn't seen Angelo or Dollar Bill al

norni ng. He shoul d have checked earlier. He hurried towards
the director as a naval Lieutenant junped out of a car which
he'd left stranded in the mddle of the road. He was six foot
tall, with short-cropped hair, wearing a white uniformwth a
sword swi nging by his side and nedals for service in Panana
and the @Gulf on his chest. In his right hand he carried a

bl ack box. A policeman began chasing after himwhile Dollar
Bill, carrying a small | eather bag, followed a few yards
behind at a sl ower pace. Wen Cavalli saw what had happened
he changed direction and wal ked calmMy out into the mddl e of
the road, and the naval officer cane to a halt by his side.
"What the hell do you think you're playing at?' barked
Caval | i .

"W got held up in the traffic,' said Angelo |anely.

"If this whole operation fails because of you . '

Angel o turned the colour of his uniformas he thought

about what had happened to Bruno Morelli.

"And the sword?'" snapped Caval li

"A perfect fit.'

“And our physician. |Is be fit?

"He'll be able to do his job, |I prom se you,' Angelo said,

| ooki ng over his shoul der.

"Which car are you both in?

"Nunmber four. Directly behind the President.

' Then get in, and right now.'

"Sorry, sorry,' Dollar Bill said, as he arrived panting.

"My fault, not Angelo's. Sorry, sorry,' he repeated as the
back door of car four was held open for himby the

Li eut enant, who was gripping his sword. Once Dollar Bill was
safely in, Angelo joined the woul d-be physician and sl anmed
t he door behind him

The policeman who'd been chasi ng Angel o took his notebook
out as Cavalli turned round | ooking for Tom Newbolt. Tom was
al ready runni ng across the road.

‘'Leave himto ne,' was all he said.

The second van with surveillance caneras on board

screeched to a halt to conplete the line. The front w ndow
purred down. 'Sorry, boss,' said the driver. 'Sone jerk just
dunped his car right in front of ne." The clock on the Ad
Post O fice Tower struck ten. At that nonent, on a signal
fromthe co-ordinating officer, several policenen wal ked out
into the road. Sone held up the traffic com ng down



Pennsyl vani a Avenue whil e others placed diversion signs to
direct the cars away fromwhere the filmng was taking pl ace.

Cavalli turned his attention to the other end of
Pennsyl vani a Avenue, a nere seven hundred yards away. It was
still bunper to bunmper with slownoving traffic.

" Cone on, cone on!' he shouted out |oud as he checked his
watch and waited inpatiently for the all clear.

"“Any nmonment now,' shouted back the officer, who was
standing in the mddle of the road.

Cavalli | ooked up to see the blue-and-white police
hel i copter hovering noisily overhead.

Nei t her he nor the officer spoke again until a couple of
m nutes | ater when they heard a sharp whistle bl ow

three times fromthe far end of Pennsyl vani a Avenue.
Caval li checked his watch. They'd | ost six precious m nutes.
“I"I'l kill Angelo," he said."If-'

"All clear!' shouted the co-ordinating officer. He turned

to face Cavalli, who gave the director a thunbs-up sign
"You' ve still got thirty-nine mnutes,’' bellowed the
officer. 'That should easily be enough tine to conplete the
shoot twice.' But Cavalli didn't hear the |ast few words as

he ran to the second car, pulled open the door and junped
into the seat next to the driver.

And then a naggi ng thought hit him Looking out of the

si de w ndow, Cavalli began to scan the crowd once again.
"Lights!' screanmed the director, and Pennsylvani a Avenue

lit up Iike Christnas Eve at Macy's.

" OK, everybody, we're going to shoot in sixty seconds.'

The | inmousi nes and notorcycles switched on their engines and
began revving up. The extras strolled up and down while the
police continued to divert commuters away fromthe scene. The
di rector | eaned back over his chair to check the Iights and
see if the seventh in |line was worKking.

"Thirty seconds.' Johnny | ooked at the driver of the first
car and said through the negaphone, 'Don't forget to take it
easy. My tracking dolly can only manage ten mles an hour
goi ng backwards. And wal kers,' ~ the director checked up and
down the pavenent - 'please |look as if you're wal king, not
audi tioning for Ham et.'

The director turned his attention to the crowd. "Now,

don't let me down behind the barriers. C ap, cheer

I and wave, and pl ease renmenber we're going to do the

whol e exercise again in about twenty m nutes, so stick around
I f you possibly can.



"Fifteen seconds,' said the director as he swng back to
face the first car in line. 'Good |uck, everybody.'

Tony stared at Scasiatore, willing himto get on with it.
They were now eight mnutes late - which with this particul ar
President, he had to admt, added an air of authenticity.

' Ten seconds. Rolling. Nine, eight, seven, six, five,

four, three, two, one - action!’

The wonman pushing the |aundry basket down the corridor
ignored the "Do Not Disturb' sign on Room 1137 and wal ked
straight in.

A rat her overwei ght man, sweating profusely, was seated on
the edge of the bed. He was jabbing out sone nunbers on the
phone when he | ooked round and saw her.

"Get out, you dunb bitch,' he said, and turned back to
concentrate on redialling the nunbers.

In three silent paces she was behind him He turned a

second tine just as she | eaned over, took the phone cord in
both hands and pulled it round his neck. He raised an armto
protest as she flicked her wists in one sharp novenent. He
slunped forward and fell off the bed onto the carpet, just as
t he voice on the phone said, 'Thank you for using AT & T.'
She realised that she shouldn't have used the phone cord.
Most unprofessional - but nobody called her a dunb bitch.
She repl aced the phone on the hook and bent down, deftly

hoi sting the Special Assistant to the President onto her
shoul der. She dropped himinto the | aundry basket. No one
woul d have believed such a frail wonman could have lifted such
a heavy weight. In truth the only use she had ever nmade of a
degree in physics was to apply the

principles of fulcruns, pivots and |levers to her chosen

pr of essi on.

She opened the door and checked the passageway. At this

hour it was unlikely there'd be many peopl e around. She
wheel ed the basket down the corridor until she reached the
housekeepers' elevator, faced the wall and waited patiently.
When the Iift arrived she pressed the button that woul d take
her to the garage.

Wen the |ift came to a halt on the | ower ground floor she
wheel ed the basket out and over to the back of a Honda
Accord, the second-npbst popular car in Anerica.

Shielded by a pillar, she quickly transferred the Speci al
Assistant fromthe basket into the boot of the car. She then
wheel ed the basket back to the lift, took off her baggy bl ack
uniform dropped it into the |aundry basket, renoved her



carrier bag with the long cord handl e and despatched the

| aundry basket to the twenty-fifth fl oor.

She strai ghtened up her Laura Ashley dress before clinbing
into the car and placing her carrier bag under the front
seat. She drove out of the car park onto F Street, and had
only travelled a short distance before she was stopped by a
traffic cop.

She wound t he wi ndow down.

"Fol l ow t he diversion sign,' he said, wthout even | ooking
at her.

She gl anced at the clock on her dashboard. It was 10. 07.

AS THE LEAD POLI CE CAR noved slowy away fromthe kerb,

the director's tracking dolly began running backwards at the
sane pace along its rails. The crowds behind the barriers
started to cheer and wave. If they had been nmaking a real
filmthe director would have called 'Cut' after twenty
seconds because that fool of a coordinating officer was still
standing in the mddle of the road, hands on hips, oblivious
to the fact that he wasn't the star of the novie.

Cavalli didn't notice the officer as he concentrated on
t he road ahead of him He phoned through to Andy, who he knew
woul d still be seated on the bench on 7th Street reading the

Washi ngt on Post.

"Not nuch action this end, boss. Alittle activity at the
bottom of the ranp, but no one on the street is show ng any
real interest. Is everything all right your end? You're
running |ate.'

"Yes, | know, but we should be with you in about sixty
seconds,' said Cavalli, as the director reached the end of
his private railroad track and put one thunb in the air to
I ndicate that the cars could now accelerate to twenty-five
m |l es per hour. Johnny Scasi atore junped off the dolly and
wal ked sl owl y back down Pennsyl vani a Avenue so he coul d
prepare hinself for the second take.

Cavalli flicked the phone off and took a deep intake of
breath as the notorcade passed 9th Street; he stared at

t he FDR Monunent that was set back on a grass plot in front
of the main entrance of the Archives. The first car turned
right on 7th Street; a nere hal f-block renai ned before they
woul d reach the driveway into the |oading dock. The | ead
not or cycl es speeded up and when they were opposite Andy
standi ng on the pavenent, they swung right and drove down the
ranp.

The rest of the notorcade forned a line directly opposite



the delivery entrance, while the third |inousine drove down
the ranp to the | oadi ng dock.

The counter-assault teamwere the first onto the street,
and eight of themquickly forned a circle facing outwards
around the third car.

After the eight nen had stared in every direction for a
few seconds, Cavalli junped out of the second car, ran across
to join them and opened the back door of the third car so
that LI oyd Adans coul d get out.

Cal der Marshall was waiting on the |oading dock, and

wal ked forward to greet the President.

"Nice to neet you, M Marshall,' said the actor, thrusting
out his hand. 'I've been |ooking forward to this occasion for
sonme tine.'

"As, indeed, have we, M President. May | on behalf of ny
staff wel cone you to the National Archives of the United
States. WIIl you please follow ne.'’

LI oyd Adans and his entourage dutifully foll owed Mrshal
straight into the spartan freight elevator. As one of the
Secret Service agents kept his finger on the 'open' button,
Cavalli gave the order for the notorcade to return to its
starting point. Six notorcycles and the twelve vehicles noved
of f and began the journey back to rejoin the director and
prepare for the second shoot.

The whol e exercise of getting the actor into the buil ding
and the notorcade started on its return journey had

taken I ess than two m nutes, but Cavalli was disnayed to

see that a small crowd had al ready gathered on the far side
of the road by the Federal Trade Conmm ssion, obviously
sensi ng sonet hing i nportant was taking place. He only hoped
Andy coul d deal with the problem

Cavalli quickly slipped into the el evator, wedgi ng hinsel f
behi nd Adans. Marshall had begun a short history of how the
Decl aration of |ndependence had ended up in the National

Ar chi ves.

' Mbst peopl e know that John Adans and Thonmas Jefferson
drafted the Declaration that was approved by Congress on July
4th 1776. Few, however, know that the second and third
Presidents died on the sane day, July 4th 1826 - fifty years
to the day after the official signing.' The el evator doors
opened on the ground floor and Marshall stepped out into a
marbl e corridor and led themin the direction of his office.
' The Declaration had a | ong and turbul ent journey, M
President, before it ended up safely in this building.'



When they reached the fifth door on the left, Marshal

gui ded the President and his staff into his office, where
coffee awaited them Two of the Secret Service agents stepped
inside while the other six remained in the corridor.

LI oyd Adans sipped his coffee as Marshall ignored his in
favour of continuing the history |lesson. 'After the signing
cerenony, on August 2nd 1776, the Declaration was filed in
Phi | adel phi a, but because of the danger of the docunent being
captured by the British, the engrossed parchnment was taken to
Baltinore in a covered wagon.'

‘Fascinating,' said Adans in a soft drawl. 'But had it

been captured by the British infantry, copies would still
have been in existence, no doubt?

"Oh certainly, M President. |Indeed, we have a good

exanple of one in this building executed by WIliamJ.

St one. However, the original renmained in Baltinore until

1777, when it was returned to the relative safety of

Phi | adel phi a."'
"I n anot her wagon?' asked the President.
"I ndeed,' said Marshall, not realising his guest was

joking. 'We even know the nane of the man who drove it, a M
Samuel Smith. Then, in 1800, by direction of President Adarns,
the Decl arati on was noved to Washi ngton, where it first found
a hone in the Treasury Departnent, but between 1800 and 1814
It was noved all over the city, eventually ending up in the
old War O fice building on 17th Street.'

"And, of course, we were still at war with Britain at that
time,' said the actor.
Cavalli admred the way Adans had not only |learned his

| i nes, but done his research so thoroughly.

"That is correct, M President,' said the Archivist. 'And
when the British fleet appeared in Chesapeake Bay, the
Secretary of State, James Monroe, ordered that the docunent
be noved once again. Because, as | am sure you know, M
President, it is the Secretary of State who is responsible
for the safety of the parchnent, not the President.'

LI oyd Adans did know, but wasn't sure if the President
woul d have, so he decided to play safe. '"Is that right, M
Marshal | 7 Then perhaps it should be Warren Chri st opher who is
here today to view the Declaration, and not ne.’

'The Secretary of State was kind enough to visit us soon
after he took office,' Mrshall replied.

"But he didn't want the docunment noved again,' said the
actor. Marshall, Cavalli, the Lieutenant and the physician



dutifully laughed before the Archivist continued.

' Monroe, having spotted the British advancing on
Washi ngt on, despatched the Declaration on a journey up the
Pot omac to Leesburg, Virginia.'

" August 24t h,' said Adans, 'when they razed the Wite
House to the ground.'

"Precisely,' said Marshall. 'You are well infornmed, sir.'
"To be fair,' said the actor, 'I've been well briefed by
nmy Special Assistant, Rex Butterworth.'

Mar shal | showed his recognition of the nane, but Cavall
wondered if the actor was being just a little too clever.
"That night,' continued Marshall, "while the White House
was abl aze, thanks to Monroe's foresight the. Declaration was
stored safely in Leesburg.'

'So when did they bring the parchnment back to WAshi ngt on?
asked Adans, who could have told the Archivist the exact
dat e.

"Not for several weeks, sir. On Septenber 17th 1814, to be
precise. Wth the exception of a trip to Phil adel phia for the
centennial celebrations and its time in Fort Knox during
Wwrld War |11, the Declaration has remained in the capital
ever since.'

"But not in this building,' said Adans.

"No, M President, you are right again. It has had several
ot her honmes before ending up here, the worst being the Patent
Ofice, where it hung opposite a w ndow and was for years
exposed to sunlight, causing the parchnment irreparable
damage. '

Bill OReilly stood in the corner, thinking how many hours
of work he had had to do and how nmany copi es he had had to
destroy during the preparation stage because of that
particul ar piece of stupidity. He cursed all those who had
ever worked in the Patent Ofi ce.

"How long did it hang there? asked Adans.

"For thirty-five years,' said Marshall, with a sigh that
showed he was every bit as annoyed as Dollar Bill that his
predecessors had been so irresponsible. '"In 1877 the

Decl aration was noved to the State Departnent |ibrary. Not
only was snoking conmon at the tinme, but there was al so an
open fireplace in the room And, | mght add, the building
was damaged by fire only nonths after the parchnment had been
noved. '

"That was a cl ose one,' said Adans.

"After the war was over,' continued Marshall, 'the



Decl arati on was taken from Fort Knox and brought back to
Washi ngton in a Pullman carriage before it was housed in the
Li brary of Congress.'

"I hope it wasn't exposed to the light once again,' said
Adans as Cavalli's phone rang.

Caval li slipped into the corner and listened to the

director tell him 'W're back on the starting line, ready to
go whenever you are.

“I"I'l call when I need you,' was all Cavalli said. He
switched his phone off and returned to listen to the
Archivist's disquisition.

' in a Thermapane case equipped with a filter to screen
out damaging ultra-violet light.'

"Fasci nating. But when did the docunent finally reach this
bui | di ng?' asked Adans.

"On Decenber 13 th 1952. It was transported fromthe

Li brary of Congress to the National Archives in a tank under
the arnmed escort of the US Marine Corps.'

"First a covered wagon, and finally a tank,' said the

actor, who noticed that Cavalli kept glancing at his watch.
"Perhaps the time has cone for ne to see the Declaration in
its full glory.'

"OF course, M President,' said the Archivist.

Marshall led the way back into the corridor, followed by

the actor and his entourage.

" The Declaration can normally be seen by the public

in the rotunda on the ground floor, but we shall viewit

in the vault where it is stored at night.' Wen they reached
the end of the corridor the Archivist |led the President down
a flight of stairs while Cavalli kept checking over the route
that would allow themthe swiftest exit if any trouble arose.
He was delighted to find that the Archivist had followed his
i nstructions and kept the corridors clear of any staff.

At the bottom of the steps, they cane to a halt outside a
vast steel door at which an elderly man in a | ong white coat
stood waiting. His eyes |it up when he saw the actor.

"This is M Mendel ssohn,' said Marshall. "M Mendel ssohn

I's the Senior Conservator and, | confess, the real expert on
anything to do with the parchnent. He will be your guide for
the next few minutes before we visit the rest of the
bui | di ng."'

The actor stepped forward, and once again thrust out his
hand. ' Good to neet you, M Mendel ssohn.'

The el derly man bowed, shook the actor's hand, and pushed



the steel door open.

'Please follow ne, M President,' he said in a

m d- Eur opean accent. Once inside the tiny vault, Cavalli
wat ched his nen spread out in a snmall circle, their eyes
checki ng everything except the President. Bill OReilly,
Angel o and Debbi e al so took their places as they had
rehearsed the previous eveni ng.

Cavalli quickly glanced at Dollar Bill, who | ooked as if
it was he who might be in need of a physician.

Mendel ssohn gui ded the actor towards a massive bl ock of
concrete that took up a large area of the far wall.

He patted the slab of concrete and expl ai ned that the
protective shell had been built at a tinme when the nation's
greatest fear had been a nucl ear attack.

" The Declaration is covered in five tons of interl ocking
| eaves of netal, enbedded in the fifty-five-ton

concrete and steel vault you see before you. | can assure
you, M President,' Mendel ssohn added, 'if Washi ngton was
razed to the ground, the Declaration of |ndependence woul d
still be in one piece.’

"I npressive,' said Adanms, 'nost inpressive.' Cavall
checked his watch; it was 10.24, and they'd al ready been

I nside the building for seventeen m nutes. Although the

| i nrousi nes were waiting, he had no choice but to allow the

Conservator to carry on at his own pace. After all, their
hosts were aware of the limtations on the President's tine
if they were still hoping to show himround the rest of the
bui | di ng.

'The entire system M President,' continued the
Conservator enthusiastically, '"is worked electronically. At

the press of a button, the Declaration, which is always
exhibited and stored in an upright position, travels up from
this level through interlocking doors which open before the
docunent finally cones to rest in a case of solid bronze,
protected by ballistically tested glass and plastic |am nate.
Utra-violet filters in the |amnate give the inner |ayer a
slightly greenish hue.' The actor |ooked |ost, but M

Mendel ssohn continued, quite unconcerned. 'W are presently
standi ng sone twenty-two feet below the exhibit hall, and as
t he mechanics can be worked manually, | amable to stop the
machi nery at any tine. Wth your perm ssion, M Marshall.’
The Archivist nodded, and the Conservator touched a button
that neither the actor nor Cavalli had spotted until that



nmoment. The five-ton | eaves began to slide apart above their
heads, and a sudden whirling and cl anki ng sounded as the
massi ve brass frame that housed the parchnent began its daily
journey towards the ceiling. Wen the frane had reached desk
hei ght, M Mendel ssohn pressed a second button, and the
whirling

sound instantly ceased. He then raised an open palmin the
direction of the casing.

LI oyd Adans took a pace forward and stared across at the
nation's nost inportant historic docunent.

"Now, renenbering your personal wi sh, M President, we in
turn have a small request of you.'

The actor seened uncertain what his lines were neant to

be, and gl anced towards Cavalli in the w ngs.

*And what m ght that request be?' pronpted Cavalli

appr ehensi ve of any change of plan at this |ate stage.
"Sinply,' said M Mendel ssohn, 'that while the Archivi st

and | are renoving the outer casing of the Declaration, your
men will be kind enough to turn and face the wall."’

Cavalli hesitated, aware that the Secret Service woul d

never allow a situation to arise where they could not see the
President at all tines.

‘Let me nake it easier for you, M Mendel ssohn,' said

Adans. 'I'll be the first to conply with your request.' The
actor turned away fromthe docunent, and the rest of the team
foll owed suit.

In the brief space of tinme that the teamwere unable to

see what was going on behind them Cavalli heard twelve

di stinct clicks and the exaggerated sighs of two nmen not used
to novi ng heavy weights.

" Thank you, M President,' said Calder Marshall. "I hope

that didn't put you to too nuch inconvenience.'

The thirteen intruders turned round to face the nassive
frame. The bronze casing had been lifted over to | eave the

| npressi on of an open book.

LI oyd Adanms, with Cavalli and Dollar Bill a pace behind,
stepped forward to admre the original while Marshall and the
Conservator continued to stare at the old parchnent.

Suddenly, w thout warning, the actor reeled back, clutching
his throat, and col |l apsed to the

ground. Four of the Secret Service agents imediately
surrounded Adans while the other four bundl ed the Archivi st
and the Conservator out of the vault and into the corridor
before they could utter a word. Tony had to admt Johnny was



right - it had been a bad case of overacting.

Once the door was closed, Cavalli turned to see Doll ar

Bill already staring at the parchnent, his eyes alight with
excitenment, the Lieutenant by his side.

"Time for us to get to work, Angelo,' said the Irishman.

He stretched his fingers out straight. The Lieutenant renoved
a pair of thin rubber gloves fromthe doctor's bag and pulled
them over his hands. Dollar Bill wiggled his fingers |ike a
concert pianist about to begin a recital. Once the gloves
were in place, Angelo bent down again and lifted a long, thin
knife out of the bag, placing the handle firmy in Dollar
Bill's right hand.

Wil e these preparations were being carried out, Dollar
Bill's eyes had never once left the docunment. Those who
remained in the roomwere so silent that it felt like a tonb
as the forger | eaned over towards the parchnent and pl aced
the bl ade of the knife gently under the top right-hand
corner. It peeled slowy back, and he transferred the knife
to the left-hand corner, and that too cane cleanly away.

Dol lar Bill passed the knife back to Angel o before he began
rolling the parchnment up slowy and as tightly as he could

W thout harming it.

At the sane tine, Angelo flicked back the handle of his

dress sword and held the long shaft out in front of him

Cavalli took a pace forward and slowy pulled out Dollar
Bill's counterfeit copy fromthe specially constructed
chanber where the sword's bl ade woul d normal Iy have | odged.
Cavalli and Dollar Bill exchanged their prizes and
reversed the process. Wiile Cavalli slid the original

Decl aration inch by inch down the scabbard of the dress
sword, Dollar Bill began to unroll his fake carefully onto

t he backplate of the | am nated gl ass, the npoi st chem cal

m xture hel ping the docunent to remain in place. The
counterfeiter sniffed |loudly. The strong snell suggested
thynol to his sensitive nose. Dollar Bill gave his copy one
nore | ong | ook, checked the spelling correction and then took
a pace backward, reluctantly leaving his nasterpiece to the
tender care of the National Archives and its concrete prison.
Once he had conpleted his task Dollar Bill wal ked quickly
over to the side of LlIoyd Adans. Debbi e had al ready undone
his collar, |oosened his tie and applied a little pale
foundation to his face. The forger bent down on one knee,
took off the rubber gl oves and dropped theminto a
physician's bag full of make-up as Cavalli dialled a nunber



on his cell phone.
It was answered even before he heard a ring, but Cavall
could only just nake out a faint voice.

‘' Take two,"' said Cavalli firmy, and rang off before
pointing at the door. One of the Secret Service agents swung
the steel grid wi de open and Cavalli watched carefully as M
Mendel ssohn cane chargi ng through the gap and headed strai ght
to the brass encasenent, while Marshall, who was pale and

qui vering, went imrediately to the side of the President.
Cavalli was relieved to see a smle conme across the |ips

of the Conservator as he | eaned over the fake Declarati on.
Wth the help of Angelo, he pulled the brass casing across
and gave the manuscript a loving stare before fixing the lid
back into place, then quickly tightened the twelve | ocks
around the outside of the casing. He pressed one of the
buttons and the whirling and cl anki ng noi se began agai n as

t he nmassive brass franme slowy di sappeared back into the

gr ound.

Cavalli turned his attention to the actor and watched as

two of the Secret Service agents helped himto his feet,
while Dollar Bill fastened his physician's bag.

"What chemcal is it that protects the parchnent?' asked

Dol lar Bill.

"Thynol ," replied the Archivist.

"OF course, | should have guessed. Wth the President's
allergy problem | mght have expected this reaction. Don't
panic. As long as we get himout in the fresh air as quickly
as possible, he'll be back to normal in no tine.'

" Thank God for that,' said Marshall, who hadn't stopped
shaki ng.

"Amen,' said the little Irishman as the actor was hel ped
towards the door.

Marshal | quickly rushed to the front and | ed them back up
the stairs, with the Secret Service agents follow ng as cl ose
behi nd as possi bl e.

Caval li left LIoyd Adans stunbling behind himwhile he
caught up with the Archivist. 'No one, | repeat, no one, nust
hear about this incident,' he said, running by Marshall's
side. 'Nothing could be nore damagi ng to the President when
he has only been in office for such a short tine, especially
remenberi ng what M Bush went through after his trip to
Japan.'

"After his trip to Japan. O course, of course.'

"If any of your staff should ask why the President didn't



conplete his tour of the building, stick to the Iine that he
was cal |l ed back to the Wite House on urgent business.'
"Cal | ed back on urgent business. O course,' said

Marshal |, who was now whiter than the actor

Cavalli was relieved to find his earlier orders about no
staff being allowed in the | ower corridor while the President
was in the building still remained in force.

Once they had reached the freight elevator, and all the
group were inside, they descended to the level of the | oading

dock. Cavalli sprinted out ahead of themand up the ranp onto
7th Street.
He was annoyed to find that there was still a small crowd

on the far pavenent, and no sign of the notorcade. He | ooked
anxiously to his right, where Andy was now standing on the
bench, pointing towards Pennsylvania Avenue. Cavalli turned
to look in the sane direction and saw the first notorcycle
escort turning right into 7th Street.

He ran back down the ranp to find LI oyd Adans next to a
Federal Express pick-up box, being propped up by two Secr et
Servi ce agents.

"Let's make it snappy,' said Cavalli. 'There's a small

crowd out there and they're begi nning to wonder what's goi ng
on.' He turned to face the Archivist, who was standi ng next
to the Conservator on the | oadi ng dock.

' Pl ease renenber, the President was called back to the

Wi te House on urgent business.' They both nodded vi gorously.
Four of the Secret Service agents rushed forward just as the
third car, engine running, pulled up to the | oading dock at
the bottom of the ranp.

Caval I'i opened the door of the third |inousine and
frantically waved the actor in. The lead riders on the
notorcycles held up the traffic as the final car cane to a
halt at the mouth of the delivery entrance. As Ll oyd Adans
was assisted into the linousine, the small crowd on the other
side of the road began pointing and cl appi ng.

One of the Secret Service agents nodded back in the
direction of the building. Angelo junped into the second car,
still clinging onto the sword, while Dollar Bill and the
secretary piled into the fourth. By the tinme Cavalli had
joined Angelo in the back of the second car and gi ven

the signal to nove, the notorcycle escort was already in

the mddle of 7th Street holding up the traffic to allow the
not orcade to proceed towards Constitution Avenue. As the
sirens blared and the |inousines began their journey down 7th



Street, Cavalli | ooked back and was relieved to see there was
no | onger any sign of Marshall or Mendel ssohn.

He quickly switched his attention to the east side of 7th
Street, where Andy was explaining to the crowd that it had
not been the President but sinply a rehearsal for a novie,
not hi ng nore. Mdst of the onl ookers showed their obvious

di sappoi nt nent and qui ckly began to di sperse.

Then he thought he saw himagain. As Cavalli's car sped

down Constitution Avenue, the |ead police car was already
turning right into 14th Street, acconpanied by two of the
outriders. The sirens had been turned off, and the rest of

t he notorcade peel ed off one by one as they reached their
allotted intersections.

The first car swng right on 9th Street and right again

back onto Pennsyl vani a Avenue before heading away in the
direction of the Capitol. The third continued on down
Constitution Avenue, keeping to the centre |lane, while the
fourth turned left onto 12th Street and the sixth right at 13
t h.

The fifth turned left on 23 rd Street, crossing Menori al
Bridge and following the signs to dd Town, while the second
car turned left at 14th Street and headed towards the
Jefferson Menorial and onto the George WAshi ngton Par kway.
Caval li, who was seated in the back of the second car

dialled the director. Wien Johnny answered the phone, the
only words he heard were, 'It's a wap.'

SCOTT PRAYED THAT t he Anbassador's wife would be unable to
get away on Thursday, or mght still be in Geneva. He
remenber ed Dexter Hutchins saying, 'Patience is not a virtue
when you work for the CIA it's nine-tenths of the job.'

When he stopped at the end of the pool Hannah told him

that the Anbassador's wife hadn't returned from Swi tzerl and.
They didn't bother to swi manother |ength, but agreed to neet
| ater at the anmusenent park in the bois de Vincennes.

The nonment he saw her wal ki ng across the road he wanted to
touch her. There were no instructions in any of the CIA
handbooks on how to deal with such a situation, and no agent
had ever raised the problemw th himduring the past nine
years.

Hannah briefed himon everything that was happening at the
enbassy, including 'sonething big" taking place in CGeneva
that she didn't yet know the details of. Scott told her in
reply to her question that he had reported back to Kratz, and
that it wouldn't be |long before she was taken out. She seened



pl eased.

Once they began to talk of other things, Scott's training
war ned himthat he ought to insist she return to the enbassy.
But this time he I eft Hannah to nmake the decision as to when
she shoul d | eave. She seened to relax for

the first tinme, and even | aughed at Scott's stories about
the macho Parisians he net up with in the gymevery eveni ng.
As they strolled around the anusenent park, Scott

di scovered it was Hannah who won the teddy bears at the
shooting gallery and didn't feel sick on the big dipper.

"Why are you buying cotton candy?' he asked.

' Because then no one will think we're agents,' she

replied. 'They'll assune we're |overs.'

When they parted two hours later he kissed her on the

cheek. Two professionals behaving |ike amateurs. He
apol ogi sed. She | aughed and di sappear ed.

Shortly after ten o' clock, Ham d Al Qobaydi joined a snall
crowd that had fornmed on the pavenent opposite a side
entrance of the National Archives. He had to wait sone twenty

m nut es before the door opened again and Cavalli cane running
up the ranp just as the notorcade reappeared on the corner of
7th Street. Cavalli gave a signal and they all canme rushing

out to the waiting cars. Al (Cbaydi couldn't believe his eyes.
The deception conpletely fooled the small crowd, who began
wavi ng and cheering.

As the first car disappeared around the corner, a man who
had been there all the tinme explained that it was not the
President but sinply the rehearsal for a film

Al (baydi smled at this double deception while the

di sappoi nted crowd drifted away. He crossed 7th Street and
joined a long line of tourists, schoolchildren and the sinply
curious who had fornmed a queue to see the Decl aration of

| ndependence.

The thirty-nine steps of the National Archives took as

many minutes to ascend, and by the tinme the Deputy Anbassador
entered the rotunda the river of people had

thinned to a tributary which fl owed on across the nmarble

hall to a single line up a further nine steps, ending in a
trickle under the gaze of Thomas Jefferson and John Hancock.
Bef ore him stood the massive brass frane that housed the

Decl aration of |ndependence.

Al Cbaydi noted that when a person reached the parchnent,
they were only able to spend a few nonents gazing at the

hi storic docunent. As his foot touched the first of the steps



his heart started beating faster, but for a different reason
fromeveryone else waiting in the queue. He renoved fromhis
i nsi de pocket a pair of spectacles whose glass could magnify
the smallest witing by a degree of four.

The Deputy Anbassador wal ked across to the centre of the

top step and stared at the Declaration of |Independence. His
| mredi ate reaction was one of horror. The docunent was so
perfect it nust surely be the original. Cavalli had fool ed
him Wrse, he had succeeded in stealing ten mllion dollars
by a clever deception. A Obaydi checked that the guards on
each side of the encasenent were showi ng no particul ar
interest in himbefore putting on the spectacles.

He | eaned over so that his nose was only an inch fromthe

gl ass as he searched for the one word that had to be spelt
correctly if they expected to be paid another cent.

H s eyes widened in disbelief when he canme to the

sentence: 'Nor have W been wanting in attentions to our
British brethren.'

The Anbassador's wife returned from Geneva with her

husband the follow ng Friday. Hannah and Scott had nmanaged to
steal a few hours together that norning.

It had been |l ess than three weeks since he had first seen
her in the public baths in the boul evard Lannes.

Little nore than a fortnight since that first hastily
arranged neeting at the cafe on the avenue Bugeaud. That was
when the Iies had begun; small ones to start with, that grew
| arger until they had spun thenselves into an intricate web
of deceit. Now Scott longed to tell her the truth, but as
each day passed it becane nore and nore inpossi bl e.

Langl ey had been delighted with the coded nessages, and
Dext er had congratul ated himon doing such a first-class job.
"As good a junior field officer as | can renenber,' Dexter
adm tted. But Scott had di scovered no code to |let the Deputy
Director know he was falling in | ove.

He had read Hannah's file fromcover to cover, but it gave
no clue as to her real character. The way she | aughed - a
smle that could nake you sm | e however sad or angry you
were. A mnd that was always fascinating and fascinated by
what was happeni ng around her. But npost of all a warmh and
gentl eness that nade their tine apart seemlike an eternity.
And whenever he was with her, he was suddenly no nore

mature than his students. Their clandestine neetings had
rarely been for nore than an hour, perhaps two, but it nade
each occasion all the nore intense.



She continued to tell himeverything about herself wth a
frankness and honesty that belied his deceit, while he told
her nothing but a string of |ies about being a Mdssad agent
whose front, while he was stationed in Paris, was witing a
book, a travel book, which would never be published. That was
the trouble with lies - each one created the next in a
never-ending spiral. And that was the trouble with trust; she
believed his every word.

When he returned hone that evening, he made a deci sion he
knew Langl ey woul d not approve of.

As the car edged its way into the outside | ane of the

Geor ge Washi ngton Menorial Parkway bound for the airport the
driver checked the rear-view mrror and confirmed no one was
follow ng them Cavalli breathed a deep sigh of relief,

t hough he had two alternative plans worked out if they were
caught with the Declaration. He'd realised early on that it
woul d be necessary to get as far away fromthe scene of the
crime as quickly as possible. It had al ways been a cruci al
part of the plan that he would hand over the docunent to Nick
Vicente within two hours of its |eaving the National

Ar chi ves.

"So let's get on with it,' said Cavalli, turning his
attention to Angel o, who was seated opposite him Angelo
unbuckl ed the sword that hung fromthe belt around his waist.
The two nmen then faced each other |ike Japanese suno
wrestlers, each waiting for the other to make the first nove.
Angel o placed the sword firmy between his | egs, the handle
poi nting towards his boss. Cavalli |eaned over and snapped
the top back. Then, with the nail of his right thunb and
forefinger, he extracted the thin black plastic cylinder from
Its casing. Angelo pressed the handl e back in place and
hitched the sword onto his belt.

Cavalli held the twenty-six-inch-long slimplastic

cylinder in his hands.

"It nmust be tenpting to have a | ook,' said Angel o.

"There are nore inportant things to do at the nonent,’

said Cavalli, placing the cylinder on the seat next to him
He picked up the earphone, pressed a single digit followed by
"Send', and waited for a response.

'Yes?' said a recogni sabl e voi ce.

“I"'mon ny way, and I'll have sonething to export when
arrive.' There was a long silence, and Cavalli wondered if he
had | ost the connecti on.

"You' ve done well,' canme back the eventual reply. 'But are



you running to schedul e?

Cavalli | ooked out of the wi ndow. The exit sign for Route
395 South flashed past. 'I'd say we're about a coupl e of
mnutes fromthe airport. As |long as we make our all ocated
time slot, | still hope to be with you around one o' cl ock.'
"Good, then I'lIl have Nick join us so that the contract

can be picked up and sent on to our client. W'll expect you
around one.'

Caval li replaced the phone and was amused to find Angel o

was dressed only in a vest and underpants. He smled and was
about to comment when the phone rang. Cavalli picked it up.

'Yes,' he said.

"It's Andy. | thought you'd like to knowit's back on
display to the general public and the queues are as |long as
ever. By the way, an Arab stood around in the crowd the whole
time you were in the building, and then joined the line to
see the Declaration.'

"Wl |l done, Andy. Get yourself back to New York. You can
fill me in on the details tonorrow.'

Caval l'i put the phone down and consi dered Andy's new piece
of information as Angel o was conpl eting a Wndsor knot on a
tie no |ieutenant woul d have been seen dead in. He stil
didn't have his trousers on.

The snoked gl ass between the driver and the passengers

slid down.

"We're just coming up to the termnal, sir. No one has

foll owed us at any point.'

'Good,' said Cavalli as Angelo hurriedly pulled on his
trousers. 'Once you've changed your licence plates, drive
back to New York.'

The driver nodded as the |inobusine cane to a halt outside
Signature Flight Support.

Caval li grabbed the plastic tube, junped out of the car,

ran through the term nal and out onto the tarmac. Hi s eyes
searched for the white Learjet. Wen he spotted it, a door
opened and the steps were lowered to the ground. Cavalli ran
towards them as Angelo followed, trying to pull on his jacket
I n the high w nd.

The Captain was waiting for themon the top step. 'You' ve
just made it in tinme for us to keep our slot,' he told them
Cavalli smled, and once they had both clicked on their
seatbelts, the Captain pressed a button to allow the steps to
swi ng back into place.

The plane lifted off seventeen m nutes | ater, banking over



t he Kennedy Center, but not before the steward had served
them each a gl ass of chanpagne. Cavalli rejected the offer of
a second glass as he concentrated on what still needed to be
done before he could consider his role in the operation was
finished. H's thoughts turned once again to Al Qobaydi, and he
began to wonder if he'd underestimated him

When the Learjet |anded at La Guardia fifty-seven m nutes
|ater, Cavalli's driver was waiting by his car, ready to

whi sk theminto the city.

As the driver continually switched | anes and changed
direction on the highway that would eventual ly take them west
over the Triborough Bridge, Cavalli checked his watch. They
were now lost in a sea of traffic heading into Manhatt an,
only eighty-seven mnutes after |eaving Cal der Marshall
outside the delivery entrance of the National Archives.
Roughly the time it would take a Wall Street banker to have
| unch, Cavalli thought.

Caval I'i was dropped outside his father's 75th Street

br ownst one just before one, leaving Angelo to go on to the
Wal| Street office and nonitor the checking-in calls as each
menber of the teamfiled his report.

The butler held open the front door of No. 23 as Tony

st epped out of the car.

"Can | take that for you, sir? he asked, eyeing the

pl astic tube.

"No, thank you, Martin,' said Tony. 'I'll hold onto it for

t he noment. Were's ny father?

"He's in the boardroomwith M Vicente, who arrived a few

m nut es ago.'

Tony jogged down the staircase that led to the basenent

and continued across the corridor. He strode into the
boardroomto find his father sitting at the head of the
tabl e, deep in conversation with Nick Vicente. The chairmn
stood up to greet his son, and Tony passed himthe plastic

t ube.

"Hail, conquering hero,' were his father's first words.

"If you'd pulled off the sane trick for George I1l, he would
have made you a knight. "Arise, Sir Antonio." But as it is,
you' Il have to be satisfied with a hundred mlIlion dollars'

conpensation. Is it permssible for an old man to see the
original before Nick whisks it away?

Caval l'i | aughed and renoved the cap fromthe top of the
cylinder before slowy extracting the parchnent and pl aci ng
It gently on the boardroomtable. He then unrolled two



hundred years of history. The three nen stared down at the
Decl aration of Independence and quickly checked the spelling
of "Brittish'.

"Magnificent,' was all Tony's father said as he began
licking his |ips.

"Interesting how the nanes on the bottomwere left with so
little space for their signatures,' observed N ck Vicente
after he had studied the docunent for several m nutes.

"If they'd all signed their names the sanme size as John
Hancock, we woul d have needed a Decl aration of tw ce

the length,' added the chairman as the phone on the
boardroomtable started to ring.

The chairman flicked a button on his intercom 'Yes,
Martin?'

"There's a M Al (Cbaydi on the private |ine, says he would
like to have a word with M Tony.'

" Thank you, Martin,' said the chairman, as Tony | eaned
over to pick up the call. "Wy don't you take it in ny
office, then | can listen in on the extension.'

Tony nodded and left the roomto go next door, where he

pi cked up the receiver on his father's desk. 'Antonio
Caval l'i," he said.

"Ham d Al Qbaydi here. Your father suggested | call back
around this tine.’

"We are in possession of the docunent you require,' was
all Cavalli said.

"I congratulate you, M Cavalli.’

"Are you ready to conplete the paynent as agreed?

"All in good time, but not until you have delivered the
docunent to the place of our choosing, M Cavalli, as |I'm
sure you wll recall was also part of the bargain.'

"And where m ght that be?" asked Cavalli

"I shall cone to your office at twelve o' clock tonorrow,
when you will receive your instructions.' He paused. 'Anpbng
other things.' The |ine went dead.

Caval li put the phone down and tried to think what Al

baydi coul d possibly nean by ' Anong other things.' He wal ked
slowy back to the boardroomto find his father and N ck
poring over the Declaration. Tony noticed that the parchnent
had been turned round.

"What do you think he nmeant by "Anmong ot her things"? Tony
asked.

"I'"ve no idea,' replied his father as he gave the

par chnent one |l ast | ook and then began slowy to roll it up.



"No doubt I'Il find out tonorrow,' said Tony as the

chai rman handed the docunent to his son, who carefully
slipped it back into its plastic container.

"So where's its final destination to be?" asked Ni ck.

"I"l'l be given the details at twelve o' clock tonorrow, '

said Tony, a little surprised that his father hadn't reported
hi s phone conversation with Al Obaydi to his ol dest friend.
HE LAY WATCHI NG HER, his head propped up in the pal m of

his hand, as the first sunlight of the norning crept into the
room She stirred but didn't wake as Scott began to run a
solitary finger down her spine. He couldn't wait for her to
open her eyes and revive his nenories of the previous night.
When Scott had, in those early days, watched Hannah

wal ki ng fromthe Jordani an Enbassy, dressed in those drab

cl othes so obviously selected with Karinma Saib's tastes in
m nd, he thought she still |ooked stunning. Sone packages,
when you renove the brightly-coloured wapping, fail to live
up to expectation. When Hannah had first taken off the dowdy
little two-piece suit she had been wearing that day, he had
stood there in disbelief that anyone could be so beautiful.
He pul |l ed back the single sheet that covered her and

admred the sight that had taken his breath away the night
before. Her short-cropped hair; he wondered how t he | ong
flow ng strands woul d | ook when they fell on her shoul ders as
she wanted themto. The nape of her neck, the snooth olive
skin of her back, and the | ong, shapely |egs.

H s hands were like a child' s that had opened a stocking
full of presents and wanted to touch everything at once. He
ran his fingers down her shoulders to the arch

of her back, hoping she would turn over. He noved a little
cl oser, | eaned across and began to circle her firm breasts
with a single finger. The circles becane smaller and snaller
until he reached her soft nipple. He heard her sigh, and this
time she did turn and fall into his arns, her fingers
clinging to his shoulders as he pulled her closer.

"It's not fair, you' re taking advantage of ne,' she said
drowsily as his hand noved up the inside of her thigh.
"I"'msorry,' he said, renoving his hand and ki ssing her
cheek.

"Don't be sorry. For heaven's sake, Sinon, | want you to
take advantage of ne,' she said, pulling his body closer to
her. He continued to stroke her skin, all the tine

di scovering new treasures.

When he entered her, she sighed a different sigh, the sigh



of morning | ove, calnmer and nore gentle than the demands of
the night, but every bit as enjoyable.

For Scott it had been a new experience. Although he had

made | ove many nore tinmes than he cared to renenber, it had
never been wth the sane excitenent.

When they finished making | ove, she rested her head on his
shoul der and he brushed a hair from her cheek, praying the
next hour would go slowy. He hated the thought of her
returning to the enbassy that norning as he knew she
eventual ly nust. He didn't want to share her w th anybody.
The room was now bathed in the norning sun, which only

made hi m wonder when he woul d next be allowed to spend a
whol e night with her.

The Head of Interest Section had been called straight back
to Geneva on urgent business, and had taken only one
secretary with him |eaving Hannah in Paris on her own for

t he weekend. She only w shed she could tel

Sinmon what it was all about, so he could pass the

I nformation on to Kratz.

She had doubl e-| ocked her roomand left the enbassy

conmpound by the fire escape. Hannah told himthat she had
felt like a schoolgirl creeping out of her dormtory to join
a mdni ght feast.

"Better than any feast | can renenber,' were his |ast

words before they fell asleep in each other's arns.

The day had begun when they had gone shopping together in

t he boul evard Sai nt-M chel and bought cl othes she coul dn't
wear and a tie he would never have consi dered before he net
her. They'd had lunch at a corner cafe and taken two hours to
eat a salad and drink a bottle of wine. They had strolled
down t he Chanps-El ysees, hand in hand as | overs shoul d,
before joining the queue to see the C odion exhibition at the
Louvre. A chance to teach her sonething he thought he knew
about, only to find it was he who did the | earning. He bought
her a floppy tourist hat in the little shop at the base of
the Eiffel Tower and was rem nded that she al ways | ooked
stunni ng what ever she wore.

They had dinner at Maxim s but only ate one course, as

t hey both knew by then that all they really wanted to do was
return to his little flat on the Left Bank.

He remenbered how he had stood there nmesnerised as Hannah
renmoved each garnent until she becane so enbarrassed that she
began to take off his clothes. It was alnpst as if he didn't
want to make | ove to her, because he hoped the anticipation



m ght go on forever.

O all the wonen, including the occasional prom scuous
student, with whom he had had one-ni ght stands, casual
affairs, even sonetinmes what he had i nagi ned was | ove, he had
never known anything |like this. And afterwards, he di scovered
sonet hi ng el se he had never experienced before: the sheer joy
of just lying in her

arms was every bit as exhilarating as nmaking | ove.

H s finger ran down the nape of her neck. 'Wat tinme do

you have to be back?' he asked, al nost in a whisper.

"One mnute before the Anbassador.'

"And when's he expected?

"H's flight's due in from Geneva at 11.20. So |'d better

be at ny desk before twelve.'

"Then we still have time to nake | ove once nore,' he said

as he placed a finger on her |ips.

She bit the finger gently.

"Ow, ' he said nockingly.

"Only once?" she repli ed.

Debbi e brought the Deputy Anbassador through to Cavalli's
office at twenty past twelve. Neither man commented on the
fact that Al Cbaydi was late. Tony indicated the chair on the
other side of his desk, and waited for his visitor to be
seated. For the first time, he felt strangely uneasy about

t he Arab.

"As | nentioned yesterday,' Cavalli began, 'we are now in
possessi on of the document you require. W are therefore
ready to exchange it for the sum agreed.’

"Ah, yes, ninety mllion dollars,' said the Iraqgi, placing
the tips of his fingers together just below his chin while he
consi dered his next statenent. 'Cash on delivery, if |
remenber correctly.’

"You do,' said Cavalli. "So now all we need to know is

where and when.'

"W require the docunent to be delivered to Geneva by

twel ve o' cl ock next Tuesday. The recipient will be a Mnsieur
Pierre Dummond of the bankers Dummond et cie.'

"But that only gives ne six days to find a safe route out

of the country and . '

"Your God created the world in that tinme, if | renmenber
correctly,' said Al Cbaydi.

"The Declaration will be in Geneva by Tuesday m dday, '

said Caval li.

"Good,' said Al Obaydi. '"And if Monsieur Dummond is



satisfied that the docunent is authentic, he has been given
Instructions to release the sumof ninety mllion dollars by
wire transfer to any bank of your choice in the world. If, on
the other hand, you fail to deliver, or the docunent proves
to be a fake, we will have lost ten mllion dollars, with
nothing to show for it but a three-mnute filmnmade by a

wor | d-fanmous director. In that eventuality, a package simlar
to this one will be posted to the Director of the FBI and the
Commi ssi oner of the IRS.'

Al (baydi renoved a thick envel ope fromhis inside pocket

and tossed it across the table. Cavalli's expression did not
change as the Deputy Anbassador rose, bowed and wal ked out of
the room w t hout anot her word.

Cavalli felt sure he was about to di scover what ' Anong

ot her things' neant.

He ripped open the bul ky yell ow envel ope and al |l owed t he
contents to spill out onto his desk. Photographs, dozens of
them and docunents wi th banknote serial nunbers attached to
them He gl anced at the photographs of hinself in deep
conversation wwth A Cal abrese on the pavenent in front of
the National Cafe, another of hinself with G no Sartori iIn
the centre of Freedom Pl aza, and yet another with the
director sitting on the dolly as they tal ked to the forner
Chief of the DC Police Departnent. Al (Gbaydi had even taken a
phot ograph of Rex Butterworth entering the Wllard Hotel and
of the actor, bald-headed, sitting in the third car, and

| ater getting into the |inp outside the Archives' | oading
dock.

Caval I'i began drumm ng his fingers on the table. It was

then that he renenbered the naggi ng doubt at the back of his
mnd. It was Al Obaydi he had seen in the crowd the previous
day. He had underestinmated the Iraqi. Perhaps the tine had
come to call their man in the Lebanon and i nform himof the
Swi ss bank account he had opened in the Deputy Anbassador's
nanme.

No. That would have to wait until the ninety mllion had
been paid in full.

"What do | do, Sinon, if he offers nme the job?

Scott hesitated. He had no idea what Myssad woul d expect

her to do. He knew exactly what he wanted her to do. It was
no use putting the question to Dexter Hutchins in Virginia,
because they woul dn't have hesitated to tell himto continue
usi ng Hannah for their own purposes.



Hannah turned towards what Scott | aughingly described as
the kitchen. 'Perhaps you could ask Col onel Kratz what |
shoul d do,' she suggested when he didn't reply. '"Explain to
himthat the Anbassador wants nme to take Muna's pl ace, but
t hat anot her probl em has arisen.'

"What's that?' asked Scott anxiously.

' The Anbassador's termof office cones to an end early

next nonth. He may well be asked to stay in Paris, but the
Chief Admnistrator is telling everyone that he's going to be
call ed back to Baghdad and pronoted to Deputy Foreign

M nister.'

Scott still didn't offer an opinion.
"What's the matter, Sinon? Are you incapable of nmaking a
decision at this tine in the norning? Scott still said

nothing. 'You' re just as pathetic on your feet as you are in
bed,' she teased.

Scott decided the tinme had cone to tell her every-

thing. He wasn't going to wait another m nute. He wal ked

out of the kitchen, took her in his arnms and stroked her
hair. 'Hannah, | need to -' he had begun, when the phone
rang. He broke away to answer it.

He listened for a few nonents before saying to Dexter

Hut chins, 'Yes, sure. I'll call you back as soon as |'ve had
time to think about it.' Wat was the man doing up in the

m ddl e of the night, wondered Scott as he repl aced the
receiver.

" Anot her | over, |over? Hannah asked with a smle.

"My publishers wanting to know when nmy nmanuscript wll be
finished. It's already overdue.'

“And what will your answer be?'

"I"'mcurrently distracted.'

"Only currently? she said, pressing her finger on his

nose.

"Wl |, perhaps permanently,' he admtted.

She kissed himgently on the cheek and whi spered, 'I| nust

get back to the enbassy, Sinon. Don't cone down with ne, it's
too risky.'

He held her in his arns and wanted to protest but settled

for "When will | see you agai n?

"Whenever the Anbassador's wife feels in need of a swm
Hannah sai d. She broke away. 'But |1'll keep on rem ndi ng her

how good it is for her figure, and that perhaps she ought to
be taking even nore exercise.' She |aughed and | eft w thout
anot her word.



Scott stood by the wi ndow, waiting for her to reappear. He
hated the fact that he couldn't just phone, wite or nmake
contact with her whenever he felt like it. He |longed to send
her flowers, letters, cards and notes to | et her know how
much he | oved her.

Hannah ran out onto the pavenent, a smle on her face. She
| ooked up and bl ew Scott a kiss before she vani shed around
t he corner.

Anot her man, who was cold and tired from hours of waiting,
al so watched her, not froma wndowin a warmroom but froma
doorway on the opposite side of the road.

The nonment Scott di sappeared from sight, the nman stepped
out of the shadows and foll owed the Anbassador's second
secretary back to the enbassy conpound.

"I don't believe you,' she said.

‘I fear that the truth of the matter is you don't want to
believe ne,' said Kratz, who had flown in from London t hat
nmor ni ng.

"But he can't be working for any eneny of I|srael.'’

"If that's the case, perhaps you can explain why he passed
hi nsel f off as a Mbossad agent ?'

.For the last two hours Hannah had tried to think of a

| ogi cal reason why Sinon woul d have deceived her, but had to
admt that she had been unable to conme up with a convincing
answer .

‘Have you told us everything you passed on to hinf?' Kratz
demanded.

'Yes,' she said, suddenly feeling ashanmed. 'But have you
checked with all the friendly agenci es?

"OF course we have,' said Kratz. "No one in Paris has ever
heard of the man. Not the French, not the British, and
certainly not the CIA. Their Head of Station told ne
personal |y that they have never had anyone on their books
call ed Sinon Rosenthal .

*So what will happen to ne now?' asked Hannah.

"Do you wish to continue working for your country?

"You know | do,' she said, glaring back at him

"And are you still hoping to be included in the teamfor
Baghdad?'

"Yes, of course | am Wiy would | have put nyself through
ail this in the first place if |I didn't want to be part of
the final operation?

"Then you will also want to abide by the oath you swore in
t he presence of your colleagues in Herzliyah.'



" Not hi ng woul d nake ne break that oath. You know t hat.

Just tell nme what you expect ne to do.'

"l expect you to kill Rosenthal.’

Scott was delighted when Hannah confirmed on Thursday
afternoon that she would be able to slip away for dinner on
Friday evening, and mght even find it possible to stay
overnight. It seened that the Anbassador had been call ed away
to CGeneva again. Sonething big was happeni ng, but she stil
didn't know exactly what.

Scott had al ready decided that three things were going to
take place when they next nmet. First, he would cook the neal
hi nsel f, despite Hannah's comments about his inadequate
kitchen. Second, he was going to tell her the truth about

hi msel f, whatever interruptions occurred. And third .

Scott felt nore relaxed than he had in weeks once he had
decided to 'conme clean', as his nother had described it
whenever he'd tried to get away with sonething. He knew t hat
he woul d be recalled to the States once he had infornmed
Dext er of what had happened, and that a few weeks |ater he
woul d be quietly discharged. But that was no | onger of any
signi fi cance, because third, and nost inportant of all, he
was going to ask Hannah to conme back to Anerica with him as
his wfe.

Scott spent the afternoon shopping in the market for

freshly baked bread, the finest wild nmushroons, succul ent

| amb chops and tiny ripe oranges. He returned hone

to prepare a feast he hoped she woul d never forget. He had
al so prepared a speech he believed she would, in tinme, find
It possible to forgive.

Duri ng the evening, Scott found hinself |ooking up at the
kitchen clock every few nonents. He felt robbed if she was
ever nore than a few mnutes |late. She had failed to turn up
for their previous neeting, though he accepted that she had
no way of |etting himknow when sonet hi ng unexpected cane up.
He was relieved to see her wal k through the door soon after
t he clock had struck eight.

Scott sm | ed when Hannah renoved her coat, and he saw she
was wearing the dress he had chosen for her when they'd gone
shoppi ng together for the first time. A long blue dress that
hung | cosely off the shoul ders, and nade her appear both

el egant and sexy.

He i medi ately took her in his arns, and was surprised by
her response. She seened distant, alnost cold. O was he
bei ng over-sensitive? Hannah broke away and stared at the



table laid for two with its red-and-white check tabl ecloth
and two sets of unmatching cutlery.

Scott poured her a glass of the white wi ne he had sel ected
to go with the first course before he disappeared into the
kitchen to put the final touches to his culinary efforts,
aware that he and Hannah always had so little tinme together.

"What are you cooking?' she asked, in a dull, flat voice.
"Wait and see,' he replied. "But | can tell you the
starter is sonmething | | earned when -' He stopped hinsel f.

‘Many years ago,' he added rather |anely.

He didn't see her grimace at his failure to finish the
ori gi nal sentence.

Scott returned to join her a few nonents later, carrying

two plates of piping-hot wild nushroons, with a

small slice of garlic bread. 'But not too nmuch garlic,' he
prom sed her, 'for obvious reasons.’ No witty or sharp
response cane flying back, and he wondered if she was unabl e
to stay overnight. He mi ght have questioned her nore closely
had he not been concentrating on the dinner as well as
wanting to get his speech over wth.

"I wish we could get out of Paris and see Versailles, |ike
normal people,' said Scott as he dug his fork into a
mushroom

" That would be nice,' she said.

"And even better. . .' She | ooked up and stared at him
" A weekend at the Colnendor. | prom sed nyself | ong ago
when | first read the life of Matisse at..." He hesitated

once again, and she |lowered her head. 'And that's only
France,' he said, trying to recover. 'W could take a
lifetinme over Italy. They have a hundred Col nendors.'

He | ooked hopefully towards her but her eyes renai ned
staring at the half-enpty plate.

What had he done? Or was she fearful of telling him
sonet hi ng? He dreaded the thought of |earning that she was
goi ng to Baghdad when all he wanted to do was take her to
Veni ce, Florence and Rone. If it was Baghdad that was making
her anxi ous, he would do everything in his power to change
her m nd.

Scott cleared away the plates to return a few nonents

| ater with the succulent |anmb Provencal. 'Madamis favourite,
if | remenber correctly.' But he was rewarded only with a
weak sm | e.

"What is it, Hannah?' he asked as he took the seat

opposite her. He | eaned across to touch her hand, but she



removed it quickly fromthe table.

"I"'mjust alittle tired,' she replied unconvincingly.

"It's been a | ong week.'

Scott tried to discuss her work, the theatre, the C odion
exhibition at the Louvre and even dinton's

attenpts to bring the three living Beatles together, but
with each new effort he received the sane bl and response.
They continued to eat in silence until his plate was enpty.
"And now, we shall end on ny piece de resistance.' He
expected to be playfully chastised about his efforts as a
chef; instead he received only the flicker of a smle and a
di stant, sad | ook fromthose dark, beautiful eyes. He

di sappeared into the kitchen and returned i mredi ately,
carrying a bow of freshly sliced oranges with a touch of
Cointreau. He placed the delicate norsels in front of her,
hopi ng t hey woul d change her nood. But while Scott continued
wi th his nonol ogue Hannah remai ned an unrecepti ve audi ence.
He renoved the bows, his enpty, hers hardly touched, and
returned nonents later with coffee, hers nade exactly as she
liked it: black, wth a touch of creamfloating across the
top, and no sugar. Hi s black, steamng, with too nuch sugar.
Just as he sat down opposite her, determned this was the
nonment to tell her the truth, she asked for sone sugar. Scott
j unped up, sonewhat surprised, returned to the kitchen,

ti pped sone sugar into a bow, grabbed a teaspoon and cane
back to see her snapping closed her tiny evening bag.

After he had sat down and placed the sugar on the table he
smled at her. He had never seen such sadness in those eyes
before. He poured them both a brandy, whirled his round the
bal | oon, took a sip of his coffee and then faced her. She had
not touched her coffee or brandy, and the sugar she had asked
for remained in the centre of the table, its little nound
undent ed.

' Hannah,' Scott began softly, 'I have sonething inportant
totell you, and I wish | had told you a long tine ago.' He
| ooked up, to find her on the verge of tears.

He woul d have asked her why, but feared that if he all owed
her to change the subject he m ght never tell her the truth.
"My nane is not Sinon Rosenthal,' he said quietly. Hannah

| ooked surprised, but not in the way he had expected - nore
anxi ous than curious. He took another sip of coffee and then
continued. 'l have lied to you fromthe day we net, and the
nore deeply | fell in love with you, the nore | lied.'

She didn't speak, for which he was grateful, because on



this occasion, like his |ectures, he needed to proceed
W thout interruption. H's throat began to feel a little dry,
so he sipped his coffee again.

"My nane is Scott Bradley. | aman Anerican, but not from
Chicago as | told you when we first nmet. I'mfrom Denver.' A
puzzl ed | ook cane into Hannah's eyes, but she still didn't

I nterrupt him Scott ploughed on.

‘I am not Mossad's agent in Paris witing a travel book.

Far fromit, though |I confess the truth is nuch stranger than
the fiction.' He held her hand and this time she didn't try
to renove it. 'Please, |let ne explain, and then perhaps
you'll find it in your heart to forgive ne.' Hi s throat
suddenly felt drier. He finished his coffee and quickly
poured hi nself another cup, taking an extra teaspoonful of

sugar. She still hadn't touched hers. 'I was born in Denver,
where | went to school. My father was a | ocal | awer who
ended up in jail for fraud. I was so ashaned that when ny
not her died, | took a post at Beirut University because |

could no | onger face anyone | knew.' Hannah | ooked up and her
eyes began to show synpathy. It gave Scott the confidence to
go on.

‘I do not work for Mbssad in any capacity, nor have | ever
done so.' Her |lips forned a straight line. "My real job is
nowhere near as romantic as that. After Beirut | returned to
Anmerica to becone a university professor.'

She | ooked nystified, and then her expression suddenly
changed to one of anxiety.

"Ch, yes,' he said, his words beginning to sound slightly
slurred, "this tine I'"'mtelling the truth. | teach
Constitutional Law at Yale. Let's face it, no one would nmake
up a story like that,' he added, trying to |augh.

He drank nore coffee. It tasted less bitter than the first
cup.

"But | amalso what they call in the trade a part-tine

spy, and as it's turned out, not a very good one. Despite
many years of training and | ecturing other people on how it
shoul d be done.' He paused. 'But that was only in the

cl assroom'’

She | ooked nore anx' ous.

"You need have no fears,' he said, trying to reassure her.

"I work for the good side, though |I suppose even that depends
on where you're looking from |I'"mcurrently a tenporary Field
Oficer wwth the A"

"The Cl A?" she stammered in disbelief. "But they told



me. ..
"What did they tell you?' he asked quickly.

"Not hing,' she said, and | owered her head agai n.

Had she al ready known about his background, or perhaps
guessed his original story didn't add up? He didn't care. All
he wanted to do was tell the woman he | oved everythi ng about
himself. No nore lies. No nore deceit. No nore secrets.

"Well, as I'mconfessing, | nustn't exaggerate,' he
continued. 'l go to Virginia twelve tinmes a year to discuss
Wi th agents the problens they've faced while working in the
field. I was full of bright ideas to assist themin the peace
and confort of Langley, but I'lIl treat themw th nore respect
now | ' ve experienced sone of the problens they cone up

agai nst, especially having nade such a ness of things

nysel f.'

"It can't be true,' she said suddenly. 'Tell nme you're

making it up, Sinon.'

‘I"mafraid not, Hannah. This tinme it's all true,' he

said. 'You nust believe ne. | only ended up in Paris after
years of demanding to be tested in the field, because, with
all ny theoretical know edge, | assunmed |'d be a whizz if

they just gave ne the chance to prove nyself. Scott Bradl ey,
Prof essor of Constitutional Law. Infallible in the eyes of
his adoring students at Yale and the senior Cl A operatives at
Langl ey. There'll be no standing ovation after this
performance, of that we can both be sure.'

Hannah stood and stared down at him "Tell me it's not

true, Sinon,' she said. "It nustn't be true. Wiy did you
choose ne? Wy ne?'

He stood and took her in his arnms. 'l didn't choose you, |
fell inlove wwth you. They chose ne. My people ... ny people
needed to find out why Mossad had put you . . . put you in

t he Jordani an Enbassy attached to the Iraqgi |Interest
Section.' He was finding it difficult to remain coherent, and
couldn't understand why he felt so sl eepy.

' But why you?' she asked, clinging on to himfor the first
time that evening. 'Wiy not a regular Cl A agent?

' Because . .. because they wanted to put soneone in ..
someone who woul dn't be recogni sed by any of the
prof essi onal s.'

"Ch, nmy God, who am | neant to believe? she said,

breaki ng away. She stared hel plessly at him

"You can believe ne, because I'll prove . . . prove al

|'"ve said is true.' Scott began to nove away fromthe table.



He felt unsteady as he wal ked slowy over to the sideboard,
bent down to pull open the bottomdrawer, and after sone
rummagi ng around renoved a snal |

| eat her case with the initials S.B. printed in gold on the
top right-hand corner. He smled a triunphant smle and
turned back. He attenpted to steady hinself by resting one
hand on the sideboard. He | ooked towards the blurred figure
of the wonman he | oved, but could no | onger see the desperate
| ook on her face. He tried to renmenber how nmuch he had

al ready told her and how nmuch she still needed to know.
"Ch, ny darling, what have | done?' she said, her eyes now
pl eadi ng.

"Nothing, it's all been ny fault,' said Scott. 'But we'll
have the rest of our lives to |augh about it. That, by the
way, was a proposal. Feeble, | agree, but | couldn't |ove you
any nore than | do. You nust surely realise that,' he added
as he tried to take a pace towards her. She stood staring at
hi m hel pl essly as he lurched forward before attenpting to
take a second step. Then he tried again, but this tinme he
stunbl ed and col | apsed across the table, finally landing with
a thud on the floor at her feet.

‘I can't blanme you if you don't feel the sane way as ..
were his final words, as the | eather case burst open,
disgorging its contents all around a body that was suddenly
still.

Hannah fell on her knees and took his head in her hands.

She began to sob uncontrollably. 'I | ove you, of course |

| ove you, Sinon. But why didn't you trust nme enough to tel

me the truth?

Her eyes rested on a small photo | odged between his

fingers. She snatched it fromhis grasp. Witten on the back
were the words ' Katherine Bradley - Sumer '66'. It nust have
been his nother. She grabbed the passport that lay by the
side of his head and quickly turned the pages, trying to read
t hrough her tears. Male. Date of birth: 11.7.56.

Prof ession: University Professor. She

turned anot her page and a photo from Paris Match fell out.
She stared at herself nodelling an Ungaro suit fromthe
spring collection of 1990.

"No, no. Don't let it be true,' Hannah said as she lifted

hi m back into her arnms. 'Let it be just nore lies.'

And then her eyes settled on the envel ope sinply addressed
"Hannah'. She | owered his body gently to the ground, picked
up the envel ope and ripped it open.



"No!" she screaned, 'No!' alnost unable to read his words

t hrough her tears.

‘Pl ease, God, no,' she wept as her head fell on his chest.

‘I love you, too, Sinon. | |love you so nuch.'

'No, no, no. ' Hannah cried as she bent down to kiss

hi m She suddenly | eaped up and rushed over to the phone. She
dialled 17 and screaned, 'Please God, |let one pill not be
enough. Answer, answer, answer!' she shrieked at the phone as
t he door of Scott's apartnent flew open. Hannah turned to see
Kratz and anot her man whom she didn't recogni se conme bursting
I n.

She dropped the phone on the floor and ran towards them
throw ng herself at Kratz and knocking himto the ground.
"You bastard, you bastard!' she screaned. 'You nade ne

kill the only person | ever really lIoved! | hope you rot in
hell!' she said as her fists punped down into his face.

The unknown man noved qui ckly across and threw Hannah to

one side, before the two of them picked up Scott's |inp body
and carried himout of the room

Hannah lay in the corner, weeping.

An hour passed, maybe two, before she craw ed sl owy back

to the table, opened her bag and renoved the second pill.
"white house.’

"M Butterworth, please.’

There was a long silence. 'l don't show anyone by that
name, sir. Just a nonment and |'ll put you through to
Per sonnel .’

The Archivist waited patiently, nade aware as each second
passed that the new tel ephone systemordered by the dinton
adm ni stration was clearly overdue.

" Personnel office,' said a female voice. "How can | help
you?'

"I"'mtrying to |locate M Rex Butterworth, Special

Assistant to the President.'

"Who's cal ling?

‘Marshal |, Cal der Marshall, Archivist.'

COf -2

"OF the United States of Anerica.'

There was anot her | ong sil ence.

"The name Butterworth rings no bells with ne, sir, but I'm
sure you realise there are nore than forty Special and Deputy
Assistants to the President.’

"No, | didn't realise,’ admtted Marshall. There foll owed
anot her | ong silence.



"According to our records,' said the female voice, 'he

seens to have returned to the Departnment of Conmerce. He was
a Schedule A - just here on tenporary assignnent.'

"Whul d you have a nunber where | m ght reach hin?

"No, | don't. But if you call the departnent |ocator at
t he Commerce Departnent, |'msure they will find himfor
you. '

" Thank you for your help.'

"dad to have been of assistance, sir.'

Hannah coul d never recall how | ong she had | ain huddl ed up
in the corner of Sinon's room She couldn't think of himas
Scott, she would always think of himas Sinon. An hour,
possibly two. Tinme no | onger had any rel evance for her. She
could renmenber crawing back to the centre of the room
avoi di ng overturned chairs and tables that woul d have | ooked
nore appropriate in a nightclub that had just experienced a
drunken braw .

She renoved the pill fromher bag and flushed it down the

| avatory, the autonmatic action of any well-drilled agent. She
then began to search anong the debris for any phot ographs she
could find and, of course, the letter addressed sinply to
‘Hannah'. She stuffed these few nenentoes into her bag and
tried, with the help of a fallen chair, to get back on her
feet.

Later that night she lay in her bed at the enbassy,

staring up at the blank white ceiling, unable to recall her
journey back, the route she had taken or even if she had
clinbed the fire escape or entered by the front door. She
wonder ed how many nights it would be before she nanaged to
sleep for nore than a few mnutes at a tine. How nuch tine
woul d have to pass before he wasn't her every other thought?
She knew Mbssad woul d want to take her out, hide her,

protect her - as they saw it - until the French police had
conpl eted their investigation. Governnents would have their
di plomatic arns twi sted up their diplomatic

backs. The Anericans would expect a lot in return for
killing one of their agents, but eventually a bargain would
be struck. Hannah Kopec, Sinon Rosenthal and Professor Scott
Bradl ey woul d becone closed files. For all three of themwere
nunbers: interchangeabl e, di spensabl e and, of course,

repl aceabl e.

She wondered what they would do with his body, the body of
the man she | oved. An honourabl e but anonynous grave, she
suspected. They would argue that it nust be in the interest



of the greater good. Werever they buried him she knew t hey
woul d never allow her to find his grave.

She woul dn't have dropped the pill in the coffee in the
first place if Kratz hadn't tal ked again and agai n of the
thirty-nine Scuds that had | anded on the people of Israel,
and in particular of the one which had killed her nother, her
brot her and her sister.

She m ght even have drawn back at the |ast nonent if they
hadn't threatened to carry out the job thensel ves, should she
refuse. They prom sed her that if that was the case, it would
be a far nore unpl easant death.

Just as Hannah was about to take the first pill out of her
bag, she had asked Sinon for sonme sugar, one last lifeline.
Way hadn't he grabbed at it? Wiy didn't he question her,

t ease her about her weight, do anything that woul d have nade
her have second thoughts? But then why, why had he waited so
long to tell her the truth?

If he had only realised that she had things to tell him

too. The Anbassador had been called back to Iraq - a
pronoti on, he explained. He was, as Kanuk had been telling
everyone, to becone Deputy Foreign Mnister, which neant that
in the absence of Muhanmmad Saeed A!-Zahi af, he woul d be

wor king directly with Saddam Hussei n.

H s place at the enbassy was to be taken by a Ham d

Al Obaydi, the nunber two at the United Nations, who had
recently rendered sone great service for Iraq, of which she
woul d eventually | earn. The Anbassador had offered her the
choice of remaining in Paris to serve under A Oobaydi, or
returning to Iraq and continuing to work with him Only days
bef ore, Mbssad woul d have consi dered such an offer an
Irresistible opportunity.

Hannah so wanted to tell Sinon that she no | onger cared
about Saddam that he had nmade it possible for her to
overcome her hatred of the Scuds, even nade the death of her
famly a wound that mght in tinme be heal ed. She knew t hat
she was no | onger capable of killing anyone, as |ong as she
had sonmeone to live for

But now that Sinon was dead, her desire for revenge was

even stronger than before.

" Departnment of Comrerce.'’

'Rex Butterworth, please.'’

"What agency?'

"I"'mnot sure | understand,' said the Archivist.

"What agency is M Butterworth with?' asked the operator,



pronounci ng each word slowy, as if she were addressing a
four-year-ol d.

"l have no idea,' admtted the Archivist.

‘W don't show anyone by that nane.’

"But the White House told nme -'

‘I don't care what the White House told you. If you don't
know whi ch agency -'

"May | have the Personnel Ofice?

"*Just a mnute.' It turned out to be far | onger than a

m nut e.

‘O fice of Personnel.’

"This is Calder Marshall, Archivist of the United States.
May | speak to the director?

‘I"msorry, but he's not available. Wuld you like to

speak to his executive assistant, Al ex Wagner?' 'Yes. That
woul d be just fine,' said Marshall. 'She's not in today.
Coul d you call again tonmorrow?' 'Yes,' said Marshall with a
sigh. 'dad to have been of assistance, sir.'

When Kratz's car screeched to a halt outside the Centre
Cardi o-vasculaire on bois Gl bert there were three doctors,
two orderlies and a nurse waiting for themon the hospital
steps. The enbassy nust have pulled out every stop.

The two orderlies ran forward and lifted the body gently

but firmy out of the back seat of the car, carrying Scott
qui ckly up the steps before placing himon a waiting trolley.
Even as the trolley was being wheel ed down the corridor

the three doctors and the nurse surrounded the body and began
their exam nation. The nurse quickly renoved Scott's shirt
and trousers while the first doctor opened his nouth to check
hi s breathing. The second, a consultant, |owered his ear onto
Scott's chest and tried to listen for a heartbeat, while the
third checked his bl ood pressure; none of them | ooked
hopef ul .

The consultant turned to the Mossad | eader and said

firmy, '"Don't waste any tine with lies. How did it happen?
"We poi soned him but he turned out not to be -'

"I"'mnot interested,' he said. 'Wat poison did you
adm ni ster?

"Ergot al kaloid,' said Kratz.

The consultant switched his attention to one of his
assistants. 'Ring the Hospital Wdal and get ne details of
Its action and the correct antidote, fast,' he said as the
orderlies crashed through the rubber doors and into a
private operating theatre.



The first doctor had nanaged to keep Scott's nouth open
during the short journey and create an airway. He had al ready
pressed down the tongue to | eave a clear passageway to the

| arynx. Once the trolley had cone to a stop in the theatre he
inserted a clear angled plastic tube of about five inches in
| ength to ensure the tongue could not be swal |l owed.

The nurse then placed a nask over Scott's nose and nouth

that was connected to an oxygen supply on the wall. Attached
to the side of the mask was a rubber bag, which she began
punpi ng regularly every three or four seconds with her |eft
hand as she held his head steady with her right. Scott's

| ungs were immedi ately filled with oxygen.

The consul tant placed an ear over Scott's heart again. He
could still hear nothing. He raised his head and nodded to an
orderly who began rubbing paste on different parts of Scott's
chest. Another nurse followed him placing small electronic
di scs on the paste marks. The wires fromthe discs were
connected to a heart nonitor nmachine that stood on a table by
the side of the trolley.

The fine line that ran across the machi ne and regi stered

the strength of the heartbeat produced a weak signal.

The consultant smled bel ow his mask, as the nurse

continued to punp oxygen into the patient's nouth and

nose.

Suddenly, w thout warning, the heart nachi ne gave out a

pi erci ng sound. Everyone in the operating theatre turned to
face the nonitor, which was now showing a thin, flat |ine
running fromone side of the screen to the other.

"Cardiac arrest!' shouted the consultant. He junped

forward and placed the heel of his hand over Scott's

sternum and with both arns firmy | ocked he began to rock
backwards and forwards as he tried to push a vol une of bl ood
fromthe heart to resuscitate his patient. Like a proficient
weightlifter, he was able to punp away with his arns at a
rate of forty to fifty tinmes a m nute.

A houseman wheel ed forward the defibrillator. The

consul tant placed two large electric clanps onto the front
and side of Scott's chest.

"Two hundred joules,' said the consultant. 'Stand clear."
They all took a pace back as a shock was transferred fromthe
el ectric discharge nmachine and ran through Scott's body.

They stared at the nonitor as the consultant junped

forward again and continued to punp Scott's chest with the
pal ns of his hands, but the thin green line did not respond.



"Two hundred joules, stand clear,' he repeated firmy, and
they all stood back again to watch the effect of the electric
shock. But the line remained obstinately flat. The consultant
qui ckly returned to punping Scott's chest with his hands.

" Three hundred and sixty joules, stand clear,' said the
consultant in desperation, but the nurse who raised the
nunber on the dial knew the patient was al ready dead.

The consul tant pressed a button, and they all watched the

hi ghest shock all owed pass through Scott's body, assumn ng
that nust be the end. They turned their attention to the
nmoni t or.

"We've lost him' was on the consultant's |[ips, when to
their astonishnent they saw the |ine begin to show a faint
flicker. He | eaped forward and began punping away with the
pal ns of his hands as the flicker continued to show irregular
fibrillation. 'Three hundred and sixty joules, stand clear,"
he said once again. The button was pressed and their
attention returned to the nonitor. Fibrillation

returned to a normal rhythm The youngest doctor cheered.
The consultant quickly located a vein in Scott's left arm
and j abbed a needle directly into it, leaving a cannul a
sticking out to which a saline drip was quickly attached.
Anot her doctor rushed into the theatre and, facing his
superior, said, 'The antidote is GIN.'

A nurse went straight over to the poi sons cabi net and
extracted a phial of glyceryl trinitrate, which she passed to
the consultant, who had a syringe ready. He extracted the
blue liquid fromthe phial, shot alittle into the air to be
sure it was flowing freely, then punped the antidote into a
side valve of the intravenous drip. He turned to watch the
nonitor. The flicker maintained a constant rhythm

The consultant turned to the senior nurse and said, 'Do

you believe in mracl es?

"No," she replied. '"I"'ma Jew. Mracles are only for
Christians.'

Hannah began to forma plan, a plan that would brook no
interference fromKratz. She had nade the decision to accept
the job as senior secretary to the Anbassador, and to
acconpany hi mback to Irag.

As the hours passed, her plan began to take shape. She was
aware there would be problens. Not fromthe Iraqi side, but
from her own people. Hannah knew t hat she woul d have to
circunvent Mossad's attenpts to take her out, which neant
that she coul d never |eave the enbassy, even for one nonent,



until the time cane for the Anbassador to return to Irag. She
woul d use all the techniques they had taught her over the
past two years to defeat them

When she was in Iraq, Hannah woul d nake herself

I ndi spensabl e to the Anbassador, bide her tine and, once
she had achi eved her objective, happily die a martyr's death.
She had been left with only one purpose in life now that

Si non was dead. To assassi nate Saddam Hussei n.

' Departnent of Commerce.'

" Al ex Wagner, please,' said the Archivist.

" VWho?'

Al ex Wagner. O fice of Personnel.'’

"Just a mnute.' Another stretched m nute.

' Personnel .

"This is Calder Marshall, Archivist of the United States.

| called yesterday for Ms Wagner and you told ne to try again
t oday. "

"I wasn't here yesterday, sir.'

"Well, it nust have been one of your colleagues. |Is M
Wagner avail abl e?

"Just a mnute.'

This tine the Archivist waited several m nutes.

Al ex Wagner,' said a brisk femal e voice.

'Ms Wagner, ny nane is Calder Marshall. 1'mthe Archivist
of the United States, and it's extrenely inportant that |
contact M Rex Butterworth, who was recently detailed to the
White House by the Commerce Departnent.'

"Are you a fornmer enployer of M Butterworth's?" asked the
bri sk voi ce.

"No, | amnot,' replied Marshall

"Are you a relative?

' No.

"Then I'"'mafraid | cannot help you, M Marshall.'

"Why's that?' asked the Archivist.

' Because the Privacy Act prohibits us from giving

out any personal information about governnment enpl oyees.'
"Can you tell nme the nane of the Comrerce Director, or is
that covered by the Privacy Act too?' the Archivist asked.
"Dick Fielding,' said the voice abruptly.

" Thank you for your assistance,' said the Archivist.

The phone went dead.

When Scott woke, his first menory was of Hannah. And then
he sl ept.

When he woke a second tinme, all he could nmake out were



blurred figures who appeared to be bending over him And then
he sl ept.

When he woke again, the blurs began to take sonme shape.

Most of them seened to be dressed in white. And then he

sl ept .

When he woke the next tine it was dark and he was al one.

He felt so weak, so linp, as he tried to renenber what had
happened. And then he sl ept.

When he woke, for the first tinme he could hear their

voi ces, soothing, gentle, but he could not nake out the

wor ds, however hard he tried. And then he sl ept.

When he woke again, they had propped himup in bed. They
were trying to feed hima warm tasteless liquid through a
plastic straw. And then he sl ept.

When he woke, a man in a long white coat, with a

st et hoscope and a warm snile, was asking in a pronounced
accent, 'Can you hear ne?' He tried to nod, but fell asleep.
Wen he woke, another doctor - this tine he could see him
clearly - was listening attentively as Scott attenpted his
first words. 'Hannah. Hannah,' was all he said. And then he
sl ept .

He woke again, and an attractive wonman with short dark

hair and a caring smle was | eaning over him He returned her
smle and asked the tine. It nust have sounded strange to
her, but he wanted to know.

‘It's a few mnutes after three in the norning,' the nurse
told him

"How | ong have | been here?' he managed.

"Just over a week, but you were so close to death. | think
in English you have the expression "touch and go". If your
friends had been a nonent -' And then he sl ept.

When he woke, the doctor told Scott that when he'd first
arrived they thought it was too late, and twi ce he'd been
pronounced technically dead. 'Antidotes and

el ectrostinul ation of the heart, conbined with a rare
determ nation to |ive and one nurse's theory that you m ght
be a Gentile, defied the technical pronouncenent,' he
declared with a smle.

Scott asked if someone call ed Hannah had been to see him
The doctor checked the board at the end of his bed. There had
been only two visitors that he was aware of, both of them
men. They cane every day. And then Scott slept.

When he woke, the two nmen the doctor had nentioned were
standi ng one on each side of his bed. Scott smled at Dexter



Hut chins, who was trying not to cry. G own nen don't cry, he
wanted to say, especially when they work for the CIA He
turned to the other man. He had never seen a face so full of
shame, so ridden with guilt, or eyes so red from not

sl eeping. Scott tried to ask what had caused hi m such
unhappi ness. And then he sl ept.

When he woke, both nmen were still there, now resting on
unconfortable chairs, half asleep.

"Dexter,' he whispered, and they both woke i nmediately.
"VWhere's Hannah?

The other man, who Scott noticed was recovering froma

bl ack eye and a broken nose, took sone tinme answering his
guestion. And then Scott slept, never wanting to wake agai n.
‘departnent of commerce.'’

"' The Director, please.

"Who's cal ling?

‘Marshal |, Cal der Marshall .’

"I's he expecting your call?

"No, he is not.'

"M Fielding only takes calls from people who have

previ ously booked to speak to him'

"What about his secretary?' asked Marshall.

' She never takes calls.’

"So how do | get a booking with M Fielding?

"You have to speak to Mss Zelunski in reservations.'

"Can | be put through to Mss Zelunski, or do | have to
make a reservation to speak to her as wel | ?

"There is no need to be sarcastic, sir. I"monly doing ny
j ob.'

"I"msorry. Perhaps you'd put nme through to M ss

Zel unski .

Marshal | waited patiently.

"M ss Zel unski speaking.'

‘I"d like to reserve a call to speak to M Fielding.'

‘Is it donestic, nost-favoured status or foreign? asked a
bor ed- soundi ng voi ce.

"It's personal .’

' Does he know you?

"No, he doesn't.'

"Then | can't help. | only deal w th donestic,
nost-favoured status or foreign.'

The Archivist hung up before M ss Zelunski was given the
chance to say 'd ad to have been of assistance, sir.'
Marshal | tapped his fingers on the desk. The tinme had cone



to play by new rul es.

Cavalli had checked into the Hotel de la Paix in Geneva

t he previous evening. He had booked a nobdest suite

over| ooki ng the | ake. Neither expensive nor conspi cuous.
After he had undressed, he clinbed into bed and tuned in to
CNN. He watched for a few nonents, but found that the news of
Bill Cinton having his hair cut on board Air Force One while
It was parked on a runway at Los Angeles airport was getting
nore coverage than the Americans shooting down a plane in the
no-fly zone over lraq. It seened the new President was
determ ned to prove to Saddam that he was every bit as tough
as Bush.

When Cavalli woke in the norning, he junped out of bed,
strolled across to the w ndow, opened the curtains and
admred the fountain in the centre of the | ake whose wat er
spouted |like a gushing well high into the air. He turned to
see that an envel ope had been pushed under the door. He tore
It open to discover a note confirmng his appointnent to
‘"take tea' with his banker, Monsieur Franchard, at el even

o' clock that norning. Cavalli was about to drop the card into
t he wast e- paper basket when he noticed some words scri bbl ed
on the bottom

After a light breakfast in his room Cavalli packed his
suitcase and hangi ng bag before goi ng downstairs. The door man
answered his questions in perfect English, and confirned the
directions to Franchard et cie. In Swmtzerland hall porters
know t he | ocation of banks, just as their London counterparts
can direct you to theatres and football grounds.

As Cavalli left the hotel and started the short walk to

t he bank, he couldn't help feeling sonething wasn't quite
right. And then he realised that the streets were clean, the
peopl e he passed were wel | -dressed, sober and silent. A
contrast in every way to New YorKk.

Once he reached the front door of the bank, Cavalli

pressed the discreet bell under the equally discreet brass

pl at e announci ng ' Franchard et cie'.

A doorman responded to the call. Cavalli walked into a

mar bl e-pillared hall of perfect proportions.

" Perhaps you would like to go straight to the tenth floor,

M Cavalli? | believe Monsieur Franchard is expecting you.'

Cavalli had only entered the building twice before in his
life. How did they manage it? And the porter turned out to be
as good as his word, because when Caval li stepped out of the

lift, the chairman of the bank was waiting there to greet



hi m

'Good norning, M Cavalli,' he said. 'Shall we go to ny

of fice?

The chairman's office was a nodest, tastefully decorated
room Sw ss bankers not wishing to frighten away their
custoners with a show of conspi cuous wealth.

Cavalli was surprised to see a |arge brown parcel placed
in the centre of the boardroomtable, giving no clue as to
its contents.

"This arrived for you this norning,' the banker

explained. 'I thought it m ght have sonething to do with
our proposed neeting.'
Cavalli smled, |eaned over and pulled the parcel towards

him He quickly ripped off the brown-paper covering to find a
packi ng case with the words ' TEA: boston' stanped across it.
Wth the help of a heavy silver |etter-opener which he

pi cked up froma side table, Cavalli prised the wooden |lid
slowy open. He didn't notice the slight grinmace that cane
over the chairman's face.

Cavalli stared inside. The top of the box was filled wth

st yr of oam packi ng material, which he cupped out with his
hands and scattered all over the boardroomtabl e.

The chai rman qui ckly placed a waste- paper basket by his
side, which Cavalli ignored as he continued to dig into the
box until he finally cane to sone objects wapped in

ti ssue-paper.

He renoved a piece of the tissue-paper to reveal a teacup
in the Confederate colours of the First Congress.

It took Cavalli several mnutes to unwap an entire tea
set, which he laid out on the table in front of the puzzled
banker. Once it was unpacked, Cavalli also appeared a little

nystified. He dug into the box again, and retrieved an

envel ope. He tore it open and began readi ng the contents out

| oud.

This is a copy of the fanmobus tea set nmade in 1777 by

Pearson and Son to comrenorate the Boston Tea Party. Each set
I s acconpani ed by an authentic copy of the Declaration of

| ndependence. Your set is nunber 20917, and has been recorded
i n our books under the nanme of J. Hancock.

The | etter had been signed and verified by the present
chairman, H WIIiam Pearson VI.

Caval I'i burst out |aughing as he dug deeper into the

wooden box, renoving yet nore packing material until he cane
across a thin plastic cylinder. He had to admre the way Nick



Vicente had fooled the US Custons into allowing himto export
the original. The banker's expression remai ned one of
baf fl ement. Cavalli placed the cylinder in the centre of the
tabl e, before going over in considerable detail how he wanted
the neeting at twelve to be conduct ed.

The banker nodded fromtine to tine, and nade the

occasi onal note on the pad in front of him

"I would also like the plastic tube placed in a strongbox
for the time being. The key to the box shoul d be handed over
to M Al Obaydi when, and only when, you have received the
full paynment by wire transfer. The noney should then be
deposited in my No. 3 account in your Zurich branch.'

"And are you able to tell ne the exact sumyou antici pate
receiving fromM A Obaydi ?* asked the banker.

"Ninety mllion dollars,' said Cavalli

The banker didn't raise an eyebrow.

The Archivist | ooked up the nane of the Commerce Secretary
in his governnent directory, then picked up his phone and
pressed one button. 482 2000 was now programmed into his
speed di al .

' Departnent of Commerce.'

"Di ck Fielding, please.'

"Just a nonent.'

"Office of the Director.’

"This is Secretary Brown.'

The Archivist had to wait only a few seconds before the
call was put through.

'Good norning, M Secretary,' said an alert voice.

"Good norning, M Fielding. This is Cal der Marshall,
Archivist of the United States of Anmerica.'

"I thought. . .°

"You thought. . .7

"I guess | nust have picked up the wong phone. How nay |
hel p you, M Marshall?

"I"'mtrying to trace a fornmer enpl oyee of yours. Rex
Butterworth.'

"I can't help you on that one.'

"Why? Are you bound by the Privacy Act as wel | ?

Fielding laughed. 'I only wish | was.'

"l don't understand,' said the Archivist.

‘Last week we sent Butterworth a nerit bonus, and it was
returned, "No forwardi ng address".'

"But he has a wife.'’

' She got the sane response to her last letter.'



"And his nother in South Carolina?

' She' s been dead for years.'

" Thank you,' said Calder Marshall, and put the phone down.

He knew exactly who he had to call next.

Dunmond et cie is one of Geneva' s nore nodern banking
establ i shnents, having been founded as late as 1781. Since
then the bank has spent over two hundred years handling other
peopl e's noney, wi thout religious or racial prejudice.
Dunmond et cie had al ways been willing to deal with Arab
shei k or Jew sh busi nessman, Nazi Gauleiter or British
aristocrat, in fact anyone who required their services. It
was a policy that had reaped dividends in every trading
currency throughout the world.

The bank occupied twelve floors of a building just off the

pl ace de |la Fusterie. The neeting that had been arranged that
Tuesday at noon was schedul ed to take

place in the boardroomon the el eventh floor, the fl oor
bel ow the chairman's office.

The chai rman of the bank, Pierre Dunmond, had held his
present position for the past nineteen years, but even he had
rarely experienced a nore unlikely coupling than that between
an educated Arab fromlraq and the son of a fornmer Mafia

| awyer from New YorKk.

The boardroomtabl e could seat sixteen, but on this

occasion it was only occupied by four. Pierre Dummond sat in
the centre of one of the long sides under a portrait of his
uncle, the former chairman, Francois Dummond. The present
chairman wore a dark suit of elegant cut and style that would
not have | ooked out of place had it been worn by any of the
chairnmen of the forty-eight banks |ocated within a square
mle of the building. H's shirt was of a shade of blue that
was not influenced by MIlan fashions, and his tie was so

di screet that, nonents after |eaving the room only a

remar kabl y observant client woul d have been able to recal

Its colour or pattern.

On Monsi eur Dummond's right sat his client, M Al Obaydi,
whose dress, although slightly nore fashi onable, was
nonet hel ess equal ly conservati ve.

Qpposi te Monsi eur Dummond sat the chairman of Franchard et
cie, who, any observer would have noticed, nust have shared
the sanme tailor as Monsieur Dummond. On Franchard's |eft sat
Antoni o Cavalli, wearing a doubl e-breasted Armani suit, who

| ooked as if he had dropped in on the wong neeting.

The little carriage clock that sat on the Louis-Philippe



mant el pi ece behi nd Monsi eur Dummond conpl eted twel ve strokes.
The chairman cleared his throat and began the proceedi ngs.

" Gentl enmen, the purpose of this neeting, which was call ed

at our instigation but with your agreenent, is to

exchange a rare docunent for an agreed sum of noney.'

Monsi eur Dummond pushed his hal f-nobon spectacles further up

his nose. '"Naturally, | nust begin, M Cavalli, by asking if
you are in possession of that docunent?

"No, he is not, sir,' interjected Mnsieur Franchard, as
prearranged with Cavalli, 'because he has entrusted the
docunent's saf ekeeping to our bank. But | can confirmthat,
as soon as the sum has been transferred, | have been given

power of attorney to release the docunent imediately."

"But that is not what we agreed,' interrupted Dummond, who

| eaned forward, feigning shock, before adding, 'My client's
governnent has no intention of paying another cent wthout
full scrutiny of the docunent. You agreed to deliver it here
by m dday, and in any case we still have to be convinced of
Its authenticity.'

"That is understood by ny client,' said Mnsieur

Franchard. 'Indeed, you are nost welcone to attend ny office
at any tine convenient to you in order to carry out such an
I nspection. Follow ng that inspection, the nonent you have
transferred the agreed anmount the docunent will be rel eased."
"This is all very well," countered Mnsieur Dummond,

pushi ng his hal f-noon spectacles back up his nose, 'but your
client has failed to keep to his original agreenent, which in
ny view allows ny client's governnment' - he enphasised the
word 'governnent' - 'to reconsider its position.'

"My client felt it prudent, in the circunmstances, to

protect his interest by depositing the docunent in his own
bank for safekeeping,' canme back the imedi ate reply from
Monsi eur Franchard.

Anyone wat ching the two bankers sparring with each other

m ght have been surprised to learn that they played chess

t oget her every Saturday ni ght, which Monsieur

Franchard invariably won, and tennis after |unch on

Sunday, which he reqgularly |ost.

"I cannot accept this new arrangenent,' said Al Cbaydi,
speaking for the first tinme. 'My governnment has charged ne to
pay only a further forty mllion dollars if the original
agreenent is breached in any way.'

"But this is ridiculous!' said Cavalli, his voice rising
wth every word. 'We are quibbling over a matter of a few



hours at the nost and a building less than half a mle away.
And as you well know, the figure agreed on was ninety
million.'

"But you have since broken our agreenment,' said Al Obaydi,
"so the original terns can no | onger be considered valid by
nmy governnment.'

"No ninety mllion, no docunent!' said Cavalli, banging
his fist on the table.
‘Let us be realistic, M Cavalli,' said Al Qbaydi. 'The

docunent is no |longer of any use to you, and | have a feeling
you woul d have settled for fifty mllion in the first place.’
"That is not the -'

Monsi eur Franchard touched Cavalli's arm 'l would |ike a
few mnutes alone with ny client, and, if | may, the use of a
t el ephone.’

"CF course,' said Monsieur Dunmond, rising fromhis place.
"W will |eave you. Please press the button under the table

the noment you wish us to return.’

Monsi eur Dummond and his client left the room w t hout

anot her wor d.

"He's bluffing,' said Cavalli. "He'll pay. | knowit.'

"l don't think so," said Franchard.

"What nmakes you say that?

' The use of the words "ny governnment".'

"What does that tell us that we didn't already know?

' The expression was repeated four tinmes,' said

Franchard, 'which suggests to ne that the financial

deci si on has been taken out of the hands of M Al Gbaydi, and
only forty mllion has been deposited by his governnment with
Dunmond et cie.'

Caval li began pacing round the room but stopped by the

phone which rested on a snmall side table.

"I presune that's bugged,' said Cavalli, pointing at the
phone.

"No, M Cavalli, it is not.'

'How can you be so sure?" asked his client.

" Monsi eur Dummond and | are currently involved in several
transactions, and he would never allow our relationship to
suffer for the sake of one deal. And in any case, he sits on
t he opposite side of the table fromyou today but, |ike every
Swi ss banker, that won't stop himfromthinking of you as a
potential custoner.’

Caval l'i checked his watch. It was 6.20 a.m in New York.

Hi s father would have been up for at |east an hour. He jabbed



out the fourteen nunbers and wait ed.

Hi s father answered the phone, soundi ng wi de awake, and
after prelimnary exchanges listened carefully to his son's
account of what had taken place in the bank's boardroom
Caval li al so repeated Mnsieur Franchard' s view of the
situation. The chairman of Skills didn't take |ong

consi deri ng what advice he should give his son, advice which
took Cavalli by surprise.

He repl aced the phone and infornmed Monsieur Franchard of

his father's opinion.

Monsi eur Franchard nodded as if to show he agreed with the
ol der man's judgenent.

"Then let's get on with it,' said Cavalli reluctantly.

Monsi eur Franchard pressed the button under the boardroom

t abl e.

Monsi eur Dummond and his client entered the rooma few
nonments |later and returned to the seats they had

previ ously occupi ed. The ol d banker pushed his hal f-nmoon
spectacles up his nose once again and stared over the top of
them as he waited for Mnsieur Franchard to speak.

"If the transaction is conpleted within one hour, we wll
settle for forty mllion dollars. If not, the deal is off and
the docunent will be returned to the United States.'

Dunmond renoved his spectacles and turned to glance at his
client. He was pl eased that Franchard had picked up the
significance of 'ny governnment', a phrase he had recomended
M Al (Qbaydi should use as often as possi bl e.

‘Wi te House?

"Yes, sir.'

"May | speak to the President's schedul er, please?

"Can | ask who's calling?

"Marshal |, Cal der Marshall, Archivist of the United

States. And before you ask, yes, | do know her, and yes, she
I s expecting ny call.’

The |ine went dead. Marshall wondered if he had been cut

of f.

"Patty Watson speaking.'

"Patty, this is Calder Marshall. I'mthe -'

"Archivist of the United States.'

‘I don't believe it."'

"Ch, yes, I'ma great fan of yours, M Marshall. |'ve even
read your book on the history of the Constitution, the Bill
of Rights and the Declaration. How can | help you? - Are you
still there, M Marshall?'



"Yes, Patty, | am | only wanted to check on the

President's schedule on the norning of May 25th this year.'
"Certainly, sir. I'll just be a nonent.

The Archivist did not have long to wait.

"Ah yes, May 25 th. The President spent the norning in the
Oval Ofice with his speech witers, David Kusnet and Carol yn
Curiel. He was preparing the text for his address on the GATT
at the Chicago Council on Foreign Relations. He took a break
to have lunch with Senator Mtchell, the Majority Leader. At
three, the President -'

'"Did President Cinton remain in the Wiite House the whole
nmor ni ng?"

"Yes, sir. He didn't | eave the Wite House all day. He

spent the afternoon with Ms dinton in discussions wth her
heal t h-policy task unit.'

' Coul d he have slipped out of the building wthout even

you know ng, Patty?

The scheduling secretary | aughed. 'That's not possi bl e,

sir. If he had done that, the Secret Service would have

I nformed nme i nmedi ately.'

" Thank you, Patty.'

"dad to have been of assistance, sir.'

Once the neeting at Dumond et cie had broken up, Cavalli
returned to his hotel roomto wait for Franchard to call and
confirmthat the sumof forty mllion dollars had been
deposited in his No. 3 account in Zurich.

As long as the transaction was closed within the hour, he
woul d still have easily enough tine to catch the 4.45 out of
Geneva for Heathrow and nake the early-evening connection to
New Yor k.

Cavalli began to get a little anxious after thirty m nutes
passed and there had been no call, and even nore so after
forty. After fifty, he found hinself pacing

around the room staring out at the fountain, and checking
his watch every few nonents.

When the phone eventually rang, he grabbed it.

"M Cavalli?" enquired a voice.

" Speaki ng. '

"Franchard here. The docunment has been verified and taken
away. It mght interest you to know that M Al Obaydi studied
one word on the parchnment for sone tine before he agreed to
transfer the noney. The agreed sum has been credited to your
No. 3 account in Zurich as you specified.'

' Thank you, Monsieur Franchard,' said Cavalli w thout



further comment.

"My pleasure, as always, M Cavalli. And is there anything
el se we can do for you while you' re here?
"Yes,' replied Cavalli. 'I need to transfer a quarter of a

mllion dollars to a bank in the Cayman Islands."

' The sanme nanme and account as the l|ast three

transacti ons?' asked the banker.

"Yes,' replied Cavalli. '"And the Zurich account, presently
registered in the nanme of M Al Cbaydi: | want to w thdraw
one hundred thousand dollars fromit and. '

Monsi eur Franchard |listened carefully to his client's
further instructions.

"State Departnent.’

"Can | speak to the Secretary of State?

"Just a nonent.'

"OFfice of the Secretary.'

"This is Calder Marshall. I'"'mthe Archivist of the United
States. It's vitally inportant that | speak with Secretary
Chri st opher.'

“I'"l'l put you through to his executive assistant, sir.'

" Thank you,' said Marshall, and waited for a very short
tine.
"This is Jack Leigh. |I'mexecutive assistant to the

Secretary. How may | help you, sir?

"To start with, M Leigh, how many executive assistants
does the Secretary of State have?

"Five, sir, but there is only one senior to ne.'

"Then | need to speak to the Secretary of State urgently.'
"Ri ght now he's out of the office. Perhaps the Deputy
Secretary can hel p?

"No, M Leigh, he cannot help.'

"Well, I'Il certainly let Secretary Christopher know you
called, sir.'

" Thank you, M Leigh. And perhaps you' d be kind enough to
pass a nmessage on to hinf

"OF course, sir.'

"Whuld you | et himknow that ny resignation will be on his
desk tonorrow norning by nine a.m This call is sinply to
apol ogi se for the harmit wll undoubtedly do to the

President, particularly given the short period of tinme he has
been in office.’

"You haven't spoken to anyone fromthe nedia about this,

have you, sir?' asked the executive assistant, sounding
anxious for the first tine.



"No, | have not, M Leigh, and | shall not do so until

noon tonorrow, which should give the Secretary anple tine in
which to prepare answers to any questions that he and the
President will undoubtedly be asked by the press when they

| earn nmy reason for resigning.'

"I"l'l have the Secretary get back to you as quickly as I

can, sir.'

" Thank you, M Leigh.'

"dad to have been of assistance, sir.'

She flew into the Caynan |slands that nmorning and took a
taxi to Barclays Bank in Georgetown. She checked her account
to find it had been credited with three paynents of two
hundred and fifty thousand dollars. One on March 9th, another
on April 27th, and a further one on May 30t h.

There was one still to cone. But, to be fair, Cavall

m ght not |earn of the death of T. Hamilton MKenzie until he
had returned from Geneva.

"And we have anot her package for you, Mss Wbster,' said
the smling West Indian behind the counter.

Far too famliar, she thought. Once again the tinme had

come for her to nove her account to another bank in another
country, in another nane. She dropped the package into her
carrier bag, threwit over her shoulder and left w thout a
wor d.

She didn't attenpt to open the thick brown envel ope until
she had called for coffee at the end of an unhurried neal at
a hotel she would never book into. She then carefully slit
open the top of the bul ky package with her bread knife,
allowing the contents to spill out onto the table.

The usual photos, fromevery angle, plus addresses past

and present, and the daily habits and haunts of the intended
victim Cavalli never |eft any roomfor m stakes.

She studied the photos of a little fat nman sitting on a

bar stool. He | ooked harm ess enough. The contract was al ways
the same. To be carried out within fourteen days. Paynent two
hundred and fifty thousand dollars to account specified.

It wasn't Col unbus or Washington this tinme, but San

Franci sco. She hadn't been to the West Coast in years, and
she tried to renmenber if they had a Laura Ashley store.
"National Archives.'

"M Marshall, please.’

"Who's cal l'ing?

" Christopher. Warren Chri st opher.'

"And you're with which agency?



"I have a feeling he'll know.'

"I'"l'l put you through, sir.' The Secretary waited
patiently.

' Cal der Marshal |l speaking.'

"Cal der, it's Warren Chri st opher.'

' God norning, M Secretary.'

"Good norning, Calder. |I've just received your letter of
resignation.'

"Yes, sir. | thought it was the only course of action |
could take in the circunstances.'

"Very commendable, | feel sure, but have you | et anyone

el se into your confidence?

"No, sir. | intended to brief ny staff at eleven and hold

a press conference at twelve, as stated in ny letter. | hope
t hat doesn't inconveni ence you, sir.'

"Well, | wondered if before you did that, you m ght find

the time to have a neeting with the President and nysel f?

Marshal | hesitated only because the request had taken him

by surprise.

"OF course, sir. What tinme would suit you?

"*Shall we say ten o' cl ock?

"Yes, sir. \Where would you like nme to conme?

"The North Entrance of the Wite House.'

"The North Entrance, of course.'

"*Jack Leigh, ny executive assistant, wll nmeet you in the

West Wng reception area and acconpany you to the Oval

Ofice.'

"The Oval Ofice.’

“And Cal der...’

"Yes, M Secretary?

' Pl ease do not nention your resignation to anyone until

you' ve seen the President.’

"Until 1've seen the President. O course.'

" Thank you, Cal der.’

‘d ad to have been of assistance, sir.'

"I'"d LIKE TO begin by thanking you all for attending this

meeting at such short notice,' said the Secretary of State.

"And, in particular, Scott Bradley, who has only recently

recovered from. ' Christopher hesitated for a nonent,
a near-tragic accident. | know we are all delighted by

the speed of his recovery. | should also |like to wel cone

Col onel Kratz, who is representing the Israeli Governnent,

and Dexter Hutchins, the Deputy Director of the ClA

"Only two of ny staff are with ne today: Jack Leigh, ny



executive assistant, and Susan Anderson, one of ny senior

M ddl e East advisers. The reason for nunbers being limted on
this occasion will becone all too obvious to you. The issue
we are about to discuss is so sensitive that the fewer people
who are aware of it, the better. To suggest in this instance
that silence is golden would be to underestimate the val ue of
gol d.

‘Perhaps, at this juncture, | could ask the Deputy

Director of the CIAto bring us up to date on the | atest
situation. Dexter.'

Dext er Hut chins unl ocked his briefcase and renoved a file
marked 'For the Director's Eyes Only'. He placed the file on
the table in front of himand turned its cover.

' Two days ago, M Marshall, the Archivist of the United
States, reported to the Secretary of State that

the Decl aration of |Independence had been stolen fromthe

Nati onal Archives; or, to be nore accurate, had been sw tched
for a quite brilliant copy that had not only passed the
scrutiny of M Marshall, but also that of the Senior
Conservator, M Mendel ssohn.

‘It was only when M Marshall attenpted to re-contact a M
Rex Butterworth, who had been tenporarily assigned to the

Wi te House as a Special Assistant to the President, that he
becane worried."'

"If | could just interject, M Hutchins,' said Jack Leigh,
‘and point out that though M Butterworth was a forner

enpl oyee of the Commerce Departnent, should the press ever
get hold of this you can be certain they would only refer to
himas a "Special Assistant to the President”.' Warren
Chri st opher nodded his agreenent.

"When Cal der Marshal |l discovered that Butterworth hadn't
returned after his vacation,' continued Dexter Hutchins, 'and
that he had also |left without giving a forwardi ng address, he
natural ly becanme suspicious. Under the circunstances, he
considered it prudent to ask M Mendel ssohn to check and see
i f the Declaration had in any way been tanpered with. After
putting the parchnment through several prelimnary tests - a
separ at e nenorandum has been sent to all of you on this - he

came to the conclusion that they were still in possession of
the original docunent.
"But M Marshall, a cautious man, renmi ned sceptical, and

contacted the President's scheduler, Mss Patty Watson -
details al so encl osed. Followi ng that conversation, he asked
the Conservator to carry out a nore rigorous scrutiny.



"M Mendel ssohn spent several hours al one that evening

goi ng over the parchnment word by word with a magnifying
glass. It was when he cane to the sentence, "Nor have W been
wanting in attentions to our British

brethren", that the Conservator realised that the word
"British" had been spelt correctly, and not with two ts as in
the original Declaration executed by Tinothy Mtlock. Wen
this piece of news was inparted to M Mrshall, he

i mredi ately offered his resignation to the Secretary of

State, a copy of which you all have.'

"If | could conme in here, Dexter,' said Secretary

Chri stopher. 'Just for the record, the President and | saw M
Marshall in the Oval Ofice yesterday. He could not have been
nore co-operative. He assured us that he and his coll eague,

M Mendel ssohn, will say and do nothing in the inmediate
future. He did add, however, his feeling of disgust at
continuing to display a counterfeit copy of the Declaration
to the general public. He made us both, that is to say the
Presi dent and nyself, agree that should we fail to recover
the original docunent before its di sappearance becones conmon
knowl edge, we would confirmthat his resignation had been
dated May 25th 1993 and accepted by mysel f as custodi an of
the Declaration. He wished it to be confirmed in witing that
he had in no way connived to deceive his staff or the nation
he served. "I amnot in the habit of being deceitful,"” were
his final words before |eaving the Oval Ofice.

"If it is possible,' continued Christopher, 'for a public
servant to nake the President and the Secretary of State feel
norally inferior, M Marshall achieved it with considerable
di gnity. However, that does not change the fact that if we
don't get the original parchnent back before its theft
beconmes public know edge, the nedia are going to roast the
Presi dent and nyself slowy over a spit. One thing's also for
sure: the Republicans, led by Dole, will happily wash their
collective hands in public. Carry on, Dexter.'

"Under the Secretary of State's instructions, we

I mredi ately formed a small task force at Langley to profile
every aspect of the problemwe are facing. But we quickly

di scovered that we were working under sone severe
restrictions. To begin with, because of the sensitivity of

t he subject and the people involved, we could not do what we
automatically woul d have done in normal circunstances, nanely
consult the FBI and liaise with the DC Police Departnent.
That, we felt, would have guaranteed us the front page of the



Washi ngton Post, and probably the follow ng norning. W
mustn't forget that the FBI is still smarting over the WAaco
siege, and they'd like nothing better than for the CIAto
repl ace themon the front pages.

' The next problemwe faced was having to tiptoe round

people we'd usually bring in for questioning, for fear that
they too m ght discover our real purpose. However, we have
been able to come up with several |eads wthout talking to
any nenbers of the public. Followi ng a routine check of
permt records at the DCPD, we discovered that a novie was
bei ng made in WAshi ngton on the sane day as the docunent was
stolen. The director of that novie was Johnny Scasi atore, who
Is currently on bail facing an indecency charge. Three others
I nvolved in the enterprise turn out to have crimnal records.
And sonme of those people fit the descriptions M Marshall and
M Mendel ssohn have given us of the group who arrived at the
Nat i onal Archives posing as the Presidential party. They
include a certain Bill OReilly, a well-known forger who has
spent several years in nore than one of our state
penitentiaries, and an actor who played the President so
convincingly that both M Marshall and M Mendel ssohn
accepted it was himw thout question.'

"Surely we can discover who that was,' said Christopher.

‘W already have. H's nane is Lloyd Adans. But we daren't
bring himin.'

"How did you find hinf' asked Leigh. 'After all, there are
guite a few actors who can nanage a passabl e resenbl ance to
C i nton.

"Agreed,' said the Deputy Director, 'but only one who's

been operated on by Anerica's | eading plastic surgeon within
the past few nonths. We have reason to believe that the

ringl eaders killed the surgeon and his daughter, which is why
his wife reported everything she knew to the |ocal Chief of
Pol i ce.

' However, the whole operation would never have got off the
ground wi thout the inside help of M Rex Butterworth, who was
| ast seen on the norning of May 25th and has since

di sappeared off the face of the earth. He booked a flight to
Brazil, but he never showed. W have agents across the gl obe
searching for him'

"None of this is of any inportance if we are no nearer to
finding out where the original Declaration is at this nonent,
and who took it," said Christopher.

"That's the bad news,' replied Dexter. 'Qur agents spend



hours on routine investigations that many Anerican citizens
consi der a waste of taxpayers' noney. But just now and then,
it pays off.’

"W're all listening,' said Christopher.

"The ClI A keeps under surveillance several foreign

di pl omats who work at the United Nations. Naturally, they
woul d be outraged if any of them could prove what we were up
to, and if we ever think they're onto us we back off

i mrediately. In the case of Iraqgis at the UN, we have peopl e
shadowi ng them round the clock. Qur problemis that we can't
operate within the UN conplex itself, because if we were
caught inside that building it would cause an international
outcry. So, occasionally, their representatives are bound to
slip our net.

"But we believe it was not a coincidence that Iraq's

Deputy Anbassador to the United Nations, a M Ham d

Al baydi, was in Washington on the day the Declaration

was swi tched, and took several photographs of the bogus
filmng that was taking place. The agent who was tracking Al
(baydi at the tine also reported that, at 10.37, after the
Decl arati on had gone back on display in the National
Archives, Al Cbaydi joined the public queue, waiting over an
hour to view the parchnment. But here's the clincher. He
studi ed the docunent once, and then he | ooked at it a second
time, with gl asses.'

" Per haps he's near-sighted,' said Susan.

"Qur agent reports that he's never before or since seen

hi m weari ng gl asses of any kind,' replied Dexter Hutchins.
"Now for the really bad news,' he conti nued.

"That wasn't it?" said Christopher

"No, sir. Al Obaydi flew on to Geneva a week | ater and was
spotted by our local station officer |eaving a bank.' Dexter
referred to his notes. 'Franchard et cie. He was carrying a
plastic cylinder, and | quote, "a little over two feet in

| engt h and about two inches in dianeter”."'

"Who's going to tell the President? said Christopher,
putting his hands over his eyes.

'"He took this cylinder by car straight to the Pal ais des
Nations, and it hasn't been seen since.'

"And Barazan Al -Tikriti, Saddamis half-brother, is the

| ragi Anbassador to the United Nations in CGeneva,' said
Susan.

"Don't remnd ne,' said Christopher. 'But what | want to
know is, why the hell didn't your man junp Al Obaydi when it



was obvi ous what he was carrying? | would have found a way of
keeping the Swiss in line.'

‘W woul d have done so if we'd known what he was carrying,

but at that stage we weren't even aware the Declaration had
been stol en, and our surveillance was just routine.'

"So what you're telling us, M Hutchins, is that the

Decl aration could well be in Baghdad by now,' said Leigh.
'Because if it was sent through the diplomatic pouch, the

Swi ss woul dn't have let us get anywhere near it.'

No one spoke for several nonents.

"Let's work on the worst-case scenario,' said the

Secretary of State finally. 'The Declaration is already in
Saddam s possession. So what's his next nove likely to be?
Scott, you're our man of logic. Can you second-guess what he
m ght get up to?

"No, sir, Saddamis not a man you can second- guess.

Especially after his failed attenpt to assassi nate George
Bush on his visit to Kuwait in April. Although the whole
wor |l d accused hi m of being behind the plot, how did he react?
Not with the usual bellicose shouting and scream ng about the
lies of the Anerican inperialists, but with a reasoned,
coherent statenent from his Anbassador at the UN denying any
personal involvenent. Why? The press tells us it's because
Saddamis hoping dinton wll be nore reasonable in the | ong
termthan Bush. | don't believe it. | suspect Saddamrealises
that dinton's position doesn't differ greatly fromthat of
his predecessor. | don't think that's his reasoning at all.
No, | suspect he believes that with the Declaration in his
possessi on, he has a weapon so powerful that he can humliate
the United States, and in particular the new President, as
and when he pl eases.’

"When and how, Scott? If we knew that.

"l have two theories on that, sir,' replied Scott.

"Let's hear them both.'

"Neither is going to nake you feel any happier, M

Secretary.'

' Nevert hel ess.
"First he sets up a press conference, inviting the

world's nedia to attend. He selects sone public place in
Baghdad where he is safely surrounded by his own people, and
then he tears up, burns, destroys, does whatever he likes to
the Declaration. | have a feeling it would nmake prine-tine
tel evision.'

"But we'd bonb Baghdad to the ground if he tried that,"



sai d Dexter Hutchins.

"I doubt it,' said Scott. 'How would our allies, the

British, the French, not to nention the other friendly Arab
nations, react to our bonbing innocent civilians because
Saddam had stol en the Declaration of |ndependence fromright
under our eyes?

"You're right, Scott,' said Warren Chri stopher. 'The
President would be vilified as a barbarian if he retaliated
by bonbi ng innocent Iraqgis after what a | ot of the world
woul d consider nothing nore than a public relations coup,
though | nust tell you, in the strictest confidence, that we
do have plans to bonb Baghdad if Saddam continues to
underm ne the UN i nspection teans' attenpts to exam ne |raqi
nucl ear installations.'

'Has a date been deci ded on?'" asked Scott.

Chri st opher hesitated. 'Sunday June 27th,"' he said.

"The timng mght well turn out to be unfortunate for us,"
said Scott.

"Why? When do you think Saddamis |likely to nove?' asked
Chri st opher.

"That's not so easy to answer, sir,' replied Scott,

' because you have to think the way he thinks. Wat nakes t hat
al nost inpossible is that he's capable of changing his m nd
fromhour to hour. But if he thinks the problemthrough

| ogically, ny guess is he'll be considering two alternatives.
Ei t her on sonme synbolic date, maybe an anniversary associ at ed
wth the Gulf War, or.. .'

'Or .. .?" said Christopher.
"Or he intends to hold onto it as a bargaining chip to
allow himto retake the oilfields in Kuwait. After all, he's

al ways clainmed he had an agreenent with us on that in the
first place.'

"Either scenario is too horrific to contenplate,’ said the
Secretary of State. Turning to the Deputy Director, he asked,
' Have you begun to formany plan for getting the docunent
back?'

"Not at the nonent, sir,' replied Dexter Hutchins, 'as |
suspect the parchnent will be every bit as well protected as
Saddam hi nsel f, and frankly we only learned of its likely
destination |last night.'

' Col onel Kratz,' said Christopher, turning his attention

to the Mbssad nman, who had not uttered a word. 'Your Prine
Mnister inforned us a few weeks ago that he was consi deri ng
a plan to take out Saddam at sone tinme in the near future.'



"Yes, sir, but he recogni ses your present dilemm, and all
our activities have been shelved until the problemover the
Decl arati on has been resol ved, one way or the other.'

"I have already inforned M Rabin how nmuch | appreciate

his support, especially as he can't even tell his own cabi net
the true reason for his change of heart.'

"But we have our own problem sir,' said the Israeli

' Make ny day, Col onel.'

The burst of laughter that foll owed hel ped to ease the
tension for a nonment - but only for a nonent.

"W have been training an agent who was going to be part

of the teamfor the final operation to elimnate Saddam a
Hannah Kopec'

"The girl who. . .' said Christopher, half-glancing

t owards Scott.

"Yes, sir. She was totally blanmeless. But that is not the
problem After she returned to the Iraqgi Enbassy that

eveni ng, we were unable to get anywhere near M ss Kopec to

| et her know what had happened, because during the next few
days she never once left the building, night or day. She and
the Iraqi Anbassador have since returned to Baghdad under
heavy guard. However, Agent Kopec renains under the

m sappr ehensi on that she has killed Scott Bradl ey, and we
suspect her only interest nowis to elimnate Saddam
"She'l | never get anywhere near him' said Leigh.

"I wwsh | believed that,' said Scott quietly.

"She is a bold, imginative and resourceful young wonman,'
said Kratz. 'And, worse, she has the assassin's greatest
weapon. '

"Nanel y?' said Christopher.

"*She no | onger cares about her own survival.'

"Can this get any worse?' asked Chri stopher.

"Yes, sir. She knows not hi ng about the di sappearance of

the Decl aration, and we have no way of contacting her to |et
her know.'

The Secretary of State paused for a nonent, as if he was
comng to a decision. 'Colonel Kratz, | want to put sonething
to you which is likely to stretch your personal loyalty.'
"Yes, M Secretary,' said Kratz.

"This plan to assassi nate Saddam How | ong have you been
wor king on it?

"Nine nonths to a year,' replied Kratz.

"And it obviously entailed you getting a person or persons

I nto Saddanm s pal ace or bunker ?



Kratz hesitated.

"Yes or no will suffice,' said Christopher.

"Yes, sir.'

"My question is extrenely sinple, Colonel. My we

therefore take advantage of the year's preparation you' ve
already carried out and - dare | suggest - steal your plan?
"I would have to take advice from ny governnent before |
coul d consi der.

Chri st opher took an envel ope fromhis pocket. "I wll be
happy to let you see M Rabin's letter to me on this subject,
but first allowne to read it to you.'

The Secretary opened the envel ope and extracted the

| etter. He placed his glasses on the end of his nose and
unf ol ded the single sheet.

Fromthe Prine Mnister

' Col onel Kratz, let nme assure you on behalf of the United
States Governnent that | believe such information as you have
I n your possession may nmeke the difference between success
and failure.'

Dear M Secretary,

You are correct in thinking that the Prinme Mnister of the
State of Israel is Chief Mnister and M nister of Defence
while at the sane tine having overall responsibility for
Mbssad.

However, | confess that when it cones to any ideas we nay
be considering for future relations with Saddam | have only
been kept in touch with the outline proposals. | have not yet

been fully briefed on the finer details.

I f you believe on bal ance that such information as we

possess may nake the difference between success or failure
with your present difficulties, I wll instruct Col onel Kratz
to brief you fully and w thout reservation.

Yours Yitzhak Rabin

Chri stopher turned the letter around and pushed it across

t he table.

THE DECLARATI ON OF | NDEPENDENCE was nailed to the wal

behi nd him

Saddam conti nued puffing at his cigar as he | ounged back

in his chair. Al of themseated around the table waited for
himto speak. He glanced to his right.

"My brother, we are proud of you. You have served our

country and the Ba'ath Party with distinction, and when the
noment cones for ny people to be informed of your heroic
deeds, your nane will be witten in the history of our nation



as one of its great heroes.'

Al Obaydi sat at the other end of the table, listening to
the words of his |eader. H's fists, hidden under the table,
were clenched to stop hinself shaking. Several tinmes on the

j ourney back to Baghdad he had been aware that he was being
shadowed. They had searched his | uggage at al nbst every stop,
but they had found nothing, because there was nothing to
find. Saddam s hal f-brother had seen to that. Once the

Decl aration had reached the safety of their mssion in Geneva
he hadn't even been allowed to pass it over to the Anbassador
in person. Its guaranteed route in the diplomatic pouch nade
It inmpossible to intercept even with the conbined efforts of
t he Anericans and

the Israelis.

Saddam s hal f-brother now sat on the President's

ri ght-hand side, basking in his |eader's eul ogy.

Saddam swung hinself slowly back round and stared down at

the other end of the table.

"And | al so acknow edge,' he continued, 'the role played

by Hamd Al Obaydi, whom | have appointed to be our
Anbassador in Paris. H s name nust not, however, be
associated with this enterprise, lest it harmhis chances of
representing us on foreign soil.’

And thus it had been decreed. Saddanmi s hal f-brother was to
be acknow edged as the architect of this triunph, while A
baydi was to be a footnote on a page, quickly turned. Had Al
haydi failed, Saddam s hal f-brother would have been ignorant
of even the original idea, and Al Obaydi's bones woul d even
now be rotting in an unmarked grave. Since Saddam had spoken
no one round that table, except for the State Prosecutor, had
given Al Obaydi a second |ook. Al other eyes, and sniles,
rested on Saddam s hal f-brother.

It was at that nonent, in the mdst of the neeting of the

Revol uti onary Command Council, that Al Cbaydi canme to his
deci si on.
Dol lar Bill sat slouched on a stool, leaning on the bar in

unhappy hour, happily sipping his favourite liquid. He was
the establishnment's only custoner, unless you counted the
slip of a woman in a Laura Ashley dress who sat silently in

t he corner. The barman assuned she was drunk, as she hadn't
noved a nuscle for the past hour.

Dol lar Bill wasn't at first aware of the man who stunbl ed

t hrough the swi ng doors, and wouldn't have given hima second
| ook had he not sat hinself on the stool next to his. The



I ntruder ordered a gin and tonic. Dollar Bill had a natural
aversion to any man who drank gin and tonic, especially if
t hey occupied the seat next to his when the rest of the bar
was enpty. He considered noving but

deci ded on bal ance that he didn't need the exercise.

"So how are you, old tinmer?" the voice next to him asked.
Dollar Bill didn't care to think of hinself as an 'old
timer', and refused to grace the intruder with a reply.
"What's the matter, not got a tongue in your head?' the

man asked, slurring his words. The barman turned to face them
when he heard the raised voice, and then returned to drying
the glasses |left over fromthe lunchtinme rush.

"I have, sir, and it's a civil one,' replied Dollar Bill,

still not so nuch as glancing at his interrogator.

"Irish. | should have known it all along. A nation of
stupid, ignorant drunks.'

‘Let me remnd you, sir,' said Dollar Bill, "that Ireland

Is the Iand of Yeats, Shaw, WIlde, O Casey and Joyce.' He
raised his glass in their nenory.
"I'"ve never heard of any of them Drinking partners of

yours, | suppose?' This tine the young barman put his cloth
down and began to pay cl oser attention.
"I never had that honour,' replied Dollar Bill, '"but, ny

friend, the fact that you have not heard of them Ilet al one
read their works, is your |oss, not mne.'

"Are you accusing ne of being ignorant?' said the

i ntruder, placing a rough hand on Dollar Bill's shoul der.
Dollar Bill turned to face him but even at that close
range he couldn't focus clearly through the haze of al cohol
he had consuned during the past two weeks. He did, however,
observe that, although he appeared to be part of the sane
al coholic haze, the intruder was sonewhat | arger than

hi msel f. Such a considerati on had never worried Dollar Bill
i n the past.

“"No, sir, it was not necessary to accuse you of

I gno-rance. For you have been condemmed by your own

utterances.' 'I won't take that from anyone, you Irish
drunk,' said
the intruder. Keeping his hand on Dollar Bill's shoul der,

he swung at himand | anded a bl ow on the side of his jaw

Dol lar Bill staggered back off his high stool, falling to the
floor in a heap.

The intruder waited sone tine for Bill torise to his feet
before he ainmed a second blow to the stomach. Once again,



Dol lar Bill ended up on the floor.

The young man behind the bar had al ready begun dialling

t he nunber his boss had instructed he should call if ever
such a situation arose. He only hoped they would cone quickly
as he watched the Irishman sonehow get back on his feet. This
time it was his turn to aima punch at the intruder's nose, a
punch whi ch ended up flying through the air over his
assailant's right shoulder. A further blow | anded on the side
of Dollar Bill's throat. Down he went a third tine, which in
hi s days as an amateur boxer woul d have been considered a

t echni cal knock-out; but as there seened to be no referee
present to officiate, he rose once again.

The young barnman was relieved to hear a siren in the

di stance, and was praying they weren't on their way to

anot her call when suddenly four policenmen came bursting

t hrough the swi ng doors.

The first one caught Dollar Bill just before he hit the
ground for a fourth time, while two of the others grabbed the
I ntruder, thrust his arns behind his back and forced a pair
of handcuffs on him Both nmen were bundl ed out of the bar and
thrown into the back of a waiting police van. The siren
continued its piercing sound as the two drunks were driven
away.

The barman was grateful for the speed with which the San
Franci sco Police Departnent had conme to his aid. It was only
| ater that night that he renenbered he hadn't given them an
addr ess.

As Hannah sat al one at the back of the plane bound for

Amman, she began to consider the task she had set herself.
Once the Anbassador's party had left Paris, she had

returned to the traditional role of an Arab wonman. She was
dressed fromhead to toe in a black abayah, and apart from
her eyes, her face was covered by a small mask. She spoke
only when asked a question directly, and never posed a
guestion herself. She felt her Jew sh nother would not have
survived such a reginme for nore than a few hours.

Hannah's one break had cone when the Anbassador s w fe had
enqui red where she intended to stay once they had returned to
Baghdad. Hannah expl ai ned that she had made no i nmedi ate

pl ans as her nother and sister were living in Karbala, and
she could not stay with themif she hoped to hold on to her
job wth the Anbassador.

Hannah had hardly finished the second sentence before the
Anbassador's wife insisted that she cone and live with them



"Qur house is far too large,' she explained, 'even wth a
dozen servants.'

When the plane touched down at Queen Alia airport, Hannah

| ooked out of the tiny windowto watch a | arge bl ack

| i mousi ne that woul d have | ooked nore in place in New York
than Amman driving towards them It drew up by the side of
the aircraft and a driver in a smart blue suit and dark

gl asses junped out.

Hannah | oi ned the Ambassador and his wife in the back of

the car and they sped away fromthe airport in the direction
of the border with Iraq.

When the car reached the custons barrier, they were waved
strai ght through with bows and salutes, as if the border
didn't exist. They travelled a further mle and passed a
second custons post on the Iraqi side, where they were
treated in nuch the sanme manner as the

first, before joining the six-lane highway to Baghdad.

On the long journey to the capital, the speedoneter rarely
fell bel ow seventy mles per hour. Hannah soon becane bored
Wi th the beating sun and the sight of mles and mles of flat
sand that stretched to the horizon and beyond, with only the
occasional cluster of palmtrees to break the nonotony. Her
t houghts returned to Sinon and what m ght have been

Hannah dozed off as the air-conditioned |inousine sped
quietly along the highway. Her mind drifted from Sinon to her
not her, to Saddam and then back to Sinon.

She woke with a start to find they were entering the
outskirts of Baghdad.

It had been many years since Dollar Bill had seen the

inside of a jail, but not so long that he had forgotten how
much he detested having to associate with drug peddl ers,

pi nps and nuggers.

Still, the last time he had been foolish enough to get

hi nsel f involved in a bar-roombrawl, he had started it. But
even then he only ended up with a fifty-dollar fine. Dollar
Bill felt confident that the jails were far too overcrowded
for any judge to consider the thirty-day mandatory sentence
for such cases.

In fact he had tried to slip one of the policenen in the

van fifty dollars. They normal|ly happily accepted the noney,
opened the back door of the van and ki cked you out. He
couldn't imagi ne what the San Franci sco police were com ng
to. Surely with all the nuggers and drug addi cts around they
had nore inportant things to deal with than m d-afternoon



m ddl e- aged bar-room dr unks.

As Dol lar Bill began to sober up, the stench got to him
and he hoped that he'd be anobng the first to be put

up in front of the night court. But as the hours passed,
and he becane nore sober and the stench becane greater, he
began to wonder if they m ght end up keepi ng hi moverni ght.
"Wlliam OReilly," shouted the police Sergeant as he

| ooked down the |ist of nanes on his clipboard.

"That's ne,' said Bill, raising his hand.

"Follow nme, OReilly,' the policeman barked as the cel

door cl anked open and the Irishman was gripped firmy by the
el bow.

He was marched along a corridor that led into the back of
a courtroom He watched the little line of derelicts and
petty crimnals who were waiting for their nonment in front of
the judge. He didn't notice a wonman a few paces away from
him tightly gripping the rope handle of a hol dall

‘Quilty. Fifty dollars.’

"Can't pay.'

Three days in jail. Next.'

After three or four cases were dispensed with in this
cursory manner within as many mnutes, Dollar Bill watched
the man who had shown no respect for the canon of Irish
literature take his place in front of the judge.

"Drunk and di sorderly, disturbing the peace. How do you

pl ead?

"Quilty, Your Honour.'

Any previ ous known record?

“"None," said the Sergeant.

"Fifty dollars,' said the judge.

It interested Dollar Bill that his adversary had no

previ ous convictions, and was al so able to pay his fine

i mredi at el y.

When it canme to Dollar Bill's own turn to plead, he
couldn't help thinking, as he | ooked up at the judge, that
he appeared to be awfully young for the job. Perhaps he
really was now an 'old tiner'.

"Wlliam O Reilly, Your Honour,' said the Sergeant,

| ooki ng down at the charge sheet. 'Drunk and di sorderly,

di sturbing the peace.'

" How do you pl ead?

"Quilty, Your Honour,' said Dollar Bill, fingering a small
wad of bills in his pocket as he tried to renenber the

| ocation of the nearest bar that served Qi nness.



"Thirty days,' said the judge, w thout raising his head.

" Next .

Two people in the courtroomwere stunned by the judge's
decision. One of themreluctantly | oosened her grip on the
rope handl e of her holdall, while the other stamrered out,
"Bail, Your Honour?'

' Deni ed. '

THE TWO MEN REMAI NED SI LENT until David Kratz had conme to
the end of his outline plan.

Dexter was the first to speak. 'I nust admt, Colonel, |I'm
I npressed. It just mght work.'

Scott nodded his agreenent, and then turned to the Mossad
man who only a few weeks before had gi ven Hannah the order
that he should be killed. Sone of the guilt had been |ifted
since they had been working so closely with each ot her, but
the lines on the forehead and the prematurely grey hair of
the Israeli |eader remained a perpetual rem nder of what he
had been through. During their tinme together Scott had cone
to admre the sheer professional skill of the nman who had
been put in charge of the operation.

"I still need sone queries answered,' said Scott, 'and a
few ot her things explained."'

The Israeli Councillor for Cultural Affairs to the Court

of St James nodded.

"Are you certain that they plan to put the safe in the
Ba'ath Party headquarters?

"Certain, no. Confident, yes,' said Kratz. 'A Dutch

conpany conpl eted sonme building work in the basenent of the
headquarters nearly three years ago, and anong thir final
drawi ngs was a brick construction, the dinen-sions of which
woul d house the safe perfectly.’

"And is this safe still in Kal mar?'

"It was three weeks ago,' replied Kratz, 'when one of ny
agents carried out a routine check.'

"And does it belong to the Iraqgi Governnent?' asked Dexter
Hut chi ns.

"Yes, it has been fully paid for, and is now legally the
property of the lraqgis.'

"Legally that may be the position, but since the GQulf War
the UN has inposed a new category of sanctions,' Scott

rem nded him

'How can a safe be considered a piece of mlitary

equi pnent ?' asked Dexter.

"Exactly the Iraqis' argunent,' replied Kratz. 'But,



unfortunately for them when they placed the original order
with the Swedes, anong the explicit specifications was the
requi rement that the safe "nust be able to withstand a

nucl ear attack". The word "nuclear” was all that was needed
to start the bells ringing at the UN.'

'*So how do you plan to get round that problenf

asked Scott.

"Whenever the Iraqi Governnent submits a new list of itens
that they consider do not break UN Security Counci

Resol ution 661, the safe is always included. If the
Anericans, the British and the French didn't raise any
objection, it could slip through.'

"And the Israeli Governnent?'

"W woul d protest vociferously in front of the Iraqi

del egation, but not behind closed doors to our friends.'
"So let us imagine for one nonent that we're in possession
of a giant safe that can withstand a nucl ear attack. What
good does that do us?" asked Scott.

" Soneone has to be responsible for getting that safe from
Sweden to Baghdad. Soneone has to install it when they get
there, and soneone has to explain to Saddam s people how to
operate it,' said Kratz.

"And you have soneone who is six feet tall, a karate
expert, and speaks fluent Arabic?

"W did have, but she was only five feet ten.' The two nen
stared at each other. Scott remained silent.

" And how were you proposing to assassi nate Saddanf?' asked
Dexter quickly. 'Lock himup in the safe and hope he woul d
suf focat e?'

Kratz realised the coment had been made to take Scott's

m nd of f Hannah, so he responded in kind. 'No, we discovered
that was the CIA's plan, and dism ssed it. W had sonethi ng
nore subtle in mnd."'

" Nanel y?' asked Scott.

"Atiny nuclear device was to be planted inside the safe."
"And the safe would be in the passage next to where the
Revol uti onary Command Council neet. Not bad,' said Dexter.
"And the device was to be set off by a five-foot-ten,

Ar abi c- speaki ng Jewi sh girl?" asked Scott.

Krat z nodded.

Thirty days? What did | do to deserve thirty days, that's
what | want to know.' But no one was listening as Dollar Bill
was hustled out of the courtroom along the corridor and then
out through a door at the rear of the building, before being



pushed into the back seat of an unmarked car. Three nmen with
mlitary-style haircuts, Ray-Bans, and snall earplugs
connected to wires runni ng down the

backs of their collars, acconpanied him 'Wy wasn't |

gi ven bail? And what about ny appeal ? | have the right to a
| awyer, damm it. And by the way, where are you taking ne?

However many questions he asked, Dollar Bill received no
answers.

Al t hough he was unable to see anything out of the
snoked- gl ass side wi ndows, Dollar Bill could tell by

| ooki ng over the driver's shoul der when they reached the

Col den Gate Bridge. As they proceeded al ong Route 101, the
speedoneter touched fifty-five for the first tinme, but the
driver never once exceeded the speed [imt.

When twenty mnutes |later the car swng off the hi ghway at

t he Bel vedere exit, Dollar Bill had no idea where he was. The
driver continued up a small, wnding road, until the car

sl owed down as a nmassive set of wought-iron gates | oonmed up
in front of them

The driver flashed his lights twice and the gates swung

open to allow the car to continue its journey down a |ong,
strai ght gravel drive. It was another three or four m nutes
before they canme to a halt in front of a |arge country house
which rem nded Dollar Bill of his youth in County Kerry, when
hi s not her had been a scullery maid up at the manor house.

One of Dollar Bill's escorts | eaped out of the car and
opened the door for him Another ran ahead of them up the
steps and pressed a bell, as the car sped away across

t he gravel.

The massi ve oak door opened to reveal a butler in a

| ong bl ack coat and a white bow tie.

'Good evening, M OReilly,' he declared in a pronounced
Engli sh accent even before Dollar Bill had reached the top
step. "My nane is Charles. Your roomis already prepared.
Per haps you'd be kind enough to acconpany ne, sir.' Dollar
Bill followed himinto the house and up the w de staircase
wi thout uttering a word. He would have tried sone of his
guestions on Charles, but as he was English, Dollar Bill knew
he coul dn't expect an honest reply. The butler guided him
into a small, well-furnished bedroomon the first floor.

"I do hope you will find that the clothes are the correct
fitting sir' said Charles, 'and that everything else is tc
your liking. Dinner will be served in half an hour.’

Dol lar Bill bowed and spent the next few m nutes | ooking



round the suite. He checked the bathroom French soap, safety
razors and fluffy white towels; even a toothbrush and his
favourite toothpaste. He returned to the bedroom and tested

t he doubl e bed. He couldn't renenber when he had | ast sl ept
on anything so confortable. He then checked the wardrobe and
found three pairs of trousers and three jackets, not unlike

t he ones he had purchased a few days after returning from
Washi ngton. How did they know?

He | ooked in the drawers: six shirts, six pairs of pants

and six pairs of socks. They had thought of everything, even
if he didn't care that nmuch for their choice of ties.

Dol lar Bill decided to join in the gane. He took a bath,
shaved and changed into the clothes provided. They were, as
Charl es had prom sed, the correct fitting.

He heard a gong sound downstairs, which he took as a clear
signal that he had been summobned. He opened the door, stepped
into the corridor and proceeded down the wi de staircase to
find the butler standing in the hall.

"M Hutchins is expecting you. You'll find himin the
drawing room sir.'

"Yes, of course | will,' said Dollar Bill, and foll owed
Charles into a large roomwhere a tall, burly nman was

standing by the fireplace, the stub of a cigar in the corner
of hi s nout h.

'Good evening, M OReilly,' he said. 'My nane is Dexter

Hut chins. W' ve never net before, but |I've |ong been an

adm rer of your work.'

"That's kind of you, M Hutchins, but | don't have the

same advantage of know ng what you do to pass the
unre-1lenting hour.'

"I do apologise. | amthe Deputy Drector of the ClA

"After all these years, | get to have dinner in a |arge
country house with the Deputy Director of the CIA sinply
because | was involved in a bar-roombraw, I'mtenpted to
ask, what do you lay on for mass nurderers?' 'l nust confess,

M OReilly, that it was one of ny men who threw the first
punch. But before we go any further, what would you like to
drink?'

"I don't think Charles will have ny favourite brew,' said
Dollar Bill, turning to face the butler.

‘I fear the Guinness is canned and not on tap, sir. If |
had been given a little nore notice . ..' Dollar Bill bowed

again and the butler disappeared.
"Don't you think I"'mentitled to know what this is al



about, M Hutchins? After all...'

"You are indeed, M OReilly. The truth is, the governnent
is in need of your services, not to nention your expertise.'
‘"l didn't realise that dintonomcs had resorted to

forgery to hel p balance the budget deficit,' said Dollar Bil
as the butler returned wwth a large gl ass of Guinness. ' Not
quite as drastic as that, but every bit as denmanding,' said
Hut chi ns. ' But perhaps we should have a little dinner before
| go into any details. | fear it's been a long day for you.'
Dol lar Bill nodded and foll owed the Deputy Director through
to a small dining room where the table had been set for two.
The butler held a chair back for Dollar Bill, and when he was
confortably seated asked, 'How do you |ike your steak done,
sir?

"Is it sirloin or entrecote? asked Dollar Bill.

"Sirloin.’

"If the neat is good enough, tell the chef to put a candle
under it - but only for a few nonents.'

"Excellent, sir. Yours, M Hutchins, wll | presune be

wel | done?

Dext er Hut chins nodded, feeling the first round had
definitely gone to Dollar Bill.

"I"menjoying this charade enornously,' said Dollar Bill,
taking a gulp of Guinness. '"But |I'd |like to know what the
prize is, should | be fortunate enough to wn.'

"You mght equally well be interested to know what the

forfeit will be if you are unfortunate enough to | ose.’
"l should have realised this had to be too good to last."
"First, allowne to fill youinwith alittle background,"

said Dexter Hutchins as a lightly grilled steak was placed in
front of his guest. '"On May 25th this year, a well-organised
group of crimnals descended on Washi ngton and carried out
one of the nost ingenious crines in the history of this

country.'

"Excell ent steak,' said Dollar Bill. 'You nust give ny
conplinments to the chef.’

"I certainly wll, sir," said Charles, who was hovering

behi nd his chair.

"This crinme consisted of stealing fromthe National

Archives, in broad daylight, the Declaration of |ndependence,
and replacing it with a brilliant copy.'

Dol lar Bill | ooked suitably inpressed, but felt it would

be unwi se to comment at this stage.

"W have the nanmes of several people involved in that



crime, but we cannot nmeke any arrests for fear of making

t hose who are now in possession of the Declaration aware that
we mght be after them

"And what's this got to do with ne?" asked Dollar Bill, as
he devoured anot her succul ent piece of neat.

"We thought you might be interested to know who had

financed the entire operation, and is now i n possessi on of
the Decl aration of |ndependence.’

Until that nonent, Dollar Bill had | earned nothing new,

but he had | ong wanted to know where the docunent had ended
up. He had never believed Angelo's tale

of "in private hands, an eccentric collector'. He put his
knife and fork down and stared across the table at the
Deputy Director of the CIA, who had at |ast captured his
attention.

"W have reason to believe that the Declaration of

| ndependence is currently in Baghdad, in the personal
possessi on of Saddam Hussein.'

Dol lar Bill's nmouth opened w de, although he renai ned

silent for sone considerable tine. 'Is there no | onger honour
anong thieves? he finally said.

"There still could be,' said Hutchins, 'because our only
hope of returning the parchnent to its rightful home rests in
the hands of a small group who are willing to risk their
lives by swtching the docunent, in nuch the sane way as the
crimnals did originally."’

‘If I had known. . .' Dollar Bill paused. 'How can

hel p?* he asked quietly.

"At this nonent, we are in urgent need of a perfect copy

of the original. And we believe you are the only person who

I s capabl e of producing one.'

Dollar Bill knew exactly where there was a perfect copy,
hanging on a wall in New York, but couldn't admt as nuch

wi t hout bringing on hinself even greater wath than M

Hut chi ns was capabl e of.

"You nmade nmention of a prize,' said Dollar Bill. "And a
forfeit,' said Dexter Hutchins. 'The prize is that you remain
here at our West Coast safe house, in what | think you wll
agree are pleasant surroundings. Wiile you are with us, you
wi |l produce a counterfeit of the Declaration that woul d pass
an expert's eye. |If you achieve that, you will go free, with
no charges preferred agai nst you.'

"And the forfeit?

"After coffee has been served you will be rel eased and



allowed to | eave whenever you w sh.'

'Rel eased,' repeated Dollar Bill in disbelief, 'and

allowed to | eave whenever | w sh?

"Yes,' said the Deputy Director.

" Then why shouldn't | just enjoy the rest of this

excellent nmeal, return to nmy hunbl e establishnent in

Fai rnont, and forget we ever net?'

The Deputy Director renoved an envel ope from an inside
pocket. He extracted four photographs and pushed them across
the table. Dollar Bill studied them The first was of a girl
aged about seventeen lying on a slab in a norgue. The second
was of a m ddl e-aged man huddl ed foetus-like in the boot of a
car. The third was of a heavily-built nman dunped by the side
of a road. And the fourth was of an ol der,

di sti ngui shed-1| ooki ng man. A broken neck was all the four of

them had in common. Dol lar Bill pushed the photos back across
t he table.

" Four corpses. So what ?'

"Sally McKenzie, Rex Butterworth, Bruno Morelli, and Dr T.

Ham | ton McKenzie. And we have every reason to believe
someone out there is planning the same happy ending for you.'
Dol lar Bill speared the |last pea |left on his plate and
downed the final drop of uinness. He paused for a nonent as
i f searching for inspiration.

"I''"l'l need paper from Brenen, pens froma nuseumin

Ri chnond, Virginia, and nine shades of black ink that can be
made up for me by a firmin Cannon Street, London EC4.'

"Anyt hing el se?" asked Dexter Hutchins once he had

finished witing dowmn Dollar Bill's shopping Iist on the back
of the envel ope.

"I wonder if Charles would be kind enough to bring ne
another large Guinness. | have a feeling it may be ny | ast
for some considerable tine.'

BERTI L PEDERSSON, the chief engineer of Svenhalte AC, was

at the factory gate in Kalmar to greet M Riffat and M

Ber nstrom when the two nen arrived that norning. He had
received a fax fromthe United Nations the previous day
confirmng their flight times to Stockholm and had checked
with the arrivals desk at the airport to be inforned that
their plane had touched down only a few mnutes | ate.

As they stepped out of their car, M Pedersson cane

forward, shook hands with both nen and introduced

hi msel f.

"W are pleased to neet you at |ast, M Pedersson,' said



the shorter of the two nen, 'and grateful to you for making
the time to see us at such short notice.'

"Well, to be frank with you, M Riffat, it came as quite a
surprise to us when the United Nations lifted the
restrictions on Madane Bertha.'

" "Madane Bertha"?

"Yes, that is how we at the factory refer to the safe. |
prom se you, gentlenen, that despite your neglect, she has
been a good girl. Many people have conme to admire her, but
nobody touches,' M Pedersson |aughed. 'But | feel sure that
after such a long journey you will want to see her for
yourself, M Riffat.'

The short, dark-haired man nodded, and they both
acconpani ed Pedersson as he |led them across the yard.

"You responded nost quickly to the UN s sudden change of
heart, M Riffat.’

"Yes, our |eader had given orders that the safe should be
delivered to Baghdad the nonent the enbargo was lifted.'
Pedersson | aughed again. '|I fear that nmay not be so easy,’
he said once they reached the other side of the yard. 'Mdane
Bertha was not built for speed, as you are about to

di scover.'

The three nmen continued to wal k towards a | arge,

apparently derelict building, and Pedersson strode through an
openi ng where there nust once have been a door. It was so
dark inside that the two foreigners were unable to see nore
than a few feet in front of them Pedersson switched on a
single light, which was foll owed by what sounded |ike the
sigh of an unrequited | over.

"M Riffat, M Bernstrom allow ne to introduce you to
Madanme Bertha.' The two nen stared at the nmassive structure
that stood majestically in the mddle of the old warehouse
fl oor.

"Before | make a formal introduction,' Pedersson

continued, 'first let ne tell you Madane Bertha's vital
statistics. She is nine feet tall, seven feet w de and ei ght
feet deep. She is also thicker skinned than any politician,
about six inches of solid steel to be precise, and she wei ghs
over five tons. She was built by a specialist designer,
three craftsnen and ei ght engi neers. Her gestation from
conception to delivery was ei ghteen nonths. But then,' he
whi spered, 'to be fair, she is alnost the size of an

el ephant. | |ower ny voice only because she can hear every
word | say, and | have no wish to offend



her .
M Pedersson did not see the puzzled | ooks that cane over

the faces of his two visitors. 'But, gentlenen, you

have only seen her exterior, and | can prom se you that

what she has to offer is nore than skin deep.

"First, | nmust tell you that Madane Bertha will not all ow
anyone to enter her w thout a personal introduction. She is,
gentl enen, not a prom scuous | ady, despite what you nay have
been told about the Swedes. She requires to know three things
about you before she will consider revealing her innernost
parts.'

Al t hough the two guests remai ned puzzled as to what he

meant, they did not interrupt M Pedersson's steady

flow.

"And so, gentlenmen, to begin with you nust study Bertha's
chest. You will observe three red |ights above ethree snall
dials. By know ng the six-nunber code on all three dials, you
will be able to turn one of the lights fromred to green.
Allow nme to denonstrate. First nunber to the right, second to
the left, third to the right, fourth to the left, fifth to
the right, sixth to the left. The first nunber for the first
dial is 2, the second is 8, the third zero, the fourth 4, the
fifth 3 and the sixth 7. 2-8-0-4-3-7."'

'The date of Sayedi's birthday,' said the tall,

fair-haired visitor

"Yes, | worked that one out, M Bernstrom' said

Peder sson. ' The second,' he said, turning his attention to
the mddle dial, '"is 1-6-0-7-7-9.' He turned the final nunber
to the left.

' The day Sayedi becane President.’

"W al so nanaged that one, M Riffat. But | confess the
third sequence fooled nme conpletely. No doubt you will know
what our client has planned for that particular day.' M
Peder sson began twirling the third dial: 0-4-0-

7-9-3.

Peder sson | ooked hopefully towards M Bernstrom who

shrugged his shoulders. 'I've no idea,' he lied.

"You wi Il now note, gentlenen, that after entering the
correct figures on all three dials, only one of Madane
Bertha's lights has turned green, while two still remain

obstinately red. But now that you have di scovered her three
codes, she will consider a nore personal relationship. You

w Il observe that below the three dials there is painted a

smal | white square about the size of your hand. Watch



carefully.' Pedersson took a pace forward and placed his
right hand firmy on the white square. He left it there for
several seconds, until the second |ight turned green.

' Even when she knows your palmprint, she still won't open
her heart. Not until | have spoken to her. If you | ook even
nore closely, gentlenen, you wll see that the white square
conceals a thin wire nmesh, which houses a voice activator.'
Bot h nmen stepped forward to | ook.

"At the present tinme, Bertha is programmed to react only

to nmy vocal cords. It doesn't nmatter what | say, because as
soon as she recognises the voice, the third light will turn
green. But she will not even consider listening to ne unless
the first two lights are already green.'

Peder sson stepped forward and placed his |ips opposite the
wire nesh. ' Two gentl enmen have cone from Anmerica to see you
and desire to know what you | ook |ike inside.'

Even before he had finished the sentence, the third red
light had flicked to green, and a noi sy uncl anpi ng sound
coul d be heard.

'Now, gentlenen, we cone to the part of the denonstration

of which ny conpany is particularly proud. The door, which
wei ghs over a ton, is neverthel ess capabl e of being opened by
a small child. Qur conpany has devel oped a system of
phosphor - bronze bearings that are a decade ahead of their
time. Please, M Riffat, why don't you try for yourself?

The shorter man stepped forward, gripped the handle of the
safe firmy, and pulled. Al three lights imrediately turned
red, and a noi sy cl anpi ng sound began agai n.

Peder sson chuckl ed. 'You see, M Riffat, unless Mdane

Bert ha knows you personally, she clans up and sends you back
to the red-light district." He |aughed at a joke his guests
suspected he had told many tines before. 'The hand that opens
the safe,' he continued, 'nust be the sane one that passed
the palmprint test. A good safety device, | think you'll
agree.' Both nmen nodded in admration as Pedersson quickly
fiddled with the three dials, placed his hand on the square
and then spoke to Madane Bertha. One by one the three lights
dutifully turned fromred to green

"She is now prepared to let nme, and ne al one, open her up.
So watch carefully. Although, as | said, the door weighs a
ton, it can be opened with the gentl est persuasion, thus.'
Peder sson pull ed back the ton of nassive steel with no

nore exertion than he would have used to open the front door
of his hone. He junped inside the safe and began wal ki ng



around, first with his arns outstretched to show that he
could not touch the sides-while standing in the centre, and
then with his hands above his head, showi ng he was unable to
reach the roof. 'Do please enter, gentlenen,' he cried from
I nsi de.

The two nmen stepped up gingerly to join him 'In this

case, three is not a crowd,' said Pedersson, |aughing again.
"And you will be happy to discover that it is inpossible for
nme to get nyself locked in.'" He gripped the handle on the

i nside of the safe and pulled the great door shut.

Two of the occupants did not find this part of the
experiment quite so appealing.

"You see, gentlenen,' continued Pedersson, who coul d not

hi de the satisfaction in his voice, 'Bertha cannot | ock
herself again unless it is nmy hand on the outside handle.’
Wth one small push, the door swung open and Pedersson

st epped out, closely followed by his two custoners.

"l once had to spend an evening inside her before the
system was perfected - a sort of one-night stand, you m ght
call it," said Pedersson. He |aughed even | ouder as he pushed
t he door back in place. The three lights imediately flashed
to red and the clanps noisily closed in place.

He turned to face them 'So, gentlenen, you have been

i ntroduced to Madane Bertha. Now, if you woul d be kind enough
to acconpany ne back to ny office, I wll present you with a
delivery note and, nore" inportant, Bertha's bible."’

As they returned across the yard, Pedersson explained to

his two visitors that the book of instructions had been
treated by the conpany as top secret. They had produced one
I n Swedi sh, which the conpany retained in its own safe, and
another in Arabic, which Pedersson said he would be happy to
hand over to them

"The bible itself is 108 pages in |length, but sinple

enough to understand if you are an engineer with a
first-class honours degree.' He | aughed again. 'W Swedi sh
are a thorough race.'

Nei ther of the nen felt able to disagree with him

"WIIl you require anyone to acconpany Madane Bertha on her
journey?' Pedersson asked, his eyes expressing hope.

'No, thank you,' cane back the imediate reply. 'l think

we can handl e the problem of transport.’

"Then | have only one nore question for you,' Pedersson
said, as he entered his office. 'Wien do you plan to take her
away?'



"We hoped to collect the safe this afternoon. W

understood fromthe fax you sent to the United Nations that
your conpany has a crane that can lift the safe, and a
trolley on which it can be noved from place to pl ace."

"You are right in thinking we have a suitable crane, and a
trolley that has been specially designed to carry Madane
Bertha on short journeys. | amalso confident | can have
everything ready for you by this afternoon. But that doesn't
cover the problemof transport.'

"W al ready have our own vehicle standing by in

St ockhol m*

"Excellent, then it is settled,' said M Pedersson. 'All |
need to do in your absence is to programme out ny hand and
voi ce so that she can accept whoever you select to take ny
pl ace.' Pedersson | ooked forlorn for a second tinme. 'I |ook
forward to seeing you again this afternoon, gentlenen.'
"I"l'l be com ng back on ny own,' said Riffat. 'M
Bernstromw || be returning to America.’

Peder sson nodded and watched the two nmen clinb into their
car before he wal ked slowy back to his office. The phone on
hi s desk was ringing.

He picked it up, said, 'Bertil Pedersson speaking,' and
listened to the caller's request. He placed the receiver on
his desk and ran to the wi ndow, but the car was al ready out
of sight. He returned to the phone. 'l amso sorry, M Al
(baydi ,"' said Pedersson, 'the two gentlenen who cane to see
the safe have just this nonment left, but M Riffat will be
returning this afternoon to take her away. Shall | let him
know you cal | ed?

Al Cbaydi put the phone down in Baghdad, and began to
consider the inplications of what had started out as a
routine call.

As Deputy Anmbassador to the UN, it was his responsibility
to keep the sanctions |ist up to date. He had hoped to pass
on the file within a week to his as-yet-unappointed
successor.

In the past two days, despite phones that didn't connect
and civil servants who were never at their desks -and even
when they were, were too terrified to answer the nost basic
guestions - he was alnpbst in a position to conplete the first
draft of his report.

The probl em areas had been: agricultural machinery, half

of which the UN Sanctions Commttee took for granted was
mlitary equi pnment under another name; hospital supplies,



I ncl udi ng pharmaceuticals, on which the UN accepted nost of
their requests; and food, which they were allowed to purchase
- although nost of the produce that came across the border
seened to di sappear on the black market |ong before it
reached the Baghdad housew fe.

A fourth Iist was headed 'm scel | aneous itens', and

I ncl uded anong these was a massive safe which, when Al OGbaydi
checked its neasurenents, turned out to be al nost the size of
the room he was presently working in. The safe, an internal
report confirnmed, had been ordered before the planned

| i beration of the Nineteenth Province, and was now sitting in
a warehouse in Kalmar, waiting to be collected. Al Cbaydi's
boss at the UN had confessed privately that he was surprised
that the Sanctions Conmttee had lifted the enbargo on the
safe, but this did not deter himfrom assuring the Foreign

M nister that they had only done so as a result of his

| i nst aki ng negotiating skills.

Al Onaydi sat at his |aden desk for sone tinme, considering
what his next nove should be. He wote a short |ist of

headi ngs on the notepad in front of him

1 Mo.l.

2 State Security

3 Deputy Foreign M nister

4 Kal mar

Al Obaydi glanced at the first heading, Mo.l. He had

remai ned in contact wwth a fell ow student from London

Uni versity days who had risen to Pernmanent Secretary status
at the Mnistry of Industry. Al Obaydi felt his old friend
woul d be able to supply the information he required w thout
suspecting his real notive.

He dialled the Permanent Secretary's private nunber, and

was delighted to find that soneone was at his desk.

"Nadhim it's Hamid Al Qobaydi.' 'Hamd, | heard you were
back from New York. The runour is that you' ve got what
remai ns of our enbassy in Paris. But one can never be sure
about runmours in this city.'

"For once, they're accurate,' A (Qobaydi told his friend.

' Congratul ati ons. So, what can | do for you, Your
Excel | ency?’

Al (baydi was anused that Nadhi mwas the first person to
address himby his newtitle, even if he was being sarcastic.
"UN sanctions.'

"And you claimyou're ny friend? 'No, it's just a routine
check. |I've got to tie up any | oose ends for ny successor.



Everything's in order as far as | can tell, except |I'm unable
to find out nuch about a gigantic safe that was made for us
in Sweden. | know we've paid for it, but I can't discover
what is happening about its delivery.'

"Not this departnent, Ham d. The responsibility was taken
out of our hands about a year ago after the file was

mar ked "Hi gh Conmand", which usually neans for the
President's personal use.'

"But someone nust be responsible for a novenent order from
Kal mar to Baghdad,' said Al Gbaydi.

"All I knowis that | was instructed to pass the file on

to our UN office in CGeneva, as we don't have an enbassy in
Gslo. I"'msurprised you didn't know that, Ham d. More your
departnent than mne, | would have thought.'

"Then I'll have to get in touch with Geneva and find out
what they're doing about it,' said Al Obaydi, not adding that
New York and CGeneva rarely informed each other of anything
they were up to. 'Thanks for your help, Nadhim'

"Any tinme. Good luck in Paris, Hamd. I'mtold the wonen

are fabul ous, and despite what you hear, they |ike Arabs.

Al (baydi put the phone down and stared at the list on his
pad. He took even |onger deciding if he should nmake the
second cal l.

The correct course of action with the information he now
possessed woul d be to contact Geneva, alert the Anbassador of
hi s suspicions and | et Saddam s hal f-brother once again take
the praise for sonething he hinself had done the work on. He
checked his watch. It

was mdday in Switzerland. He asked his secretary to get
Barazan Al -Tikriti on the phone, know ng she would | og

every call. He waited for several m nutes before a voice
came on the line.

"Can | speak to the Anbassador?' he asked politely.

"He's in a neeting, sir,' canme back the inevitable reply,
"Shall | disturb hinf

"No, no, don't bother. But would you | et himknow that

Ham d Al (baydi called from Baghdad, and ask himif he would
be kind enough to return ny call.'

"Yes, sir,' said the voice, and Al Cbaydi replaced the
phone. He had carried out the correct procedure.

He opened the sanctions file on his desk and scribbled on
the bottomof his report: 'The Mnistry of Industry have sent
the file concerning this itemdirect to Geneva. | phoned our
Anbassador there, but was unable to make contact with him



Therefore, | cannot nmake any progress fromthis end until he
returns ny call. Hamd A Obaydi.'

Al (baydi considered his next nove extrenely carefully. If
he decided to do anything, his actions nust once agai n appear
on the surface to be routine, and well within his accepted
brief. Any slight deviation fromthe normin a city that fed
on runour and paranoia, and it would be himwho would end up
dangling froma rope, not Saddam s hal f-brother.

Al (baydi | ooked down at the second heading on his

not epad. He buzzed his secretary and asked her to get General
Saba' awi Al - Hassan, Head of State Security, on the line. The
post was one that had been held by three different people in
the | ast seven nonths. The General was avail able i nmedi ately,
there being nore General s than Anbassadors in the Iraqi

regi me.

" Anbassador, good norning. |'ve been neaning to call you.

We ought to have a talk before you take up your new

appoi ntnent in Paris.'

"My thoughts exactly,' said Al Obaydi. 'l have no idea who
we still have representing us in Europe. It's been a | ong
time since | served in that part of the world.'

‘"W're a bit thin on the ground, to be honest. Mst of our
best peopl e have been expelled, including the so-called
students whom we' ve al ways been able to rely on in the past.
Still, not a subject to be discussed over the phone. When
woul d you like ne to cone and see you?' 'Are vou free between
four and five this afternoon?

There was a pause before the General said, 'lI could be

wi th you around four, but would have to be back in ny office
by five. Do you think that wll give us enough tinme?

‘"I feel sure you'll be able to brief nme fully in that

period, General.' A (baydi put the phone down on anot her
routine call.

He stared at the third nanme on the list, one he feared

m ght prove a little harder to bluff.

He spent the next few m nutes rehearsing his questions
before dialling an internal nunber. A Mss Saib answered the
phone.

'"Is there a particular subject you wish to raise with the
Deputy Foreign Mnister? she asked.

"No," replied Al Cbaydi, 'I'm phoning at his specific
request. I'mdue for alittle | eave at the end of the week,
and the Deputy Foreign Mnister nade it clear he wshed to
brief nme before | take up ny new post in Paris.'



"I''l'l conme back to you with a tinme as soon as |'ve had a
chance to discuss your request with the Mnister,'" Mss Saib
prom sed.

Al (baydi replaced the phone. Nothing to raise any

suspi cions there. He | ooked back at his pad and added a
guestion mark, two arrows and another word to his |ist.

Kal mmr <—? —» Geneva

Sone tinme in the next forty-eight hours, he was going to
have to decide which direction he should take.

The first question Kratz put to Scott on the journey from
Kal mar to Stockhol mwas the significance of the nunbers
0-4-0-7-9-3. Scott snapped out of a daydream where he was
rescui ng Hannah on a white charger, and

returned to the real world, which | ooked a [ ot |ess
prom si ng.

"The fourth of July,' he responded. 'Wat better day could
Saddam sel ect to humliate the Anmerican people, not to
menti on a new President.’

"So now at | east we know when our deadline is,' said

Krat z.

"Yes, but we've only been |left with el even days,' replied
Scott. 'One way or the other.'

"Still, we've got Madane Bertha,' said Kratz, trying to

| i ghten the nood.

"True,' said Scott. 'And where do you intend to take her

on her first date?

"All the way,' said Kratz. 'That is to say, Jordan, which

Is where |I'mexpecting you to join up with us again. In fact,
nmy full teamis already in Stockholmwaiting to pick her up
before they begin the journey to Baghdad. Al the paperwork
has been sorted out for us by Langley, so there should be no
hol d-ups on the way. Qur first problemw || be crossing the
Jordani an border, but as we have all the requisite docunents
demanded by the UN, a few extra dollars supplied to the right
custons official should ensure that his stanping hand | ands
firmy on the correct page of all our passports.’

"How nuch tine have you allocated for the journey to
Jordan?' Scott asked, remenbering his own tight schedul e.
"Si X or seven days, eight at the outside. |'ve got a

six-man team all wth considerable field experience. None of
themw || have to drive for nore than four hours at a tine
W t hout then getting sixteen hours' rest. That way there wll
be no need to stop at any point, other than to fill up with
petrol.' They passed a sign indicating ten kilonetres to



St ockhol m

"So |'ve got a week,' said Scott.

"Yes, and we nust hope that that's enough tine for Bill

O Reilly to conplete a perfect new copy of the Declaration,
said Kratz.

"It ought to be a ot easier for hima second tine,' said
Scott. 'Especially as every one of his requests was dealt
W th within hours of his asking. They even flew over nine
shades of black ink from London on Concorde the next
nor ni ng. '

"I wish we could put Madane Bertha on Concorde.'

Scott |aughed. 'Tell ne nore about your back-up team

"The best |'ve ever had,' said Kratz. "All of them have
had front-line experience in several official and unoffici al
wars. Five Israelis and one Kurd.'

Scott raised an eyebrow.

' Few people realise,' continued Kratz, 'that Mssad has an
Arab section, not large in nunbers, but once we've trained
them only the Gurkhas nmake better killers. The test will be
I f you can spot which one he is.'

'How many are coning over the border with us?

"Only two. W can't afford to make it | ook |ike an arny.

One engineer and a driver. At least, that's how they' ||l be
descri bed on the manifest, but they only have one job
description as far as I'mconcerned, and that's to get you

I nt o Baghdad and back out with the Declaration in the
shortest possible tine.'

Scott | ooked straight ahead of him ' And Hannah?' he and

sinmply.

"That woul d be a bonus if we got lucky, but it's not part

of ny brief. | consider the chances of your even seeing her
are renote,' he said as they passed a 'Wl cone to Stockhol m
si gn.

Scott began thunping Bertha' s bible up and down on his
knees. 'Careful with that,' said Kratz. "It still needs to
be transl ated, otherw se you won't know how to go about

a proper introduction to the lady. After all, it will only
be your pal mand your voice she'll be opening her heart to.'

Scott gl anced down at the 108-page book and wondered how | ong
It would take himto nmaster its secrets, even after it had
been translated into English.

Kratz suddenly swung right w thout warning and drove down

a deserted street that ran parallel to a disused railway
line. AIl Scott could see ahead of himwas a tunnel that



| ooked as if it |ed nowhere.

When he was a hundred yards fromthe entrance, Kratz

checked in his rear-view mrror to see if anyone was
following them Satisfied they were alone, he flashed his
headl i ghts three tinmes. A second |ater, fromwhat appeared to
be the other end of a black hole, he received the sane
response. He slowed down and drove into the tunnel w thout
his lights on. Al Scott could now see was a torch indicating
where they should pull up.

Kratz followed the light and cane to a halt in front of

what appeared to be an old arny truck. It was stationed just

i nside the far end of the tunnel.

He junped out of the car and Scott quickly foll owed,

trying to accustomhinself to the half-light. Then he saw
three nmen standing on each side of the vehicle. The man
nearest themcane to attention and sal uted. 'Good norning,

Col onel ," he said.

"Put your nmen at ease, Feldman, and cone and neet

Prof essor Bradley,' said Kratz. Scott al nost |aughed at the
use of his academc title anong these nen, but there were no
smles on the faces of the six soldiers who canme forward to
meet him

After Scott had shaken hands with each of them he took a

wal k round the truck. "Do you really believe this old heap is
capabl e of carrying Madane Bertha to Baghdad?' he asked Kratz
I n disbelief. 'Sergeant Cohen.'

"Sir,' said a voice in the dark.

"You're the trained mechanic. Wiy don't you bri ef

Pr of essor Bradl ey?

"Yes, sir." Another figure appeared out of the gl oom

Scott couldn't see his features clearly, as he was covered in
grease, but fromhis accent he would have guessed he had
spent nost of his life in London. 'The Heavy Expanded Mobile
Tactical Truck, or HEMIT, was built in Wsconsin. She has
five gears, four forward, one reverse. She can be used on al
terrains in nost weather conditions in virtually any country.
She wei ghs twenty tons and can carry up to ten tons, but with
t hat wei ght on board you cannot risk driving over thirty
mles per hour. Any higher than that and she woul d be

| npossi ble to stop, even though if pushed she can top 120
mles per hour.'

' Thank you, Cohen. A useful piece of kit, | think you'l
agree,' said Kratz, |ooking back at Scott. 'W've wanted one
of these for years, and then suddenly you arrive on the scene



and Uncle Sam offers us the prototype nodel overnight. But
then, at a cost of nearly a mllion dollars of taxpayers'
noney, you'd expect the Americans to be choosy about who they
| oan one out to.'

"Whul d you care to join us for lunch, Professor? asked

t he man who had been introduced as Fel dman.

"Don't tell me the HEMIT cooks as well,' said Scott.

"No, sir, we have to rely on the Kurd for that. Aziz's
speciality is hanburger and French fries. If you' ve never had
t he experience before, it can be quite tasty.'

The eight of them sat cross-1egged on the ground, using

the reverse side of a backgammon board as a table.

Scott couldn't renenber enjoying a burnt hanburger

nore. He was al so glad of the chance to chat to the nmen he
woul d be working with on the operation. Kratz began to talk
t hrough the different contingency plans they

woul d have to consider once they had reached the

Jordan-Ilraq border. It didn't take nore than a few m nutes
for Scott to realise how professional these nmen were, or to
see their desire to be part of the final team He grew
confident that the operation was in good hands, and that
Kratz's team had not been chosen at random

After a third hanmburger he was sorry when the Mssad

Col onel rem nded himhe had a flight to catch. He rose and

t hanked the cook for a nenorabl e neal.

"See you in Jordan, sir,' said Sergeant Cohen.

'See you in Jordan,' said Scott.

As Scott was being driven to the airport, he asked Kratz,
'How are you going to select the final two?

"They' || decide for thenselves. Nothing to do with nme, ['m
only their commandi ng officer.’

‘What do you nean?'

"They're going to play round-robin backgammon on t he way

to Jordan. The two winners get a day trip to Baghdad, all
expenses paid.'

"And the | osers?

"Get a postcard saying "Wsh you were here".'

HANNAH GATHERED UP all the files that the Deputy Foreign

M nister would require for his neeting with the Revol utionary
Conmand Counci | .

By working hours that no one el se knew exi sted, and

conpl eting tasks the Mnister had never thought woul d get
done, Hannah had qui ckly made hersel f indi spensabl e. \Wenever
the Mnister needed sonething, it was there on his desk: she



could anticipate his every need, and never sought praise for
doing so. But, despite all this, she rarely left the office
during the day or the house at right, and certainly seened to
be no nearer to conming into contact with Saddam The
Anbassador's wife tried valiantly to help on the social side,
and on one occasion she even invited a young soldier round to
di nner. He was good | ooki ng, Hannah thought, and seened to be
pl eas- ant enough, although he hardly opened his nouth al
evening and |l eft suddenly w thout a word. Perhaps she was
unable to hide the fact that she no | onger had any interest

I n men.

Hannah had sat in on several neetings w th indi-vidual

M ni sters, even nenbers of the Command Council, including
Saddam s hal f-brother, the Iraqi Anbassador to the UN in
CGeneva, but she felt no nearer to Saddam hi nsel f than she had
been when she lived in a cul-de-sac in Chalk Farm She was
becom ng

despondent, and began to fear that her frustration m ght
becone obvious for all to see. As an antidote she channell ed
her energies into generating reports on interdepartnental
spendi ng, and set up a filing systemthat woul d have been the
envy of the mandarins in Wiitehall. But one of the many

t hi ngs Mossad had taught her during her arduous days of
training was always to be patient, and ready, because in tine
an openi ng woul d appear.

It was early on a Thursday norning, when nost of the
Mnister's staff had begun their weekends, that the first
openi ng presented itself. Hannah was typing up her notes from
a neeting the Deputy Mnister had had the previous day with

t he new y-appoi nted Head of Interest Section in Paris, a M

Al Obaydi, when the call cane through. Mihanmad Saeed

Al - Zahi af, the Foreign Mnister, wished to speak to his
deputy.

A few nmonments later, the Deputy Mnister cane rushing out

of his office, barking at Hannah to follow him Hannah
grabbed a notepad and chased after the Mnister down the | ong
passageway.

Al t hough the Foreign Mnister's office was only at the

ot her end of the corridor, Hannah had never been inside it

bef ore. Wen she followed her Mnister into the room she was
surprised to find how nodern and dull it was, with only the
panoram c view over the Tigris as conpensati on.

The Foreign Mnister did not bother to rise, but hastily

noti oned his subordinate into a chair on the opposite side of



t he desk, explaining that the President had requested a ful
report on the subject they had discussed at the Revol utionary
Council the previous evening. He went on to explain that his
own secretary had gone hone for the weekend, so Mss Saib
shoul d take down a record of their neeting.

Hannah coul d not believe the discussion that foll owed. Had
she not been aware that she was |listening to two Mnisters
who were | oyal nenbers of the Revol utionary Comrand Council,
she woul d have di sm ssed their conversation as an outrageous
pi ece of propaganda. The President's hal f-brother had
apparently succeeded in stealing the Declaration of

| ndependence fromthe National Archives in Washington, and

t he docunent was now nailed to a wall of the roomin which

t he Council net.

The di scussi on concentrated on how the news of this

triunph should be rel eased to an astoni shed world, and the
date that had been selected to guarantee the greatest nedia
coverage. Details were al so discussed as to which square in
the capital the President should deliver his speech from
before he publicly burned the docunent, and whet her Peter
Arnett or Bernard Shaw of CNN shoul d be granted speci al
access to filmthe President standing next to the parchnent
the night before the burning cerenony took place.

After two hours the neeting broke up and Hannah returned
with the Deputy Mnister to his office. Wthout so nuch as a
glance in her direction, he ordered her to make a fair copy
of the decisions that had been taken that norning.

It took Hannah the rest of the norning to produce a first
draft, which the Mnister read through i nmedi ately. After
maki ng a few changes and enendations, he told her to produce
a final copy to be delivered to the Foreign Mnister with a
recommendation that it should, if it nmet wwth his approval,
be sent on to the President.

As she wal ked honme through the streets of Baghdad t hat

eveni ng, Hannah felt hel pl ess. She wondered what she could
possibly do to warn the Anmericans. Surely they were planning
sonme counter-neasures in order to

try to recapture the Declaration, or would at | east be
preparing some formof retaliation once they knew t he day

t hat had been sel ected for the public burning.

Did they even know where it was at that nonent? Had Kratz
been i nforned? Had Mossad been called in to advise the
Anericans on the operation they had thensel ves been pl anni ng
for the past year? Were they now trying to get in touch with



her? What woul d Si non have expected her to do?

She stopped at a cigarette kiosk and purchased three

post cards of Saddam Hussei n addressi ng the Revol utionary
Conmand Counci | .

Later, in the safety of her bedroom she wote the sane
nmessage to Ethel Rubin, David Kratz and the Professor of
Arabi c Studies at London University. She hoped one of them
woul d work out the significance of the date in the top

ri ght-hand corner and the little biro'd square full of stars
she had drawn on the wall by the side of Saddam s head.
"What tinme is the flight for Stockhol mexpected to

depart?' he asked.

"It shouldn't be long now,' said the girl behind the SAS

desk at Charles de Gaulle. '"I"'mafraid it's only just |anded
on its inward journey, so it's difficult for ne to be nore
precise.’

Anot her opportunity to turn back, thought A Obaydi. But
following his neeting with the Head of State Security and,
the next norning, with the Deputy Foreign Mnister, he felt
confident that they had both considered what he had told them
no nore than routine. Al (Obaydi had dropped into the
conversation the fact that he was due for some | eave before
taking up his new appointnent in Paris.

After Al Qohaydi had collected his |uggage fromthe

carousel, he deposited all the |large cases in storage,

retai ning only one bulky briefcase. He then took a seat in
the corner of the departure |ounge and thought about his
actions during the past few days.

The Head of State Security hadn't had a ot to offer. The
truth - not that he was going to admt it - was that he had
enough problens at hone w thout worryi ng about what was goi ng
on abroad. He had supplied Al Cbaydi with an out-of-date

i nstruction book on what precautions any Iraqi citizen should
take when in Europe, including not to shop at Marks and
Spencers or to mx socially with foreigners, and an
out-of-date collection of photographs of known Mdssad and Cl A
agents active on the Continent. After |ooking through the
phot ogr aphs, Al (Cbaydi woul dn't have been surprised to find
that nost of themhad |long retired, and that some had even

di ed peacefully in their beds.

The follow ng day, the Deputy Foreign Mnister had been
courteous wi thout being friendly. He had given himsone
useful tips about how to conduct hinself in Paris, including
whi ch enbassi es woul d be happy to deal with himdespite their



official position, and which would not. Wen it cane to the
Jordani an Enbassy itself and the Iraqgi annexe, he gave A
Obaydi a quick briefing on the resident staff. He had | eft

M ss Ahned there to guarantee sonme sort of continuity. He
descri bed her as willing and conscientious, the cook as awf ul
but friendly, and the driver as stupid but brave. His only
guarded warning was to be wary of Abdul Kanuk, the Chief

Adm nistrator, a wonderful title which did not describe his
true position, his only qualification being that he was a

di stant cousin of the President. The Deputy Foreign Mnister
was careful not to voice a personal opinion, but his eyes
told Al (baydi everything he needed to know. As he left, the
Mnister's secretary, Mss Saib, had presented himwth
another file. This one turned out to be full of useful

i nformati on about how to get by in Paris wthout nmany
friends. Places where he woul d be made wel cone and ot hers he
shoul d avoi d.

Per haps M ss Sai b should have |isted Sweden as sonmewhere

to avoid.

Al Cbaydi felt little apprehension about the trip, as he

had no intention of remaining in Sweden for nore than a few
hours. He had already contacted the chief engi neer of
Svenhalte AC, who assured him he had made no nention of his
earlier call to M R ffat when he returned that afternoon. He
was also able to confirmthat Madanme Bertha, as he kept
calling the safe, was definitely on her way to Baghdad.
"Whul d passengers travelling to Stockholm . ." A Obaydi
made his way through the departure |ounge to the exit gate
and, after his boarding card had been checked, was shown to a
w ndow seat in econony. This section of the journey would not
be presented as a cl ai m agai nst expenses.

On the flight across northern Europe, Al Oobaydi's m nd
drifted fromhis work in Baghdad back to the weekend, which
he had spent with his nother and sister. It was they who had
hel ped hi m make the final decision. H's nother had no
interest in leaving their confortable little home on the
outskirts of Baghdad, and even less in noving to Paris. So
now Al Obhaydi accepted that he could never hope to escape:
his only future rested in trying to secure a position of
power within the Foreign Mnistry. He was in no doubt that he
could now performa service for the President that woul d nmake
hi m i ndi spensable in Saddam s eyes; it m ght even present him
wi th the chance of becom ng the next Foreign Mnister. After
all, the Deputy was due for retirenment in a couple



of years, and sudden pronotion never surprised anyone in
Baghdad.

When the plane | anded at Stockholm Al (Obaydi disenbarked,
usi ng the diplomatic channel to escape quickly.

The journey to Kal mar by taxi took just over three hours,
and the new y-appoi nted Anbassador spent nost of the tine
gazing ainmessly out of the grubby w ndow, pondering the
unfam liar sight of green hills and grey sides. Wen the taxi
finally came to a halt outside the works entrance of
Svenhalte AC, Al (Cbaydi was greeted by the sight of a man in
a long brown coat who | ooked as if he had been standing there
for sonme tine.

Al Cbaydi noticed that the man had a worried expression on
his face. But it turned to a smle the nonent the Anbassador
st epped out of the car.

' How agreeable to neet you, M Al Obaydi,' said the chief
engi neer in English, the tongue he felt they would both feel
nost confortable in. 'My nane is Pedersson. Wn't you pl ease
cone to ny office?

After Pedersson had ordered coffee - how nice to taste
cappucci no agai n, Al Qobaydi thought - his first question
proved just how anxi ous he was.

"I hope we did not do wong?

"No, no,' said Al OQohaydi, who had hinself been put at ease
by the chief engineer's gushing words and obvi ous anxiety. 'I
assure you this is only a routine check.'

M Riffat was in possession of all the correct docunents,
both fromthe UN and from your governnent.'

Al (baydi was becom ng painfully aware that he was dealing
with a group of highly-trained professionals.

"You say they left here on Wednesday afternoon?" Al Obaydi
asked, trying to sound casual .

"Yes, that is correct.'

"How |l ong do you imagine it will take themto reach
Baghdad?'

"At | east a week, perhaps ten days in that old truck, if
they make it at all.’

Al Qobaydi | ooked puzzled. 'An old truck?

"Yes, they cane to pick up Madane Bertha in an old arny

truck. Though, | nust confess, the engine had a good sound to
it. | took sone pictures for ny album Wuld you |like to see
t hen?’

"Pictures of the truck? said Al Obaydi.
"Yes, fromny wndow, wwth M Riffat standing by the safe.



They didn't notice.'

Peder sson opened the drawer of his desk and took out

several pictures. He pushed them across his desk with the
same pride that another man m ght have di spl ayed when show ng
a stranger snapshots of his famly.

Al Obaydi studied the photographs carefully. Several of

t hem showed Madane Bertha being | owered onto the truck
"There is a problenf’ asked Pedersson.

"No, no,' said Al Qohaydi, and added, 'Wuld it be possible
to have copi es of these phot ographs?

'Ch yes, please keep them | have many,' said the chief

engi neer, pointing to the open drawer.

Al Qobaydi picked up his briefcase, opened it and pl aced

the pictures in a flap at the front before renoving sone

phot ographs of his own.

"Wiile |I'mhere, perhaps you could help ne with one nore
smal |l matter.'

" Anyt hing,"' said Pedersson.

"I have sonme photographs of fornmer enployees of the state,
and it would be helpful if you were able to renenber if any
of them were anong those who cane to coll ect Madane Bertha.'
Once agai n, Pedersson | ooked unsure, but he took the
phot ogr aphs and studi ed each one at |ength. He repeated, ' No,
no, no,' several tines, until he cane to

one which he took | onger over. Al Oohaydi |eaned forward.
"Yes,' said Pedersson eventually. 'Although it nust have
been taken sone years ago. This is M Riffat. He has not put
on any wei ght, but he has aged and his hair has turned grey.
A very thorough man,' Pedersson added.

"Yes,' said Al Qhaydi, 'M Riffat is a very thorough man,"

he repeated as he glanced at the details in Arabic printed on
t he back of the photograph. "It will be a great relief for ny
governnent to know that M Riffat is in charge of this
particul ar operation.’

Pedersson smiled for the first tine as Al (Cbaydi downed

the last drop of his coffee. 'You have been nost hel pful,"’

t he Anbassador said. He rose before adding, 'I feel sure ny
governnment wll be in need of your services again in the
future, but | would be obliged if you made no nmention of this
neeting to anyone.'

*Just as you wi sh,' said Pedersson as they wal ked back

down to the yard. The smle renmained on his face as he

wat ched the taxi drive out of the factory gate, carrying off
hi s di stingui shed custoner.



But Pedersson's thoughts did not match his expression.

"All is not well," he nuttered to hinself. 'l do not believe
that gentleman feels Madane Bertha is in safe hands, and | am
certain he is no friend of M R ffat."'

It surprised Scott to find that he |iked Dollar Bill the
noment he nmet him It didn't surprise himthat once he had
seen an exanple of his work, he also respected him

Scott |l anded in San Franci sco seventeen hours after he had
taken off from Stockholm The CIA had a car waiting for him
at the airport. He was driven quickly up into Marin County
and deposited outside the safe house within the hour.

After snatching sone sleep, Scott rose for |unch, hoping

to neet Dollar Bill straight away, but to his disappoi nt nent
the forger was nowhere to be seen.

"M O Reilly takes breakfast at seven and doesn't appear
agai n before dinner, sir,' explained the butler.

" And what does he do for sustenance in between?' asked

Scot t.

"At twelve, | take hima bar of chocolate and half a pint

of water, and at six, half a pint of Quinness.'

After lunch, Scott read an update on what had been goi ng

on at the State Departnent during his absence, and then spent
the rest of the afternoon in the basenent gym He staggered
out of the session around five, nursing several aches and
pai ns from excessive exercise and one or two bruises
adm ni stered by the judo instructor.

"Not bad for thirty-six,' he was told condescendi ngly by
the instructor, who |ooked as if he m ght have been only a
shade younger hinself.

Scott sat in a warmbath trying to ease the pain as he
turned the pages of Madane Bertha's bible. The docunent had
al ready been translated by six Arabic scholars from six
universities within fifty mles of where he was soaki ng. They
had been given two non-consecutive chapters each. Dexter

Hut chi ns had not been idle since

his return.

When Scott cane down for dinner, still feeling alittle
stiff, he found Dollar Bill standing wwth his back to the
fire in the drawi ng room sipping a glass of water.

"What would you like to drink, Professor? asked the

butl er.

"A very weak shandy,' Scott replied before introducing
himself to Dollar Bill.

"Are you here, Professor, out of choice, or were you



sinplv arrested for drunk driving? was Dollar Bill's first
question. He had obviously decided to give Scott just as
hard a tinme as the judo instructor.

"*Choice, | fear,' replied Scott with a smile

"Fromsuch a reply,' said Dollar Bill, 'l can only deduce
you teach a dead subject or one that is no use to living
nortal s.'

"I teach Constitutional Law,' Scott replied, 'but I
specialise in Logic'

' Then you manage to achi eve both at once,’ said Dollar

Bill as Dexter Hutchins entered the room
‘I'd like a gin and tonic, Charles,' said Dexter as he
shook Scott's hand warmy. '"I'msorry | didn't catch up with

you earlier, but those guys in Foggy Bottom haven't been off
t he phone all afternoon.’

"There are nmany reasons to be wary of your fell ow
creatures,' Dollar Bill observed, 'and by asking for a gin
and tonic, M Hutchins has just denonstrated two of them
Charles returned a nonent |ater carrying a shandy

and a gin and tonic on a silver tray, which he offered to
Scott and the Deputy Director.

“In nmy university days, logic didn't exist,' said Dollar

Bill after Dexter Hutchins had suggested they go through to
dinner. "Trinity College, Dublin would have no truck wth
the subject. | can't think of a single occa-sion in Irish

hi story when any of nmy countrynmen have ever relied on | ogic'
'So what did you study?' asked Scott.

"Alot of Fleming, alittle of Joyce, with a fewrare
nonments devoted to Plato and Aristotle, but |I fear not enough
to engage the attention of any nenber of the board of

exam ners.'

"And how is the Declaration com ng on?" asked Dexter, as

if he hadn't been follow ng the conversati on.

A stickler for the work ethic is our M Hutchins,
Professor,' said Dollar Bill as a bowl of soup was placed

in front of him 'Mnd you, he is a man who would rely on

|l ogic to see himthrough. However, as there is no such thing
inlife as a free neal, | wll attenpt to answer ny jailer's
guestion. Today, | conpleted the text as originally witten
by Ti nothy Matl ock, Assistant to the Secretary of Congress.
It took himseventeen hours you know. | fear it has taken ne
rat her | onger/

"And how long do you think it will take you to finish the
names?' pressed Dexter



"You are worse than Pope Julius |Il, forever demandi ng of

M chel angel o how long it would take himto finish the ceiling
of the Sistine Chapel,' said Dollar Bill as the butler
renmoved the soup bow s.

' The nanes,' demanded Dexter. 'The nanes.’

"Ch, inpatient and unsubtle man.'

' Shaw,' said Scott.

‘I growto |like you nore by the mnute,' said Dollar Bill.

' The nanes,' repeated Dexter as Charles placed an Irish

stew on the table. Dollar Bill inmrediately hel ped hinself.
"Now | see why you are the Deputy Director,' said Dollar
Bill. '"Do you not realise, man, that there are fifty-six

names on the original docunent, each one of thema work of
art initself? Let nme denonstrate to you, if | may. Paper,

pl ease, Charles. | require paper.'
The butler took a pad that |ay next to the tel ephone and
placed it by OReilly's side. Dollar Bill renoved a pen from

hi s inside pocket and began to scribble.

He showed his two di nner conpani ons what he had witten:

"M OReilly may have the unrestricted use of the conpany
hel i copt er whenever he w shes.'

‘What does that prove?' asked Dexter.

‘Patience, M Hutchins, patience,' said Dollar Bill, as

he retrieved the piece of paper and signed it first with

the signature of Dexter Hutchins, and then, changing his pen,
wote 'Scott Bradley'.

Once again he allowed themto study his efforts.

"But how. . .?' said Scott.

"In your case, Professor, it was easy. Al | needed was

the visitors' book.'

"But | didn't sign the visitors' book,' said Dexter.

"I confess it would be a strange thing for you to do when
you are the Deputy Director,' said Dollar Bill, '"but, in your
case nothing would surprise nme. However, M Hutchins, you do
have the infuriating habit of signing and dating the inside
cover of any book you have purchased recently. | suspect in
the case of first editions it will be the nearest you get to
posterity.' He paused. 'But enough of this idle banter. You
can both see for yourself the task | face.' Wthout warning,
Dollar Bill folded his napkin, rose fromthe table | eaving
his hal f-finished stew, and wal ked out of the room His
conpani ons junped up and quickly foll owed himacross to the
west wi ng w thout another word being spoken. After they had
clinmbed a small flight of stone steps they entered Dol | ar



Bill's makeshift study.

On an architect's drafting board below a bright |ight

rested the parchnent. Both nen wal ked across the room stood
over the board and studied the conpleted script. It had been
i nscri bed above a | arge enpty space covered in tiny penci
crosses that awaited the fifty-six signatures.

Scott stared in admration at the work.

"But why didn't you .

' Take up a proper occupation? asked Dollar Bill,
anticipating the question. 'And have ended up as a

school master in Wexford, or perhaps have clinbed to the dizzy
hei ghts of being a councillor in Dublin? No, sir, |

woul d prefer the odd stint in jail rather than be

considered by ny fell ow nen as nediocre.'

' How many days before you have to | eave us, young man?
Dext er Hut chins asked Scott.

"Kratz phoned this afternoon,' Scott replied, turning to
face the Deputy Director. 'He says they caught the

Trel | eborg-Sassnitz ferry last night. They're now headi ng
south, hoping to cross the Bosphorus by Mnday norning.'

"Whi ch nmeans they should be at the border with Iraq by

next Wednesday.'

"The perfect time of year to be sailing the Bosphorus,"

said Dollar Bill. "Especially if you hope to neet a rather
remar kabl e girl when you reach the other side,' he added,

| ooking up at Scott. 'So, |'d better have the Decl aration
finished by Monday, hadn't |, Professor?

"At the latest,' said Hutchins as Scott stared down at the
little Irishman.

when AL obaydi ARRIVED back in Paris he collected his bags
fromthe twenty-four-hour storage depot, then joined the
queue for a taxi.

He gave the driver an address, wi thout saying it was the

| ragi annexe to the Jordani an Enbassy - one of the tips in
Mss Saib's 'do's and don'ts' in Paris. He hadn't warned the
staff at the enbassy that he would be arriving that day. He
wasn't officially due to take up his appoi ntnent for another
fortnight, and he woul d have gone straight on to Jordan that
evening if there had been a connecting flight. Once he had
realised who M Riffat was, he knew he woul d have to get back
to Baghdad as quickly as possible. By reporting direct to the
Foreign M nister, he would have gone through the correct
channels. This would protect his position, while at the sane
time guaranteeing that the President knew exactly who was



responsible for alerting himto a possible attenpt on his
life, and which Anbassador, however closely related, had |eft
several stones unturned.

The taxi dropped Al Obaydi outside the annexe to the

enbassy in Neuilly. He pulled his cases out of the back

wi t hout any help fromthe driver, who renmai ned seated
obstinately behind the wheel of his car.

The enbassy front door opened just an inch, and was then
flung wide, and a man of about forty canme running

down the steps towards him followed by two girls and a
younger man.

' Excel | ency, Excellency,' the first man exclainmed. '|I am
sorry, you nust forgive ne, we had no idea you were com ng.'
The younger man grabbed the two |arge cases and the girls
took the remaining three between them

Al (baydi was not surprised to learn that the first man

down the steps was Abdul Kanuk.

"W were told you would be arriving in two weeks' tine,
Excel |l ency. We thought you were still in Baghdad. | hope you
will not feel we have been di scourteous.'

Al (baydi made no attenpt to interrupt the non-stop flow

of sycophancy that canme pouring out, feeling the man nust
eventual ly run out of steam In any case, Kanuk was not a man
to get on the wong side of on his first day.

"Woul d Your Excellency like a quick tour of our quarters
whi |l e the mai d unpacks your bags?

As there were questions Al Obaydi felt only this man coul d
answer, he took advantage of the offer. Not only did he get
the guided tour fromthe Chief Adm nistrator, but he was al so
subjected to a stream of uninterrupted gossip. He stopped
listening after only a few mnutes; he had far nore inportant
things on his mnd. He soon |longed to be showmn to his own
roomand left alone to be given a chance to think. The first
flight to Jordan was not until the next norning, and he
needed to prepare in his mnd how he woul d present his
findings to the Foreign M nister.

It was while he was bei ng shown round what would shortly

be his office |ooking out over a Paris that was turning from
the half-light of dusk to the artificial light of night, that
the Admi nistrator said sonething Al Cbaydi didn't quite
catch. He felt he shoul d have been paying closer attention.
"I"'msorry to say that your secretary is on holiday,
Excel l ency. Like the rest of us, Mss Ahnmed wasn't expecting
you for another fortnight. |I know she had planned to be back



In Paris a week ahead of you, so that she would have
everything ready by the tinme you arrived.'

"It's not a problem' said Al Cbaydi.

"CF course, you'll know M ss Saib, the Deputy Foreign

M nister's secretary?

"I came across Mss Saib when | was in Baghdad,' replied

Al Obaydi .

The Chief Adm nistrator nodded, and seened to hesitate for

a nonent .

"I think I'lIl have a rest before dinner,"' the Anrbassador
sai d, taking advantage of the tenporary halt in an otherw se
unendi ng fl ow.

"I''l'l have sonething sent up to your room Excell ency.

Wul d ei ght suit you?

" Thank you,' said Al Obaydi, in an attenpt to put an end

to the conversation

"*Shall | place your passport and tickets in the safe, as |

al ways did for the previ ous Anbassador ?'

"A good idea,' said Al Obaydi, delighted to have at | ast
found a way of getting rid of the Chief Adm nistrator.

Scott put the phone down and turned to face Dexter

Hut chi ns, who was | eaning back in the |arge |eather chair at
hi s desk, his hands cl asped behind his head and a questi oni ng
| ook on his face.

"So where are they?" asked Dexter.

"Kratz wouldn't give ne the exact |ocation, for obvious
reasons, but at his current rate of progress he feels
confident they'll reach the Jordanian border within the next
t hree days.'

"Then let's pray that the Iragi Mnistry of Industry is as

I nefficient as our experts keep telling us it is. If so, the
advant age should be with us for at |east a few nore days.
After all, we did nove the nonent sanctions were |ifted, and
until you showed up in Kal mar, Pedersson hadn't heard a peep
out of anyone for the past two years.'

‘I agree. But | worry that Pedersson m ght be the one weak
link in Kratz's chain.'

"If you're going to take these sorts of risks, no plan can
ever be absolutely watertight,' said Dexter.

Scott nodded.

"And if Kratz is less than three days fromthe border,

you'll have to catch a flight for Anman on Monday ni ght,
assumng M OReilly has finished his signatures by then.'

‘I don't think that's a problemany |onger,' said Scott.



"Why? He still had a | ot of nanes to copy when | | ast

| ooked at the parchnent.’

"It can't be that many,' said Scott, 'because M

Mendel ssohn flew in from Washington this norning in order to
pass his judgenent, and that seens to be the only opinion
Bill is interested in.'

"Then let's go and see for ourselves,' said Dexter as he
swung hinself up out of his chair.

As they left the office and made their way down the
corridor, Dexter asked, 'And how s Bertha's bible com ng
along? | turned a few pages of the introduction this norning
and couldn't begin to get a grasp of why the bulbs turn from
red to green.'

"Only one man knows Madane Bertha nore intimately than

do, and at this nonment he's pining away in Scandinavia,' said
Scott as they clinbed the stone steps to Dollar Bill's
private room

"l also hear that Charles has designed a special pair of
trousers for you,' Dexter said.

"And they're a perfect fit,' replied Scott wwth a smle.

As they reached the top of the steps, Dexter was about to
barge in when Scott put an armon his shoul der.

' Per haps we shoul d knock? He might be .. .'

"Next you'll be wanting nme to call him"sir"."'

Scott grinned as Dexter knocked quietly, and when there

was no reply, eased the door open. He crept in to see

Mendel ssohn st oopi ng over the parchnent, magnifying glass in
hand.

‘Benjam n Franklin, John Morton and George O yner,'

nmuttered the Conservator.

‘I had a lot of trouble with yner,' said Dollar Bill,

who was | ooki ng out of the w ndow over the bay. 'It was the
dam man's squi ggles, which | had to conplete in one flow
You'l |l find a couple of hundred of themin the waste-paper
basket .

‘May we approach the bench?' asked Dexter. Dollar Bil

turned and waved themin.

' Good afternoon, M Mendel ssohn. |'m Dexter Hutchins,

Deputy Director of the ClA"

' Coul d you possibly be anything el se?" asked Dollar Bill.
Dexter ignored the comrent and asked Mendel ssohn, 'Wat's
your judgenent, sir?

Dol lar Bill continued to stare out of the w ndow.

"It's every bit as good as the copy we currently have on



di splay at the National Archives.'

"You are nost generous, sir,' said Dollar Bill, who turned
round to face them

"But | don't understand why you have spelt the word
"British" correctly® and not with two ts as it was on the

original,' said Mendel ssohn, returning his attention to the
docunent .

"There are two reasons for that,' said Dollar Bill as six
suspi ci ous eyes stared back at him 'First, if the exchange
Is carried out successfully, Saddamw ||l not be able to
claimhe still has his hands on the original."’

"Clever,' said Scott.
" And second?' asked Dexter, who renmai ned suspicious of the
little Irishman's notives.

"It will stop the Professor from bringing back this copy
and trying to pass it off as the original.’

Scott | aughed. 'You always think like a crimnal,' he
sai d.

"And you' d better be thinking |ike one yourself over the
next few days, if you're going to get the better of Saddam

Hussein,' said Dollar Bill as Charles entered the room
carrying a pint of Quinness on a silver tray.
Dollar Bill thanked Charles, renpved his reward fromthe

tray and wal ked to the far side of the roombefore taking the
first sip.

"May | ask. . .?' began Scott.

"I once spilt the blessed nectar all over a hundred-dollar
etching that | had spent sone three nonths preparing.’

'So what did you do then?'" asked Scott.

'l fear that | settled for second best, which caused ne to
end up in the slamer for another five years.' Even Dexter
joined in the laughter. 'However, on this occasion | raise ny
glass to Matthew Thornton, the final signatory on the
docunent. | wi sh himgood health wherever he is, despite the
damm man's ts.'

*So, am| able to take the nmasterpi ece anay now?' asked

Scot t.

"Not yet, young man,' said Dollar Bill. "I fear you nust

suf fer anot her eveni ng of ny conpany,' he added before
placing his drink on the wi ndow | edge and returning to the
docunent. ' You see, the one problem | have been fighting is
time. In M Mendel ssohn's judgenent, the parchnment has an
1830s feel about it. AmIl right, sir?

The Conservator nodded, and raised his arns as if



apol ogising for daring to nmention such a slight blem sh.

'So what can be done about that?' asked Dexter Hutchins.
Dollar Bill flicked on a switch and the Xenon | anps above

hi s desk shone down on the parchnment and filled the roomwth
light, making it appear like a filmset.

"By nine o'clock tonorrow norning the parchnment will be
nearer 1776. Even if, because you have failed to give ne
enough tinme, | mss perfection by a few years, | remain
confident that there'll be no one in Iraq who'll be able to

tell the difference, unless they are in possession of a
Carbon 14 dating machi ne, and know how to use it."'

' Then we can only hope that the original hasn't already
been destroyed,' said Dexter Hutchins.

'"Not a chance,' said Scott.

'How can you be so confident?' asked Dexter.

' The day Saddam destroys that parchnment, he will want the
whole world to witness it. O that I'msure.’

"Then, I'mthinking a toast mght be in order,' said the
Irishman. ' That is, wth ny gracious host's perm ssion.'
"Atoast, Bill? said the Deputy D rector, sounding
surprised. 'Wio do you have in m nd?" he asked suspiciously.
'To Hannah,' said the little Irishman, 'wherever she may
be. '

'How di d you know?' asked Scott. '1've never nentioned her
nanme. '

'No need to, when you wite it on everything fromthe
backs of envel opes to steam ng wi ndows. She nust be a rery
speci al | ady, Professor.' He raised his glass and repeated
t he words, 'To Hannah.'

The Chief Adm nistrator sat and waited patiently until the
mai d had renoved the Anbassador's dinner tray. He

then closed his door at the other end of the corridor.

He waited for another two hours, until he felt certain al

t he enbassy staff had gone to bed. Confident he would be the
only one | eft awake, he crept back down to his office and
| ooked up a tel ephone nunber in Geneva. He dialled the code
slowy and deliberately. It rang for a long tinme before it
was eventual |y answer ed.

"I need to speak to the Ambassador,' he whi spered.

"His Excellency retired to bed sone tine ago,' said a
voice. 'You'll have to call back in the norning.'

"Wake him Tell himit's Abdul Kanuk in Paris.'

"If you insist.'

"I do insist.'



The Chief Administrator waited for sonme tinme before a

sl eepy voi ce eventually cane on the |ine.

"This had better be good, Abdul.’

"Al Cbaydi has arrived in Paris unannounced, and two weeks
bef ore he was expected.'

"You woke nme in the mddle of the night to tell me this?
"But he didn't cone direct from Baghdad, Excellency. He
made a slight detour.'

'How can you be so sure?" said the voice, sounding a
little nore awake.

'Because | amin possession of his passport.'

"But he's on holiday, you fool."'

"I know. But why spend the day in a city not known for
attracting tourists?

"You're talking in riddles. If you ve got sonething to

tell nme, tell ne.’

"Earlier today, Anbassador Al (baydi paid a visit to

St ockhol m according to the stanp on his passport, but he
returned to Paris the sane evening. Not ny idea of a
hol i day. "'

"Stockholm... Stockholm... Stockholm. . .' repeated

the voice on the other end of the line, as if trying to
register its significance. A pause, and then, 'The safe. O
course. He nust have gone on to Kalmar to check on Sayedi's
safe. What has he found out that he thought worth hiding from
me, and does Baghdad know what he's

V

up tor

"I have no idea, Excellency,' said the Adm nistrator. 'But
| do know he's flying back to Baghdad tonorrow. '

"But if he's on holiday, why would he return to Baghdad so
qui ckl y?'

' Per haps being the Head of Interest Section in Paris is

not reward enough for him Excellency. Could he have his eyes
on sone greater prize?

There was a | ong pause before the voice in Geneva said,

"You did well, Abdul. You were right to wake ne. | shall have
to phone Kalmar first thing in the norning. First thing,' he
r epeat ed.

"You did prom se, Excellency, should | once agai n nmanage
to bring to your attention.. .'

Tony Cavalli waited until Martin had poured them both a
dri nk.

"Arrested in a bar-roombrawl ,' said his father after he



had |istened to his son's report.

"Yes,' said Cavalli, placing a file on the table by his
side, 'and what's nore, he was sentenced to thirty days.'
"Thirty days?' said his father in disbelief. The old man
paused before he added, 'Wat instructions have you given
Laura?'

"I"ve put her on hold until July 15th, when Dollar Bill

wll be released,' Tony replied.
'So where have they | ocked himup this tinme? The county
jail?

"No. According to the records at the district court in

Fai rnont, they've thrown himback into the state pen.'

"For being involved in a bar-roombraw ,' said the ol der

man. 'It doesn't nmake sense.' He stared up at the Declaration
of I ndependence on the wall behind his desk and didn't speak
again for sone nonents.

"Who have we got on the inside?

Caval I'i opened the file on the table by his side and
extracted a single sheet of paper. 'One senior officer and
six inmates,' he said, passing his research across, pleased
to have anticipated his father's question.

The old man studied the list of nanmes for sone tine before
he began licking his lips. 'Eduardo Bellatti nust be our best
bet,' he said, |ooking up at his son. 'If | renmenber
correctly, he was sentenced to ninety-nine years for bl ow ng
away a judge who once got in our way.'

"Correct, and what's nore, he's always been happy to kill
anyone for a packet of cigarettes,' said Tony. 'So, if he
takes care of Dollar Bill before July 15th, it would al so
save us a quarter of a mllion dollars.'

"Sonmething isn't quite right,' said his father as he toyed

W th a whisky, which he hadn't touched. 'Perhaps it's tine to
digalittle deeper,' he added, alnost as if he was talking
to hinmself. He checked down the Iist of names once again.

Al (baydi woke early the follow ng norning, restless to be
on his way to Baghdad so that he could brief the Foreign

M nister on everything he'd | earned. Once he was back on
lraqi soil he would prepare a full, witten report. He went
over the outline again and again in his m nd.

He would first explain to the Foreign Mnister that, while
he was carrying out a routine sanctions check, he had | earned
that the safe that had been ordered by the President was
already on its way to Baghdad. On di scov-

ering this, he had becone suspicious that an eneny of the



state m ght be involved in an assassination attenpt on the
life of the President. Not being certain who could be
trusted, he had used his initiative, and even his own tine
and noney, to discover who was behind the plot. Wthin
nonments of his reporting the details to the Foreign M nister,
Saddam was sure to find out whose responsibility the safe was
and, nore inportant, who had failed to take care of the
President's well -being.

A tap on the door interrupted his thoughts. 'Cone in,' he
called, and a naid entered carrying a breakfast tray of two
pi eces of burnt toast and a cup of thick Turkish coffee. Once
she had cl osed the door behind her, A Obaydi rose, had a
cold shower - not by choice - and dressed quickly. He then
poured the coffee down the washbasin and ignored the toast.
The Anbassador left his room and wal ked down one flight of
stairs to his office, where he found the Chief Adm nistrator
standi ng behind his desk. Had he been sitting in his chair a
nonment before?

" Good norning, Excellency,' he said. '|I hope you had a
confortable night.'

Al (baydi was about to |lose his tenper, but Kanuk's next
guestion took him by surprise.

' Have you been briefed on the bonbi ngs i n Baghdad,
Excel | ency?’

"What bonbi ngs?' asked Al Obaydi, not pleased to be

wr ong- f oot ed.

"It seens that at two o' clock this norning the Americans

| aunched several Tomahawk M ssiles at Miukhbarat headquarters
in the centre of the city.'

"And what was the result? A Obaydi asked anxiously.
"Afewcivilians were killed,' replied the Chief
Adm ni strator matter-of-factly, '"but you'll be glad to know
t hat our bel oved | eader was not in the city at the tine.'
"That is indeed good news,' said Al Oobaydi. 'But it nakes

It even nore inperative that | return to Baghdad

I mredi atel y.'

"I have already confirmed your flight reservations,
Excel | ency.’

" Thank you,' said Al Obaydi, staring out of the w ndow at

t he Sei ne.

Kanuk bowed low. 'I will see that you are net at the

airport when you return, Excellency, and that this tine
everything is fully prepared for your arrival. Meanwhile,
"Il go and fetch your passport. If you'll excuse ne.'



Al Obaydi sat down behind his desk. He wondered how | ong

he woul d be nerely Head of Interest Section in Paris once
Saddam | ear ned who had saved his life.

you hear anything,' was all he said before putting the
phone back down.

Cavalli remained at his desk for an hour after his
secretary had left, working out what needed to be done next.
Tony dialled the nunber on his private |ine.

The phone was picked up by the Deputy Warden, who

confirmed in answer to Cavalli's first question that he was
alone. He listened to Cavalli's second question carefully
before he replied.

"If Dollar Bill's anywhere to be found in this jail house,

then he's better hidden than Leona Helnsley's tax returns.'
"But the county court files show himas being registered

Wi th you on the night of June 16th.’

'He may have been registered with us, but he sure never
showed up,' said the voice on the other end of the line. 'And
It doesn't take eight days to get from San Franci sco County
Court to here, unless they've gone back to chaining cons up
and maki ng them wal k t he whol e way. Perhaps that woul dn't be
such a bad idea,' he added with a nervous | augh.

Cavalli didn't laugh. 'Just be sure you keep your nouth

shut and your ears open, and | et ne know t he nonent

THE SECOND EMERGENCY neeting between the Foreign M nister
and his deputy took place on the Tuesday norni ng, again at
short notice. This time it was an unexpected direct call from
the President that had both Mnisters rushing off to the

pal ace.

Al'l Hannah had been able to piece together fromthe

several phone calls that had gone back and forth that norning
was that at sone point Saddanmis hal f-brother had called from
Geneva, and fromthat nonent the Deputy Foreign M nister
appeared to forget the report he was preparing on the

Aneri can bombi ng of Mukhbarat headquarters. He fled fromthe
roomin a panic, |eaving secret papers strewn all over his
desk.

Hannah remai ned at her desk in the hope that she m ght

pi ck up sone nore information as the day progressed. Wile
both Mnisters were at the palace, she continued to check
through old files, aware that she now had enough material to
fill several cabinets at Mbdssad headquarters, but no one to
pass her findings on to.

The two Mnisters returned fromthe palace in the |ate



afternoon, and the Deputy Foreign Mnister seened relieved to
find Mss Saib was still at her desk.

‘"I need to nake a witten report on what was agreed at the
neeting this norning with the President,' he said,

"and | cannot overstress the inportance of confidentiality
inthis matter. It would not be an exaggeration to suggest
that if anything I amabout to tell you becane public

know edge, we could both end up in jail, or worse.'

"I hope, Mnister,' said Hannah as she put her gl asses

back on, 'that | have never given you cause for concern in

t he past.'

The M nister stared across at her, and then began

dictating at a rapid pace.

'The President invited the Foreign Mnister and nyself to

a confidential neeting at the palace this norning - date this
meno today. Barazan Al -Tikriti, our trusted Ambassador in
Geneva, contacted the President during the night to warn him
that, after weeks of diligent surveillance, he has uncovered
a plot by a group of Zionists to steal a safe from Sweden and
use it as a neans of illegally entering Irag. The safe was
due for delivery to Baghdad following the |ifting of an
enbargo under UN Security Council Resolution 661. The

Presi dent has ordered that General Ham | be given the
responsibility for dealing wwth the terrorists' - Hannah

t hought she saw the Deputy Foreign M nister shudder - '"while
the Foreign Mnistry has been asked to look into the role
played in this particular conspiracy by one of its own staff,
Ham d Al Qbaydi .

" Qur Anbassador in CGeneva has discovered that A Obaydi
visited the engineering firmof Svenhalte AC in Kal mar,
Sweden, on Monday June 28th, w thout being directed to do so
by any of his superiors. During that visit he was inforned of
the theft of the safe and the fact that it was being
transported to Baghdad. Following his trip to Kal mar, Al
haydi stayed overnight at our Interest Section in Paris,
when he woul d have had every opportunity to inform Geneva or
Baghdad of the Zionist plot, but he nade no attenpt to do so.
"Al Obaydi left Paris the follow ng norning and, although

we know he boarded a flight to Jordan, he has not yet shown
up at the border. The President has ordered that if A Cbaydi
crosses any of our national frontiers, he should be arrested
and taken directly to General Ham | at the headquarters of

t he Revol utionary Conmmand Council .

Hannah's pencil flew across the pages of her shorthand



not ebook as she tried to keep up with the Mnister.

'The safe,' continued the Deputy Foreign Mnister, 'is
currently being transported aboard an old arnmy truck, and is
expected to arrive at the border with Jordan sone tine during
the next forty-eight hours.

"All custons officers have received a directive to the
effect that the safe is the personal property of the
President, and therefore when it reaches the border it nust
be given priority to continue its journey on to Baghdad.

" Qur Anbassador in Geneva, having had a | ong conversation
with a M -' the Mnister checked his notes '- Pedersson, is
convinced that the group acconpanying the safe are agents of
the CIA, Mossad, or possibly even the British SAS. Like the
Presi dent, the Anbassador feels the infiltrators' sole
interest is in recovering the Declaration of |ndependence.
The President has given orders that the docunment shoul d not
be noved fromits place on the wall of the Council Chanber
as this could alert any internal agent to warn the terrori st
group not to enter the country.

"Twenty of the President's special guards are already on
their way to the border with Jordan,' continued the M nister.

"They will be responsible for nonitoring the progress of the
safe, and will report directly to General Ham | .

'Once the agents of the West have been apprehended

and throwmn in jail, the world's press will be inforned

that their purpose was to assassinate the President. The
President will imrediately appear in public and on
television, and will make a speech denouncing the Anerican

and Zioni st warnongers. Sayedi believes that neither the
Anericans nor the Israelis will ever admt to the real
purpose of their raid, but that they will be unable to deny
the President's claim Sayedi feels this whol e episode can be
turned into a public relations triunph, because if the
assassi nation attenpt is announced on the sanme day that the
Presi dent publicly burns the Declaration of |ndependence, it
will make it even harder for the Americans to retaliate.
"Starting tonorrow, the President requires a situation
update every norning at nine and every evening at six. Both
the Foreign Mnister and nyself are to report to himdirect.
If Al Cbaydi is picked up, the President is to be inforned

I mredi ately, whatever the tine, night or day.'

Hannah's pencil hadn't stopped scribbling across her note
pad for nearly twenty m nutes. When the Deputy M nister
finally canme to an end, she tried to take in the ful



significance of the informati on she now possessed.

"I need one copy of this report drafted as quickly as

possi ble, no further copies to be made, nothing put on tape,
and all your shorthand notes nust be shredded once the neno
has been handed to ne.' Hannah nodded as the Deputy Foreign
M ni ster picked up the phone and dialled the internal nunber
of his superior.

Hannah returned to her room and began typing up the
dictation slowy, at the sane tine trying to commt the
salient points to nenory. Forty-five mnutes |ater she placed
a single copy of the report on the Mnister's desk.

He read the script carefully, adding the occasional note

I n his own hand. When he was satisfied that the

meno fully covered the neeting that had taken place that
norni ng, he set off down the corridor to rejoin the Foreign
M ni ster.

Hannah returned to her desk, aware that the team bringing
the safe from Sweden were novi ng i nexorably towards Saddam s
trap. And if they had received her postcard ...

When Al (baydi | anded in Jordan, he could not help feeling

a sense of triunph

Once he had passed through custons at Queen Alia airport

and was out on the road, he selected the nbost nodern taxi he
could find. The ol d seventies Chevy had no air conditioning
and showed 187,000 mles on the clock. He asked the driver to
take himto the Iraqgi border as quickly as possible.

The car never left the slow lane on its six-hour journey

to the border, and because of the state of the roads Al
Qbaydi was unable to sleep for nore than a few mnutes at a
tinme. When the driver eventually reached the hi ghway, he
still couldn't go nuch faster because of the oil that had
been spilt fromlorries carrying |oads they had illegally
picked up in Basra, to sell at four tinmes the price in Aman
Loads that Al (baydi had assured the United Nations Assenbly
time and again were a fignent of the Western world's

I magi nati on. He al so becane aware of trucks travelling in the
opposite direction that were full of food that he knew would
be sold to bl ack-marketeers, |ong before any of it reached
Baghdad.

Al (baydi checked his watch. If the driver kept going at
this speed he wouldn't reach the border before the custons
post closed at m dni ght.

When Scott | anded at Queen Alia airport |later that day and
stepped on to the tarmac, the first thing that hit himwas a



tenperature of ninety-five degrees. Even dressed in an
open-neck shirt, jeans and sneakers, he felt roasted before
he had reached the airport termnal. Once he'd entered the
buil di ng, he was relieved to find it was air conditioned, and
his one bag canme up on the carousel just as quickly as it
woul d have done in the States. He checked his watch and
changed it to Central Eastern tine.

The imm gration officer hadn't seen many Swedi sh passports
before, but as his father had been an engi neer, he wi shed M
Bernstrom a successful trip.

As Scott strolled through the green channel, he was

stopped by a custons official who was chew ng sonet hing. He

I nstructed the foreigner to open his bul ky canvas bag. After
rummagi ng around inside, the only thing the officer showed
any interest in was a long, thin cardboard tube that had been
wedged al ong the bottom of the bag. Scott renoved the cap on
the end of the tube, pulled out the contents and unrolled a

| arge poster, which was greeted by the official with such
puzzl ed amazenent that he even stopped chewi ng for a nonent.
He waved Scott through.

Once Scott had reached the nmmin concourse, he wal ked out

onto the road in search of a taxi. He studied the notley
selection of cars that were parked by the side of the
pavenent. They nmade New York Yell ow Cabs | ook |ike |uxury

| i mousi nes.

He instructed the driver parked at the front of the queue

to take himto the Roman theatre in the centre of the city.
The eleven-mle journey into Anman took forty m nutes, and
when Scott was dropped outside the third-century theatre he
handed the driver two ten-dinar notes -.enough, the experts
at Langley had told him to cover

the cost of the trip. The driver pocketed the notes but

did not snmle.

Scott checked his watch. He was still well in tinme for the

pl anned reuni on. He wal ked strai ght past the ancient nonunent
that was, according to his gui debook, well worth a visit. As
I nstructed by Kratz, he then proceeded west for three bl ocks,
occasionally having to step off the pavenent into the road to
avoid the bustling crowds. When he reached a Shell petrol
station he turned right, |eaving the noisy shoppers behi nd.
He then took the second turning on the left, and after that
another to the right. The roads becane | ess crowded with

| ocal s and nore full of potholes with each stride he took.
Anot her left, followed by another right, and he found hinself



entering the prom sed cul -de-sac. At the end of the road,
when he could go no further, he cane to a halt outside a
scrapyard. He smiled at the sight that greeted him

By the time Al Obaydi reached the border, it was already
pitch dark. Al three |lanes |eading to the custons post were
bunper to bunper with waiting lorries, covered with
tarpaulins for the night. The taxi driver canme to a halt at
the barrier and explained to his passenger that he woul d have
to hire an Iraqgi cab once he was on the other side. Al Obaydi
t hanked the driver and gave hima handsone tip before going
to the front of the queue outside the custons shed. A tired
official gave hima languid | ook and told himthe border was
closed for the night. Al Cbaydi presented his diplomatic
passport and the official quickly stanped his visa and
ushered himthrough, aware that there would be no little red
not es acconpanyi ng such a docunent. Al Cbaydi felt
exhilarated as he strolled the mle between the two custons
posts. He wal ked to the front of another queue, produced his
passport once

again, and received another smle fromthe custons

of ficer.

"There is a car waiting for you, Anbassador,' was all the
official said, pointing to a |large |inobusine that was parked
near the highway. A smling chauffeur stood waiting. He
touched the peak of his cap and opened the back door.

Al Obaydi smled. The Chief Adm nistrator nust have warned
them that he would be com ng over the border |ate that night.
He thanked the custons official, wal ked over to the highway
and slipped into the back of the |inpusine. Soneone el se was
al ready there, who al so appeared to be waiting for him Al
baydi began to sm | e again, when suddenly an arm shot across
his throat and threw himto the floor. H s hands were pinned
behi nd his back, and a pair of handcuffs clicked into place.
' How dare you?' shouted Al Cbaydi. '|I am an Anbassador!’

he screaned as he was hurled back up onto the seat. 'Don't
you realise who | anf

"Yes, | do,' cane back the reply. 'And you' re under arrest
for treason.'

Scott had to admt that the HEMIT carryi ng Madane Bert ha

| ooked quite at hone anong the col ourful collection of old
Anerican cars and lorries piled high on three sides of the
scrapyard. He ran across to the truck and junped up into the
cab on the passenger side. He shook hands with Kratz, who
seened relieved to see him Wen Scott saw who was seated



behi nd t he wheel, he said, 'Good to see you again, Sergeant
Cohen. Am | to assune you play a nean gane of backganmon?'

" Two doubl es inside the board clinched it for me in the
final game, Professor, though God knows how the Kurd even
reached the sem -final,' Cohen said as he sw tched

on the engine. 'And because he's a mate of mne, the

others are all claimng I fixed the dice.'

'So where's Aziz now?' asked Scott.

"On the back with Madanme Bertha,' said the Sergeant. ' Best
place for him Mnd you, he knows the back streets of Baghdad
like I know the pubs in Brixton, so he may turn out to be
useful .’

"And the rest of the tean?' asked Scott.

"Fel dman and the others slipped over the border during the
night,' said Kratz. 'They're probably in Baghdad waiting for

us by now. '
"Then they'd better keep well out of sight,' said Scott,
'because after the bonbing |ast Sunday, | suspect death m ght

prove the | east of their problens.'’

Kratz offered no opi nion as Sergeant Cohen eased the
massi ve vehicle slowy out of the yard and onto the street;
this tine the roads becane wider with each turning he took.
"Are we keeping to the plan that was agreed in Stockhol n?
asked Scott.

"Wth two refinenents,' said Kratz. 'l spent yesterday
nmor ni ng phoni ng Baghdad. After seven attenpts, | got through
to sonmeone at the Mnistry of Industry who knew about the
safe, but it's the age-old problemwith the Arabs: if they
don't see the damm thing in front of their eyes, they don't
believe it exists.'

"So our first stop will have to be the Mnistry?' said
Scott.

"Looks like it," replied Kratz. 'But at |east we know

we' ve got sonething they want. Wich rem nds ne, have you
brought the one thing they don't want?

Scott unzi pped his bag and pulled out the cardboard tube.
"Doesn't look a lot to be risking your life for,' said

Kratz as Scott slipped it back into his bag.

"And the second refinenment? asked Scott.

Kratz renoved a postcard fromhis inside pocket and passed
it over to Scott. A picture of Saddam Hussei n addressing the
Revol uti onary Command Council stared back at him Alittle
biro'd square full of stars had been drawn in by the side of
his head. Scott turned the card over and studi ed her



unm st akabl e handwiting: 'Wsh you were here.'

Scott didn't speak for several nonents.

"Notice the date, did you?

Scott | ooked at the top right-hand corner: 4.7.93.

'So, now we know where it is, and she's also confirned
exactly when Saddamintends to let the rest of the world into
his secret.’

"Who' s Et hel Rubin?' asked Scott. 'And how did you get

your hands on the card?

" The | ady Hannah was billeted with in London. Her

husband is Mbssad's | egal representative in England. He

took the card straight to the enbassy the nonent it

-arrived and they sent it overnight in the diplomatic

pouch. It reached our enbassy in Amman this norning.'

Once they had reached the outskirts of the town, Scott

began to study the barren terrain as the lorry continued its
progress along the oil-covered, pothol ed roads.

"Sorry to be going so slowy, Professor,' said Cohen, 'but
if I throw ny brakes on with the road in this condition,
Madanme Bertha m ght travel another hundred yards before the
wheel s even have a chance to |ock.'

Kratz went over every contingency he could think of as

Cohen drove silently towards the border. The Mssad | eader
ended up by describing the | ayout of the Ba' ath headquarters
once agai n.

"And the al arm systenf' asked Scott when he had cone to an
end.

"All you have to renenber is that the red buttons by

the light switches activate the alarm but at the sane

time close all the exits.'

Scott nodded, but it was sone tinme before he asked his

next question. 'And Hannah?'

"Not hing's changed. My first task is to get you in and

then back out with the original docunent. She still remains
an unlikely bonus, although she obviously knows what's goi ng
on.'

Nei t her of them spoke again until Sergeant Cohen pul |l ed

off the highway into a | arge gravel |ayby packed with

|l orries. He parked the vehicle at an angle so that only the
nost inquisitive could observe what they were up to, then

j unmped out of the cab, pulled hinmself over the tail board and
grinned at the Kurd who was | oungi ng agai nst the safe.

Bet ween them they renoved the tarpaulin that covered the
massi ve structure as Scott and Kratz clinbed up to join them



I n the back of the truck.

"What do you think, Professor? asked Aziz.

'She hasn't |lost any weight, that's for sure,' said Scott,

as he tried to renenber the nightly homework he had done in
preparation for this single exam

He stretched his fingers and smled. Al three bul bs above
the white square were red. He first turned all three dials to
a code that only he and a man in Sweden were aware of. He
then placed his right hand on the white square, and left it
there for several seconds. He | eaned forward, put his lips up
agai nst the square and spoke softly. 'My nane is Andreas
Bernstrom When you hear this voice, and only this voice, you
wi Il unlock the door.' Scott waited as the other three | ooked
on in benmused silence. He then swivelled the dials. Al three
bul bs remai ned red.

" Now we discover if | understood the instructions,' said
Scott. He bit his Iip and advanced again. Once nore he
twiddled the dials, but this tine to the nunbers

sel ected by Saddam ending with 0-4-0-7-9-3. The first

light went fromred to green. Aziz smled. Scott placed the
pal mof his hand in the white square and left it there for
several seconds. The second light switched to green.

Scott heard Kratz sigh audibly as he stepped forward

again. He put his lips to the white square so they just
touched the thin wire mesh. 'My nane is Andreas Bernstrom
It's nowtine for the safe to -' The third |ight turned green
even before he had conpleted the sentence. Cohen offered up a
suppressed cheer.

Scott grasped the handle and pulled. The ton of steel

eased open.

"Not bad,' said Cohen. 'What do you do for an encore?

"Use you as a guinea-pig,' said Scott. 'Wiy don't you try

and cl ose the safe, Sergeant?

Cohen took a step forward and with both hands shoved the

door closed. The three bul bs i medi ately began fl ashing red.

' Easy, once you get the hang of it,' he said.

Scott smled and pulled the door back open wth his little
finger. Cohen stared open-nmouthed as the lights returned to
gr een.

"The lights mght flash red,' said Scott, 'but Bertha can
only handle one nman at a tine. No one el se can open or close
t he safe now except ne.'

"And | was hoping it was because he was a Jew,' said Aziz.
Scott smled as he pushed the door of the safe cl osed,



swvelled the dials and waited until all three bul bs turned
red.

‘Let's go,' said Kratz, who Scott felt sounded a little
irritated - or was it just the first sign of tension? Aziz
threw the tarpaulin back over Madane Bertha while his
col | eagues junped over the side and returned to the cab.

No one spoke as they continued their journey to the border
until Cohen let out a string of expletives when he spotted
t he queue of lorries ahead of them 'W're going to be here
all night,' he said.

"And npost of tonmorrow norning, | expect,' said Kratz. 'So
we'd better get used to it.' They cane to a halt behind the
last lorry in the queue.

"Why don't | just drive on up front and try to bluff ny

way t hrough?' said Cohen. 'A few extra dollars ought to..
"No,"' said Kratz. 'We don't want to attract undue

attention at any tine between now and when we cross back over
t hat border.'

During the next hour, while the truck noved forward only a
coupl e of hundred yards, Kratz went over his plans yet again,
covering any situation he thought m ght arise once they
reached Baghdad.

Anot her hour passed, and Scott was thankful for the

eveni ng breeze that hel ped hi m doze off, although he realised
that he woul d soon have to wind the window up if he wshed to
avoid freezing. He began to drift into a light sleep, his

m nd swi tching between Hannah and the Decl aration, and which,
gi ven the choice, he would rather bring hone. He realised
that Kratz was in no doubt why he had volunteered to join the
t eam when the chances of survival were so slim

"What's this joker up to then?' said Cohen in a stage

whi sper. Scott snapped awake and qui ckly focused on a

uni formed official talking to the driver of the lorry in
front of them

"It's a custons official,' said Kratz. 'He's only checking

to see that drivers have the right papers to cross the

bor der .

"Most of this lot will only have two little bits of red

paper about five inches by three,' said Cohen.

'Here he cones,' said Kratz. 'Try and | ook as bored as he
does.'

The officer strolled up to the cab and didn't even give

Cohen a first |l ook as he thrust a hand through the open

W ndow.



Cohen passed over the papers that the experts at Langley

had provided. The official studied them and then wal ked
slowy round the lorry. When he returned to the driver's
side, he barked an order at Cohen that none of them
under st ood.

Cohen | ooked towards Kratz, but a voice from behind

rescued them

'He says we're to go to the front of the queue.'’

"Why?' asked Kratz suspiciously. Aziz repeated the

guestion to the official.

"We're being given priority because of the letter signed

by Saddam

"And who do we thank for that?' asked Kratz, still not

fully convinced.

"Bill OReilly," said Scott, 'who was only too sorry he
couldn't join us on the trip. But he's been given to
understand that it's quite inpossible to get draught CQuinness
anywhere in lraq.'

Krat z nodded, and Sergeant Cohen obeyed the official's

I nstructions, allowing hinself to be directed into the |ane
of oncomng traffic as he began an unsteady two-m | e journey
to the front of the queue. Vehicles legally progressing
towards Anman on the other side of the road found they had to
swerve onto the | oose rubble of the hard shoulder if they
didn't want a head-on collision with Madane Bert ha.

As Cohen conpleted the last few yards to the border post,

an angry official came running out of the custons shed wavi ng
a fist. Once again it was Aziz who cane to their rescue, by
recommendi ng that Kratz show himthe letter.

After one | ook at the signature, the fist was quickly
exchanged for a sal ute.

' Passport,' was the only other word he uttered.

Kratz passed over three Swedi sh and one Iraqi passport

with two red notes attached to the first page of each
docunent. ' Never pay above the expected tariff,' he had
warned his team 'It only makes them suspi ci ous.'

The four passports were taken to a little cubicle,

studi ed, stanped and returned by the official, who even

of fered themthe suggestion of a smle. The barrier on the
Jordani an side was raised, and the lorry began its mle-Iong
journey towards the Iraqgi checkpoint.

HAM D AL OBAYDI was dragged into the Council Chanber by

two of the Presidential Guards and then dunped in a chair
several yards away fromthe |ong table.



He rai sed his head and | ooked around at the twelve nen who
made up the Revol utionary Command Council. None of their eyes
came into contact with his, with the exception of the State
Prosecut or.

What had he done that these people had decided to arrest
hi m at the border, handcuff him throw himin jail, |eave him
to sleep on the stone floor and not even offer himthe chance
to use a lavatory?

Still dressed in the suit he had crossed the border in, he
was now sitting in his own excrenent.

Saddam rai sed a hand, and the State Prosecutor sml ed.

But Al Opaydi did not fear Nakir Farrar. Not only was he

I nnocent of any trunped-up charge, but he al so had

I nformati on they needed. The State Prosecutor rose slowy
from his place.

"Your nane is Hamid Al Oobaydi ?'

"Yes,' replied Al OQoaydi, |looking directly at the State
Prosecut or .

"You are charged with treason and the theft of state
property. How do you pl ead?

"I aminnocent, and Allah will be ny w tness.'

‘If Allah is to be your witness, |I'msure he won't

m nd ne asking you sone sinple questions.'

‘I wll be nost happy to answer anything.'

"When you returned from New York earlier this nonth, you
carried on with your work in the Foreign Mnistry. |Is that
correct?

"It is.’

*And was one of your responsibilities checking the
governnent's |l atest position with reference to UN sancti ons?
"Yes. That was part of ny job as Deputy Anbassador to the
UN. '

"Quite so. And when you carried out these checks, you cane
across certain itenms on which enbargoes had been lifted. Am |
right?

"Yes, you are,' said Al Obaydi confidently.

"Was one of those itens a safe?

"It was,' said Al OQohaydi.

"When you realised this, what did you do about it?

"I tel ephoned the Swedi sh conmpany who had built the safe

to ascertain what the |atest position was, so that | could
enter the facts in ny report.'

" And what did you di scover?

Al Obaydi hesitated, not sure how nuch the Prosecutor



knew.

"What did you discover?' insisted Farrar.

" That the safe had been collected that day by a M
Riffat.'

"Did you know this M Riffat?

"No, | did not.'

"So what did you do next?

‘I rang the Mnistry of Industry, as | was under the

i npression that they were responsible for the safe.’

"And what did they tell you?

"That the responsibility had been taken out of their
hands. '

'"Did they also tell you into whose hands the

responsi bility had been entrusted? asked the Prosecutor.
"I don't renenber exactly.'

"Well, let ne try and refresh your nenory - or shall

call the Permanent Secretary to whom you spoke on the phone
t hat norni ng?

"I think he may have said that it was no longer in their
hands,' said Al Obaydi .

'"Did he tell you whose hands it was in?" repeated the
Prosecut or.

"I think he said sonething about the file being sent to
Geneva. '

"It may interest you to know that the official has
submtted witten evidence to confirmjust that.'

Al (baydi | owered his head.

'So, once you knew that the file had been passed on to
Geneva, what did you do next?

"l phoned Geneva and was told the Anbassador was not
available. | left a nessage to say that | had called,' said
Al Qpbaydi confidently, 'and asked if he would call back.'
"Did you really expect himto call back?

"l assunmed he woul d."'

"You assunmed he would. So what did you wite in your
report, in the sanctions file?

"The file?" asked Al Obaydi .

"Yes. You were neking a report for your successor. \Wat

i nformation did you pass on to hinf

"I don't renenber,' said Al Obaydi.

"Then allow nme to rem nd you once again,' said the
Prosecutor, lifting a slimbrown file fromthe table. "The
Mnistry of Industry have sent the file concerning this item
direct to Geneva. | phoned our Anbassador there, but was



unabl e to nmake contact with him Therefore, | cannot nmake any

progress fromthis end

until he returns nmy call. Hamd Al Qbaydi." Did you wite

t hat ?'

"I can't renenber.’

"You can't renmenber what the Permanent Secretary said to

you; you can't renenber what you wote in your own report

when property of the state m ght have been stol en, or worse.
But | shall come to that |ater. Perhaps you would like to

check your own handwriting? said the Prosecutor as he wal ked

fromthe table and thrust the relevant sheet in front of Al

Obaydi's face. 'Is that your witing?

"Yes, it is. But I can explain.'

"And is that your signature at the bottom of the page?

Al (baydi | eaned forward, studied the signature and

nodded.

"Yes or no?' barked the Prosecutor.

"Yes,' said Al baydi quietly.

"Did you, that sane afternoon, visit CGeneral Al-Hassan

the Head of State Security?

"No. He visited ne.’

"Ah, | have made a m stake. It was he who visited you.'

"Yes,' said Al Obaydi.

"Did you alert himto the fact that an eneny agent m ght

be heading towards Iraq, having found a way of crossing the

border with the intention of perhaps assassinating our

| eader ?'

"l couldn't have known that."'

"But you nust have suspected sonet hi ng unusual was goi ng

on?'

"I wasn't certain at that tine.'

"Did you |l et General Al-Hassan know of your uncertainty?

"No. | did not.'

"Was it because you didn't trust hin

"I didn't know him It was the first tinme we had net.

The previous. . .' A Obaydi regretted the words the

nonment he had said them

"You were about to say?' said the Prosecutor.

' Not hi ng. "'

'l see. So, let us nove on to the follow ng day, when you

paid a visit - because | feel confident that he didn't visit

you - to the Deputy Foreign Mnister.' This induced sone

smles around the table, but Al Obaydi did not see them

"Yes, a routine call to discuss ny appointnment to Paris.



He was, after all, the fornmer Anbassador.’
"Quite. But is he not also your imedi ate superior?
"Yes, he is,' said Al Cbaydi.
"So, did you tell himof your suspicions?
"I wasn't sure there was anything to tell him'
"Did you tell himof your suspicions? asked the
Prosecutor, raising his voice.
"No, | did not.'
"Was he not to be trusted either? O didn't you know him
wel | enough?
"I wasn't sure. | wanted nore proof."’
"l see. You wanted nore proof. So what did you do next?
"I travelled to Paris,' said Al Obaydi
"On the next day?' asked the State Prosecutor.
"No,"' said Al Obaydi, hesitating.
"On the day after, perhaps? O the day after that?
" Per haps. '
‘Meanwhi l e, the safe was on its way to Baghdad. |s that
right?'
'Yes, but -'
"And you still hadn't infornmed anyone? Is that also
correct?
Al Qbaydi didn't reply.
‘"I's that also correct? shouted Farrar.
"Yes, but there was still enough tine -
"Enough tinme for what?' asked the State Prosecutor.
Al (baydi's head sank agai n.
"For you to reach the safety of our enbassy in Paris?
"No,' said Al Obaydi. 'l travelled on to -'
"Yes?' said Farrar. 'You travelled on to where?
Al Cbaydi realised he had fallen into the trap.
'To Sweden, perhaps?'
"Yes,' said Al (baydi. 'But only because -
"You wanted to check the safe was well on its way? O was
it, as you told the Foreign Mnister, that you were sinply
goi ng on hol i day?
"No, but...'

"Yes but, no but." Were you on holiday in Sweden? O
were you representing the state?
"I was representing the state.'
" Then why did you travel econony, and not charge the state
for the expense that was incurred?
Al Cbaydi nmade no reply.
The Prosecutor |eaned forward. 'Was it because you didn't



want anyone to know you were in Sweden, when your superiors
t hought you were in Paris?

"Yes, but in tine . '

"After it was too late, perhaps. Is that what you're

trying to tell us?

"No. | did not say that.'

' Then why did you not pick up a phone and ring our
Anbassador in Geneva? He coul d have saved you all the expense
and the trouble. Was it because you didn't trust himeither?
O perhaps he didn't trust you?

"Neither!' shouted Al Cbaydi, leaping to his feet, but the
guards grabbed himby the shoul ders and threw hi mback onto
the chair.

"Now that you've got that little outburst out of the way,"
said the Prosecutor calmy, 'perhaps we can

continue. You travelled to Sweden, to Kalmar to be exact,

to keep an appointnment with a M Pedersson, whomyou did seem
willing to phone." The Prosecutor checked his notes again.

" And what was the purpose of this visit, now that you have
confirmed it was not a holiday?

"To try and find out who it was who had stolen the safe.’

"Or was it to make sure the safe was on the route you had

al ready planned for it?

"Certainly not,' said Al (baydi, his voice rising. '"After
all, it was | who discovered that Riffat was the Mssad agent
Kratz.'

"You knew that Riffat was a Mdossad agent?' queried the
Prosecutor in nock disbelief.

"Yes, | found out when | was in Kalmar,' said Al Obaydi.

"But you told M Pedersson that M R ffat was a thorough
man, a man who could be trusted,' said the State Prosecutor,
checking his notes. "AmI| right? So now at |ast we've found
someone you can trust.'

"It was quite sinply that | didn't want Pedersson to know
what |1'd discovered.'

"I don't think you wanted anyone to know what you had

di scovered, as | shall go on to show What did you do next?
"I flew back to Paris.'

"And did you spend the night at the enbassy?" 'Yes, | did,
but I was only stopping overnight on ny way to Jordan.'

“I"l'l conme to your trip to Jordan in a nonent, if | may.

But what | should |like to know now i s why, when you were back
at our enbassy in Paris, you didn't imediately call our
Anmbassador in CGeneva to inform himof what you had



di scovered? Not only was the Anbassador in residence, but he
took a call from another nenber of the enbassy staff after
you had gone to bed.'

Al (baydi suddenly realised how Farrar knew everything. He
tried to collect his thoughts.

"My only interest was getting back to Baghdad to let the
Foreign M nister know the danger our |eader m ght be facing.
"Li ke the i nm nent dropping of Anmerican bonbs on Mikhbar at
headquarters?' suggested the State Prosecutor.

"I could not have known what the Anericans were planning,"
shouted Al Obaydi .

‘'l see,' said Farrar. 'It was no nore than a happy

coi nci dence that you were safely tucked up in bed in Paris
whi | e Tomahawk m ssiles were showering down on Baghdad.'

"But | returned to Baghdad imediately |I |earned of the
bombi ng,' insisted Al Cbaydi.

' Per haps you woul dn't have been in quite such a hurry to
return if the Americans had succeeded in assassinating our

| eader .

"But my report would have proved .

"And where is that report?

‘I intended to wite it on the journey fromJordan to
Baghdad. '

' How conveni ent. And did you advi se your trustworthy

friend M R ffat toring the Mnister of Industry to find out
I f he was expected?

"No, | did not,' said Al Qhaydi. 'If any of this were

true,' he added, 'why would | have worked so hard to see that
our great |eader secured the Declaration?

"I"mglad you nentioned the Declaration,' said the State
Prosecutor softly, 'because |I'malso puzzled by the role you
played in that particular exercise. But first, let ne ask
you, did you trust our Anmbassador in CGeneva to see that the
Decl arati on was delivered to Baghdad?

"Yes, | did."'

"And did it reach Baghdad safely? asked the Prosecutor,

gl ancing at the battered parchnent, still nailed to the wal
behi nd Saddam

"Yes, it did.'

' Then why not entrust the know edge you had acquired about
the safe to the sanme man, renenbering that it was his
responsibility?

"This was different.'

"It certainly was, and | shall show the Council just how



different. How was the Declaration paid for?

"I don't understand,' said Al Cbaydi.

"Then let me nake it easier for you. How was each paynent
dealt with?

"Ten mllion dollars was to be paid once the contract had
been agreed, and a further forty mllion when the Declaration
was handed over.'

"And how nuch of that noney - the state's noney -did you
keep for yourself?

' Not one cent.'

"Well, let us see if that is totally accurate, shall we?
Where did the neetings take place for the exchange of these
vast suns of noney?

"The first paynent was nmade to a bank in New Jersey, and

t he second to Dummond et cie, one of our banks in
Switzerland.'

"And the first paynment of ten mllion dollars, if I

under stand you correctly, you insisted should be in cash?
"That is not correct,' said Al Cbaydi. 'The other side
Insisted that it should be in cash.'

' How conveni ent. But then, once again, we only have your
word for that, because our Anbassador in Xew York has stated
it was you who insisted the first paynent had to be in cash.
Per haps he m sunderstood you as well. But |let us nove on to

t he second

paynent, and do correct nme if | have m sunderstood you.'

He paused. 'That was paid direct into Franchard et cie?
"That is correct,' said Al OCbaydi.

"And did you receive, | think the word is a "kickback",

after either of these paynents?

"Certainly not.'

"Well, what is certainis that, as the first paynent was
made in cash, it would be hard for anyone to prove otherw se.
But as for the second paynent. ' The Prosecutor paused to
|l et the significance of his words sink in.

"I don't know what you're tal king about,' snapped Al

Qhaydi .

' Then you nust be having anot her |apse of nenory, because
during your absence, when you were rushing back fromParis to
warn the President of the imm nent danger to his life, you
recei ved a comuni cation from Franchard et cie which, because
the letter was addressed to our Anbassador in Paris, ended up
on the desk of the Deputy Foreign Mnister.'

"I'"ve had no communi cation with Franchard et cie.'



"I'"'mnot suggesting you did,' said the Prosecutor, as he
strode forward to wwthin a foot of Al Cbaydi. 'Il'm suggesting
t hey conmuni cated with you. Because they sent you your | atest
bank statenent in the name of Hamd Al Cbaydi, dated June
25t h 1993, showi ng that your account was credited with one
mllion dollars on February 18th 1993."°

"It's not possible,' said Al Obaydi defiantly.

"It's not possible? said the Prosecutor, thrusting a copy
of the statenent in front of A GCbhaydi.

"This is easy to explain. The Cavalli famly is trying to
get revenge because we didn't pay the full amount of one
hundred mllion as originally prom sed.’

' Revenge, you claim The noney isn't real? It doesn't

exist? This is just a piece of paper? A fignent of our

| magi nati on?'

"Yes,' said Al Qbaydi. '"That is the truth.'

' So perhaps you can explain why one hundred thousand
dollars was withdrawn fromthis account on the day after you
had visited Franchard et cie?

"That's not possible.'’

" Anot her inpossibility? Another fignment of the

| magi nati on? Then you have not seen this w thdrawal order for
one hundred thousand dollars, sent to you by the bank a few
days later? The signature on which bears a remarkable
resenbl ance to the one on the sanctions report which you
accepted earlier was authentic'

The Prosecutor held both docunents in front of A Obaydi

so they touched the tip of his nose. He | ooked at the two
signatures and realised what Cavalli nust have done. The
Prosecut or proceeded to sign his death warrant, even before
Al Obaydi had been given the chance to expl ain.

" And now you are no doubt going to ask the Council to
believe that it was Cavalli who al so had your signature

f orged?"

Alittle laughter trickled round the table, and Al Cbaydi
suspected that the Prosecutor knew that he had only spoken
the truth.

"I have had enough of this,' said the one person in the
room who woul d have dared to interrupt the State Prosecutor
Al (baydi |ooked up in a last attenpt to catch the
attention of the President, but with the exception of the
State Prosecutor the Council were | ooking towards the top of
the tabl e and noddi ng their agreenent.

"There are nore pressing matters for the Council to



consider.' He waved a hand as if he were swatting an
irritating fly.

Two sol diers stepped forward and renoved Al Cbaydi from

his sight.

"That was a whole | ot easier than | expected,' said Cohen,
once they had passed through the Iragi checkpoint.

"Alittle too easy, perhaps,' said Kratz.

"It's good to know that we've got one optim st and one
pessim st on this trip,' said Scott.

Once Cohen was on the highway he remai ned cauti ous of

pushi ng the vehicle beyond fifty mles per hour. The lorries
that passed in the opposite direction on their way to Jordan
rarely had nore than two of their four headlights working,

whi ch sonetimes made t hem appear |ike nmotorcycles in the

di stance, so overtaking becanme hazardous. But his eyes needed
to be at their nost alert for those lorries in front of him
for them one red tail-light was a | uxury.

Kratz had al ways thought the three-hundred-mle journey
fromthe border to Baghdad would be too |long to consider
covering in one stretch, so he had decided they should have a
rest about forty mles outside the Iraqgi capital. Scott asked
Cohen what tinme he thought they m ght reach their rest point.
"Assuming | don't drive straight into a parked lorry

that's been abandoned in the m ddle of the road or di sappear
down a pothole, I'd imagine we'll get there around four, five
at the latest.'

"I don't like the sight of all these arny vehicles on the
road. What do you think they're up to?" asked Kratz, who
hadn't slept a wink since they crossed the border.

"A battalion on the nove, |1'd say, sir. Doesn't |ook that
unusual to ne, and | don't think we'd need to worry about
them unl ess they were going in the sanme direction as us.'

" Perhaps you're right,' said Kratz.

"You wouldn't give thema second thought if you' d crossed

the border legally,' said Scott.

"Possi bly. But Sergeant,' Kratz said, turning his

attention back to Cohen, 'let nme know t he nonent you spot
anyt hi ng you consi der unusual .'
"You nmean, |ike a woman worth a second gl ance?

Kratz made no comment. He turned to ask Scott a questi on,
only to find he had dozed off again. He envied Scott's
ability to sleep anywhere at any tine, especially under such
pressure.

Ser geant Cohen drove on through the night, not always in a



straight line, as he circunvented the occasi onal burned-out
tank or large crater left over fromthe war. On and on they
travell ed, through small towns and seem ngly uni nhabited

sl eeping villages, until a few m nutes past four, when Cohen
swung of f the highway and up a track that could have only
consi dered one-way traffic. He drove for another twenty
mnutes, finally comng to a halt when the road ended at an
over hangi ng | edge.

"Even a vulture wouldn't find us here,' said Cohen as he
turned off the engine. 'Perm ssion to have a snoke and a bit
of shut-eye, Col onel ?'

Kratz nodded and wat ched Cohen junp out of the cab and

offer Aziz a cigarette before di sappearing behind a palm
tree. He checked the surrounding countryside carefully, and
deci ded Cohen was right. Wen he returned to the truck, he
found Aziz and the Sergeant were already asleep, while Scott
was sitting on the | edge watching the sun cone up over
Baghdad.

"What a peaceful sight,' he said as Kratz sat down beside
hi m al nost as though he had been tal king to soneone el se.
"Only God could nake a sunrise as beautiful as that.'
"Sonething isn't right,' nuttered Kratz under his breath.
SADDAM NODDED TO THE PROSECUTOR. ' Now we have dealt with

the traitor, let us nove on to the terrorists. Wiat is the

| at est position, General?

General Ham |, known as the Barber of Baghdad, opened the
file in front of him- he kept a file on everybody, including
those sitting around the table. Ham | had been educated at
Sandhurst and returned to Iraq to receive the King's

Conmmi ssion, only to find there was no King to serve. So he
swtched his loyalty to the new President, Abdul Karim Qasim
Then a young Captain changed sides in the 1963 coup and the
Ba'ath Party took power. Once again Ham| switched his

| oyalty, and was rewarded with an appointnent to the personal
staff of the new Vice-President, Saddam Hussein. Since that
day he had risen rapidly through the ranks. He was now
Saddam s favourite CGeneral, and Commander of the Presidenti al
GQuard. He had the distinction of being the only man, with the
exception of the President's bodyguards, allowed to wear a
side-armin Saddam s presence. He was Saddam s executi oner.
H s favourite hobby was to shave his victins' heads before
they were hanged, with a blunt cut-throat razor that he never
bot hered to sharpen. Sone of them di sappoi nted hi m by dying
before he could get the rope around their necks.



Ham | studied his file for a few nonents before offer-

i ng an opinion. 'The terrorists,' he began, 'crossed the
border at 21.26 |last night. Four passports were presented to
the immgration officer for stanping. Three were of Swedi sh
origin, and one was fromlraqg.'

"I"l'l skin that one personally,' said Saddam

"The four nmen are travelling in a truck that appears to be
quite old, but as we are unable to risk taking too close a

| ook, | cannot be sure if we are dealing with a Trojan horse
or not. The safe that you ordered, M President, is
undoubtedly on the back of the truck.

"The truck has driven non-stop through the night at a

steady pace of around forty mles per hour in the direction
of Baghdad, but at 4.09 this norning it turned off into the
desert, and we ceased to npnitor its npvenents, as that
particul ar path | eads nowhere. W believe they have sinply
come off the road to rest before travelling on to the capital
| ater this norning.'

"How many mles are they from Baghdad at this nonent?

asked the Mnister of the Interior.

"Forty, perhaps fifty - an hour to an hour and a half at

t he nost.'

"So, if we now have themtrapped in the desert, Ceneral,

why don't we just send troops in and cut themoff?

"While they are still bringing the safe to Baghdad?
I nterrupted Saddam 'No. That way |lies our only danger.'
"I"mnot sure | understand, Sayedi,' said the Mnister of

the Interior, turning to face his | eader.
"Then | will explain, Mnister,' Saddam sai d, exaggerating

the final word cruelly. "If we arrest themin the desert, who
wll believe us when we tell the world they are terrorists?
The Western press will even claimthat we planted their
passports on them No, | want them wested right here in the

Counci | Chanber, when it will be inpossible for Missad to
deny their involvenent and,

nore inportant, we will have exposed their plot and nmade
fools of themin the eyes of the Zi onist people.’ 'Now
under stand your profound wi sdom Sayedi.' Saddam waved a hand

and turned his attention to the Mnister of Industry.

'Have ny orders been carried out?" 'To the letter,
Excel |l ency. When the terrorists arrive at the Mnistry, they
will be made to wait, and will be treated curtly, until they
produce the docunentation that clains to cone from your

of fice.'



' They presented such a letter at the border,' interrupted
General Ham |, still |ooking down at his file.

' The nmonment such a letter is presented to ny office,’
continued the Mnister for Industry, 'a crane will be
supplied so that the safe can be transferred into this
building. I fear that we wll have to renove the doors on the
front of the building, but only -’

"I amnot interested in the doors,' said Saddam 'Wen do

you anticipate that the safe will arrive outside the
bui | di ng?'
"Around m dday,' said CGeneral Ham|. 'I| shall personally

take over the entire operation once the safe is inside the
bui | ding, M President.’

' Good. And nmake sure the terrorists see the Declaration
before they are arrested.'

"What if they were to try to destroy the docunent,
Excel | ency?' asked the Interior Mnister, attenpting to
recover sone | ost ground.

‘Never,' said Saddam ' They have cone to Baghdad to steal

t he docunent, not to destroy their pathetic piece of
history.' Two or three people round the table nodded their
agreenent. 'None of you except Ceneral Ham| and his

I mredi ate staff will cone anywhere near this building for the
next twenty-four hours. The fewer people who know what's
really happening, the better. Don't even

brief the officer of the day. | want the security to

appear lax. That way they will fall right into our trap.'
General Ham | nodded.

"Prosecutor,' said Saddam turning his attention to the
other end of the table, 'what will the international
community say when they |learn | have arrested the Zionist

pi gs?'

"They are terrorists, Excellency, and for terrorists,

there can be only one sentence. Especially after the

Aneri cans | aunched their mssiles on innocent civilians only
days ago.'

Saddam nodded. ' Any ot her questions?

"“Just one, Your Excellency,' said the Deputy Foreign
Mnister. 'What do you want to do about the girl?

"Ah, yes,' said Saddam smling for the first time. 'Now
that she has served her purpose, | nust think of a suitable
way to end her life. Where is she at the nonent?

As the truck began its slow journey back along the tiny
desert path, wth Aziz taking his turn behind the wheel and



Cohen in the back with Madane Bertha, Scott felt the

at nosphere inside the cab had changed. Wien they pulled off
the highway to rest, he still believed they were in no real
danger. But the grimsilence of norning nade hi m suddenly
aware of the task they had set thensel ves.

They had Kratz to thank for the original idea, and m xed
with his particular cocktail of inmagination, discipline,
courage, and the assunption that no one knew what they were
up to, Scott felt they had a better than

even chance of getting away with it, especially now they
knew exactly where the Decl arati on was situat ed.

When they reached the main road, Aziz jokingly asked,

"Right or left?

Scott said 'Left,' but Aziz turned dutifully right.

As they travelled al ong the highway towards Baghdad the

sun shone froma cl oudl ess sky that would have delighted any
tourist board, although the burned-out tanks and the craters
in the road m ght not have been consi dered obvi ous
attractions. No one spoke as the mles sped by: there was no
need for themto go over the plans another tinme. That woul d
be like an Aynpian training on the norning of a race -
either too late, or no |onger of any val ue.

For the last ten mles, they joined an expressway that was
equal to anything they m ght have found in Germany. As they
crossed a newy reconstructed bridge over the Euphrates,
Scott began to wonder how cl ose he was to Hannah, and whet her
he could get hinself into the Foreign Mnistry wthout
alerting Kratz, let alone the Iraqis.

When they reached the outskirts of Baghdad, with its
glistening skyscrapers and nodern buil di ngs, they could have
been entering any nmajor city in the world - until they saw
the people. There were lines of cars at petrol punps in a

| and where the nmain asset was oil, but their |length was
dwarfed only by the queues for food. Al four of themcould
see that sanctions were biting, however nuch Saddam deni ed
it.

They drove nearer to the city centre, along the road that
passed under the Al -Naser, the massive archway of two crossed
swords gripped by casts of Saddami s hand. There was no need
to direct Aziz to the Mnistry of Industry. He w shed he
still lived in Baghdad, but he hadn't entered the city since
his father had been executed for his part in the failed coup
of 1987. Looking out of the w ndow at his countrynen, he
could still snell their fear in his nostrils.



As they passed the bonbed-out renmains of the Mikhbarat
headquarters, Scott noticed an unmanned

anbul ance parked outside the Iraqgi intelligence centre. It
was strategically placed for the CNN tel evi sion camneras

rat her than for any practical purpose, he suspected,

When Aziz saw the Mnistry of Industry building | oom ng up
ahead of him he pointed it out to Scott, who renenbered the
facade fromthe nmass of photographs supplied by Kratz. But
Scott's eyes had noved up to the gun turrets on top of the
Foreign Mnistry, a nere stone's throw away.

Azi z brought the lorry to a halt a hundred yards beyond

the entrance to the Mnistry. Scott said, '"I'll be as quick
as | can,' as he junped out of the cab and headed back
towards the buil di ng.

As he clinbed the steps to the Mnistry, he did not see a

man in a wi ndow of the buil ding opposite who was speaki ng on
the tel ephone to General Ham|.

"The truck has stopped about a hundred netres beyond the
Mnistry. Atall, fair-haired man who was in the front of the
vehicle is now entering the building, but the other three,

i ncluding Kratz, have remained with the safe.’

Scott pushed through the swing doors and strolled past two
guards who | ooked as if they didn't nove nore

than a few feet every day. He wal ked over to the

I nformati on desk and joined the shortest of three queues. The
one- handed cl ock above the desk indicated that it was

approxi mately 9. 30.

It took another fifteen m nutes before Scott reached the
counter. He explained to the girl that his nane was Bernstrom
and that he needed to see M Kajam . 'Do you have an

appoi ntnment?" she asked. 'No,' said Scott. 'W called from
Jordan to warn himthat a safe the governnent had ordered was
on its way to Baghdad. He asked us to inform himthe nonent
it armed.’

"I wll see if he's in,' said the receptionist. Scott

wai ted, staring up at a nmassive portrait of Saddam Hussein in
uni form hol di ng a Kal ashni kov. It dom nated the otherw se

bl ank grey walls of the reception area.

The girl listened carefully to whoever it was on the other
end of the |ine before saying, 'Soneone will be down to see
you in a few mnutes.' She turned her attention to the next
person in the queue.

Scott hung around for another thirty m nutes before a

tall, thin man wearing a smart Western suit stepped out of



the [ift and wal ked over to him
"M Bernstronf'
'Yes?' said Scott, as he swung round to face the nan.

' Good norning,' he said confidently in English. 'l am M
| brahim M Kajam's personal assistant. How can | help you?
"l have brought a safe from Sweden,' said Scott. 'It was

ordered by the Mnistry sonme years ago, but, due to the UN
sanctions, could not be delivered any earlier. W were told
t hat when we reached Baghdad we should report to M Kajam .’
"Do you have any papers to verify your clainf

Scott renoved a file fromhis bag and showed M | brahim

its contents.

The man read t hrough each docunent slowy until he cane to
the letter signed by the President. He read no further.
Looki ng up, he asked, 'May | see this safe, M Bernstronf’
"Certainly,' said Scott. 'Please follow nme.' He led the
official out onto the street and took himover to the truck.
Cohen stared down at them When Kratz gave the order, he

whi pped the tarpaulin off the safe so that the civil servant
coul d i nspect Madanme Bertha for hinself.

Scott was fascinated by the fact that those passing in

the street didn't give the safe a second | ook. If

anyt hi ng, they qui ckened their pace. Fear manifested itself
anong these people by their lack of curiosity.

"Please cone with me, M Bernstrom' said Ibrahim Scott
acconpani ed himback to the reception area, where he returned
upstairs w thout another word.

Scott was left waiting for another thirty mnutes before

| braham cane back.

"You are to take the safe to Victory Square, where you

will see a barrier with a tank in front of a large white
bui |l di ng. They are expecting you.'

Scott was about to ask where Victory Square was when

| brahi m turned and wal ked away. He went back to the truck,
and joined Kratz and Aziz in the front before passing on the
news. Aziz didn't need to be told the way.

"No special treatnent there, I'mglad to see,' said Kratz.
Scott nodded his agreenent as Aziz eased the truck back
into the road. The traffic was nuch heavier now. Lorries and
cars were honking their horns, managing to nove only a few

i nches at a tine.

"It nmust be an accident,' said Scott, until they turned

the corner and saw the three bodi es hanging froma makeshift
gallows: a man wearing an expensive designer suit, a wonan



perhaps a little younger, and anot her nuch ol der woman. |t
was hard to be certain, wth their heads shaven.

M Kajam sat at his desk, dialled the nunber that had
been passed to him and waited.

"Deputy Foreign Mnister's Ofice, Mss Saib speaking.'
"This is the Mnister of Industry calling. Could you put
me through to the Deputy Foreign Mnister.

"I"'mafraid he's out of the office at the moment, M

Kajam . Shall | ask himto return your call, or would you
like to | eave a nessage?
‘I wll |eave a nessage, but perhaps he could also call ne

when he gets back.'

"Certainly, Mnister.

"Could you I et himknow that the safe has arrived from
Sweden and can therefore be crossed off the sanctions list.'

There was a | ong pause. 'Are you still there, Mss Saib?
"Yes. | was just witing down what you said, sir.
"If he needs to see the relevant forns we still have them

at the Mnistry, but if it's the safe he wants to check on,
it's already on its way to the Ba'ath headquarters.'

"I understand, sir. I'll see he gets the nessage just as
soon as he cones in.'

" Thank you, Mss Saib.'

Kaj am replaced the phone on the hook, glanced across his
desk at the Deputy Foreign Mnister and sm | ed.

AZI Z BROUGHT THE TRUCK to a halt in front of a tank. A few
sol di ers were noving around, but there didn't appear to be a
great deal of activity.

"I was expecting a bigger show of force than this,' said
Kratz. 'It's the Ba'ath Party headquarters, after all.’

' Saddam s probably at the pal ace, or even out of Baghdad,'
suggested Aziz as two sol diers advanced towards the truck.
The first one shouted 'Qut!' and they obeyed slowy. Once all
four of themwere on the ground, the soldier ordered themto
stand a few yards away fromthe truck while a couple of other
sol diers junped up on the back and renoved the tarpaulin.
"This one's a Major,' whispered Aziz as a portly man

covered in battle ribbons and carrying a nobil e phone
advanced towards them He stopped and | ooked up at the safe
suspi ci ously before turning to Kratz and introduci ng hinsel f
as Maj or Saeed.

"Open,' was all he added.

Kratz pointed to Scott, who clinbed up onto the back of

the lorry while several nore soldiers surrounded it to watch



hi m perform the openi ng cerenony. Once Scott had pulled the
great door open, the Major joined himon the back of the
truck, but not until one of the soldiers had given hima
hand- up. He stood a pace back and ordered two of his nmen to
go inside. They appeared apprehen-

sive at first, but once they had entered the safe they

began touchi ng the sides and even junping up to try to reach
the roof. A few nonents |ater, Saeed joined them and banged
the walls with his swagger stick. He then stepped back out,
junped heavily off the truck and turned towards Scott.
"Now we wait for a crane,' he said, sounding a little nore
friendly. He dialled a nunber on the phone.

Cohen clinbed into the cab and sat behind the wheel, the
keys still in the ignition, while Aziz remained on the back
with the safe. Scott and Kratz | eaned against a wall, trying
to appear bored, while having a conversation on the

al ternatives they now faced.

"W nust find sone way of getting into the building ahead

of the safe,' said Kratz. Scott nodded his agreenent.

The clock in Victory Square had struck 12.30 before Aziz
spotted the tall, thin structure progressing slowy round the
massi ve statue of Saddam The four of them watched as
soldiers ran out into the street to hold up the flow of
traffic and all ow the vast crane to continue its progress
uni nt err upt ed.

Scott explained to the Major that the truck now needed to

be noved to a position opposite the front door. He agreed

wi t hout a phone call. Wen the truck was parked exactly where
Scott wanted it, Major Saeed finally conceded that the doors
woul d have to cone off their hinges if they were ever going
to get the safe and its trolley inside the building.

This tinme he did nake a phone call, and to Scott's

guestion, 'How long? he sinply shrugged his shoul ders and
replied, 'Must wait.'

Scott was determned to use the 'nmust wait' period, and

expl ained to Major Saeed that he needed to wal k the route
that the safe would travel once they had entered the
bui | di ng.

The Maj or hesitated, made a further phone call, held on

for some tine before he received an answer, and then,
pointing to Scott, said, 'You, only.'

Scott left Kratz to organise the crane as it prepared to
lift the safe off the lorry, and followed the Major into the
bui | di ng.



The first thing that Scott noticed as he wal ked down the
carpeted corridor was its wwdth and solid feel. Every few
paces there were soldiers |ounging against the wall who
sprang to attention the nonent they saw Maj or Saeed.

At the end of the corridor was an el evator. The Mj or
produced a key and turned it in a lock on the wall. The doors
of the elevator opened slowy. It struck Scott that the size
of the safe nust have been determ ned by the width of the
lift. He doubted if there would be much nore than an inch to
spare all round once they had succeeded in getting Madane
Bert ha on board.

The Maj or pressed a button marked '- 6', which, Scott

noted, was as far down as they could go. The lift dropped
slowy. When the doors opened Scott followed My or Saeed into
a long corridor. This tine he had the feeling that the
passageway had been built to survive an earthquake. They cane
to a halt outside a pair of heavy, reinforced doors, guarded
by two soldiers carrying rifles.

Saeed asked a question, and both guards shook their heads.

' The Chanber is enpty, so we can go straight through,' he
expl ai ned, then proceeded to unlock the door. Scott foll owed
himinto the Council Chanber.

H s eyes searched quickly round the room The first thing

he saw on the far wall was another nassive portrait of
Saddam this tinme in a dark doubl e-breasted suit. Then he
spotted one of the red alarmbuttons next to a |ight switch
that Kratz had warned hi m about. The

Maj or hurried on through the Chanber, giving the

| npression of a man who hadn't the right to be there, while
Scott went as slowy as he felt he could get away with. And
then he saw it, just for a nonent, and his heart sank: the
Decl aration of |ndependence was nailed to the wall, a corner
torn and sonme of the signatures |ooking distinctly blurred.
The Maj or unl ocked the far door and Scott reluctantly

foll owed himthrough into the adjoining corridor. They
continued for only a few nore paces before comng to a halt
in front of a massive recess of inlaid brick that Scott
didn't need to neasure to realise had been purpose-built in
anticipation of the arrival of the safe.

Scott took sonme time neasuring the space, as he tried to

t hi nk of how he could get a |onger | ook at the Declaration.
After a few m nutes, M or Saeed tapped himon the shoul der
with his swagger stick and indicated that it was tine for
themto return to the courtyard. Scott reluctantly foll owed



hi m back down the short corridor, and into the Counci

Chanber, which the Mjor scurried through while Scott
lingered to nmeasure the doors. He was pl eased to discover
that they would have to be taken off their hinges. He stood a
pace back as if considering the problem The Mjor returned
and sl apped the side of his leg with his swagger stick,
muttering sonething under his breath that Scott suspected
wasn't altogether flattering.

Scott stole a glance to the right, and confirnmed his worst
fears: even if he were able to exchange the two docunents, it
woul d take an even greater genius than Dollar Bill to repair
t he damage t hat Saddam had al ready inflicted.

" Cone. Cone. We nust go,' said the Myjor.

"And so nust these doors,' said Scott, and turning, added,
"and those two as well," pointing to the pair at the

ot her end of the Chanber. But Mjor Saeed was al ready
striding off down the long corridor towards the open lift.
Hannah put the phone down and tried to stop herself

trenbling. They had warned her many tines at Herzliyah that
however tough you think you are, and however well trained
you' ve been, you will still trenble.

She checked her watch. Her |lunch break was due in twenty

m nutes, and al though she rarely left the building during the
day except on official business, she knew she could no | onger
sit in that office and just wait for events to happen al
around her.

The Deputy Foreign Mnister had |eft for the pal ace at

ei ght that norning, and had told her not to expect him back
until five at the earliest. A nuscle in her cheek tw tched as
she began to type out the Mnister of Industry's nessage.

For fifteen mnutes, she sat at her desk and pl anned how

the hour could be best spent. As soon as she was clear in her
m nd what needed to be done, she picked up her phone and
asked a girl on the switchboard to cover her calls during the
| unch break.

Hannah put on her gl asses, left the roomand wal ked

qui ckly down the corridor, remaining close to the wall wth
her head bowed, so that those passing didn't give her a
second | ook.

She took the stairs rather than the [ift, slipped across

the hall past reception, through the swing doors and out onto
the steps of the Foreign Mnistry.

"Saib's just left the building,' said a voice fromthe

other side of the road into a nobile phone. 'She's going in



the direction of Victory Square.'

Hannah conti nued wal ki ng towards the square. The crowds
were so |large and noi sy that she feared anot her

publ i ¢ hangi ng nust have taken place. Wen she reached the
end of the road and turned the corner, she averted her eyes
as she made a path between those who were standing, staring,
sone even | aughing at the spectacle.

"Quite a high-up official,' sonmeone joked. Another nore
serious voice said that he had heard he was a di pl omat
recently back from Areri ca who had been caught with his
fingers inthe till. Athird, an elderly woman, wept when
sonmeone suggested that the other two were the man's i nnocent
not her and si ster.

Once Hannah could see the barrier she sl owed her pace. She
st opped and stared across the road at the Ba' ath Party
headquarters. She was pleased to be hidden in such a |arge
crowd, even if it did occasionally obscure her view

"She's facing the Ba'ath Party headquarters. Everyone el se
I's looking in the opposite direction.’

Hannah's eyes settled on the truck that was surrounded by
sol diers, and then she saw the massive safe that was perched
on the back of the vehicle and the two young nen who were
attaching large coils of steel to its base. One was M ddl e
Eastern in appearance, the other vaguely European. And then
she saw Kratz - or was it Kratz? Woever it was di sappeared
behind the far side of the truck. She waited for the man to
reappear. When he did, a few nonents later, she was left in
no doubt that it was the Mbdssad | eader.

She realised that she could not wait around in such a
public place for much | onger, and decided to return to her
of fice and consi der what needed to be done next. She gave
Kratz one |ast | ook as a group of cleaners cane out of the
bui | di ng, wal ked across the tarnac and passed by the barrier
wi t hout any of the soldiers paying themthe slightest
attenti on.

Hannah began to wal k away from Victory Square, just

as Mpj or Saeed and Scott energed fromthe building into

the courtyard.

'She's on the nove again, but she doesn't seemto be
returning to the Mnistry.' The man on the nobil e phone

| istened for a noment and then replied, 'l don't know, but
"1l follow her and report back.'

When Scott stepped back into the courtyard he was pl eased
to see that Kratz had already got the crane into position to



lift the safe off the truck. Aziz and Cohen were fastening

| ong steel coils around the body of Madane Bertha while the
specially constructed trolley, of which M Pedersson was so
proud, had been placed on the ground between the front door
and the side of the truck.

Scott | ooked up at the crane that was taller than the

buil ding itself and back down at the operator, sitting in his
wi de cab near the base. Once Cohen and Aziz had junped off
the truck Kratz gave the operator the thunbs-up.

Scott pointed at the safe and beckoned to Kratz, who

wal ked, over, |ooking puzzled. He thought the operation was
goi ng rather well.

"What's the problenf’ he asked. Scott continued pointing

at the safe, and with exaggerated novenents indicated how he
t hought it would have to be noved, while whispering to Kratz:
"I"'ve seen the Declaration.' He noved to the other side of
the safe. Kratz followed, now al so pretending to take a cl ose
interest in the safe.

G eat news,' said Kratz. 'So where is it?

The news is not so great,' said Scott.

"What do you nean?' asked Kratz anxiously.

"It's in the Council Chanber, exactly where Hannah said it
would be. But it's nailed to the wall,' replied Scott.
"Nailed to the wall?' said Kratz under his breath.

"Yes, and it looks as if it's beyond repair,' said Scott,

as he heard the crunch of a gear shifting into place. He

wat ched as the steel cords tightened, followed by a raucous
revvi ng of the engi ne. But Madane Bertha refused to budge an
I nch. The revving noi se becane even | ouder a second tine, but
she still remai ned unnoved by their solicitations.

The operator pushed the | ong gear |ever forward another
notch, and tried a third tine. Finally Bertha rose an inch
off the back of the lorry, swaying gently fromside to side.
Sonme of the soldiers started to cheer, but they stopped

I mredi ately when the Major turned to stare in their

di rection.

Kratz nodded and Cohen ran across the tarmac and | owered

the tail board, before getting into the cab and junpi ng behi nd
t he wheel of the truck. He switched on the engine, pushed the
gear lever into first and noved the vehicle slowy forward
until the safe was left dangling in md-air. Aziz and Kratz
then pushed the trolley a few yards across the tarnmac so that
It was directly bel ow the dangling safe, Kratz gave the

t hunbs-up a second tine, and the crane operator slowy began



| onering the five tons of steel, inch by inch, until it came
to rest on the trolley, causing the |arge rubber wheels to
conpress abruptly.

The safe now rested in front of the double doors, waiting

for the carpenter to arrive before it could progress on its

i nward j ourney. The Mjor shrugged his shoul ders even before
Krat z had nout hed t he questi on.

As Cohen backed the lorry into a parking space designated

by the Major, an lraqi, dressed in a dishdash and a

red- and-white keffiyeh and carrying a tool bag appeared at
the barrier.

Once the guards had thoroughly checked the tool bag,

tipping all its contents out onto the ground, they all owed

hi m t hrough. The carpenter gathered up his tools, took one

| ook at the safe, another at the doubl e doors, and understood
I mredi ately why his boss had described the problemas urgent.
Scott stood back and watched the craftsman as he began to
unscrew the hi nges on one of the doors.

'So where's Dollar Bill's counterfeit at the nonent?
asked Krat z.

"Still in my bag,' said Scott. 'I'mgoing to have to do
some work on it, or they'll spot the difference the nonent

|'ve exchanged it for the original.'

"Agreed,' said Kratz. 'You'd better get on with it while
the carpenter's working on the door. I'Il try and keep the
Maj or occupi ed.’

Kratz sauntered over to the carpenter and started chatting
to himwhile Scott disappeared into the front of the truck
carrying his bag. Once the My or saw what Kratz was doi ng he
ran across to join them

Scott stared through the cab w ndow as he extracted Dol | ar
Bill's copy fromthe cylinder and tried to recall where the
mai n damage was on the original. First he made a tear in the
top right-hand corner, then he spat on the nanes of John
Adans and Robert Treat Paine. After he had studied his
handi wor k he deci ded he hadn't gone far enough and, placing
the copy on the floor, he rubbed the soles of his shoes
gently over the surface. He glanced up to see the Mjor
ordering Kratz to let the carpenter get on with his job.
Kratz shrugged his shoul ders as Scott rolled up the copy of
the Declaration and returned it to the cylinder, before
sliding it down the specially-sewn |ong thin pocket on the
I nside of his trouser leg. A perfect fit.

A few nonents |ater the carpenter got off his knees and



smled to show he had conpleted his task. At the

Maj or's command four soldiers stepped forward and renoved
the doors. They carried thema few paces away and | eaned t hem
up agai nst an outside wall.

The Maj or ordered several nore soldiers to push the

trolley as Scott guided Madane Bertha through the doorway.
Kratz and Aziz tried to follow, but the My or waved an arm
firmy to indicate that only Scott could enter the building.
It was Scott's turn to shrug his shoul ders.

Inch by inch, they eased the trolley down the |ong

corridor. The |ift doors had been left open, but it still
took forty hands to lever the five tons of netal safely

I nside. Scott knew fromhis research that this part of the
bui | di ng had been built to survive a nuclear attack, but he
wondered if the lift would ever recover fromhaving to carry
the five-ton safe down six floors. He was only thankful that
Madanme Bertha was goi ng down, not up.

The |ift doors slowy closed and the Major quickly |ed

Scott through a side door and down the back stairs, followed
by a dozen soldiers. Wen they reached the basenent, the
doors of the lift were al ready open and Madane Bertha stood
there, majestically waiting. The Major pointed to the fl oor
with his swagger stick: ten of the soldiers fell to their
knees and began pulling the trolley inch by inch until they
finally managed to coax it into the corridor. The |ift was
then sent up to - 5, and six of the soldiers ran back up the
stairs, junped into the enpty lift and returned to the
basenment so they could push the safe fromthe other side.
The carpenter had already renoved the first set of doors

t hey woul d encounter when the safe entered the Counci
Chanber, but was still working on the second set when the
trolley reached the entrance. The del ay gave Scott an
opportunity to supervise the noving of the large table up
agai nst the side wall and the placing of the

chairs on the table so that the safe would have a cl ear
passage into the far corridor.

As he went back and forth Scott had several opportunities

to stare at the Declaration, even study the spelling of the
word 'Brittish'. He quickly realised that the parchnent was
i n an even worse condition than he had thought.

Once the doors were finally renoved, the sol diers began
pushi ng the safe across the Chanber and out into the short
corridor on the |ast few yards of its journey. Wen they had
reached the end of the corridor opposite the specially



prepared recess, Scott supervised the last few inches of its
nmove until they could push the five tons of steel no further.
Madanme Bertha had finally conme to her resting place agai nst
the far wall.

Scott smled, and Maj or Saeed made anot her phone call.

The ol d worman expl ai ned to Hannah that the next shift was

to be at three o' clock that afternoon, and they woul d be
expected to have the Council Chanber ready for the neeting
that was to take place at six the follow ng day. They hadn't
been able to do a proper job on the first shift that norning
because of that safe.

Hannah had foll owed the cleaners, watching as they peel ed

off one by one and went their separate ways. She sel ected an
old woman carrying the heavi est bags, and offered to hel p her
across the road. They quickly got into conversation, and
Hannah continued to carry the bags all the way to her front
door, explaining that she only lived a few streets away.
"Cone inside, ny dear,' the old | ady said.

" Thank you,' replied Hannah, feeling nore |ike the wolf

than Little Red R di ng Hood.

Slipping a small whisky into the old wonan's cof fee had
proved harnm ess enough, and it certainly | oosened her tongue.
Two Valium dropped in the cleaner's second coffee ensured
that it would be several hours before she woke. Mssad had
taught Hannah five different ways of breaking into a car, a
hotel room a briefcase, even a small safe, so a drugged ol d
wonan' s handbag was no great chall enge. She renoved the
speci al pass and slipped out of the house.

' She' s now headi ng back in the direction of the Mnistry,"
said the voice into the nobile phone. 'W've checked the old
woman. She passed out and probably won't cone round until
this tinme tonorrow. The only thing that's been taken is her
security pass.'

When Hannah arrived back at her desk there was no sign

that the Deputy Foreign Mnister had returned, so she checked
wWith the switchboard. There had only been three calls: two
said they would call back tonmorrow, and the third didn't

| eave a nessage.

Hannah repl aced the handset and typed out a note

expl ai ning that she had gone honme as she wasn't certain

whet her the Deputy Foreign Mnister would be returning that
day. As long as he didn't check his nessages until after five
o' clock, there would be no reason for himto becone
suspi ci ous.



In the privacy of her little room Hannah exchanged her
office clothes for the traditional black abaya with a push
covering her face. She checked herself in the mrror before
once again |leaving the building, silently and anonynously.
"I"mal nost sure it's her comng out of the Mnistry,'

said the voice into the nobil e phone, 'but she's changed into
traditional dress and is no | onger wearing glasses. She's
headi ng towards Victory Square again. |'ll keep you briefed.'
Hannah was back in Victory Square a few m nutes before the
first cleaner was expected to arrive for work. Although the
crowd was now snaller, she was still able to remain

I nconspi cuous. She | ooked across the road towards the
courtyard. The safe was no | onger to be seen, and the crane
too had di sappeared. The truck was now backed up agai nst the
wal | . Hannah strained to see if Kratz was one of the figures
sitting in the front of the truck, but she couldn't penetrate
t he haze of snoke.

Hannah turned her attention to a building she had never
entered but felt she knew so well. A full-scale plan of each
fl oor was attached to a board in the operations room of
Mossad's headquarters in Herzliyah, and you couldn't take the
second paper of any examon lIrag w thout being able to draw
every floor of the building in detail. Information was added
all the tinme, fromthe strangest sources: escaped refugees,
former di plomats, ex-Cabinet Mnisters who were Kurds or
Shi'ites, even the former British Prine Mnister Edward

Heat h.

The first cleaner arrived a few m nutes before three,
presented her pass and then hurried across the tarmac before
di sappearing into a side door of the building. The second
appeared a few nonents |ater, and foll owed the sane
procedure. Wien Hannah spotted the third maki ng her way al ong
the far side of the pavenent, she slipped across the road and
filed in behind her as she wal ked towards the barrier.

' She's crossed the road, reached the barrier, and the

guard i s now checking her pass,' said the voice into the
nobi | e phone. 'As instructed, they've let her through. She's
now wal ki ng across the tarmac and fol |l ow ng anot her woman

t hrough the side door. She's in, the door's closed. W' ve got
her .’

' Now you open the safe,' said Mjor Saeed.

Scott swivelled the dials to their coded nunbers, and the
first bulb turned green. The Maj or was inpressed. Scott then
pl aced the pal mof his hand on the white square, and a few



seconds later the mddle bulb turned green. The Mjor was
mesneri sed. Scott | eaned forward and spoke into the voice
box, and the third light turned green. The My or was

speechl ess.

Scott pulled the handl e and the door swung open. He junped

I nside and i medi ately extracted the cardboard tube fromthe
I nside of his trouser |eg.

The Major spotted it at once, and flewinto a rage. Scott
qguickly flicked off the cap, took out the poster of Saddam
Hussein and unpeeled it, letting the backing paper fall to
the ground before he strolled to the far side of the safe and
fixed the portrait of Saddamto the wall. A smle returned to
the Major's face as Scott bent down, rolled up the backing
paper and slid it into the tube.

"Now | teach you,' said Scott.

"No, no, not nme,' said Major Saeed. He held his phone up

in the air and said, 'W nust go back upstairs.’

Scott felt |like swearing as he stepped out of the safe,
dropping the tube and allowing it to roll across the floor to
t he darkest corner. The plan he had so carefully prepared
with Kratz would no | onger be possible. He reluctantly |eft
the open safe and joined the Major as he marched quickly
towards the Council Chanber, this tinme not allow ng Scott any
opportunity to hold himup.

Hannah j oi ned the other cleaners inside the building, and
told them that her nother had been taken ill and that she had
been sent to cover for her. She tried to assure themthat it
was not the first tine she had done so, and was surprised
when they asked no questions. She

assuned that they were fearful of being involved with a

st ranger.

Hannah picked up a box of cleaning equi pnent and nmade her

way down the back stairs. The plan di splayed on the walls at
Her zI i yah was proving inpressively accurate, even if nobody
had managed di e exact nunber of steps to the basenent.

When she reached the door that led into the bottom

corridor she could hear voices comng fromthe direction of

t he Council Chanber. Whoever it was nust be heading for the
lift. Hannah backed up against the wall so she could just see
them t hrough the thick pane of wire-nmesh glass in the centre
of the door.

The two nen passed. Hannah didn't recogni se the Mjor, but
when she saw who was with him her | egs gave way and she

al nost col | apsed onto the ground.



Once they were back in the courtyard, the Major dialled a
nunber. Scott strolled over to Kratz, who was standi ng behi nd
t he truck.

"Did you manage to switch the Declaration? were Kratz's
first words.

"No, | didn't have tine. It's still on the wall of the
Chanber .

‘Damm. And the copy?

‘I left it in the tube on the floor of the safe.

couldn't risk bringing it out.'

'So how are you going to get back into the building?

asked Kratz, |ooking towards the Major. 'You were neant to
use the tinme -'

"I know. But it turns out he's not the one who'll be in
charge of the safe. He's getting in touch with whoever it is
"1l have to instruct.'

' Not what we needed. | suspect that with the Mjor

our first plan would have been a |l ot easier,' said Kratz.
"I'"d better brief the others so we can work on an alternative
I f things go wong again.'

Scott nodded his agreenent, and he and the Mossad | eader
strolled over to the truck where Aziz and Cohen were sitting
in the cab snoking. As the Colonel clinbed into the front,
two cigarettes were quickly stubbed out. Kratz expl ai ned why
they were still waiting, and warned themthat this could be
the Professor's last chance to get back into the Counci
Chanber. 'So when he conmes out next time,' he explained, 'we
nmust be ready to go. Wth a little luck, we mght still nake
t he border by m dnight.’

How coul d he possibly be alive? Hannah thought. Hadn't she
killed hin? She had seen his dead body carried out of the
room She tried to organi se her thoughts, which ranged from
absolute joy to utter fear. She recalled her senior
instructor telling her, '"Wen you're in the front |ine, never
be surprised by anything.' She felt she now had the right to
contradict him if she was ever given the chance.

Hannah pushed open the door and crept into the corridor,

whi ch was deserted except for a pair of soldiers chatting by
the entrance to the Chanber. She realised she couldn't hope
to get past them w t hout being questioned.

Wth a pace to go, she was told to stop, and cane to a

halt between them After they had checked the cleani ng box

t horoughly, the one with two stripes on his armsaid, 'You
know it's our duty to search you as well?" Hannah made no



comrent while he bent down, lifted her [ ong black robe and

pl aced his hands on her ankles. The second one let out a
raucous | augh as he put his fingers round the front of her
neck, and began novi ng

hi s hands down over her shoul ders and across her breasts,
while his coll eague noved his hands up her |egs and onto her
thighs. As the first soldier reached the top of her legs, his
col | eague pinched her nipples. Hannah pushed them bot h away
and stepped into the Chanber. They nade no attenpt to follow,
al though their laughter increased in vol une.

The table had been returned to the centre of the room and
the chairs casually rearranged around it. She began by

strai ghtening the table before placing the chairs at an equal

di stance fromeach other. She was still trying to take in the
fact that Sinon was alive. But why would the CI A send himto
Baghdad? Unless . . . she stared up at the nassive portrait

of Saddam Hussein as she straightened his chair at the head
of the table. Then her eyes cane to rest on the docunent that
was nailed next to his picture.

The Anerican Decl aration of |ndependence was fixed to the
wall in exactly the place the Deputy Foreign M nister had
claimed it was.

hand. 'I am sorry to have kept you waiting. But don't |et

me hold you up any |longer. Please show ne your safe, which
Maj or Saeed seens so inpressed by.'

Wt hout another word the General turned and began wal ki ng
towards the building, |eaving Scott with little choice but to
follow For the first tinme in his life, Scott was terrified.
TWO CARS SWEPT UP TO the barrier and were ushered quickly

t hrough wi thout the suggestion of a check. Scott watched
carefully as a large group of soldiers surrounded the
vehi cl es.

When a tall, heavily-built nman stepped out of the second
car, Aziz said under his breath, 'General Ham |, the Barber
of Baghdad. He carries a cut-throat razor on his keyring.'
Kratz nodded. 'I know his conplete Iife history,' he said.
"Even the nanme of the young Lieutenant he's currently |iving
with.'

Maj or Saeed was now standing to attention, saluting the
General, and Scott didn't need to be told that this man was
of a different rank and calibre to the one he had been
dealing with until then. He studied theiace of the man
dressed in an immacul ate tailored uniformw th several nore
rows of battle ribbons than the Major, wearing black | eather



gl oves and carrying a swagger stick. It was a cruel face. The
troops who stood around hi mwere unable to disguise their
fear.

The Maj or pointed to Scott and said, 'You, cone.'

"I've got a feeling he neans you,' said Kratz.

Scott nodded and strolled across to join them

"M Bernstrom' the General said, renoving the glove from
his right hand, 'I am General Ham|.' Scott shook his

Hannah picked up a duster and sone polish and began to rub
in small circles on the table while taking a nore careful

| ook at the Declaration of |ndependence. The parchnment was in
such terrible condition that she doubted if it could be
repaired even if Sinon were able to get it back to
Washi ngt on.

She peered round the door into the short corridor, and
spotted the safe she had seen on the truck earlier that day.
It was open, but was guarded by two nore thugs, chatting as
much as the other two who were stationed at the door of the
Counci | Chanber.

Hannah nade her way slowy down the corridor, dusting and
polishing the | edge of the wooden skirting until she was
opposite the safe and had a clear view inside. She took a
pace forward and peered in as if she had never seen anything
like it in her |ife before. One of the soldiers kicked her
and she fell into the safe. The inevitable raucous | aughter
foll owed. She was about to turn round and retaliate when she
saw the | ong cardboard cylinder in one corner, alnost hidden
i n the shadow. She | eaned across and rolled it quickly
towards her until it was safely under her long skirt. She
wondered if she could use it to get a nessage to Sinon.
Hannah | eft her duster and polish on the floor of the safe,
st epped out backwards and bolted down the corridor, as if to
escape the guards.

Once she was back in the Chanber she renoved

anot her rag fromthe cl eaning box and began polishing the
table until she was in a position where no one could see her
fromeither passageway. She then |lowered herself slowy onto
her knees until she was below the table, and let the
cardboard tube fall to the floor in front of her. She quickly
flicked off the cap, to find the cylinder wasn't enpty. She
pul l ed out the parchnment, unrolled it and studied it in

di sbelief: a magnificent copy of the Declaration of

| ndependence, obviously nmade by a craftsman, even if soneone
had tried to deface it. She realised imediately that Sinon



must have been hoping to find sonme way of switching the copy
for the original

Kratz watched Scott follow General Ham | into the

bui | di ng, then wal ked slowy across to the truck and cli nbed
into the cab. He stared through the front wi ndow. No one was
taking any particular interest in what they were up to.

"This is too easy,' he said. 'Far too easy.' Cohen and

Azi z | ooked straight ahead, but didn't offer an opinion. 'If
Ham | is involved, they nmust suspect sonething. The tinme has
come for us to find out who knows what.'

"What do you have in mnd, sir? asked Cohen.

"I have a feeling that our switchboard Major isn't fully
aware of what's going on. Either they haven't briefed him or
they think he's not up to the job.'

"Or both,' suggested Aziz.

Kratz nodded. 'O both. So let's find out. Aziz, | want

you and Cohen to take a stroll down to the barrier. Tell the
guards that you're going for sonething to eat, and that
you'll be back in a fewmnutes. If they refuse to let you

t hrough, we've got a real problem because that will nean

t hey know what we're up to. In which case, cone back to the
cab and I'Il start working on what we have to do next.'

"And if they let us through? asked Cohen.

'Cet out of sight,' said Kratz, 'but keep in visual

contact with the truck. That shouldn't be too hard, with

t hese gawki ng crowds. |If Professor Bradley cones out with his
cardboard tube and | rest my armon the wi ndow | edge as |'m
doi ng now, get back here fast, because we won't want to be
hangi ng about. And by the way, Cohen: if I'mnot around for
any reason, and the Professor should suggest a detour to the
Foreign Mnistry, overrule him' Cohen nodded, w thout a clue
what the Col onel was tal king about. 'But if you spot that
we're in trouble, keep well out of the way for one hour, and
then pray that the whopper works.'

" Understood, sir,' said Cohen.

' Take the keys with you,' said Kratz. 'Now get going.'

Kratz stepped back down onto the tarmac, strolled over to
where Major Saeed was listening to one of his interm nable
phone calls, and placed hinself a few feet to his left as if
wanting to attract his attention. At the sane tine he | ooked
over his shoulder to watch Aziz and Cohen wal ki ng towards the
barrier.

Kratz continued to try and attract the Major's attention

as Aziz cane to a halt at the barrier and started joking with



one of the guards.

A few nonents |ater Kratz saw both of his nen step under

the barrier. Wthin seconds they were lost in the crowd.

Maj or Saeed cane off the phone. 'Wat is the problemthis
time?" he asked. Kratz took out a cigarette and asked the
Maj or for a light.

"Don't snoke,' he said, and waved hi m away.

Kratz wal ked slowy back to the cab and took his place

behi nd the steering wheel, his eyes never |eaving the open
doorway of the Ba' ath Party headquarters.

Hannah stared at the Declaration hanging on the wall. It

was only a few paces away from her. She waited until she
heard another roar of |aughter fromthe soldiers before
wal ki ng over to the docunent and quickly trying to renove the
nails. Three cane out with the mnimumof effort, but the one
at the top right-hand corner refused to budge, and the

Decl aration continued to dangle fromit. After a few nore
seconds, she felt she was left wth no choice but to ease the
docunent over the head of the nail. Once the parchnent was in
her hand she went back to the table, placed the original on
the floor and returned quickly to attach the copy to the
wal | .

She hardly glanced at her handi work before she turned back

to the table, knelt on the ground, and rapidly rolled up the
original, replacing it in the cylinder. Once again she tucked
It under her skirt. It had been the | ongest two m nutes of
her life. She remai ned on her knees, trying to think. She
knew she couldn't risk trying to get the tube out of the
bui |l di ng, as the guards m ght decide to 'search' her again.
There was no alternative. She wal ked qui ckly back down the
short corridor and was in the safe even before the two
sol di ers had stopped talking. She let the cylinder fall to
the floor, then pushed it back into the darkest corner,
exactly where she had first seen it. Then she picked up the
duster and polish she had | eft behind, stepped back out of
the safe and showed themto the soldiers, and ran back down
the corridor towards the Chanber.

Hannah knew she nust get out of the building as quickly as
possi bl e, and sonehow pass a nessage to Sinon.

And then she heard the voices.

The |ift doors slid apart at the basenent floor. The

General stepped out into the corridor and headed towards the
Counci | Chanber.

"And just how large is this safe?" he asked Scott.



"Nine feet in height, seven feet in wdth and ei ght feet

I n depth,' responded Scott inmmediately. *You could hold a
private neeting in there if you wi shed to, General.'

"I's that so?" said Ham |, 'But | aminforned the safe can
only be operated by one person. Is that true?

"That is correct, General. W followed the exact

speci fications your governnent requested.'

‘"I amalso told that the safe can withstand a nucl ear

attack. Is that the case?

"Yes,' replied Scott. 'The safe has a six-inch skin and
woul d be unaffected by any explosion other than a direct hit.
In any other circunstances, everything in the safe would be
preserved, even if the building it was standing in was

conpl etely denvolished."

"I nmpressive,' said the General as the guards sprang to
attention and he touched the rimof his beret with his
swagger stick. He marched into the Chanber and Scott
fol |l owed, annoyed to find there was a woman polishing the
table. He certainly didn't need her hangi ng around when he
came back out. The General didn't even | ook at Hannah as he
strode through the Chanber.

Scott gl anced across at the parchnment before he foll owed

t he General out of the room

" Ah,' Hannah heard the General say when he was stil

several yards fromthe end of the corridor. 'Pure statistics
don't do your safe justice, M Bernstrom' The two soldiers
remained rigidly at attention as the CGeneral studied the safe
for some tinme, before stepping inside. Wien he saw t he
cardboard tube on the floor he bent down and picked it up.
"Just to protect the picture,' explained Scott as he

stepped in to join him He pointed to the portrait of Saddam
Hussei n.

"You are a thorough man, M Bernstrom' said Ham|.

"You woul d have nade an excellent colonel in one of ny
regiments.' He | aughed and passed the cardboard tube over to
Scot t.

Hannah |istened intently to every word, and concl uded that
she nust get out of the building as quickly as possible and
alert Kratz to what she had done.

"Whuld you |ike ne to show you how to programme the safe?
she heard Scott ask as she reached the entrance of the
Chanber .

"No, no, not ne,' said General Ham|. 'The President wl

be the only one who will be allowed to operate the safe.'’



Those were the | ast words Hannah heard as she wal ked out of

t he Chanber, past the guards, and continued purposefully down
the long corridor.

When she reached the doors that led to the staircase she
turned back to see the CGeneral striding into the Chanber and,
some way behind him Scott follow ng. He was hol di ng the

t ube.

Hannah wanted to screamw th delight.

Scott realised he woul d never be given a chance to carry

out the switch once Saddamwas in the building. Wen he
reached the Chanber he allowed the CGeneral to get a few paces
ahead of him Hi s eyes swept the room and he was relieved to
find the cl eaner was no | onger anywhere to be seen. The
guards sprang to attention as the General strode out of the
Counci| Chanber into the far corridor.

Scott stared at the alarm button on the wall ahead of him
"Don't look round,' he begged under his breath as he kept his
eyes on the retreating back of the General. Wth a yard to go
before he reached the door, Scott |unged forward and jabbed
his thunb on the red button. The doors imedi ately sl amed

cl osed and cl anped with a deafeni ng noi se.

Hannah was just about to push open the door that led to

the back stairs when the al arm gave out a piercing sound

and all the exits were immedi ately bolted. She turned to

di scover she was alone in the corridor wwth General Ham | and
four of his republican guards.

The General smiled at her. 'Mss Kopec, | believe. I'm
delighted to make your acquaintance. | fear it will be a
coupl e of mnutes before Professor Bradley is able to join
us.'

The guards surrounded Hannah as the Ceneral |ooked up at a
tel evi sion screen above the door. He watched as Scott, inside
t he Chanber, pressed a button on the side of his watch. Scott
then ran over to the wall, quickly extracted the copy of the
docunent fromthe tube, and checked it against the original.
He felt he had done a fair job back in the cab of the truck,
but he spat on Lews Mirris and John Wt herspoon for good
measure, then spent a few seconds rubbing the parchnment on
the stone fl oor before conparing it once again to the one on
the wall. He |ooked at his watch: forty-five seconds. He
began to pull the nails out of the wall, but was unable to
get the top right-hand one to budge, so he eased the

Decl aration over its head. Sixty seconds.

Hannah stared up at the television screen in horror,



wat chi ng Si non undo all her work, while the General made a
phone call .

Once Scott had renoved the docunent fromthe wall he

placed it on the table. He then fastened the copy that he had

taken out of the cardboard cylinder back on the wall, easing
the parchnent over the nail in the top right-hand corner,
which still stubbornly refused to budge. N nety seconds. He

pi cked up Dollar Bill's copy fromthe table, rolled it up and
dropped it into the cylinder. One hundred and ten seconds. He
wal ked over to the door that led to the lifts and stood

i nhal i ng deeply for a nonment before the al arm stopped and the
doors swung open.

Scott knew that it would take them a few m nutes

before the source of the alarmcould be checked, so when

he saw the General, he shrugged his shoul ders and snil ed.
Kratz sat on the front seat of the truck, keeping a wary

eye on Major Saeed. There was a ringing sound: Saeed pressed
a button and placed his phone to his ear. Suddenly, w thout
war ni ng, he turned, whipped out his pistol and | ooked

anxi ously towards the cab. He barked out an order, and wthin
seconds every soldier in sight surrounded the truck, their
rifles pointing directly at Kratz.

The Maj or rushed up. 'Wiere are the other tw?' he

demanded. Kratz shrugged his shoul ders. Saeed turned on his
heel s and ran into the building, shouting another order as he
went .

Kratz placed his right hand over his left wist and slowy
began to unpeel the plaster, a second skin, secreted beneath
his watch. He delicately renoved the tiny green pill, stuck
to the plaster and transferred it to the pal mof his hand.

Si xty or seventy eyes were staring at him He began coughi ng,
and slowy put his hand up to his nouth, |Iowered his head and
swal | owed the pill.

Saeed cane rushi ng back out of the building and began

bar ki ng new orders. Wthin seconds, a car pulled up beside

t he truck.

"Qut!' the Major screaned at Kratz, who stepped down onto

the tarmac and all owed a dozen fixed bayonets to guide him
towards the back door of the car. He was pushed onto the
seat, and two nen in dark suits took a place on each side of
him One quickly turned himand tied his hands behind his
back, while the other blindfolded him

Cohen and Aziz watched fromthe other side of the square

as the car sped away fromthem



THE CGENERAL RETURNED Scott's smle.

"I won't introduce you to Mss Saib,' he said, 'as |

bel i eve you' ve already net.'

Scott | ooked blank as he stared at the worman dressed in a

bl ack abaya and a pushi that covered her face. She was
surrounded by four soldiers, their bayonets drawn.

"W have a lot to thank Mss Saib for, because of course

It was she who led us to you in the first place, not to

menti on her postcard to Ms Rubin that hel ped you find the
Declaration so quickly. W did try to nake it as easy as
possi ble for you.'

"I don't know Mss Saib,' said Scott.

"COh, cone, Professor - or should |I call you Agent Bradley?

| admre your gallantry, but while you may claimnot to know
M ss Sai b, you certainly know Hannah Kopec,' the CGeneral said
as he ripped off Hannah's pushi.

Scott stared at Hannah, but still said nothing.
"Ah, | see you do renenber her. But then, it would be hard
to forget soneone who tried to kill you, wouldn't it?

Hannah's eyes pleaded with Scott.

" How t ouching, ny dear, he's forgiven you. But | fear |

don't share his forgiving nature.' The General turned to see
Maj or Saeed running towards him He listened carefully to
what the Maj or whispered to him then began

bangi ng his swagger stick rapidly against his |ong | eather
boot s.

"You're a fool!'" he shouted at the top of his voice, and
suddenly struck the Major across the face with his swagger
sti ck.

He turned back to face Scott. 'It seens,' he said, 'that

the reunion I had planned for you and your friends will have
to wait a little |onger, because although we have Col onel
Kratz safely | ocked up, the Jew and the Kurdish traitor have
escaped. But it can only be a matter of tine before we catch
t hem'

'How | ong have you known?' asked Hannah quietly.

"You nade the m stake so many of our enem es nake, M ss
Kopec, of underestimating our great President,' replied the

General. 'He dom nates the affairs of the Mddle East to a
far greater extent than Gorbachev did the Russians, Thatcher
the British, or Bush the Anmerican people. | ask nyself, how

many citizens in the West any | onger believe the Allies won
the Gulf War? But then, you were al so stupid enough to
underrate his cousin, Abdul Kanuk, our newy appointed



Anbassador to Paris. Perhaps he wasn't quite that stupid when
he followed you all the way to your lover's flat and stood in
a doorway the rest of the night before follow ng you back to
the enbassy. It was he who infornmed our Anbassador in Ceneva
what "M ss Sai b" was up to.

"OF course, we needed to be sure, not |east because our
Deputy Foreign Mnister found it so hard to accept such a
tal e about one of his nost |oyal nenbers of staff. Such a

nai ve man. So, when you cane to Baghdad, the Anbassador's
wife invited Mss Saib's brother to dinner. But, sadly, he
didn't recogni se you. Your cover, as the nore vul gar Anmerican
papers woul d describe it, was bl own. Those sane papers keep
asking pathetically, "Wy doesn't Mdssad assassi nate

Presi dent Saddan®?" |f

only they knew how nmany tines Mdssad has tried and fail ed.
What Col onel Kratz didn't tell you at your training school in
Her zI i yah, M ss Kopec, was that you are the seventeenth
Mossad agent who has attenpted to infiltrate our ranks during
the past five years, and all of them have experienced the
sane tragic end as your Colonel is about to. And the real
beauty of the whole exercise is that we don't have to admt
we killed any of you in the first place. You see, the Jew sh
people are unwilling to accept, after Entebbe and Ei chmann,

t hat such a thing could possibly happen. | feel sure you wll
appreciate the logic of that, Professor.’

"I'"l'l make a bargain with you,' said Scott.

"I"mtouched, Professor, by your Western ethics, but |

fear you have nothing to bargain wth.

"W'll trade Mss Saib if you rel ease Hannah.'

The General burst out |aughing. 'Professor, you have a

keen sense of the ridiculous, but I won't insult you by
suggesting that you don't understand the Arab mind. Do all ow
nme to explain. You will be killed, and no one will coment
because, as | have already explained, the Wst is too proud
to admt that you even exist. Wereas we in the East w |
throw our hands in the air and ask why Mbossad has ki dnapped a
gentl e, blaneless secretary on her way to Paris, and is now
hol ding her in Tel Aviv against her will. W even know t he
house where she is captive. W have already arranged for
sentinmental pictures of her to be released to every paper in
the Western world, and a distraught nother and son have been
coached for weeks by one of your own public relations
conpanies to face the Western press. W'lIl|l even have Amesty
International protesting outside Israeli enbassies across the



worl d on her behal f.'

Scott stared at the Ceneral.

"Poor Mss Saib will be released within days. Both of

you, on the other hand, will die an unannounced,

unher al ded and unnmourned death. To think that all you
sacrificed your lives for was a scrap of paper. And while we
are on that subject, Professor, | wll relieve you of the
Decl aration.'

The four soldiers stepped forward and thrust their

bayonets at Scott's throat as the General snatched the
cardboard tube from his grasp.

"You did well to switch the docunents in two m nutes,
Professor,' said the General, glancing up at the tel evision
screen above him 'But you can be assured that it remains our
intention to burn the original very publicly on the fourth of
July, and | feel confident that we will destroy President
Clinton's flinsy reputation along with it.' The Ceneral

| aughed. ' You know, Professor, | have for many years enjoyed
killing people, but | shall gain a particular pleasure from
your deaths, because of the appropriate way you wll be

departing this world."'

The sol di ers surrounded Hannah and Scott and forced them
back into the Chanber and on towards the short corridor. The
General followed them down the passage. They all cane to a
halt in front of the open safe.

"Allow ne,' said General Ham |, '"to informyou of one
statistic you failed to nention, Professor, when you briefed
me on this amazing feat of engineering. Perhaps you sinply
didn't know, although | ambound to admt that you have done
your honmewor k thoroughly. But did you realise that one person
| ocked in a safe of this size, with a capacity of 504 cubic
feet, can only hope to survive for six hours? | do not yet
know t he exact length of time two people can hope to survive
whi l e sharing the sane anmount of oxygen. But | will very
shortly.' He renoved a stopwatch from his pocket, waved his
swagger stick, and the soldiers hurled first Hannah and then
Scott into the safe. The smle renmained on the General's face
as two of

t he sol di ers pushed the nmassive door closed. The lights

all began flashing red.

The General clicked his stopwatch.

When the car cane to a halt, Kratz reckoned that the

di stance they had travelled was under a mle. He heard the
door open and felt a shove on his armto indicate he should



get out of the car. He was pushed up three stone steps before
entering a building and walking into a long corridor. H's

f oot steps echoed on the wooden floor. Then he was guided into
a roomon his left, where he was pushed down onto a chair,
tied and gagged. Hi s shoes and socks were renoved. \Wen he
heard the door close, he sensed he was al one.

It was a long tinme - he couldn't be sure just how |l ong
-before the door opened again. The first voice he heard was
General Ham|l's. 'Renove the gag,' was all he said.

Kratz could hear him pacing round the chair, but at first

the General said nothing. Kratz began to concentrate. He knew
the pill was good for two hours, no nore, and he suspected
that it was already forty or fifty mnutes since they had
driven himaway from Ba' ath headquarters.

' Col onel Kratz, | have waited sone tine for the privilege

of meki ng your acquai ntance. | have | ong admred your work.
You are a perfectionist.'

"Cut the crap,' said Kratz, 'because | don't admre you or
your work.'

He waited for the first slap of gloves across his face or

for a fist to come crashing into his jaw, but the General
sinply continued to circle the chair.

"You nmustn't be too disappointed,’ said the General. "I

feel sure, after all you' ve heard about us, that you nust
have expected at | east sone electric shocks by now,

per haps the Chinese water torture, even the rack, but |

fear - unlike Mdssad, Colonel - that when dealing with people
of your seniority we |long ago dispensed with such primtive
net hods. W have found themto be outnoded, a thing of the
past. Wrse, they just don't get results. You Zionists are
tough and well trained. Few of you talk, very few So we've
had to resort to nore scientific methods to gain the

i nformati on we need.'

If it was still within the hour, thought Kratz, he had

judged it well.

"A sinple injection of PPX will ensure that we |earn
everything we want to know,' continued the CGeneral, 'and once
we have the information we require, we'll sinply kill you. So
much nore efficient than in the past, and with all the
environnmental conplaints one gets nowadays, so nuch nore
tidy. Though, | nust confess, | mss the old nethods. So
you'l |l appreciate why I couldn't resist |ocking Mss Kopec
and Professor Bradley in their safe, especially as they
hadn't seen each other for so long.'



Kratz' s hand was pressed back and hel d agai nst the arm of
the chair. He felt fingers searching for a vein, and when the
needl e went in, he flinched. He began counting: one, two,
three, four, five, six..
He was about to find out if one of Europe's |eading
chem sts had, as she clained, found the antidote for the
Iragis' latest truth drug. Mossad had tracked down the
supplier in Austria. Strange how many people think there are
no Jews left in Austria.

thirty-seven, thirty-eight, thirty-nine ...
The drug was still inits testing stage, and needed to be
proved under non-Ilaboratory conditions. If a person could
remain fully in control of his senses while appearing to be
under hypnosis, then they would know their antidote was a
success.

one mnute, one mnute one, one mnute two, one

m nute three .
The test woul d cone when they stuck the second needle in,
and that m ght be anywhere. Then the trick was to show no
reacti on whatsoever, or the General would imedi ately realise
that the original injection had failed to have the required
effect. The training programe for this particular 'realistic
experi ence' was not universally popul ar anong agents, and
al though Kratz had experienced 'the prick', as it was
affectionately known, once a nonth for the past nine nonths,
you only had a single chance in 'non-laboratory conditions'
to discover if you could pass the test.

one mnute thirty-seven, one mnute thirty-eight, one
mnute thirty-nine .
The injection was neant to take effect after two m nutes,
and every agent had been taught to expect the second needl e
at sone tinme between two and three mnutes, thus the
counti ng.

one mnute fifty-six, one mnute fifty-seven.
Rel ax, it nmust cone at any nonent. Rel ax.
Suddenly the needl e was jabbed in and out of the big toe
on his left foot. Kratz stopped gritting his teeth; even his
breat hi ng renmai ned regular. He had won the Israeli Pincushion
Award, First C ass. Mssad nade j okes about everything.
. . . AND ALL THAT TIME | really thought you were dead."
"W had no way of letting you know,' said Scott.
"Still, it's no |onger of any inportance, Sinon,' said
Hannah. 'Sorry. "Scott" will take a bit of getting used to. |
may not be able to nmanage it in the tinme we've got left.'



"W may have nore tine |left than you think,' said Scott.
'How can you say that?'

'One of the contingency plans that Kratz and | worked on

was that if any of us were caught and tortured whil e sonmeone
el se was still free, we'd hold out for one hour before
telling themthe whopper.'

Hannah knew exactly what Mssad neant by the whopper, even
If on this occasion she didn't know the details.

"Although | have to admit this is one scenario we never
considered,' said Scott. 'In fact, the exact opposite. W

t hought that if we were able to convince them we had anot her
purpose for bringing the safe to Baghdad, they'd i nediately
evacuate the building and clear the surrounding area.'

" And what woul d that have achi eved?

"W hoped that with the building enpty, even if we'd been
captured, the other agents who cane over the

border a day ahead of us m ght have a clear hour to get

into the Council Chanmber and renove the Declaration.'

"But wouldn't the Iraqgis have taken the docunent away with

t henf’

"Not necessarily. Qur plan was that we would tell them
exactly what woul d happen to their bel oved | eader if the safe
was cl osed by anyone other than ne. W felt that would cause
pani c, and they'd probably | eave everything behind."'

"So Kratz drew the short straw'

"Yes,' said Scott quietly. '"Not that his original planis
rel evant any |onger, after | was stupid enough to hand over
the Declaration to Ham|. So now we'll have to use the tine
to get out, not in.'

"But you didn't hand it over,' said Hannah. 'The

Declaration is still on the wall of the Chanber.'
‘I"'mafraid not,' said Scott. 'Ham | was right. | sw tched
the copies after | set the alarmoff. So | ended up givVving
Ham | back the original.’

"No, you didn't,' said Hannah. 'It's because you believed
you switched the original that you fooled Ham | as well as
yoursel f.'

"What are you tal king about?' said Scott.

"I"'mthe one responsible,' said Hannah. 'l found the
cardboard tube in the safe and switched the two docunents,
thinking | could get out of the building and then pass on a
message to let Kratz know what |'d done. The trouble was, you
and General Ham | arrived just as | was about to | eave. So,
when you | ocked yourself in the Chanber, you put the original



back on the wall, and then you handed over the copy to
Ham | .’

Scott took her in his arns again. 'You're a genius,' he
sai d.

"No |"mnot,' said Hannah. 'So you'd better let nme in on
the secret of what you've planned for this particular
scenario. To start with, how do we get out of a | ocked

saf e?'

"That's the beauty of it,' said Scott. "It isn't |ocked.
It's programmed so that it can only be opened and cl osed by
ne. '

"Who dreaned that one up?

"A Swede who woul d happily take our place, but he's stuck
in Kalmar. The first thing | have to do is discover which
wal |l is the door.'

"That's easy,' said Hannah. 'It has to be exactly opposite
me because |'msitting below the picture of Saddam

r emenber ?'

Scott and Hannah began the short craw on their hands and
knees to the other side of the safe. 'Now we go to the

ri ght-hand corner,' he said, 'so that when we push, the

| everage will be easier.’

Hannah nodded, and then renenbered they couldn't see each
other. 'Yes,' she said.

Scott checked the [um nous dial of his watch. 'But not
quite yet,' he added. 'W'lI|l have to give Kratz a little nore
time.’

"Enough tinme to tell ne what the whopper is? asked
Hannah.

'Good,' said the Ceneral, when Kratz didn't react to the
needl e being jabbed into his big toe. 'Now we can find out
all we need to know. But to begin with, sone sinple
guestions. Your Mossad rank?'

"Col onel ,' said Kratz. The secret was to tell themonly
facts you felt confident they already knew.

"Your initiation nunber?

' 78216,' he said. If in doubt, assune they know, otherw se
you coul d be caught out.

"And your official position?

"Councillor for Cultural Affairs to the Court of St Janes
i n London.' You are allowed three testing lies and one
whopper, but no nore.

"What are the nanes of your three coll eagues who
acconpani ed you on this m ssion?



"Prof essor Scott Bradley, an expert on ancient
manuscripts,' - the first testing lie - 'Ben Cohen, and Aziz
Zeebari.' The truth.

"And the girl, Hannah Kopec, what is her rank in Mssad?
"She is still a trainee.'

‘How | ong has she been with Mossad?

"Just over two years.'

"And her role?

"To be placed in Baghdad to di scover where the Decl aration
of I ndependence was | ocated.' The second lie.

"You are doing well, Colonel,' said the CGeneral, | ooking

at the long, thin cardboard tube he held in his right hand.
"And was this your overall responsibility as her
commandi ng of ficer?

"No. | was sinply to acconpany the safe from Kal mar.' The
third lie.

"But surely that was nothing nore than an excuse to |ocate
t he Decl aration of |ndependence?

Kratz hesitated. Experts had been able to show that even
under the influence of a truth drug a highly trained agent
woul d still hesitate when asked a secret he had never
reveal ed in the past.

"What was the true purpose of your bringing the safe to
Baghdad, Col onel ?'

Kratz still remained silent.

' Col onel Kratz,' said the General, his voice rising with
every word, 'what was the real reason you brought the safe to
Baghdad?'

Kratz counted to three before he spoke.

"To blow up the Ba'ath Party headquarters with a tiny

nucl ear device secreted in the safe, in the hope of killing
the President along with all the nenbers of the Revolutionary
Command Council.' The whopper.

How Kratz wi shed he could see the General's face. It was
Ham | who was hesitating now.

'How was the bonb to be activated?

Again Kratz did not reply.

"I wll ask you once again, Colonel. How was the bonb to
be activated?

Still Kratz said nothing.

"When will it go off?" shouted the Ceneral.

"Two hours after the safe has been cl osed by anyone ot her
than the Professor.'

The General checked his watch, rushed to the only phone in



the room and shouted to be put through to the President

I mredi ately. He waited until he heard Saddam s voice. He
didn't notice that Kratz had fainted and fallen fromhis
chair to the floor.

Scott eased hinself into the corner before once again
checking the little sul phur dots on his watch. It was 5.19.
He and Hannah had been in the safe for an hour and seventeen
m nut es.

"I"'mgoing to push now. If you hear anything, shove as

hard as you can. If there's anyone still out there our only
hope will be to take them by surprise.'

Scott began to exert the m ni num anount of pressure on the
corner of the door with the tips of his fingers, and it eased
open an inch. He stopped and |istened, but coul d hear

not hing. He took a | ook through the tiny crack, and could see
no one. He pushed another inch. Still no sound. Both of them
now had a clear view of the corridor.

Scott | ooked at Hannah and nodded, and together they

shoved as hard as they could. The ton of steel shot open.
They both | eaped into the corridor, but there was no one to
be seen. There was an eerie silence.

Scott and Hannah wal ked sl oWy down the short corridor,

keeping to the sides until they reached the Chanber. Still no
sound. Scott put a foot into the Chanber and glanced to his
| eft. The Decl aration of |Independence was still hanging on

the wall next to the portrait of Saddam

Hannah noved silently to the far end of the Chanber and

| ooked into the long corridor. She then turned back to Scott
and nodded. Scott checked the spelling of 'Brittish' before
saying a silent hallelujah. He pulled out three of the nails,
then eased the Declaration over the remaining nail in the top
ri ght-hand corner, trying to forget that he had spat on a
national treasure and rubbed it in the dust. He gave Saddam
one | ast | ook before rolling up the parchnent and j oi ni ng
Hannah in the corridor.

Hannah slid along the wall, then pointed to the lift. She
pulled a finger across her throat to show Scott she wanted to
avoid using it in favour of the back stairs. He nodded his
agreenment and foll owed her out of the side door.

They noved quickly but silently up the six flights of

stairs until they reached the ground floor. Hannah beckoned
Scott into the side roomwhere the cleaners had coll ected
their boxes. She had reached the wi ndow on the far side of
the room and was on her knees even before Scott had cl osed



the door. He joined her and they stared out on a deserted
Victory Square. There was no one to be seen in any direction.
"God bless Kratz,' said Scott.

Hannah nodded and beckoned himto foll ow her again. She

| ed hi mback into the corridor and gui ded him

qui ckly to the side door. Scott opened the door

tentatively and slipped out ahead of her. A nonent |ater she
j oined hi mon the tarnac.

He pointed to a group of pal mtrees hal fway across the
courtyard, and she nodded once again. They covered the twenty
yards to its relative safety in under three seconds. Scott
turned to | ook back at the building and saw the truck
standi ng up against the wall. He assuned that, in the panic,
It was just sonething else that had been | eft behi nd.

He tapped Hannah on the shoul der and indicated that he
wanted to return to the building. They covered the ground at
the same pace as before, ducking back inside the door. Scott
| ed Hannah to the main corridor, where they found the front
door was swinging on its hinges. He |ooked through the gap
and pointed to the truck, mnmed to which side he would go and
t ouched her shoul der. Again they sprinted across the tarmc
as if reacting to a starting pistol.

Scott junped behind the wheel as Hannah | eaped in the

ot her side.

"Where the hell -' was Scott's first reaction when he

di scovered the ignition key wasn't in place. They began
frantically to search the gl ove conmpartnent, under the seats,
on the dashboard. 'The bastards nust have taken the key with
t hem'

"Sinon, | ook out!' screanmed Hannah. Scott turned to see a
figure | eaping up onto the footplate.

Hannah noved quickly into position to attack the intruder,
but Scott bl ocked her.

' Good afternoon, miss,' said the stranger. 'Sorry we

haven't been properly introduced,' he added before turning to
Scott. 'Move over, Professor,' he said as he put the key back
in the ignition. "If you recall, it was agreed that I'd do
the driving.'

"What in heaven's nanme are you doi ng here, Sergeant?

asked Scott.

"Now that's what | call a real Anerican welcone,' replied
Cohen. 'But, to answer your question, | was just obeying
orders. | was told if you canme out of that door carrying a
cardboard tube, | was to get nyself back here and nove the



hel | out of it, but not under any circunstances to allow you
to nmake a detour to the Foreign Mnistry. By the way, where's
t he tube?

"Look out!' shouted Hannah again, as she turned and saw an
Arab charging towards them fromthe other side.

" That one won't do you any harm' said Cohen, 'he's bl oody
usel ess. Doesn't even know the difference between a Di et Coke
and a Pepsi.' Aziz |leaped onto the running board and said to
Scott, 'l think we've got about another twenty m nutes,

Prof essor, before they work out that there's no bonmb in the
safe.’

"Then let's get out of here,' said Scott.

'But where to?' asked Hannah.

"Aziz and | have already done a recce, sir. As soon as the
sirens sounded we knew that Kratz nust have sold themthe
whopper, because they couldn't nove fast enough to get

t hensel ves below. Sol diers and police first seens to be the
rule out here. Aziz and | have had the run of the city centre
for the last hour. In fact the only person we bunped into was
one of our own agents, Dave Feldman. He'd al ready sussed out
the best route to give us a chance of avoiding any mlitary."'
' Not bad, Cohen,' said Scott.

Cohen turned suddenly and stared at the Professor.

"I didn't do it for you, sir, | did it for Colonel Kratz.

He got ne out of jail once, and he's the only officer that's
ever treated ne like a human being. So whatever it is that
you' re holding in your hands, Professor, it had bl oody well
better be worth his life.'

' Thousands have given their lives for it over the years,"
said Scott quietly. "It's the American Decl aration of

| ndependence.’

' Good God,' said Cohen. 'How did the bastards get their

hands on that?' He paused briefly. "Am | neant to believe
you?'

Scott nodded and unrolled the parchnent. Cohen and Aziz
stared in disbelief for several seconds.

"Right then, we'd better get you hone, Professor, hadn't

we?' said Cohen. 'Aziz will take over while we're in his neck
of the woods.' He junped out of the cab and the Kurd cane
running round to take his place behind the wheel. Once Cohen
had cl anbered over the tail board, he banged the roof of the
truck and Aziz sw tched the engine on.

They accel erated round the courtyard, drove straight

t hrough the barrier and out onto Victory Square. The only



ot her vehicles to be seen had | ong since been abandoned, and
there was no sign of anyone on the streets.

"The area has been cleared for three mles in every
direction, so it will be alittle time before we cone across
anything,' Aziz said as he turned left into Kindi Street. He
qui ckly nmoved the lorry up to sixty mles per hour, a speed
only Saddam had ever experienced before on that particul ar

r oad.

"I"'mgoing to take the ol d Baquba Road out of the city,
travelling through the areas where we're least likely to see
any sign of the mlitary,' explained Aziz as he passed the
fountain made fanmous by Ali Baba. 'I'mstill hoping to reach
t he hi ghway out of Baghdad within the magic two hours.'

Azi z took a sudden right, swtching gears but hardly

| osi ng any speed as he continued t hrough what gave every

| npressi on of being a ghost town. Scott |ooked up at the sun
as they crossed a bridge over the Tigris; in an

hour or so it would have di sappeared behi nd the hi ghest
bui | di ngs, and their chances of remaining undetected woul d
greatly i nprove.

Azi z swung past Karnel Junblat University and into Janla
Street. There were still no people on the roads or pavenents,
and Scott felt that if anyone did see them now t hey woul d
assunme they were part of an army unit on patrol.

It was Hannah who spotted the first person: an old man,

bent double, sitting on the edge of the pavenent as if
nothing in particular had taken place. They drove past him at
sixty mles per hour, but he didn't even | ook up.

Aziz swng into the next road and found hinself facing a
group of young looters carrying off televisions and

el ectronic equi pnent. They scattered when they saw the truck.
Around the next corner there were nore |looters, but still no
sign of police or soldiers.

When Aziz spotted the first dark-green uniforns he swerved
qui ckly right, down a side street that on any ot her Wdnesday
woul d have been packed with shoppers and where a vehicle
woul d have been lucky to average nore than five mles per
hour. But today Aziz managed to keep the speedoneter above
fifty. He turned right again, and they saw sone of the first
of the locals who had ventured back onto the streets. Once
they had reached the end of the road, Aziz was able to join
the main thoroughfare out of Baghdad. The traffic was stil

i ght.

Azi z eased the truck across into the outside |ane,



checking his rear-view mrror every few seconds and conpl yi ng
wWth the speed |imt of fifty mles per hour. 'Never get
stopped for the wong reasons,' Kratz had warned him a

t housand ti nes.

When Aziz switched his sidelights on, Scott's hopes began

to rise. Although the two hours had to be up, he

doubt ed that anybody woul d be out searching for themyet,

and it was well understood that with every mle out of
Baghdad the citizens becane | ess and |l ess |loyal to Saddam
Once Aziz had left the Baghdad boundary sign behi nd him he
pushed the speedoneter up to sixty. 'Gve nme twenty m nutes,
Al lah," he said. "Gve ne twenty mnutes and I'Il get themto
Castle Post.'

‘Castle Post?' said Scott. 'W're not on a Red Indian
scouting mssion.'

Azi z | aughed. 'No, Professor, it's the site of a First

Wrld War British Arny post, where we can hide for the night.
If | can get there before -' Al three of them spotted the
first arnmy lorry comng towards them Aziz swng off to the

| eft, skidded into a side road, and was i medi ately forced to
drop his speed.

'So now where are we headi ng?' asked Scott.

" Khan Beni Saad,' said Aziz, 'the village where | was

born. It wll only be possible for us to stay for one night,
but no one wll think of |ooking for us there. Tonorrow,

Prof essor, you will have to decide which of the six borders
we're going to cross.'

General Ham | had been pacing around his office for the

past hour. The two hours had | ong passed, and he was starting
to wonder if Kratz m ght have got the better of him But he
couldn't work out how.

He was even beginning to regret that he had killed the

man. |If Kratz had still been alive, at |east he could have
fallen back on the tried and trusted nethod of torture. Now
he woul d never know how he woul d have responded to his
particul ar shavi ng techni que.

Ham | had already ordered a reluctant |ieutenant and his

pl at oon back to the basenent of the Ba'ath head-

guarters. The lieutenant had returned swiftly to report

that the safe door was w de open and the truck had

di sappeared, as had the docunent that had been hanging on the
wal | . The General smled. He remai ned confident that he was

I n possession of the original Declaration, but he extracted
the parchnment fromthe cylinder and laid it on his desk to



doubl e-check. Wen he cane to the word 'British', he turned
first white, and then, by several degrees, deeper and deeper
shades of red.

He i medi ately gave an order to cancel all mlitary | eave,
and then conmanded five divisions of the elite guard to nount
a search for the terrorists. But he had no way of know ng how
much start they had on him how far they m ght have al ready
travell ed, and in which direction.

However, he did know that they couldn't remain on the main
roads in that truck for long, w thout being spotted. Once it
was dark, they would probably retreat into the desert to rest
overni ght. But they would have to cone out the follow ng
nor ni ng, when they nust surely try to cross one of the six
borders. The General had al ready given an order that if even
one of the terrorists managed to cross any border, guards
fromevery custons post would be arrested and jail ed, whether
they were on duty or not. The two sol diers who were supposed
to have cl osed the safe door had al ready been shot for not
carrying out his orders, and the Major detailed to supervise
the noving of the safe had been imedi ately arrested. At

| east Maj or Saeed's decision to take his own life had saved
Ham | the trouble of a court martial: within an hour the
Maj or had been found hanging in his cell. Cbviously leaving a
coil of rope in the mddle of the floor below a hook in the
ceiling had proved to be a conpelling enough hint. And as for
the two young nedi cal students who'd been responsible for the
i njections, and who had

W t nessed his conversation with Kratz, they were already

on their way to the southern borders, to serve with a |ess
than elite reginent. They were such nice-1ooki ng boys, the
General thought; he gave them a week at the nost.

Ham | picked up the phone and dialled a private nunber

that woul d connect himto the palace. He needed to be certain
that he was the first person to explain to the President what
had taken place that afternoon.

SCOIT HAD al ways CONSI DERED his own countrynen to be an
hospi t abl e race, but he had never experienced such a wel cone
as Aziz's famly gave to the three strangers.

Khan Beni Saad, the village in which Aziz was born, had,

he told them just over 250 inhabitants at the |ast count,
and barely survived on the incone it derived fromselling its
small crop of oranges, tangerines and dates to the housew ves
of Kirkuk and Arbil.

The chief of the tribe, who turned out to be one of Aziz's



uncl es, immedi ately opened his little stone hone to them so
that they could nmake use of the one bath in the village. The
wonen of the house - there seened to be a |lot of them- kept
boiling water until all of the visitors were pronounced

cl ean.

When Scott finally energed fromthe chief's hone, he found

a table had been set up under a clunp of citrus trees in the
Huwai der fields. It was |laden with strange fish, neat, fruit
and vegetables. He feared they nmust have gat hered sonet hi ng
fromevery honme in the vill age.

Under a clear starlit night, they devoured the fresh food
and drank nmountain water that, if bottled, a Californian
woul d happily have paid a fortune for.

But Scott's thoughts kept returning to the fact that
tonorrow t hey woul d have to | eave these idyllic
surroundi ngs, and that he woul d sonehow have to get them

all across one of the six borders.

After coffee had been served in various different-sized

cups and nugs, the chief rose fromhis place at the head of
the table to make a speech of wel cone, which Aziz transl ated.
Scott made a short reply which was appl auded even before Aziz
had been given the chance to interpret what he had sai d.
"That's one thing they have in common with us,’' said

Hannah, taking Scott's hand. 'They admre brevity.'

The chief ended the evening with an offer for which Scott

t hanked him but felt unable to accept. He wanted to order
all of his famly out of the |ittle house so that his guests
coul d sl eep indoors.

Scott continued to protest until Aziz explained, 'You nust
agree, or you insult his hone by suggesting it is not good
enough for you to rest in. And by the way, it is an Arab
tradition that the greatest conplinent you can pay your host
is to make your wonman pregnant while she sl eeps under his
roof.' Aziz shrugged.

Scott | ay awake nost of the night, staring through the

gl assl ess wi ndow, while Hannah hardly stirred in his arns.
Havi ng attenpted to pay the chief the greatest possible
conpliment, Scott's m nd went back to the problem of getting
his team over one of the borders and ensuring that the

Decl aration of |ndependence was returned safely to
Washi ngt on.

When the first ray of light crept across the woven rug

that covered their bed, Scott rel eased Hannah and ki ssed her
on the forehead. He slipped fromunder the sheets to find



that the l[ittle tin bath was already full of warmwater, and
t he wonen had begun boiling nore urns over an open fire.

Once Scott was dressed, he spent an hour studyi ng maps of

the country, searching for possible routes across

Iraq's six borders. He quickly dismssed Syria and Iran as

| npossi bl e, because the arm es of both would be happy to

sl aughter themon sight. He also felt that to return over the
Jordani an border would be far too great a risk. By the tine
Hannah had j oi ned himhe had al so di sm ssed Saudi Arabia as
too well guarded, and was now down to only five routes and
two borders.

As his hosts began to prepare breakfast, Scott and Hannah
wandered down into the village hand in hand, as any |overs

m ght on a sunmer norning. The locals smled, and sonme bowed.
Al t hough none could hold a conversation with them they all
spoke so eloquently with their eyes that they both
under st ood.

Once they had reached the end of the village, they turned

and stroll ed back up the path towards the chiefs house. Cohen
was frying eggs on an open fire, and Hannah stopped to watch
how t he wonen baked the thin, circular pieces of bread which,
covered in honey, were a feast in thensel ves. The chief, once
again sitting at the head of the table, beckoned Scott to the
pl ace besi de him Cohen had already taken a seat on a stool
and was about to begin his breakfast when a goat wal ked up
and tugged the eggs straight off the plate. Hannah | aughed
and cracked Cohen anot her egg before he had a chance to voice
hi s opi ni on.

Scott spread sone honey on a piece of warm bread, and a

woman placed a nug of goat's mlk in front of him

'Wor ked out what we have to do next, have you, Professor?
asked Cohen as Hannah dropped a second fried egg on to his
plate. In one sentence, he had brought themall back to
reality.

A villager cane up to the table, knelt by the side of the
chief and whispered in his ear. The nmessage was passed on to
Azi z.

'Bad news,' Aziz told them 'There are soldiers bl ock-

ing all the roads that | ead back to the main highway."

"Then we'll have to go across the desert,' said Scott. He
unfol ded his map and spread it across the table. Alternative
routes were highlighted by a dozen blue felt-tip |lines. He
pointed to a path |eading to a road which would take themto
the city of Khalis.



"That is not a path,' said Aziz. 'It was once a river, but
It dried up many years ago. We could walk along it, but we
woul d have to | eave the truck behind.'

‘It won't be enough to | eave the truck,' said Scott.

"We'll have to destroy it. If it were ever found by Saddani s
soldiers, they would raze the village to the ground and
massacre your people.’

The chi ef | ooked perplexed as Aziz translated all Scott

had said. The old nan stroked the rough norning stubble on
his chin and smled as Scott and Hannah |istened to his

j udgenent, unable to understand a word.

"My uncl e says you nust have his car,' Aziz transl ated.

‘It is old, but he hopes that it still runs well.’

"He is kind,' said Scott. 'But if we cannot drive a truck
across the desert, how can we possibly go by car?

' He understands your problem' said Aziz. 'He says you

nmust take the car to pieces bit by bit, and his people wll
carry it the twelve mles across the desert until you reach
the road that leads to Khalis. Then you can put it together
again.'

"W cannot accept such a gesture,' said Scott. 'He is too
generous. W will walk and find sone form of transport when
we reach Huwai der.' He pointed to the first village along the
r oad.

Azi z transl ated once again: his uncle | ooked sad and
murnmured a few words. 'He says it is not really his car, it
was his brother's car. It now belongs to ne.’

For the first tinme, Scott realised that Aziz's father had
been the village chief, and how nmuch his uncle was wl | -
ing to risk to save them from bei ng captured by Saddam s

t roops.

"But even if we could take the car to pieces and put it

t oget her agai n, what about armnmy patrols once we reach that
road?' he asked. 'By now thousands of Ham|'s nen are bound
to be out there searching for us.’

"But not on those roads,' Aziz replied. 'The arny wl|
stick to the highway. They realise that's our only hope of
getting across the border. No, our first problemw Il cone
when we reach the roadsi de check at Khalis.' He noved his
finger a few inches across the map. 'There's bound to be at
| east a couple of soldiers on duty there.'

Scott studied the different routes again while Aziz

| istened to his uncle.

"And could we get as far as Tuz Khurmatoo w t hout havi ng



to use the highway?' asked Scott, not |ooking up fromthe
map.

"Yes, there's a longer route, through the hills, that the
arnmy woul d never consider, because they'd run the risk of
bei ng attacked by the Peshnerga guerrillas so near the border
Wi th Kurdi stan. But once you' ve gone through Tuz Khurnat oo
it'"s only a couple of mles to the main hi ghway, though it's
still another forty-five mles fromthere, with no other way
of crossing the border.'

Scott held his head in his hands and didn't speak for

some nonents. 'So if we took that route we would be comm tted
to crossing the border at Kirkuk,' he eventually said. 'Were
both sides could prove to be unfriendly.'

The chief started tapping Kirkuk on the map with his

finger while talking urgently to his nephew.

"My uncl e says Kirkuk is our best chance. Mst of the

i nhabi tants are Kurdi sh and hate Saddam Hussein. Even the
Iragi sol diers have been known to defect and beconme Kurdi sh
Peshner gas. '

"But how will they know which side we're on?' asked Scott.
"My uncle will get a nessage to the Peshnergas, so that

when you reach the border they will do everything they can to
hel p you to cross it. It's not an official border, but once
you're in Kurdistan you'll be safe.’

' The Kurds sound our best bet,' said Hannah, who had been
listening intently. 'Especially if they believe our original
m ssion was to kill Saddam

"It mght just work, sir,' said Cohen. 'That is, if the

car's up to it.’

"You're the nmechanic, Cohen, so only you can tell us if

It's possible.’

Once Aziz had translated Scott's words the chief rose to

his feet and led themto the back of his house. He cane to a
halt beside a | arge obl ong object covered by a bl ack sheet.
He and Aziz lifted off the cover. Scott couldn't believe his
eyes.

"A pink Caddy?' he said.

"A classic 1956 Sedan de Ville, to be exact, sir,' said
Cohen, rubbing his hands with delight. He opened the |ong,
heavy door and clinbed behind the vast steering wheel. He
pulled a | ever under the dashboard and the bonnet flicked up.
He got out, lifted the bonnet and studied the engine for sone
m nut es.

‘"Not bad,' he said. "If |I can nick a few parts fromthe



truck, I'll give you a racing car wwthin a couple of hours.'
Scott checked his watch. 'l can only spare you an hour if
we're hoping to cross the border tonight.'

Scott and Hannah returned to the house and once again

pored over the map. The road Azi z had recomended was roughly
twelve mles away, but across terrain that would be hard
going even if they were carrying nothing.

"It could take hours,' Scott said.

"What's the alternative if we can't use the hi ghway?'

asked Hannabh.

Wil e she and Scott continued working on the route and

Cohen on the car, Aziz rounded up thirty of the strongest nen
in the village. At a few m nutes past the hour, Cohen
reappeared in the house, his hands, arns, face and hair
covered in oil

"It's ready to be taken apart, Professor.’

"Well done. But we'll have to get rid of the truck first,"
said Scott as he rose fromthe table.

"That won't be possible, sir," said Cohen. 'Not now that

|'"ve renoved one or two of the best parts of its engine. That
Cadi |l ac should be able to do over a hundred m | es per hour,"
he said, with sone pride. 'In third gear.'

Scott | aughed, and acconpani ed by Aziz went in search of

the chief. Once again he explained the problem

This tinme the chief's face showed no anxiety. Aziz
translated his thoughts. ' "Do not fear, ny friend," he says.
"Whil e you are marching across the desert we will strip the
truck and bury each piece in a place Saddani s sol diers could
never hope to discover in a thousand years."

Scott | ooked apprehensive, but Aziz nodded his agreenent.
Wthout waiting for Scott's opinion the chief |ed his nephew
to the back of the house, where they found Cohen supervi sing
the stripping of the Cadillac and the distribution of its

pi eces anong the chosen thirty.

Four nen were to carry the engine on a makeshift

stretcher, and another six would lift the chronme body onto
their shoulders |like pallbearers. Four nore each carried a
wheel with its white-rimed tyre, while another four
transported the chassis. Two held onto the red-and-white

| eat her front seat, another two the back seat, and one the
dashboard. Cohen continued to distrib-

ute the remai ning pieces of the Cadillac until he cane to
the back of the line, where three children who | ooked no nore
than ten or eleven were given responsibility for two



five-gallon cans of petrol and a tool bag. Only the roof was
to be left behind.

Aziz's uncle led his people to the | ast house in the

village so he could watch his guests begin their journey

t owards the horizon.

Scott shook hands with the chief, but could find no words
adequate to thank him '"Gve ne a call the next tine you're
passi ng through New Haven,' was what he would have said to a
fell ow Areri can

"I will return in better tines,' he told the old man, and
Aziz transl ated.

"My people wait for that day.'

Scott turned to watch Cohen, conpass in hand, |eading his

| npr obabl e pl at oon on what appeared |ikely to be an endl ess
journey. He took one of the five-gallon cans fromthe
smal | est of the children, and pointed back towards the
village, but the little boy shook his head and quickly
grabbed Scott's canvas bag.

Wul d history ever reveal this particular node of

transport for the Declaration of |ndependence, Scott
wonder ed, as Cohen shouted ' Forward!"'

General Ham | continued to pace round his office, as he

wai ted for the phone to ring.

When Saddam had | earned the news of Mjor Saeed's

I nconpetence in allowing the terrorists to escape with the
Decl aration, he was only furious that he had not been able
personally to end the man's |ife.

The only order he had given the General was that a nessage
shoul d be put out on state radio and tel evision stations
hourly, stating that there had been an attenpt on

his life which had failed, but that the Zionist terrorists
were still at large. Full descriptions of the woul d-be
assassins were given, and he asked his bel oved countrynmen to
help himin his quest to hunt down the infidels.

Had the matter been | ess urgent, the CGeneral would have
counsel | ed agai nst rel easing such information, on the grounds
t hat nost of those who cane across the terrorists m ght want
to help them or at best turn a blind eye. The only advice he
did give his | eader was to suggest that a |arge reward should
be offered for their capture. Enlightened self-interest, he
had found, could so often overcone al nost any scrupl es.

The General cane to a halt in front of a map pinned to the
wal | behind his desk, tenporarily covering a portrait of
Saddam Hi s eye passed down the many thin red |lines that



wri ggl ed between Baghdad and Iraq's borders. There were a
hundred vill ages on both sides of every one of the roads, and
the General was painfully aware that nost of them would be
only too happy to harbour the fugitives.

And then he recoll ected one of the nanes Kratz had given

him Aziz Zeebari - a comon enough nane, yet it had been
naggi ng at himthe whol e norning.
"Aziz Zeebari. .. Aziz Zeebari .. . Aziz Zeebari ..." he

repeated. And then he renmenbered. He had executed a man of

t hat nane who had been involved in an attenpted coup about
seven years before. Could it possibly have been the traitor's
fat her?

The | oad-bearers halted every fifteen mnutes to rest,

change responsibilities and place the strain on yet-untested
nmuscles. 'Pit stops', Cohen called them They nanaged two
mles in the first hour, and between themdrank far nore

wat er than any car woul d have devoured.

When Scott checked his watch at m dday, he estimated that
they had only covered a |ittle over two thirds of the

di stance to the road: it had been a long tine since they had
| ost sight of the village but there was still no sign of life
on the horizon. The sun beat down as they continued their
journey, the pace slowwng with each mle.

It was the eyes of a ten-year-old child that were the

first to see novenent. He ran to the front and pointed. Scott
could see nothing as the little boy jogged ahead, and it was
to be another forty mnutes before they could all clearly see
the dusty road. The sight made them qui cken their pace.

Once they reached the side of the road, Aziz gave the

order that the pieces of the car should be lowered gently to
the ground, and a little girl, who Scott hadn't noticed

bef ore, handed out bread, goats' cheese and water while they
r est ed.

Cohen was the first up and began wal ki ng around hi s

pl at oon, checking on the various pieces. By the tinme he had
returned to the chassis, they were all inpatient to put the
car together again.

Scott sat on the ground and watched as thirty untrained
mechani cs, under the direction of Sergeant Cohen, slowy
bolted the old Cadillac together piece by piece. Wen the

| ast wheel had been screwed on, Scott had to admt it |ooked
| i ke a car, but wondered if the old veteran would ever be
able to start.

Al the villagers surrounded the nassive pink vehicle as



Cohen sat in the driver's seat.

Aziz waited until the children had enptied their |ast drop

of petrol into the tank. He then screwed on the big steel cap
and shouted, 'Go for it!’

Cohen turned the key in the ignition.

The engine turned over slowy, but wouldn't catch. Cohen

| eaped out, lifted the bonnet and asked Aziz to

take his place behind the wheel. He made a sli ght

readjustnment to the fan belt, checked the distributor and

cl eaned the spark plugs of the last few renaining grains of
sand before screwing themin tightly. He stuck his head out
from under the bonnet.

'Have a go, Kurd.'

Azi z turned the key and pressed the accelerator. The

engi ne turned over a little nore quickly but still didn't
want to start. Sixty eyes stared beneath the bonnet, but

of fered no advi ce as Cohen spent several nore m nutes working
on the distributor.

"Once again, and give it nore throttle!' he shouted. Aziz
switched on the ignition. The chug becane a churn, and then
suddenly a roar as Aziz pressed the accel erator —a noi se
only exceeded by the cheers of the villagers.

Cohen took Aziz's place in the front and lifted the gear

| ever on the steering colum up into first. But the car
refused to budge, as the wheels spun round and it bedded
Itself deeper and deeper into the sand. Cohen turned off the
engi ne and junped out. Sixty hands were flattened agai nst the
car as it was rocked backwards and forwards, and then, with
one great shove, it was eased out of its deep trough. The
villagers pushed it a further twenty yards and then waited
for the Sergeant's next order.

Cohen pointed to the little girl who had distributed the
food. She cane shyly forward and he lifted her into the front
of the car. Wth sign | anguage, Cohen instructed her to kneel
by the accel erator pedal and press down. Wthout getting into
the car, Cohen | eaned across, checked that the gears were in
neutral, and switched on the engine. The little girl
continued to push on the accelerator with both hands, and the
engi ne revved into action. She inmmediately burst into tears,
as the villagers cheered even | ouder. Cohen quickly lifted
the little girl out onto the sand and then beckoned to Aziz.
"You' re about half ny weight, mate, so get in, put it into
first gear and see if you can keep it going for about a
hundred yards. If you can, we'll all junp in. If you can't,



we'll have to push the bloody thing all the way to the

bor der .

Azi z stepped gingerly into the Cadillac. Sitting on the

edge of the |leather seat he gently lifted the lever into
first gear and pressed down on the accelerator. The car

i nched forward and the villagers began to cheer again as
Scott, Hannah and Cohen ran al ong beside it.

Hannah opened t he passenger door, pushed the seat forward
and junped into the back as the car continued at its sl ow
pace. Cohen | eaped in after her and shouted, 'Second gear!’
Aziz pulled the | ever down, across and up. The car | urched
forward

"That's third, you stupid Kurd!' shouted Cohen. He turned

to see Scott running al nost flat out. Cohen reached across to
hol d t he door open as Scott threw his bag into the back.
Scott | eaped in and Cohen grabbed himround the shoul ders.
Scott's head | anded in Aziz's lap, but although the Kurd
swerved the car still kept going on the firnmer sand. Aziz
continued swnging the car fromside to side to avoid the
nmounds of sand that had bl own on to the road.

"I can see why there aren't likely to be any arny patrols

on this road,' was Cohen's only conment.

Scott turned back to see the villagers waving frantically.
Returning their wave seened i nadequate after all they had
done. He hadn't thanked them properly or even said goodbye.
The villagers didn't nove until the car was out of sight.
General Ham | swung round, angry that anyone had dared to
enter his office without knocking. H's ADC cane to a halt in
front of his desk. He was shaking, only too aware of the

m st ake he had nmade. The CGeneral raised his swagger stick and
was about to strike the young officer across the face when he
bl eated out, 'W've discovered the village that the traitor
Azi z Zeebari cones from General.'

Ham | lowered his armslowy until the swagger stick cane

to rest on the officer's right shoulder. The tip pushed

forward until it was about an inch away fromthe ball of his
ri ght eye.

" Wher e?'

' Khan Beni Saad,' said the young man in terror.

" Show ne. "’

The Lieutenant ran over to the map, studied it for a few
nonments and then placed a finger on a village about ten mles
nort h- east of Baghdad.

General Ham | stared at the spot and smled for the first



time that day. He returned to his desk, picked up the phone
and barked out an order.

Wthin an hour, hundreds of troops would be swarning al

over the little village.

Even if Khan Beni Saad did only have a popul ati on of 250,
the CGeneral felt confident soneone would tal k, however young.
Aziz was able to keep up a steady thirty mles per hour
while Scott tried to work out where they were on the map. He
couldn't pinpoint their exact location until they had been
driving for nearly an hour, when they cane across a crude
handpai nted signpost lying in the road that read 'Khalis
25km .

'Keep going for now,' said Scott. 'But we'll have to

stop a couple of mles outside town so | can figure out

how we get past the checkpoint.'

Scott's confidence in the old chiefs judgenent that there
woul d be no arny vehicles on that road was growing with every
mle of flat desert road they covered. He continued to study
the map carefully, now certain of the route that woul d have
to be taken if they hoped to cross the border that day.

'So what do we do when we reach the checkpoint?' asked
Cohen.

"Maybe it'll be easier than we think,' said Scott. 'Don't
forget, they're |looking for four people in a nassive arny
truck."'

"But we are four people.’

"W won't be by the time we reach the checkpoint,"
expl ai ned Scott, 'because by then you and I will be in the
boot .

Cohen scow ed.

"Just be thankful it's a Caddy,' said Aziz, grinning as he
tried to nmaintain the steady speed.

"Perhaps | should take over the wheel now,' said Cohen.

'"Not here,' said Scott. '"While we're on these roads, Aziz
stays put.'

It was Hannah who saw her first. 'What the hell does she
think she's up to?' she said, pointing to a wonan who had
junped out into the mddle of the road and was wavi ng her
arms excitedly.

Scott gripped the side of the wi ndow | edge as Cohen | eaned
forward to get a clearer view

"Don't stop,' said Scott. 'Swerve round her if you have
to.' Suddenly Aziz began | aughi ng.

"What ' s so funny, Kurd?' asked Cohen, keeping his eyes



fi xed on the woman, who remai ned determnedly in the mddle
of the road.

‘It's only ny cousin Jasmn.'

" Anot her cousin?' said Hannah.

"W are all cousins in nmy tribe,' Aziz explained as he
brought the Cadillac to a halt in front of her. He | eaped out
of the car and threw his arns around the young wonan, as the
others joined them

‘'Not bad,' said Cohen when he was finally introduced to
cousin Jasmn, who hadn't stopped tal king even when she shook
hands with Scott and Hannah.

"So what's she jabbering on about, then?' denmanded Cohen,
before Aziz had been given the chance to translate his
cousin's words.

"It seens the Professor was right. The sol di ers have been
warned to | ook out for an arny truck being driven by four
terrorists. But her uncle has already been in touch this
nmorning to warn her we'd be in the Cadill ac'

"Then it nust be a hell of arisk to try and get past

them' said Hannah

"Arisk,' agreed Aziz, 'but not a hell of a risk. Jasmn
crosses this checkpoint twi ce a day, every day, to sel
oranges, tangerines and dates fromour village. So she's well
known to them and so is ny uncle's car. My uncle says she
must be in the Cadillac when we go through the checkpoint.
That way they won't be suspicious.'

"But if they decide to search the boot?

"Then they won't get their daily ration of cigarettes, or
fruit for their famlies, will they? You see, they all take
it for granted we nust be snuggling sonething.'

Jasmin started chattering again and Aziz |istened

dutifully. 'She says you nust all clinb into the boot before
someone passing spots us.'

"It's still a hell of a risk, Professor,' said Cohen.

"It's just as big a risk for Jasmn,' said Scott, 'and I
don't see any other route.' He folded up the map, wal ked
round to the back of the car, opened the boot and

clinmbed in. Hannah and Cohen foll owed w thout anot her

wor d.

"Not as confortable as the safe,' remarked Hannah as she

put her arns round Scott. Aziz wedged the bag between her and
Cohen. Hannah | aughed.

'One bang on the side of the door,' said Aziz, '"and |']|

be stopping at the checkpoint.'



He sl ammed down the boot. Jasm n grabbed her bags fromthe
side of the road and junped in next to her cousin.

The three of themin the boot heard the engine splutter

into action and begin its nore stately progress over the |ast
few mles towards Khalis.

Jasmn used the tinme to brief Aziz on her routine whenever
she crossed the checkpoint.

THE CH EF WAS HANGED first. Then his brothers, one by one,
in front of the rest of the village, but none of themuttered
a word. Then they noved on to his cousins, until a

twel ve-year-old girl, who hoped to save her father's life,
told them about the strangers who had stayed in the chief's
house the previous night.

They promsed the little girl that her father would be

saved if she told them everything she knew. She poi nted out
into the desert to show them where they had buried the lorry.
Twenty m nutes of digging by the soldiers and they were able
to confirmthat she had been telling the truth.

They contacted CGeneral Ham | by field phone. He found it
hard to believe that thirty of the Zeebari tribe had taken
the chief's Cadillac to pieces and carried it bit by bit
across the open desert.

"Ch, yes,' the little girl assured them "I knowit's true
because ny brother carried one of the wheels all the way to
the road on the other side of the desert,' she decl ared,

poi nting proudly towards the horizon.

General Ham | listened carefully to the information over

t he phone before ordering that the girl's father and brother
shoul d al so be hanged.

He returned to the map on the wall and quickly pinpointed
the only possible road they coul d have taken.

H s eye noved al ong the path across a stretch of desert

until it joined another w nding road, and then he realised
whi ch town they woul d have to pass through.

He | ooked at the clock on his desk: 4.39. 'Get ne the
checkpoint at Khalis,' he instructed the young Lieutenant.
Aziz saw a stationary van in the distance being inspected

by a soldier. Jasmn warned himit was the checkpoint and

ti pped out the contents of one of her bags onto the seat

bet ween t hem

Azi z banged on the side of his door, relieved to see there
were only two soldiers in sight, and that one of them was
sleeping in a confortable old chair on the other side of the
r oad.



When the car cane to a halt Scott could hear |aughter

com ng fromsonmewhere. Aziz passed a packet of Rothmans to

t he guard.

The sol dier was just about to wave themthrough when the

ot her guard stirred fromhis drowy slunber |ike a cat who
had been resting for hours on a radiator. He pushed hinself
up, noved slowy towards the car, and | ooked over it with
admration, as he had done nmany tines before. He began to
stroll around it. As he passed the boot he gave it a |oving
slap with the palmof his hand. It flicked open a few inches.
Scott pulled it gently closed as Jasm n dropped a carton of
two hundred Rot hmans on the ground by her side of the car.
The border guard noved quickly for the first tinme that

day. Jasmn gave hima smle as he retrieved the cigarettes,
and whi spered sonething in his ear. The sol di er | ooked at
Aziz and started | aughing, as a large lorry stacked with
crates of beer cane to a halt behind them

‘Move on, nove on,' shouted the first soldier, as the

sight of greater rewards caught his eye. Aziz quickly
obeyed and lurched forward in second gear, nearly throw ng
Cohen and the hol dall out of the back.

"What did you say to that soldier? asked Aziz once they
were out of earshot.

‘I told himyou were gay, but | would be returning on ny
own |ater.'

'Have you no famly pride? asked Aziz.

"Certainly,' said Jasmn. 'But he is also a cousin.'

On Jasmn's advice, Aziz took the | onger southern route
around the town. He was unable to avoid all the potholes, and
fromtine to tine he heard groans com ng fromthe boot.
Jasmin pointed to a junction ahead of them and told Aziz
that that was where he should stop. She gathered up her bags,
| eaving sone fruit on the seat between them Aziz cane to a
halt by a road that | ed back into the centre of the town.
Jasm n junped out, smled and waved. Aziz waved back, and
wonder ed when he woul d see his cousin again.

He drove on alone to the far side of the town, stil

unable to risk letting his coll eagues out of the boot while
the few |l ocals around coul d observe what was goi ng on.

Once Khalis was a couple of mles behind him Aziz cane to
a halt at a crossroads which displayed two signposts. One
read ' Tuz Khurmatoo 120km, and the other 'Tuz Khurnat oo
170kmi . He checked in every direction before clinbing out of
the car, opening the boot and letting the three baggage



passengers tunble out onto the road. Wile they stretched
their Iinbs and took deep breaths of air, Aziz pointed to the
signposts. Scott didn't need to | ook at the map to deci de
whi ch road they woul d have to take.

"W nust take the longer route,' he said, 'and hope that
they still think we're in the truck.' Hannah

sl ammed down the boot with feeling before they all four

j unped back into the car.

Azi z averaged forty mles an hour on the wi nding road, his

t hree passengers ducki ng out of sight whenever another
vehi cl e appeared on the hori zon.

The four of them devoured the fresh fruit Jasmn had | eft

on the front seat.

When they passed a signpost indicating twenty kil onetres

to Tuz Khurmatoo Scott said to Aziz, '|l want you to stop a
little way outside the village and go in al one before we
decide if it's safe for us to drive straight through. Don't
forget it's only another three mles beyond Tuz Khurmatoo to-
t he hi ghway, so the place could be swarmng wth soldiers.'
"And to the Kurdish border?' asked Hannah.

" About forty-five mles,' said Scott as he continued to
study the map. Aziz drove for another twenty m nutes before
he came over the brow of a hill and could see the outline of
a village nestling in the valley. A few nonents |later he
pul l ed the car off the road and parked it under a row of
citrus trees that sheltered themfromthe sun and the prying
eyes of those in passing vehicles. Aziz |listened carefully to
Scott's instructions, got out of the car and jogged off in
the direction of Tuz Khurmatoo.

General Ham | was too furious to speak when the young

Li eutenant infornmed himthat the Cadillac had passed through
t he Khalis checkpoint |ess than an hour before, and neither
of the soldiers on duty had bothered to check the boot.

After a mninmumof torture, one of them had confessed that
the terrorists nust have been hel ped by a young girl who
regul arly passed through the checkpoint.

"She will never pass through it again,' had been the
General's sol e observati on.

The only other piece of information they were able to get
out of the soldiers was that whoever had been driving the car
was the girl's cousin, and a honosexual. Ham | wondered how
t hey coul d possibly know that.

Once again, the General returned to the map on the wal

behi nd his desk. He had already given orders for an arny of



helicopters, lorries, tanks and notorcycles to cover every

i nch of the road between Khalis and the border, but still no
one had reported seeing a Cadillac on the highway. He was
nystified, knowi ng they couldn't possibly have turned back or
t hey woul d have run straight into his troops.

H s eyes searched every route between the checkpoint and

the border yet again. 'Ah,' he said finally, 'they nust have
taken the road through the hills.' The General ran his finger
along a thin winding red line until it joined the nain

hi ghway.

"So that's where you are,' he said, before bell ow ng out

sonme new orders.

It was al nost an hour before Cohen announced, 'One Kurd
headi ng towards us, sir.'

As Aziz canme running up the slope the grin renmained on his
face. He had been into Tuz Khurmatoo and he was able to
reassure themthat the village was going about its business
as usual. But the governnment radi o was bl asting out a warning
to be on the | ookout for four terrorists who had attenpted to
assassinate the G eat Leader, so all the main roads were now
crawming with soldiers. 'They' ve got good descriptions of all
four of us, but the radio bulletin an hour ago was still
saying we were in the truck.'

"Right, Aziz,' said Scott, 'drive us through the vill age.
Hannah, sit in the front wwth Aziz. The Sergeant and | w ||
lie down in the back. Once we're on the other side of Tuz
we' |l keep out of sight and only continue on to the border
after it's dark."'

Azi z took his place behind the wheel, and the Cadill ac

began its slow journey into Tuz.

The main road through the village nust have been about

three hundred yards | ong and just about w de-enough to take
two cars. Hannah | ooked at the little tinber shops and the
men who were growing old sitting on steps and | eani ng agai nst
walls. Adirty old Cadillac travelling slowy through the
vill age, she thought, would probably be the highlight of
their day, until she saw the vehicle at the other end of the
r oad.

"There's a jeep conmng towards us,' she said calmy. 'Four
men, one of themsitting behind what |ooks |ike an
anti-aircraft gun nounted on the back.'

"*Just keep driving slowy, Aziz,' said Scott. 'And Hannah,
keep tal king us through it.’

"They' re about a hundred yards away from us now and



beginning to take an interest.' Cohen pointed to the tool bag
and grabbed a wench. Scott selected a spanner as they both
turned over slowy and rested on their knees.

" The jeep has swung across in front of us,' said Hannah.
"W're going to be forced to stop in about five seconds.'

"Does it still look as if there are four of thenf' asked
Scott.
"Yes,' said Hannah. 'l can't see any nore.'

The Cadillac cane to a halt.

"' The jeep has stopped only a few yards in front of us. One

of the soldiers is getting out and another is follow ng. Two
are staying in the jeep. One is behind the nounted gun and
the other is still at the wheel. W'l|

take the first two,' said Hannah. 'You'll have to deal

with the two in the jeep.'

"Understood,' said Scott.

The first soldier reached the driver's side as the second
passed the bunper on Hannah's right. Both Aziz and Hannah had
their outside hands on the arnrests, their doors already an

I nch open.

The instant Aziz saw the first soldier glance into the

back and go for his gun, he swung his door open so fast that
the crack of the soldier's knees sounded |ike a bullet as he
coll apsed to the ground. Aziz was out of the car and on top
of himlong before he had tinme to recover. The second sol di er
ran towards Hannah as Scott | eaped out of the car. Hannah
delivered one blowto his carotid artery and another to the
base of his spine as he tried to pull out his gun. A bullet
woul d not have killed himany quicker. The third sol dier
started firing fromthe back of the jeep. Cohen dived out
into the road, and the fourth soldier junped from behind the
wheel and ran towards him firing his pistol. Cohen hurled
the wench at him causing himto step to one side and
straight into the firing line of the nounted gun. The bullets
st opped i nmedi ately, but Cohen was already at his throat. The
soldier sank as if he had been hit by a ton of bricks, and
his gun flew across the road. Cohen gave himone blow to the
jugul ar vein and another to the back of the neck: he went

i nto spasnms and began wiggling on the ground. Cohen quickly
turned his attention to the man seated behind the gun, who
was lining himup in his sights. At ten yards' distance,
Cohen had no hope of reaching him so he dived for the side
of the car as bullets sprayed into the open door, two of them
ripping into his left leg. Scott was now runni ng towards the



jeep fromthe other side. As the soldier swng the gun round
to face him Scott propelled hinself through the air and onto
the top of the jeep

Bul lets flew everywhere as they tunbled clunsily off the
back, Scott still clinging onto his spanner. They were both
qui ckly on their feet, and Scott brought the spanner down
across the gunner's neck - the soldier raised an armto fend
off the blow, but Scott's left knee jack-knifed into his
crotch. The gunner sank to the ground as the second bl ow from
the spanner found its mark and broke the sol dier's neck
cleanly. He lay splayed out on the road, |ooking like a
breast - stroke swi mmer hal fway through a stroke. Scott stood
over him nesnerised, until Aziz dived at his | egs and
knocked himto the ground. Scott couldn't stop shaking.
"It's always hardest the first tinme,' was the Kurd's only
comment .

The four of them were now facing outwards, covering every
angle as they waited for the locals to react. Cohen clinbed
unsteadily up into the jeep, blood pouring fromhis |eg, and
took his place behind the mounted gun. 'Don't fire unless |
say so,' shouted Scott as he checked up and down the road.
There wasn't a person to be seen in either direction.

"On your left!' said Hannah, and Scott turned to see an

old man dressed in a long white dishdash wth a

bl ack- and-white spotted keffiyeh on his head, a thick belt
hung | coosely around his waist. He was wal king slowly towards
them his hands held high in the air.

Scott's eyes never left the old man, who cane to a halt a
few yards away fromthe Cadill ac.

"I have been sent by the village el ders because | amthe
only one who speaks English,' he said. The man was trenbling
and the words cane stunbling out. 'W believe you are the
terrorists who cane to kill Saddam

Scott sai d not hing.

'Pl ease go. Leave our village and go quickly. Take the

jeep and we will bury the soldiers. Then no one will ever
know you were here. If you do not, Saddamw || nurder us
all. Every one of us.'

"Tell your people we wish themno harm' said Scott.

"l believe you,' said the old man, 'but please, go.'

Scott ran forward and stripped the tallest soldier of his

uni form whil e Cohen kept his gun trained on the old man. Aziz
stripped the other three while Hannah grabbed Scott's bag
fromthe Cadillac before junping into the back of the jeep.



Aziz threw the uniforns into the jeep and then | eaped into
the driving seat. The engine was still running. He put the
vehicle into reverse and swng round in a semcircle as Scott
took his place in the front. Aziz began to drive slowy out
of Tuz Khurnmatoo. Cohen turned the gun round in the direction
of the village, at the sane tinme thunping his left leg with
his clenched fist.

Scott continued to | ook behind himas a few of the

villagers noved tentatively out into the road and started to
drag the sol diers uncerenoni ously away. Another clinbed into
the Cadillac and began to reverse it down a side road. A few
nonments | ater they had all disappeared fromsight. Scott
turned to face the road ahead of him

"It's about another three mles to the highway,' said

Azi z. 'What do you want me to do?

‘We've only got one chance of getting across that border,"
said Scott, 'so for now pull over into that clunp of trees.
We can't risk going out onto the highway until it's pitch
dark.' He checked the tine. It was 7.35.

Hannah felt blood dripping onto her face. She | ooked up,

and saw t he deep wounds in Cohen's leg. She imediately tore
off the corner of her yashmak and tried to stemthe fl ow of
bl ood.

"You all right, Cohen?" asked Scott anxiously.

'No worse than when | was bitten by a woman in Tangier,'

he repli ed.

Azi z began | aughi ng.

' How can you | augh?' said Hannah, continuing to clean the
wound.

' Because he was the reason she bit ne,' said Cohen.

After Hannah had conpl eted the bandaging, the four of them
changed into the Iraqgi uniforns. For an hour they kept their
eyes on the road, looking for any sign of nore soldiers. A
few villagers on donkeys, and nore on foot, passed themin
both directions, but the only vehicle they saw was an old
tractor that chugged by on its way back to the village at the
end of a day's service.

As the mnutes slipped by, it becane obvious that the
villagers had kept to their prom se and nmade no contact wth
any arny patrols.

When Scott could no | onger see the road in front of them

he went over his plan for the last tinme. Al of them accepted
that their options were |imted.

The nearest border was forty-five mles away, but Scott



now accepted the danger they could bring to any vill age
sinply by passing through it. He didn't feel his plan was
fool proof, far fromit, but they couldn't wait in the hills
much longer. It would only be a short tinme before Iraqi
soldiers were swarm ng all over the area.

Scott checked the uniforns. As |long as they kept on the
nove, it would be hard for anyone to identify themin the
dark as anything other than part of an army patrol. But once
t hey reached the hi ghway, he knew they couldn't afford to

stay still for nore than a few seconds. Everything depended
on how cl ose they could get to the border post w thout being
spot t ed.

When Scott gave the order, Aziz swng the jeep onto the

wi nding road to begin the three-mle journey to the highway.
He covered the distance in five mnutes, and during that tine
they didn't cone across anot her vehicle. But once they hit

t he hi ghway, they found the road

was covered with lorries, jeeps, even tanks, travelling in
both directions.

None of them saw the two notorcycles, the tank and three
lorries that swng off the highway and headed at speed down
the little road towards Tuz Khurmat oo.

Aziz went as fast as he could, while Cohen renmained seated

on the back behind the gun. Scott watched the road ahead of
him his beret pulled well down. Hannah sat bel ow Cohen,
notionless, a gun in her hand. The first road sign indicated
that it was sixty kilonetres to the border. For a nonent
Scott was distracted by an oil well that kept punping away on
the far side of the road. Nobody spoke as the distance to
Ki r kuk descended fromfifty-five to forty-six, to thirty-two,
but with each sign and each new oil well, the traffic becane
heavi er and their speed began to drop rapidly. The only
relief was that none of the passing patrols seened to show
any interest in the jeep.

Wthin mnutes the little village was swarm ng with

soldiers from Saddamis elite guard. Even in the dark, it took
only ten bullets and as many mnutes for themto find out
where the Cadillac was, and another thirty bullets to

di scover the unfilled graves of the four dead sol diers.
General Hami listened to the senior officer when he

phoned in with the details. Al he asked for was the radio
frequency of the jeep that had been in Tuz Khurmatoo earlier
t hat evening. The Ceneral slammed down the phone, checked his
wat ch, and keyed in the frequency.



The single tone continued for sone tine.

"They nust still be looking for a truck or a pink

Cadillac,' Scott was sayi ng when the radi o phone began
ringing. They all four froze.

"Answer it, Aziz,' said Scott. 'Listen carefully, and find
out what you can.’

Azi z picked up the handset, |listened to a short nessage,
then said, 'Yes, sir,' in Arabic, and put the handset down.

" They' ve found the Cadillac, and are ordering all jeeps to
report to their nearest arny post,' he said.

"It can't be long before they realise it's not one of

their nmen driving this jeep,' said Hannah. 'If they don't

al ready know.'

"Wth luck we mght still have twenty m nutes,' said

Scott. 'How far to the border?

"Nine mles,' said Aziz.

The CGeneral knew it had to be Zeebari, or he would have
responded with the elite guards' code nunber.

So now he knew what vehicle they were in, and which border
they were heading for. He i medi ately picked up the phone and
bar ked anot her order. Two officers acconpani ed himas he ran
out of the roomand into a |large yard at the back of the
bui | di ng. The bl ades of his personal helicopter were already
slowy rotating.

It was Aziz who first spotted the end of a | ong queue of

oil tankers waiting to cross the unofficial border. Scott
checked the inside track and asked Aziz if he could drive
down such a narrow strip.

' Not possible, sir," the young Kurd told him "W'd only

end up in the ditch.'

'Then we've no alternative but to go strai ght down the

m ddl e. '

Aziz noved the jeep out into the centre of the road and
tried desperately to maintain his speed. To begin with he was
able to stay clear of the lorries and avoid the oncom ng
traffic. The first real trouble cane four mles fromthe
border, when an arny truck heading towards themrefused to
nove over.

"Shall | blast himoff the road?" said Cohen.
"No,' said Scott. 'Aziz, keep going, but prepare to junp
and take cover anong the tankers, then we'll regroup.' Just

as Scott was about to leap, the lorry swerved across the road
and ended up in the ditch on the far side.
'"Now they all know where we are,' said Scott. 'How many



mles to the custons post, Aziz?

"Three, three and a half at the nost.'

"Then step on it,' said Scott, although he realised Aziz

was al ready going as fast as he could. They had nanaged to
cover the next mle in just over a mnute when a helicopter
swung above them beam ng down a searchlight that lit up the
entire road. The radi o phone began ringi ng again.

‘"Ignore it,' shouted Scott as Aziz tried to keep the jeep

on the centre of the road and maintain his speed. They passed
the two-mle mark as the helicopter swng back, confident it
had spotted its prey, and began to focus its beamdirectly on
t hem

"We've got a jeep comng up our backside,' said Cohen, as

he swung round to face it.

"Get rid of it,' said Scott.

Cohen obliged, sending the first few shots through the

W ndscreen and the next into the tyres, thankful for the

i ght from above. The pursuing jeep swng across the road,
crashing into an oncomng lorry. Another quickly

took its place. Hannah rel oaded the gun with a nagazi ne of
bullets that was |Iying on the floor while Cohen concentrated
on the road behind them

"One and a half mles to go," shouted Aziz, nearly

crashing into lorries on both sides of the road. The
hel i copter hovered above them and began to fire

i ndiscrimnately, hitting vehicles going in both directions.
"Don't forget that nost of them haven't a clue who's

chasi ng what,' said Scott.

" Thanks for sharing that piece of logic with ne,

Prof essor,' said Cohen. 'But |'ve got a feeling that
hel i copter knows exactly who he's chasing.' Cohen began to
pepper the next jeep wth bullets the nonent it cane into
range. This time it sinply slowed to a halt, causing the car
behind to run straight into it and creating a concertina
effect as one after another the pursuing jeeps crashed into
the back of the vehicle in front of them The road behi nd was
suddenly clear, as if Aziz had been the |ast car through a
green |ight.

"One mle to go,' shouted Aziz as Cohen swung round to
concentrate on what was going on in front of himand Hannah
rel oaded the automatic gun with the | ast nagazi ne of bullets.
Scott could see the lights of a bridge loomng up in front of
him the Kirkuk fortress on the side of the hill that Aziz
had told them signalled the custons post was only about half



a mle anay. As the helicopter swing back and once again
sprayed the road with bullets, Aziz felt the front tyre on
hi s side suddenly bl ow as he drove onto the bridge.

Scott could now see the Kurdi sh checkpoi nt ahead of him as
the helicopter swng even lower on its final attenpt to stop
them A flurry of bullets hit the jeep's bonnet, ricocheted
off the bridge and into the wi ndscreen. As the helicopter
swung away, Scott | ooked up

and for a second stared into the eyes of General Ham|.
Scott | ooked back down and punched a hole in the shattered
W ndscreen, only to discover he was faced with two rows of
soldiers lined up in front of him their rifles aimng
straight at the jeep.

Behind the row of soldiers were two snmall exits for those
wi shing to enter Kurdistan and two entrances on the other
side of the road for those driving out of Kirkuk.

The two exits to Kurdistan were bl ocked with stationary
vehicles, while the two entrances had been |l eft clear

-al though no one at that nonent was showi ng any desire to
enter Saddam s Irag.

Azi z decided that he would have to swing across the road
and risk driving the jeep at an acute angle through one of
the smal |l entrances, where he m ght be faced with an oncom ng
vehicle - in which case they would be trapped. He was stil

| osi ng speed, and could feel that the rimof the front

| eft - hand wheel was now t ouchi ng the ground.

Once they were within range, Cohen opened fire on the |ine
of soldiers in front of him Sonme fired back, but he nmanaged
to hit several before the rest scattered.

Wth a hundred yards to go and still |osing speed, Aziz
suddenly swung the jeep across the road and tried to steer it
towards the second entrance. The jeep hit the right-hand
wal |, careered into the short, dark tunnel and bounced onto
the |l eft-hand wall before lurching out into no-man's | and,
bet ween the two custons posts.

Suddenly there were dozens of soldiers pursuing themfrom
the lraqi side. 'Keep going, keep going!' shouted Scott as
they energed fromthe little tunnel.

Aziz was still losing speed as he steered the jeep back to
the left and pointed it in the direction of the border with
Kurdi stan, a nere four hundred yards away. He pressed his
foot flat down on the accelerator but the

speedoneter wouldn't rise above two mles per hour.

Anot her row of soldiers, this tinme fromthe Kurdi sh border



was facing them their rifles pointing at the jeep. But none
of themwas firing.

Cohen swung around as a stray bullet hit the back of the

j eep and another flew past his shoul der. Once again he fired
a volley towards the Iraqi border, and those who could

qui ckly retreated behind their checkpoint. The jeep trundl ed
on for a few nore yards before it finally whinpered to a halt
hal fway between the two unofficial barriers that the UN
refused to recogni se.

Scott | ooked towards the Kurdish border. A hundred
Peshnmergas were lined up, their rifles now firing - but not
in the direction of the jeep. Scott turned back to see
another line of soldiers tentatively advancing fromthe Iraqi
si de. He and Hannah began firing their pistols as Cohen | et
forth anot her burst which cane to a sudden stop. The Iraqi
soldiers had started to retreat again, but sensed i mMmedi ately
that their eneny had finally run out of amrunition.

Cohen | eaped down off the jeep and quickly took out his
pistol. 'Cone on, Aziz!' he shouted as he rushed forward and
crouched beside the driver's door. 'W'Ill have to cover them
so the Professor can get his bloody Declaration across the
bor der .

Aziz didn't reply. H's body was slunped |ifelessly over

t he wheel, the horn sounding intermttently. The unanswered
radi o phone was still ringing.

' The bastards have killed ny Kurd!' shouted Cohen. Hannah
grabbed the canvas bag as Scott |ifted Aziz out of the front
of the jeep. Together, they began to drag himthe | ast few
hundred yards towards the border w th Kurdistan.

Another line of Iraqi soldiers started to advance towards
the jeep as Scott and Hannah carried the dead

body of Aziz nearer and nearer to his Kurdi sh honel and.

They heard nore shots whistle past them and turned to see
Cohen running towards the Iraqgis screamng, 'You killed ny
Kurd, you bastards! You killed ny Kurd!" One of the Iragis
fell, another fell, one retreated. Another fell, another
retreated, as Cohen went on advancing towards them Suddenly,
he fell to his knees, but sonehow he kept crawling forward,
until a final volley rang out. The Sergeant collapsed in a
pool of blood a few yards fromthe Iraqi border.

Wil e Scott and Hannah carried the dead Kurd into the |and
of his people, Saddam s soldiers dragged the body of the Jew
back into Iraq.

"Wy were ny orders di sobeyed?' Saddam shout ed.



For several nonents no one around the table spoke. They
knew t he chances of all of themreturning to their beds alive
t hat night had to be marginal.

General Ham | turned the cover of a thick file, and | ooked
down at the handwitten note in front of him

‘Mpaj or Saeed was to blanme, M President,' stated the

General. "It was he who allowed the infidels to escape with
the Declaration, and that is why his body is now hanging in
Tohrir Square for your people to witness.'

The General |istened intently to the President's next
guesti on.
"Yes, Sayedi,' he assured his master. 'Two of the

terrorists were killed by guards fromny own regi nent. They
were by far the nost inportant nenbers of the team They were
the two who nmanaged to escape from Maj or Saeed' s cust ody
before | arrived. The other two were an Anerican professor
and the girl.'

The President asked anot her questi on.

"No, M President. Kratz was the commandi ng officer,

and | personally arrested the infanous Zionist |eader

bef ore questioning himat length. It was during that
interrogation that | discovered that the original plan had
been to assassinate you, Sayedi, and | nade certain that he,
| i ke those who cane before him failed.’

The General had no well-rehearsed answer to the

President's next question, and he was relieved when the State
Prosecut or intervened.

" Perhaps we can turn this whol e epi sode to our advant age,
Sayedi .

'How can that be possible,' shouted the President, 'when
two of them have escaped with the Declaration and | eft us

Wi th a usel ess copy that anyone who can spell "British" wll
i mrediately realise is a fake? No, it is | who will be made
t he | aughi ng stock of the world, not Clinton.'

Everyone's eyes were now fixed on the Prosecutor.

"That may not necessarily be the case, M President. |
suspect that when the Anericans see the state of their
cherished treasure, they will not be in a hurry to put it
back on display at the National Archives.'

The President did not interrupt this time, so the

Prosecut or conti nued.

"W al so know, M President, that because of your genius,
the parchnent currently on display in Washington to an
unsuspecting Anerican public is, to quote you, "a useless



copy that anyone who can spell 'British' wll imrediately
realise is a fake".'

The President's expression was now one of concentration.

" Perhaps the tinme has cone, Sayedi, to informthe world's
press of your triunph.'

"My triunph?' said the President in disbelief.

"Wy, yes, Sayedi. Your triunph, not to nention your
magnanimty. After all, it was you who gave the order to
hand over the battered Declaration to Professor Bradl ey

after the gangster Cavalli had attenpted to sell it to you.'
The President's expression turned to one of deep thought.

' They have a saying in the West,' added the Prosecutor,
"about killing two birds wth one stone.'

Anot her | ong silence foll owed, during which no one offered
an opinion until the President sniled.

THE OFFI Cl AL STATEMENT i ssued by the Iraqgi governnment on
July 2nd was that there was no truth in the report that there
had been a shooting incident on the border posts at Kirkuk in
whi ch several Iraqi soldiers had been killed and nore
wounded.

The Kurdish | eaders were unable to offer any opinion on

the subject, as the only two satellite phones in Iraqi

Kurdi stan had been permanently engaged with requests for

assi stance fromthe State Departnent in Washi ngton.

When Charles Streator, the Anmerican Anbassador in

| stanbul , was tel ephoned and asked by the Reuters Bureau
Chief in the Mddle East why a US Air Force jet had | anded at
the Anerican base in Silope on the Turkish border, and then
returned to Washington with two unknown passengers as its
cargo, H's Excellency told his old friend that he had
absolutely no i dea what he was tal king about. The Bureau
Chi ef considered the Anbassador to be an honest nman, although
he accepted that it was part of the job to lie for his
country.

The Anbassador had in fact been up all night followng a

call fromthe Secretary of State requesting that one of their
hel i copters shoul d be despatched to the outskirts of Kirkuk
to pick up five passengers, one Anerican, one

Arab and three Israelis, who were then to be fl own back to

t he base at Sil ope.

The Anbassador had cal |l ed Washington |ater that norning to

i nform Warren Chri stopher that unfortunately only two people
had managed to cross the border alive: an American naned
Scott Bradley and an Israeli woman, Hannah Kopec. He had no



I nformati on on the other three.

The Anerican Anbassador was totally thrown by the

Secretary of State's final question. Did Professor Bradl ey
have a cardboard tube in his possession? The Anbassador was
only disappointed that the Reuters correspondent hadn't asked
hi mthe sane thing, because then he woul d have been telling
himthe truth when he said, Tve absolutely no i dea what

you' re tal ki ng about.'

Scott and Hannah slept for nost of the flight back to
Anerica. Wien they stepped off the plane at the mlitary air
base they found Dexter Hutchins at the bottom of the steps
waiting to greet them Neither of them was surprised when
custons showed little interest in Scott's canvas bag. A C A
car whisked themoff in the direction of WAshi ngton.

On the journey into the capital, Dexter warned themt hat
they woul d be going direct to the Wiite House for a top-Ievel
neeting, and briefed them on who el se woul d be present.

They were net at the West Wng reception entrance by the
President's Chief of Staff, who conducted themto the Oval
Ofice. Scott couldn't help feeling that, as it was his first
neeting with the President, he would have preferred to have
shaved at sone tine during the last forty-eight hours, and
not to have been dressed in the sane clothes that he'd worn
for the past three days.

Warren Christopher was there to greet themat the door of
the Oval O fice, and he introduced Scott to the President as
if they were old friends. Bill Cinton welconed Scott hone,
and t hanked Hannah for the part she had played in securing
the safe return of the Declaration.

Scott was delighted to neet Calder Marshall for the first
time, M Mendel ssohn for the second tine, and to be reunited
with Dollar Bill.

Dol lar Bill bowed to Hannah. 'Now | understand why the
Professor was willing to cross the earth to bring you back,"
was all the little Irishman had to say.

The nonment the handshakes were over, none of them could

hide their inpatience to see the Declaration. Scott unzi pped
his bag and carefully took out a bath towel, from which he
extracted the docunment before handing it over to its rightful
custodi an, the Secretary of State. Christopher slowy
unrol |l ed the parchnent. No one in the roomwas able to hide
their dismay at the state the Declaration was in.

The Secretary passed the docunent over to the Archivi st

who, acconpani ed by the Conservator and Dollar Bill, wal ked



across to the | arge wi ndow overl ooking the South Lawn. The
first word they checked was 'Brittish', and the Archivi st
sm | ed.

But it was only a few nonents nore before Cal der Marshal
announced their conbined judgenent. 'It's a fake,' was all he
sai d.

'How can you be so certain? asked the President.

‘"Mea culpa,' said Dollar Bill, looking alittle sheepish.
'So does that nean that Saddamis still in possession of
the original ?” asked the Secretary of State in disbelief.
"No, sir, he has the copy Scott took to Baghdad,' said
Dollar Bill. "So clearly he was al ready in possession of a
fake before Scott did the exchange.'

" Then who has the original? the other four asked in

uni son.

"Alfonso Mario Cavaili would be ny guess,' said Dollar

Bill.

"And who's he?' asked the President, no w ser.

"The gentl eman who paid nme to nake the copy that is
currently in the National Archives,' said Dollar Bill, 'and
to whom | released the only other copy, which | am now

hol ding in ny hands.'

"But if the word "Brittish" is spelt with two ts, how can
you be so certain it's a fake?' asked Dexter Hutchins.

' Because, of the fifty-six signatures on the ori ginal

Decl aration, six have the Christian nane CGeorge. Five of them
si gned Geo, which was the customof the tine. Only Ceorge
Wthe of Virginia appended his full nanme. On the copy |

presented to Cavalli | nade the m stake of also witing Geo
for Congressman Wthe, and had to add the letters rge |ater.
Al though the lettering is perfect, | used a slightly lighter

shade of ink. A sinple m stake, and discernible only to an
expert eye.'

"And even then, only if they knew what they were | ooking
for,' added Mendel ssohn.

"I never bothered to tell Cavalli,' continued Dollar Bill,
' because once he had checked the word "Brittish" he seened
quite satisfied.'

"So, at sonme time Cavalli nust have switched his copy with
the original, and then passed it on to Al Cbaydi ?' said
Dext er Hut chi ns.

‘Wl | done, Deputy Director,' said Dollar Bill.

"And Al Obaydi in turn handed the copy on to the Iraqi
Anmbassador in Geneva, who had it delivered to Saddamin Iraq.



And, as Al (Obaydi had seen Dollar Bill's copy on display at
the National Archives with "British" spelt correctly, he was

convi nced he was in possession of the original,' said Dexter
Hut chi ns.

"You've finally caught up with the rest of us,' said

Dol lar Bill. 'Though to be fair, sir, | should have known
what Cavalli was capable of doing when | said to you a nonth
ago: "Is there no | onger honour anong thieves?"'

'So, where is the original now?" demanded the President.

"l suspect it's hanging on a wall in a brownstone house in
Manhattan,' said Dollar Bill, 'where it nust have been for

t he past ten weeks.'

The light on the tel ephone console to the right of the

Presi dent began flashing. The President's Chief of Staff

pi cked up an extension and listened. The normally unfl appabl e
man turned white. He pushed the hold button.

"It's Bernie Shaw at CNN for ne, M President. He says
Saddamis claimng that the bonbing of Baghdad | ast weekend
was nothing nore than a snokescreen set up to give a group of
Anmerican terrorists the chance to retrieve the Declaration of
| ndependence, which a Mafia gang had tried to sell him and
whi ch he personally returned to a man call ed Bradl ey.
Saddam s apparently nost apol ogetic about the state the
Declaration is in, but he has tel evision pictures of Bradley
spitting and stanping on it and nailing it to a wall. If you
don't believe him Saddam says you can check the copy of the
Declaration that's on display at the National Archives,
because anyone who can spell "British”" will realise it's a
fake. Shaw s asking if you have any coment to neke, as
Saddam i ntends to hold a press conference tonorrow norning to
|l et the whole world know the truth.'

The President pursed his |ips.

"My bet is that Saddam has gi ven CNN an exclusive on this
story, but probably only until tonorrow,' the Chief of Staff
added.

"What ever you do,' said Hutchins, '"try to keep it off the

air for tonight.'

The Chief of Staff hesitated for a nonent until he saw the
Presi dent noddi ng his agreenent. He pressed the button to
re-engage the call. "If you want to go on the air with a
story like that, Bernie, it's your reputation on the line,
not mne.'

The Chief of Staff listened carefully to Shaw s reply

whil e everyone else in the roomwaited in silence.



"Be ny guest,' were the last words the Chief of Staff
of fered before putting the phone down.
He turned to the President and told him ' Shaw says he

will have a crew outside the National Archives the nonment the
doors open at ten tonorrow norning, and, | quote: if the word
"British" is spelt correctly, he'll crucify you.'

The President glanced up at the carriage clock that stood

on the mantel pi ece below the portrait of Abraham Lincoln. It
was a few mnutes after seven. He swivelled his chair round
to face the Deputy Director of the C A

"M Hutchins,' he said, 'you' ve got fifteen hours to stop

me being crucified. Should you fail, | can assure you there
won't be a second coming for nme in three years, |et alone
three days.'

THE LEAK STARTED in the early norning of Sunday July 4th,

In the basenment of nunber 21, the hone of the Prestons, who
were on vacation in Mli bu.

When their Mexican housekeeper answered the door a few

m nutes after m dnight, she assuned the worst. An ill egal
immgrant wwth no G een Card lives in daily fear of a visit
from any governnent official.

The housekeeper was relieved to discover that these
particular officials were only fromthe gas conpany. Wt hout
much pronpting, she agreed to acconpany them down to the
basenent of the brownstone and show t hem where the gas neters
wer e | ocat ed.

Once they had gained entry it only took a few nonents to
carry out the job. The | oosening of two gas val ves ensured a
tiny |l eak which gave off a snell that would have al arned any
| ayman. The expl osi ves expert assured his boss that there was
no real cause for concern, as long as the New York Fire
Departnent arrived wthin twenty m nutes.

The senior official calmy asked the housekeeper to phone
the fire departnent and warn themthey had a gas leak in
nunber 21 which, if not dealt with quickly, could cause an
expl osion. He told her the correct code to give.

The housekeeper dialled 911, and when she was finally put
through to the fire departnent, stammered out the

problem adding that it was 21 East 75th, between Park and
Madi son.

' Get everyone out of the building,' instructed the Fire
Chief, "and we'll be right over.'

"Yes, sir,' said the housekeeper, not pausing for a nonent
before fleeing onto the street. The expert quickly repaired



t he damage he had caused, but the snell still |ingered.

To their credit, seven mnutes later a New York Fire

Depart ment hook and | adder, sirens blasting, sped into 75 th
Street. Once the Fire Chief had carried out an inspection of
t he basenment of nunber 21 he agreed with the official - whom
he had never net before - that safety checks would al so have
to be carried out on nunbers 17, 19, 23 and 25, especially as
the gas pipe ran parallel to the city's sewerage system

The Deputy Director of the ClAthen retired to the far

side of the road to watch the Fire Chief go about his work.
As the sirens had woken al nost everyone in the nei ghbourhood,
it wasn't proving too hard to coax the residents out onto the
street.

Dexter Hutchins lit a cigar and waited. As soon as he had

| eft the White House, he had begun rounding up a select team
of agents who rendezvoused in a New York hotel two hours

| ater for a briefing, or, to be nore accurate, half a

bri efing. Because once the Deputy Director had explained to
themthat this was a Level 7 inquiry, the old-tinmers realised
they would be told only half die story, and not the better
hal f .

It had taken another two hours before they got their first
break, when one of the agents discovered that the Prestons in
nunber 21 were on vacation. Dexter Hutchins and his
expl osi ves expert had arrived on the doorstep of nunber 21
just after mdnight. The Mexican immgrant wthout a G een
Card turned out to be a bonus.

The Deputy Director relit his cigar, his eyes fixed on one
particul ar doorway. He breathed a sigh of relief when Tony
Cavalli and his father energed in their dressing gowns,
acconpani ed by a butler. He decided it would be sensible to
wait for another couple of m nutes before he asked the Fire
Chief's perm ssion to inspect nunber 23.

The whol e operation could have been underway a | ot earlier

if only Calder Marshall hadn't bal ked at the idea of renoving
the fake Declaration fromthe vault of the National Archives
and placing it at Dexter Hutchins' disposal. The Archivist
made two stipulations before he finally agreed to the Deputy
Director's request: should the CIA fail to replace the copy
with the original before ten o' clock the follow ng norning,
Marshal | ' s resignation statenent, dated May 25th, would be
rel eased an hour before the President or the Secretary of
State made any statenent of their own.

" And your second condition, M Marshall?" the President



had asked.

" That M Mendel ssohn be allowed to act as custodi an of the
copy remaining with the Deputy Director at all tinmes, so that
he will be present should they |locate the original."’

Dexter Hutchins realised he had little choice but to go

along with Marshall's conditions. The Deputy Director stared
across at the Conservator, who was standi ng between Scott and
t he expl osi ves expert, on the pavenent opposite nunber 23.
Dexter Hutchins had to admt that Mendel ssohn | ooked nore
convincing as an official fromthe gas conpany than anyone
else in his team

As soon as Hutchins saw two of his agents energing from
nunber 19 he stubbed out his cigar and strolled across the
road in the direction of the Fire Chief. H's three coll eagues
foll owed a few paces behind.

"All right for us to check on nunber 23 now?' he asked
casual l y.

"Fine by ne,' said the Fire Chief. 'But the owners are
Insisting the butler sticks with you.'

Hut chi ns nodded his agreenent. The butler |ed the four of
theminto the | obby, down to the basenent and directly to the
cupboard that housed the gas supply. He assured themthat
there had not been the slightest snmell of gas before he went
to bed, sone tine after his master had retired.

The expl osives expert carried out his job deftly, and in
noments the basenent stank of gas. Hutchins recomended to
the butler that for his own safety he should return to the
street. Wth a handkerchi ef covering his nose and nouth
Martin reluctantly agreed, leaving themto try and | ocate the
| eak.

Wil e the expert repaired the damage, Scott and Dexter

began checki ng every roomin the basenent. Scott was the
first to enter Cavalli's study and di scover the parchnent
hangi ng on the wall, exactly where Dollar Bill had prom sed
it would be. Wthin seconds the other two had joined him
Mendel ssohn stared |ovingly at the docunent. He checked the
word "Brittish' before lifting the glass frane gently off the
wal | and placing it on the boardroomtable. Scott unzi pped
the | arge tool bag one of the agents had put together earlier
in the evening, containing screwdrivers of all sizes, knives
of all lengths, chisels of several w dths and even a snall
drill, in fact everything that would be required by a

pr of essi onal picture framer.

The Conservator checked the back of the franme and



requested a nedi um si zed screwdriver. Scott sel ected one and
passed it across to him

Mendel ssohn slowly and nethodically renoved all eight of

the screws that held the two | arge steel clanps to

the back of the frame. Then he turned the gl ass over on

Its front. Dexter Hutchins couldn't help thinking that he

m ght have shown a little nore sense of urgency.

The Conservator, oblivious to the Deputy Director's

i npati ence, rummaged around in the bag until he had sel ected
an appropriate chisel. He wedged it between the two pieces of
| am nated glass at the top right-hand corner of the franme. At
the same tine, Scott extracted fromthe cylinder supplied by
Mendel ssohn the copy of the Declaration they had taken from
the National Archives earlier that evening.

When the Conservator lifted the top piece of the | am nated
glass and rested it on the boardroomtable, Scott could tell
fromthe smle on his face that he believed he was staring
down at the original.

' Cone on,' said Dexter,
suspi ci ous. '

Mendel ssohn didn't seemto hear the Deputy Director's

urgi ngs. He once again checked the spelling of "Brittish'
and, satisfied, turned his attention to the five 'Geo's and
one ' CGeorge' before glancing, first quickly and then slowy,
over the rest of the parchnment. The smle never left his
face.

Wthout a word, the Conservator slowy rolled up the
original, and Scott replaced it with the copy fromthe

Nati onal Archives. Once Scott had the sheets of glass back in
position he screwed the two steel clanps firmy in place.
Mendel ssohn deposited the cylinder in the work bag while
Scott hung the copy on the wall.

They both heard Dexter Hutchins' deep sigh of relief.

"Now for Christ's sake let's get out of here,' said the
Deputy Director as six cops, guns drawn, burst into the room
and surrounded them

'Freeze!' said one of them Mendel ssohn fainted.

ALL FOUR WERE ARRESTED, handcuffed and had their rights

read out to them They were then driven in separate police
cars to the N neteenth Precinct.

When they were questioned, three refused to speak w thout

an attorney present. The fourth pointed out to the Desk
Sergeant that if the bag which had been taken from hi mwas
opened at any tine other than in the presence of his

or they'll start getting



attorney, a wit would be issued and a separate action taken
out agai nst the NYPD.

The Desk Sergeant |ooked at the smartly-dressed,

di sti ngui shed-1| ooki ng man and deci ded not to take any ri sks.
He | abelled the bag with a red tag and threw it in the night
saf e.

The same man insisted on his legal right to nake one phone
call. The request was granted, but not until another form had
been conpl eted and signed. Dexter Hutchins put a collect call
through to the Director of the CIA at 2.27 a.m

The Director confessed to his subordinate that he hadn't
been able to sleep. He listened intently to Hutchins' report
and praised himfor not revealing his nanme or giving the
police any details of the covert assignnent. 'W don't need
anyone to know who you are,' he added. 'W nust be sure at
all times not to enbarrass the President.' He paused for a
nonment. 'Or, nore inportant, the CIA"

Wien the Deputy Director put the phone down, he and his
three coll eagues were hustled away to separate cells.

The Director of the CIA put on his dressing gown and went
down to his study. After he had witten up a short summary of
t he conversation he had had with his deputy, he checked a
nunber on his desk conputer. He slowy dialled the 212 area
code.

The Conmm ssioner of the New York City Police Departnent
uttered sone choice words when he answered the phone, until
he was sufficiently alert to take in who it was soundi ng so
wi de awake on the other end of the Iine. He then switched on
the bedside |ight and began to nake sone notes on a pad. Hi s
wi fe turned over, but not before she had added a few choice
wor ds of her own.

The Director of the ClA ended his part of the conversation
with the corment, 'I owe you one.'

"Two,"' said the Comm ssioner. 'One for trying to sort out
your problem’

"And the second?' asked the Director.

"For waking up ny wife at three o' clock in the norning.'

The Comm ssioner remai ned seated on the edge of the bed
whil e he | ooked up the hone nunber of the Captain in charge
of that particular precinct.

The Captain recognised his chiefs voice imrediately he

pi cked up the phone, and sinply said, 'Good norning,

Comm ssioner,' as if it were a routine md-norning call.

The chief briefed the Captain w thout maki ng any nention



of a call fromthe Director of the ClIA or giving any clues
about who the four nen | anguishing in his night cells were -
not that he was absolutely certain hinmself. The Captain

scri bbl ed down the salient facts on

the back of his wife's copy of Good Housekeepi ng. He

didn't bother to shower or shave, and dressed quickly in the
cl othes he had worn the previous day. He left his apartnent

I n Queens at 3.21 and drove hinself into Manhattan, |eaving
his car outside the front of the precinct a few m nutes

bef ore four.

Those officers who were fully awake at that tinme in the
norni ng were surprised to see their boss running up the steps
and into the front hall, especially as he | ooked di shevel |l ed,
unshaven, and was carrying a copy of Good Housekeepi ng under
his arm

He strode into the office of the Duty Lieutenant, who

gui ckly renoved his feet fromthe desk.

The Li eutenant | ooked nystified when asked about the four

men who'd been arrested earlier, as he'd only just finished

I nterrogating a drug pusher.

The Desk Sergeant was called for and joined the Captain in
the Duty Lieutenant's office. The veteran policenman, who

t hought he had seen nost things during a long career in the
force, admtted to booking the four nen, but remained puzzled
by the whol e incident, because he couldn't think of anything
to charge themwi th - despite the fact that one of the
househol ders, a M Antonio Cavalli, had called within the

| ast few mnutes to ask if the four nen were still being held
I n custody, as a conplication had arisen. None of the
residents had reported anything stolen, so theft did not
apply. There could be no charge of breaking and entering, as
on each occasion they had been invited into the buildings.
There was certainly no assault involved, and trespass
couldn't be considered, as they had left the prem ses the
nonment they were asked to do so. The only charge the Sergeant
could come up with was inpersonating gas conpany officials.
The Captain didn't show any interest in whether or

not the Desk Sergeant could find sonmething to charge them
with. All he wanted to know was: 'Has the bag been opened?
"No, Captain,' said the Sergeant, trying to think where he
had put it.

" Then rel ease themon bail, pending further charges,’
Instructed the Captain. '"I'll deal with the paperwork."

The paperwork took the Captain sone considerable tine, and



the four nmen were not released until a few mnutes after six.
When they ran down the precinct steps together, the little
one with the pebble glasses was clinging firmy on to the
unopened bag.

Antonio Cavalli woke with a start. Had he dreaned t hat

he' d been dragged out of bed and onto the street in the

m ddl e of the night?

He flicked on the bedside |light and picked up his watch.

It was 3.47. He began to recall what had taken place a few
hours earlier.

Once they were out on the street, Martin had acconpani ed

the four nen back into the house. Too many for a sinple gas

| eak, Cavalli had thought. And what gas conpany offici al
woul d snoke cigars and could afford a Saks Fifth Avenue suit?
After they had been inside for fifteen mnutes, Cavalli had
beconme even nore suspicious. He asked the Fire Chief if the
men were personally known to him The Chief admitted that,

al t hough they had been able to give himthe correct code over
t he phone, he had never cone across them before. He decided
M Cavalli was right when he suggested that perhaps the tine
had come to make sonme checks with Consolidated Edi son. Their
switchboard infornmed himthat they had no engi neers out on
call that night on 75 th

Street. The Fire Chief immediately passed this information
on to the police. Afewmnutes |later six police officers had
entered nunber 23 and arrested all four

men.

After they had been driven away to the station, his father
and Martin had hel ped Tony check every roomin the house, but
as far as they could see nothing was m ssing. They had gone
back to bed around 1.45.

Cavalli was now fully awake, though he thought he could

hear a noise conmng fromthe ground floor. Was it the sane
noi se that had woken hinf? Tony checked his watch again. H's
father and Martin often rose early, but rarely between the
hours of three and four.

Cavalli swung out of bed and placed his feet on the

ground. He still felt sure he could hear voices.

He slipped on a dressing gown and wal ked over to the

bedroom door. He opened it slowy, went out onto the |anding
and peered over the balustrade. He could see a |ight shining
fromunder the door of his father's study.

Cavalli noved swiftly down the one flight of stairs and
silently across the carpeted hallway until he cane to a halt



outside the study. He tried to renenber where the nearest gun
was.

He |listened carefully, but could hear no novenent com ng
frominside. Then, suddenly, a gravelly voice began cursing
| oudly. Tony flung open the door to find his father, also in
his dressing gown, standing in front of the Declaration of

| ndependence and hol ding a magni fying glass in his right
hand. He was studying the word 'British’

"Are you feeling all right?" Tony asked his father.

"You should have killed Dollar Bill when | told you to,"
was his father's only comment.

' But why?' asked Tony.

' Because they've stolen the Declaration of |Independence.'
"But you're standing in front of it,' said Tony.

"No |"mnot,"' said his father. 'Don't you understand what

t hey' ve done?

"No, | don't,' admitted Tony.

' They' ve exchanged the original for that worthless copy

you put in the National Archives.'

"But the copy on the wall was the other one nade by Dol | ar
Bill," said Tony. 'I saw himpresent it to you.'

"No," said his father. "M ne was the original, not a

copy. '

"I don't understand,' said Tony, now conpletely baffl ed.
The old man turned and faced his son for the first tine.
"Nick Vicente and | sw tched them when you brought the

Decl aration back from Washington.' Tony stared at his father
in disbelief. '"You didn't think 1'd allow part of our
national heritage to fall into the hands of Saddam Hussei n?
"But why didn't you tell nme?" asked Tony.

"And |l et you go to Geneva know ng you were in possession

of a fake, while the deal still hadn't been closed? No, it
was al ways part of my plan that you would believe the
original had been sent to Franchard et cie, because if you
believed it, Al Obaydi would believe it."'

Tony sai d not hi ng.

"And you certainly wouldn't have put up such a fight over
the loss of fifty mllion if you'd known all along that the
docunent you had in Geneva was a counterfeit."'

"So where the hell is the original now? asked Tony.

" Somewhere in the offices of the N neteenth Precinct,

woul d be nmy bet,' replied his father. 'That is, assum ng they
haven't already got clean away. And that's what | intend to
find out right now,' he added as he wal ked



over to his desk and picked up the phone book.

The chairman dialled seven digits and asked to speak to

the duty officer. He checked his watch as he waited to be put
t hrough. It was 4. 22.

When the Desk Sergeant cane on the line, Cavalli explained
who he was, and asked two questions. He listened carefully to
the replies, then put the phone back on the hook.

Tony rai sed an eyebr ow.

"They're still locked up in the cells, and the bag' s been
placed in a safe. Have we got anybody on the N neteenth

Preci nct payroll?" asked his father.

"Yes, a lieutenant who's done very little for us lately.'
"Then the tine has cone for himto pay his dues,' said his
father as he began wal ki ng towards the door.

Tony passed him taking the stairs three at a tine on the
way back to his bedroom He was dressed within m nutes, and
wal ked back down the staircase, expecting to have to wait
sone tinme for his father to reappear, but he was al ready
standing in the hallway.

H s father unlocked the front door and Tony foll owed him

out onto the pavenent, passing himto |look up the street in
search of a Yellow Cab. But none chose to turn right down
75th Street at that tinme in the norning.

"We'll have to take the car,' shouted his father, who had

al ready begun to cross the road in the direction of the
all-night garage. 'We can't afford to waste another mnute.'
Tony dashed back into the house and renoved the car keys from
the drawer of the hall table. He caught up with his father

| ong before he reached their parking space.

As Tony fastened his seatbelt, he turned and asked his

father, 'If we do manage to get the Decl aration back, what
the hell do you intend to do then?
"To start with, I"'mgoing to kill Dollar Bill myself, so I

can be certain that he never nakes another copy. And then

-' Tony turned the key in the ignition.

The explosion that foll owed woke the entire nei ghbourhood

for the second tine that norning.

The four nmen canme running down the precinct steps. The
smal | est of themwas clinging on to a bag. A car whose engi ne
had been turni ng over for the past hour swung across the road
and cane to a halt by their side. One of the nen wal ked off
into the half-light of the norning, still not certain why his
expertise had been required in the first place.

Dexter Hutchins joined the driver in the front, while



Scott and the Conservator clinbed quickly into the back.
‘LaGuardia,' said Dexter and then thanked the agent for
sitting up half the night. Scott |ooked between the two front
seats as the digital clock changed from6:11 to 6:12.

The agent swung on to the outside |ane.

"Don't break the speed Iimt,' ordered Dexter. 'W don't
need any nore delays at this stage.' The agent edged back
into the centre | ane.

"What tine's the next shuttle? asked Scott.

"Delta, seven-thirty,' replied the driver. Dexter picked

up the phone and punched in ten nunbers. Wen a voice at the
other end said, 'Yes,' the Deputy Director replied, 'W're on
our way, sir. W should have everything back in place by
ten.'

Dexter replaced the phone and turned round to assure

hi nsel f that the silent Conservator was still with them He
was clutching the bag that was now resting on his | egs.
‘Better take everything out of the bag other than the
cylinder,' said Dexter. 'Qherwise w'll never get past
security.'

Mendel ssohn unzi pped the bag and al |l owed Scott to renove

the screwdrivers, knives, chisels and finally the drill

whi ch he placed on the floor between them He zipped the bag
back up.

At 6.43 the driver pulled off the highway and foll owed the
signs for LaCGuardia. No one spoke until the car cane to a
halt at the kerb opposite the Marine Air term nal entrance.
As Dexter stepped out of the car, three nen in tan

Bur berrys junped out of a car that had drawn in imediately
behi nd them and preceded the Deputy Director into the
termnal. Another man in a smart charcoal-grey suit, with a
rai ncoat over his arm held out an envel ope as Dexter passed
him The Deputy Director took the package |like a good rel ay
runner, wthout breaking his stride, as he continued towards
the departure | ounge, where three nore agents were waiting
for him

Once he had checked in, Dexter Hutchins would have |iked

to pace up and down as he waited to board the aircraft.

I nstead, he stood restlessly one yard away fromthe

Decl aration of |Independence, surrounded by a circle of
agents.

"The shuttle to Washington is now boardi ng at Gate Nunber

4,' announced a voice over the intercom N ne nen waited
until everyone el se had boarded the aircraft. Wen the agent



standi ng by the gate nodded, Dexter led his team past the
ticket collector, down the boarding ranp, and onto the
aircraft. They took their seats, 1A-F and 2A-F. 2E was
occupi ed only by the bag, 2D and 2F by two nen who wei ghed
five hundred pounds between them

The pil ot wel coned them aboard and warned them there m ght
be a slight delay. Dexter checked his watch: 7.27. He began
drumm ng his fingers on the arnrest that divided himfrom
Scott. The flight attendant offered

every one of the nine nen in the first two rows a copy of
USA Today. Only Mendel ssohn took up her offer.

At 7.39 the aircraft taxied out onto the runway to prepare
for take-off. Wen it stopped, Dexter asked the flight
attendant what was hol di ng di em up.

"The usual early-norning traffic,' she replied. 'The
Captain has just told nme that we're seventh in the gqueue, so
we should be airborne in about ten to fifteen m nutes.'

Dext er continued drummng his fingers on the arnrest,

whil e Scott couldn't take his eyes off the bag. Mendel ssohn
turned anot her page of his USA Today.

The plane swung round onto the take-off runway at 7.51

its jets revving before it noved slowy forward, then

gat hered speed. The wheels left the ground at 7.53.

Wthin noments the flight attendant returned, offering
themall breakfast. She didn't get a positive response until
she reached row seven. Wen | ater she gave the three crew
menbers on the flight deck their usual norning coffee, she
asked the Captain why rows three to six were unoccupi ed,
especially as it was | ndependence Day.

The Captain couldn't think of a reason, and sinply said,

' Keep your eye on the passengers in rows one and two.' He
becane even nore curious about the nine nen at the front of
the aircraft when he was cleared for | anding as soon as he
announced to air traffic control that he was seventy mles
away from Washi ngton

He began his descent at 8.33, and was at the gate on
schedule for the first tinme in nonths. Wien he had turned the
engine off, three nmen i medi ately bl ocked the gangway and
remai ned there until the Deputy Director and his party were

well inside the term nal. Wen Dexter Hutchins energed into
the Delta gate area, one agent played John the Baptist, while
three others fell in behind, acting as disciples. The

Di rector had obviously taken seriously that fine |line between
protection and drawi ng attention. Dexter spotted four nore



agents as he passed through the termnal, and suspected there
were at | east another twenty hidden at strategic points on
his route to the car.

As Dexter passed under the digital clock, its red nunbers
clicked to 9:01. The doors slid open and he marched out onto
t he pavenent. Three bl ack |inousines were waiting in |ine
with drivers by their doors.

As soon as they saw the Deputy Director, the drivers of

the first and third cars junped behind their wheels and
turned on their engines, while the driver of the second car
hel d open the back door to allow Scott and Mendel ssohn to
climb in. The Deputy Director joined the agent in the front.
The |l ead car headed out in the direction of the George

Washi ngton Parkway, and within m nutes the convoy was
crossing the 14th Street bridge. As the Jefferson Menori al
came into sight Dexter checked his watch yet again. It was
9.12. 'Easily enough tinme,' he remarked. Less than a m nute
| ater, they were caught in a traffic jam

"Damm!' said Dexter. 'l forgot the streets would be

cordoned off for the |Independence Day parade.'

When they had noved only another half a mle in the next
three m nutes, Dexter told his driver they were left with no
choice. "Hit the sirens,' he said.

The driver flashed his lights, turned on his siren at full

bl ast, and watched as the | ead car veered into the inside

| ane and managed a steady forty mles per hour until they
came of f the freeway.

Dexter was now checking his watch every thirty seconds as
the three cars tried to manoeuvre thenselves fromlane to

| ane, but sone of Washington's citizens, unnoved by sirens
and flashing lights, weren't willing to |l et themthrough.
The | ead car swerved between two police barriers and

turned into Constitution Avenue at 9.37, \Wen Dexter saw the
floats lining up for the parade, he gave the order to turn
the sirens off. The last thing he needed was inquisitive eyes
when they finally cane to a halt outside the National

Ar chi ves.

It was Scott who saw themfirst. He tapped Dexter on the
shoul der and pointed ahead of him A television crew was
standing at the head of a | ong queue outside the front door
of the National Archives.

"We'll never get past them' said Dexter. Turning to

Mendel ssohn, he asked, 'Are there any alternative routes into
t he buil di ng?



"There's a delivery entrance on 7th Street,' replied

Mendel ssohn.

' How appropriate,' said Dexter Hutchins.

"Drive past the front door and then drop nme off on the
corner,' said the Conservator. '"I'll cross Constitution and
go in by the delivery entrance.'

"Drop you off on the corner? said Dexter in disbelief.

"I'f 1"msurrounded by agents, everyone will. ..' began
Mendel ssohn.

"Yes, yes, yes,' said the Deputy Director, trying to

think. He picked up the phone and instructed the two ot her
cars to peel off.

"We're going to have to risk it,' said Scott.

"I know,' said Dexter. 'But at |east you can go with him
After all, you' ve never |ooked like an agent.' Scott wasn't
sure whet her he should take the remark as a conplinent or
not .

As they drove slowy past the National Archives, Dexter

| ooked away fromthe inpatient canera crew.

' How many of then®?' he asked.

"About six,' said Scott. '"And | think that nmust be Shaw
with his back to us.'

" Show ne exactly where you want the car to stop,' said the
Deputy Director, turning to face Mendel ssohn.

"Another fifty yards,' cane back the reply.

'You take the bag, Scott.'

"But. . .' began Mendel ssohn. When he saw t he expression

on Dexter Hutchins' face, he didn't bother with a second

wor d.

The car drew into the kerb and stopped. Scott grabbed the
bag, junped out, and held the door open for Mendel ssohn.

Ei ght agents were wal ki ng up and down the pavenent trying to
appear innocent. None of them was | ooking towards the steps
of the National Archives. The two unlikely | ooking conpani ons
gui ckly crossed Constitution Avenue and began running up 7th
Street.

When they reached the delivery entrance, Scott cane face

to face wth an anxi ous Cal der Marshall, who had been paci ng
back and forth at the bottom of the ranp.

' Thank God,' was all the Archivist said when he saw Scott
and the Conservator running down the ranp. He | ed them
silently into the open freight elevator. They travelled up
two floors and then ran along the corridor until they reached
the staircase that | ed down to the vault. Marshall turned to



check that the two nen were still with him before he began
runni ng down the steps, sonething no nenber of staff had ever
seen himdo before. Scott chased after the Archivist,

foll owed by Mendel ssohn. None of them stopped until they
reached a set of nmmssive steel doors.

Mar shal | nodded, and a slightly breathl ess Conservator

| eaned forward and pressed a code into a little box beside
the door. The steel grid opened slowy to allow the three of
themto enter the vault. Once they were inside, the
Conservat or pressed another button, and the door slid back

i nto place.

They paused in front of the great concrete bl ock that

had been built to house the Declaration of |ndependence,
just as a priest mght in front of an altar. Scott checked
his watch. It was 9.51.

Mendel ssohn pressed the red button and the famliar

cl anki ng and whirling sound began as the concrete bl ocks
parted and the nmassive enpty frane cane slowy into sight. He
touched the button again when the gl ass casing had reached
chest hei ght.

The Archivist and the Conservator wal ked forward while

Scott unzi pped the bag. The Archivist took two keys fromhis
j acket pocket and passed one over to his coll eague. They

I mmedi ately set about unl ocking the twelve bolts that were
evenly spaced around the thick brass rim Once they had
conpl eted the task they | eaned over and heaved across the
heavy frame until it cane to rest |ike an open book.

Scott renoved the container and passed it over to the
Archivist. Marshall eased the cap off the top of the
cylinder, allow ng Mendel ssohn to carefully extract its
contents.

Scott watched as the Archivist and the Conservator slowy
unpeel ed the Decl aration of |ndependence, inch by inch, onto
the waiting glass, until the original parchnent was finally
restored to its rightful place. Scott |eaned over and took
one | ast |ook at the m sspelt word before the two nen heaved
t he brass cover back into place.

"My God, the British still have a lot to answer for,' was
all the Archivist said.

Cal der Marshall and the Conservator quickly tightened up

the twel ve bolts surrounding the frame and took a pace back
fromthe Decl arati on.

They paused for only a second while Scott checked his

wat ch again. 9.57. He | ooked up to find Marshall and



Mendel ssohn huggi ng each other and junping up and

down |ike children who had been gi ven an unexpect ed
gift-Scott coughed. '"It's 9.58, gentlenen.' The two nen

I mredi ately reverted to character.

The Archivist wal ked back over to the concrete bl ock. He
paused for a nonent and then pressed the red button. The
massi ve frane rose, continuing its slow journey upwards to
the gallery to be viewed by the waiting public.

Cal der Marshall turned to face Scott. A flicker of a smle
showed his relief. He bowed |ike a Japanese warrior to

I ndicate that he felt honour had been satisfied. The
Conservat or shook hands with Scott and then wal ked over to
t he door, punched a code into the little box and watched the
grid slide open.

Mar shal | acconpani ed Scott out into the corridor, up the
staircase and back down in the freight elevator to the
delivery entrance.

Thank you, Professor,' he said as they shook hands on the
| oadi ng dock. Scott |oped up the ranp and turned to | ook back
once he had reached the pavenent. There was no sign of the
Ar chi vi st .

He jogged across 7th Street and joined Dexter in the

wai ting car.

" Any probl ens, Professor? asked the Deputy Director.

"No. Not unless you count two decent nen who | ook as if
they' ve aged ten years in the past tw nonths.'

The tenth chinme struck on the A d Post Ofice Tower clock.
The doors of the National Archives swng open and a

tel evision crew charged in.

The Deputy Director's car noved out into the centre of
Constitution Avenue, where it got caught up between the
floats for Tennessee and Texas. A police officer ran across
and ordered the driver to pull over into 7th Street.

When the car cane to a halt, Dexter wound down his w ndow,
smled at the officer and said, 'I'mthe Deputy Director of
the CIA"

"Sure. And I'mUncle Sam' the officer replied as he began
witing out a ticket.

THE DEPUTY DI RECTOR of the CI A phoned the Director at hone
totell himthat it was business as usual at the National
Archives. He didn't nention the traffic ticket.

The Conservator phoned his wife and tried to explain why
he hadn't conme hone the previous night.

A woman hol ding a carrier bag with a rope handl e cont act ed



the Iraqi Anbassador to the UN on her nobile phone and | et
hi m know t hat she had killed two birds with one stone. She
gave the Anbassador an account nunber for a bank in the
Bahanas.

The Director of the ClA rang the Secretary of State and
assured himthat the docunent was in place. He avoi ded saying
"back in place'.

Susan Anderson rang Scott to congratul ate himon the part
he had played in restoring the docunent to its rightful home.
She al so nentioned in passing the sad news that she had
decided to break off her engagenent.

The lIraqi Anbassador to the UN instructed Monsieur
Franchard to transfer the sum of nine hundred thousand
dollars to the Royal Bank of Canada in the Bahamas and at the
same tinme to close the Al Obaydi account.

The Secretary of State rang the President at the Wite
House to informhimthat the press conference schedul ed for
el even o' cl ock that norning had been cancell ed.

A reporter on the New York Daily News crine beat filed his
first-edition copy froma phone booth in an underground
garage on 75th Street. The headline read 'Mafia Slaying in
Manhat t an' .

LI oyd Adans' phone never stopped ringing, as he was
continually being offered parts in everything from
endorsenents to a feature film

The Archivist did not return a call fromone of the
President's Special Assistants at the Wite House, inviting
himto | unch.

A CNN producer called in to the news desk to | et them know
that it nust all have been a hoax. Yes, he had verified the
spelling of "Brittish', and only Dan Quayl e coul d have
thought it had two ts.

Scott phoned Hannah and told her how he wanted to spend

| ndependence Day.

THE END
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