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‘T've just come from there.’ He glanced out of the win-
dow, his face catching the light and reminding me sud-
denly of Michelangelo’s David in Florence, the same
straight brows, broad forehead and the wavy, slightly curl-
ing hair. It was an attractive face, the classic mould only
broken by the lines developing at the corners of mouth
and eyes. ‘Grand Harbour,” he said. ‘It’s not so big as
Mahon.’ His voice, still hesitant, had an undercurrent of
accent I couldn’t place.

‘No. This is one of the biggest harbours in the Mediter-
ranean. That’s why Nelson was here.’ I still thought he
was connected with sailing in some way. ‘It’s not as big
as Pylos on the west coast of the Peloponnese, of course,
but more sheltered. The best of the lot I'd say.’

His eyes, glancing round the chandlery, returned to me.
‘You’ve done a lot of sailing, have you? I mean, you know
the Mediterranean?’

‘Pretty well.’

He didn’t pursue that. ‘Wade said you rented out villas.’

‘Depends when you want to rent. Our main business,
apart from boats, is villa maintenance. We only own two
villas ourselves and they’re fairly well booked. I'll get
my wife down if you like. She looks after the renting of
them.’

But he was shaking his head. ‘No, sorry — I'm not want-
ing to rent.’

‘Then what do you want?’ I asked, glancing rather point-
edly at the clock on the wall.

‘Nothing. Just the charts.’ I had rolled them up for him
and he reached out, but then changed his mind, pushing his
hand into his hip pocket and coming up with a photograph.
‘Have you met this man — on the island here?” He handed
me the photograph. It was a full-face picture, head and
shoulders, of a big, bearded man wearing a seaman’s peaked
cap, a scarf round his neck and what looked like an anorak
or some sort of dark jacket.

‘What makes you think I might have met him?’ I asked.

I7



‘Wade thought, if he was here, perhaps he’d have char-
tered a yacht from you, or he might have come to you
about renting a villa.’

‘We haven’t any yachts for charter, only an old converted
fishing boat,’ I told him. ‘As for villas, there are thousands
here, and a lot of people doing what we do — care and
maintenance.” The man in the photograph looked as
though he had seen a lot of life, a very strong face with big
teeth showing through the beard, eyes deeply wrinkled at
the corners and lines across the forehead. There was some-
thing about the eyes. They were wide and staring, so that
they seemed to be looking out at the world with hostility.
‘What's his name?’ I asked.

He didn’t reply for a moment, then he gave a little shrug.
‘Evans. Patrick Evans. Or Jones. Sometimes Jones — it
varies. I thought he might be in Malta.” He shook his head.
‘Wade said if he wasn’t in Malta I'd probably find him
here.’

‘He’s Welsh, is he?’ I was still looking down at the
photograph, puzzled by something in that hard stare that
seemed vaguely familiar. Then, because of the silence, I
looked up. ‘A friend of yours?’

He seemed to have some difficulty answering that, his
eyes slipping away from me. ‘I've met him,’ he muttered
vaguely, picking up the charts and tucking the roll under
his arm. ‘Let me know, will you, if he turns up.” And he
added, ‘You can keep the photograph.’

I asked him where I could get in touch with him and he
scribbled his address on a sheet of paper I tore out of our
receipts book. It was in Fornells, a private address, not a
hotel. And he had written his name — Gareth Lloyd Jones.
‘Perhaps we could have a drink together sometime,’ he
suggested. Then he was walking out with an easy, almost
casual wave of the hand, all the hesitancy gone as though
relieved to get away from me and out into the sunshine.

1 watched him drive off and then my gaze returned to
the photograph. Soo called down that coffee was ready.
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picked up Lennie, the Australian who did most of our
repainting, but when they had arrived at the villa near
Binicalaf Nou they had found the patio door ajar. It had
been forced open and one of the bedrooms had been occu-
pied. Both beds had been used, sheets and blankets grubby
with dirt, a filthy pile of discarded clothes lying in a
corner, and in the bathroom a tap left running, the basin
overflowing, the floor awash. He had left Lennie clearing
up the mess and had come back to pick up lime, cement
and sand, all the materials they would need to replaster
the kitchen ceiling immediately below.

We went through into the store, which was virtually a
cave hacked out of the cliff that formed the back wall of
the building. I don’t know what it had been originally,
probably a fisherman’s boathouse, but it was bone dry and
very secure, almost like having a private vault. As we went
in Ramon said, ‘No good, these people, senor. They make
much dirt.” And he added, ‘I not like.” His long face was
tight-lipped and uneasy.

If only I had gone for a sail earlier... But it would
probably have made no difference. There are days in one’s
life, moments even, when a whole series of small happen-
ings come together in such a way that in retrospect one
can say, that was the start of it. But only in retrospect. At
the time I was just angry at the way Soo had acted. Instead
of telling Miguel to take the offer, she had called out to
me as she put the phonedown, ‘I've told him we’ll match
it.” She came halfway down the stairs then, clutching at
the guard rope, her eyes bright, her mouth set in that funny
way of hers that produced holes like dimples at the corners
of her mouth, adding breathlessly, ‘I'm sure we’ll get it
now. I’'m sure we will.’

[ was on my way out to the car with a cardboard box of
the things Lennie would need and I stood there, staring up
at her flushed, excited face, thinking how quickly one’s
life can be caught up in a web of material responsibilities
so that there is no time left for the things one really wants
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I caught hold of his shoulder then, shaking him. “You
let your sense of humour run away with you sometimes.
This isn’t the moment to have Soo getting upset.’

‘Okay then, mum’s the word.” And he gave that high-
pitched, cackling laugh of his. Christ! I could have hit the
man, he was so damned aggravating at times, and I was
on a short fuse anyway. I had been going through a bad
patch with Soo ever since she’d found she was pregnant
again. She was worried, of course, and knowing how I felt
about having a kid around the place, a boy I could teach
to sail ...

I was thinking about that as I drove north across the
island to Punta Codolar, about Lennie, too, how tiresome
he could be. Half Cockney, half Irish, claiming his name
was McKay and with a passport to prove it, we knew no
more of his background than when he had landed from the
Barcelona ferry almost two years ago with nothing but the
clothes he stood up in and an elderly squeezebox wrapped
in a piece of sacking. I had found him playing for his supper
at one of the quayside restaurants, a small terrier of a man
with something appealing about him, and when I had said
I needed an extra hand scrubbing the bottoms of the boats
we were fitting out, he had simply said, ‘Okay, mate.” And
that was that. He had been with us ever since, and because
he was a trained scuba diver he was soon indispensable,
being able to handle yachts with underwater problems
without their having to be lifted out of the water. It was
just after Soo had lost the child and she had taken to him
as she would have to any stray, regarding him virtually as
one of the family.

While the distance between Port Mahon in the east and
the old capital of Ciudadela in the west is at least fifty
kilometres, driving across the island from south to north
it is only about twenty. Even so it always seems longer,
for the road is narrow and winding and you have to go
through Alayor, which is the third largest town and the
central hub of the island. I toyed with the idea of dropping
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off at the Florez garage to see if I could get him to increase
his offer for the Santa Maria. Juan Flérez, besides being
alcalde, or mayor of the town, ran the largest garage out-
side of Mahon and was a very sharp dealer in almost
anything anybody cared to sell that was worth a good
percentage in commission. For the past few months he
had been trying to persuade me to part with the old fishing
boat I let out on charter. But the sun was shining, so I
drove straight across the main Ciudadela-Mahon road and
up through the old town to the Fornells road.

Here the country changes very noticeably, the earth
suddenly becoming a dark red, and away to the left, Monte
Toro, the highest point on Menorca, the only ‘mountain’
in fact, with its rocky peak capped by the white of the
Sanctuary buildings and the army communications mast
dominating the whole countryside, red soil giving way
to gravel after a few kilometres, cultivated fields to pines
and maquis, the scent of resin and rosemary filling the
car.

It is the constant variety of the scene in such a small
island that had attracted us in the first place, particularly
Soo after living most of her life on an island that is about
the same size, but solidly limestone with very little varia-
tion. Just short of Macaret, and in sight of the sea again, I
turned left on to the road to Arenal d’en Castell, a beautiful,
almost perfectly horseshoe-shaped bay of sand totally
ruined by three concrete block hotels. Beyond the bay, on
the eastern side, a rocky cape that had once been hard
walking was now crisscrossed with half-finished roads so
that one could drive over most of it. The few villas that
had been built so far looked very lost in the wild expanse
of heath and bare, jagged rock.

The villa Miguel Gallardo was now building stood right
on the point, a little south and east of one he had completed
two years before. There was a turning place nearby, but
instead of swinging round it, I edged the car into the
cul-de-sac beyond where it dipped steeply to the cliff edge.
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A tramontana was beginning to blow and even before I
had switched the engine off I could hear the break of the
waves two hundred feet or so below. I sat there for a
moment, looking out towards the coast of France, remem-
bering how it had been two years ago when I had taken a
boat over to Genoa and a tramontana had caught us, a full
gale, straight off the Alps and as cold as hell. We had been
lucky to get away with it, the boat leaking and one of the
spreaders broken so that we could only sail on the port
tack.

I put the handbrake hard on, turned the wheels into the
rubble of rock at the roadside and got out of the car, the
breeze ruffling my hair, the salt air filling my lungs. God!
It felt good, and I stretched my arms. There were little
puffs of cloud on the horizon, the scene very different from
the quiet of the southern coast, no protection at all. The
urbanizacion, when it was built, would be facing the open
sea and the full brunt of the north winds, so why the hell
buy a villa here? I tried to see it in summer, all white
stucco and red tiles, cacti on the retaining wall, passion
flowers and bougainvillaea, with trailers of morning-glory
over a Moroccan-style fagade. It would be cool in summer
and a breathtaking view, the dreadful hotels of Arenal
d’en Castell hidden by the headland and the rock coast
stretching east all the way to the lighthouse of Favaritx
on the dragon-toothed finger of land after which it was
named.

The engine of Miguel’s cement mixer started into life
and I climbed back up the slope, making for the gaunt
skeletal structure of the half-completed villa. He was wait-
ing for me at the foot of a ladder lashed to the wooden
scaffolding. ‘Buenos dias. You come to inspect, ch?’ He
was a thickset man with a long, doleful face and a big
hooked nose. He was from Granada, from the Arab district
of Albacein, and claimed kinship with both Moors and
Jews, his family going back five centuries to Ferdinand and
Isabella and the Inquisition that followed their conquest of
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the last Moorish stronghold in Europe. ‘Iss your property
now.” He said it hesitantly, seeking confirmation, the
inflexion of his voice making it a question rather than a
statement.

‘Let’s have a look at it,’ I said.

I saw the sudden doubt in his eyes, his dark, unshaven
features solemn and uneasy. ‘Okay, senor.’ The formality
was a measure of his unease. He normally called me by
my Christian name. ‘But you have seen it before, also the
plans.’

‘I didn’t know I was buying it then.’

‘And now you are?’ Again the question in his voice, the
dark eyes watching me, his broad forehead creased in a
frown.

‘Let’s have a look at it,’ I said again. ‘Starting at the top.’

He shrugged, motioning me to go ahead of him. The
scaffolding shook as we climbed to the first storey, the
heat-dried wooden poles lashed with ropes. Everything —
boards, scaffolding, ladders — was coated with a dusting
of cement that only half-concealed the age-old layers of
splashed paint. A younger brother, Antoni, and a cousin
whose name I could not remember, were rendering the
southern face of the building.

‘It will be a very beautiful villa,” Miguel said tentatively.
‘When we have finished it, you will see, it will look —
pretty good, eh?’ He prided himself on his English.

We climbed to the top, and he stood there looking about
him. He was one of a family of thirteen. Back in Granada
his father had a tiny little jewellery shop in one of those
alleys behind the Capila Real, mostly second-hand stuff,
the window full of watches with paper tags on them. I
think his real business was money-lending, the contents
of the shop largely personal items that had been pawned.
‘Buena vista, eh?” And Miguel added, ‘You can have a
garden here. The roof is flat, you see. And the lookout . ..
all that sea.” His tone had brightened, knowing I was a
sailor.
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the sun went in. The still beauty of the morning was gone
and I gave up any thought of sailing. Instead, I headed
westward through the pines to Fornells.

Ever since Lloyd Jones had given me the address where
he was staying I had been puzzled as to why he had chosen
the place. Fornells is a little fishing port almost halfway
along the north coast. It has the second largest inlet,
five of the best fish restaurants on the island and is the
Menorquins’ favourite place for Sunday lunch. Who had
told him about it? I wondered. Since he wasn’t staying at
a hotel, and had clearly never been to Menorca before, Phil
or Wade, somebody, must have told him about the private
lodgings where he was staying in the Calle des Moli.

I kept to the main street through Fornells and asked my
way of a waiter I knew who was leaning against the door
of the restaurant that stands back from the harbour. The
Calle des Moli proved to be a narrow little back street
leading nowhere, except to the remains of a windmill and
a bare hill topped by one of those stone round towers that
dominate several of the island’s headlands. The houses
were small and stood shoulder-to-shoulder, their doors
opening straight on to the street.

I left my car in the Plaza de Pedro M. Cardona. The
address he had given me was near the top end, the door
standing open and a little girl sitting on the step nursing
a rag doll. The woman who answered my knock was big
and florid. ‘El senor Inglés?’ She shook her head. I had just
missed him. He had been out all morning, had returned
about half an hour ago and had then gone out again almost
immediately, leaving his car parked in the street. She
indicated the small red Fiat parked a few doors up.

I glanced at my watch and was surprised to find the
morning had gone. It was already past noon and since she
said she didn’t provide meals for her visitors, and he had
left his car, I presumed he was lunching at one of the
restaurants in the port. I asked her how long he had been
staying at her house and she said he had arrived the
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‘Where was this? Where’s the villa he daubed?’

‘Between Binicalaf and Binicalaf Nou.’

‘Those names mean nothing to me.’ He opened the chart
out. ‘Could you show me please.’ I pointed to the position
of the villa and he said, “That’s on the south side of the
island, the opposite coast to Macaret. There’s an inlet
there.’ He turned the map sideways so that he could read
the name. ‘Cales Coves. Do you know it?’

‘Of course,’ I said. ‘I've sailed in there quite a few times.
There are two inlets in fact, that’s why Cales is plural.
Coves refers to the caves.’

‘I suppose you know just about all the inlets round
Menorca.’

'Well, not quite all. There are over a hundred and fifty
of them and not all are suitable for a deep-draught boat.’
He enquired what sort of boat I had and when I said it was
an old fishing boat, he asked me whether I hired it out to
visitors.

‘In the summer, yes,’ I told him. 'The Santa Maria is
not the ideal craft for charter work, but the sort of yacht I
need to make that part of the business pay calls for far
more money than we can afford. It’s a risky game, a lot of
competition.’ He seemed more relaxed now, as though he
had got used to the idea that the man he was trying to
catch up with had been seen on the island. More mussels
arrived and another carafe of wine, and he began asking
me about other inlets to the south, particularly those
closest to Mahon. Except for St Esteve he had only looked
at the inlets to the north.

‘How long have you been here?’

‘Two days.’

The first day he had spent taking over his hire car and
having a look at the peninsula that forms the northern
arm of Port Mahon, the land that provided the view from
our office window.

‘What about the megalithic remains,’ I asked him — ‘the
taulas, talayots and navetas?’
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But he hadn’t seen any of that, and I don’t think he took
it in when I told him the whole of Menorca was more or
less an open-air archaeological museum. All he wanted
me to talk about was the little ports and coves. For a man
who hadn’t got a boat, and who wasn’t involved in sailing,
it struck me as odd. I got to my feet, telling him I was
going to phone my wife. ‘I'll join you for lunch if I may,
it’s too late to go back home.’

When I got through to Soo she said she had Petra with
her. ‘She’s waiting for the boat, and, Mike — she wants to
take you into a cave over by Cales Coves.’

‘I know,’ I said. ‘Lennie told me. Said she was very
excited about something. Has she told you what it is?’

‘No. She can’t explain it, you've got to see it, she
says.’

I offered to return to Binicalaf and meet her there after
lunch, but she said Petra had to get back to camp to get
herself organised for the evening. ‘You haven’t forgotten
we asked her to the Red Cross do tonight, have you?’ There
was the sound of muffled voices, then Soo added, ‘She
says she’ll try and explain it to us this evening.” And then
she was asking me about my meeting with Miguel.

When I got back to the table Lloyd Jones had refilled my
glass and was sitting with his head in his hands staring
fixedly out to sea. He didn’t look up as I sat down. The
girl was still balanced on her sailboard, gliding effortlessly
in towards the steps. Even then he didn’t see her, while I
was thinking how nice it would have becn to have had her
as a pupil when I was running my sailboard courses. ‘Have
you ordered?’ I asked. The mejillones were merely an
appetiser.

He shook his head. “You know the place. Whatever you
advise.” He didn’t seem to care what he had, his mind far
away, lost in his own thoughts.

I ordered zarzuella for us both, and because he didn’t
seem inclined to conversation, I began telling him a little
about the megalithic remains and the hypostilic chamber
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things work here, or rather don’t — not always. It could be
days before any official bothered to come out. They’re not
interested in caves and digs. A few people are, Father
Pepito for instance, but none of the officials I know, not
really, and I want somebody to see it now, before the
charcoal outline of that figure is totally destroyed or the
roof collapses again. Please, Mike. It’s important to me.’

‘I'll think about it,” I said, and we went on dancing,
which was a mistake with Soo in her condition. She
had been watching us and she was furious, telling me 1
had humiliated her in front of everybody. That was after
I had returned to our table and Lloyd Jones had taken Petra
off to dance. It made no difference that we had only been
dancing together because Petra had wanted to get me to
visit the cave and see what it was she’d discovered.

‘So you're going with her. When?’

‘Oh, don’t be so silly,’” I said. ‘She just wants to show
me a bit of a charcoal wall painting, that’s all. It won't
take long.’

'When?’ she repeated, and there was a hot flush on her
cheeks.

‘Tonight,’ I told her. ‘She wants me to go tonight.’

I see.” Her tone was icy, and after that she wouldn't
speak to me. In the end I went over to the bar and got
myself a large Soberano to chase down the wine I had been
drinking. A hand gripped my elbow and I turned to find
"Manuela’s husband, Gonzalez, beside me. ‘You come to
our table for a moment if you please. The Alcalde wish to
speak with you about the opening of the new urbanizacion
near the lake at Albufera next month. Jorge has been asked
to make the opening and he wish you to take part in it,
okay?’

I was not altogether surprised that Jorge Martinez should
ask me to take part in the official opening of a new
urbanizacion. 1 was cne of the founder members of an
unofficial association of resident English businessmen and
I had on occasions acted as spokesman when the bureau-
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crats in the ayuntiamento had proved to be more than
usually difficult over a planning application so that I knew
Jorge in his official capacity as Mayor at the Mahon town
hall as well as socially. In any case, since I was involved
in property it was important for me to keep in with him.

In the post-Franco era, the political structure of what had
become a monarchical democracy had steadily developed.
The Baleares islands became one of the seventeen auton-
omous regions with its own elected parliament. The centre
of this local government was at Palma, Mallorca. Foreign
policy, finance and defence was, of course, still adminis-
tered from Madrid through a Provincial Governor ap-
pointed by the ruling party. There was also a Military
Governor. But Palma was over a hundred sea miles from
Mahon and the comparatively recent introduction of this
regional democratic autonomy had increased the impor-
tance of the local town halls and their councils, and in
particular the power of the mayors who were elected by
those councils. At least that’s how it seemed to me, and I
mention it here because I cannot help thinking that this
dissemination of power may have had a bearing on what
happened later. .

Jorge Martinez was a lawyer, a slim man with sharp
features and a way of holding his long, narrow head that
suggested a cobra about to strike. He was, in fact, a very
formidable little man and quite a prominent member of
the ruling party, the Partido Socialista Obrero Espanol or
PSOE. He had only been Alcalde in Mahon a short time,
but already he had his hands firmly on the local power
reins, his political sense acute. He got up as I reached the
table, shook me by the hand, holding my elbow at the
same time, and waved me to an empty seat opposite him.
His wife was there, a dark-eyed, vivacious woman, also
another lawyer and Colonel Jiménez of the Guardia Civil.
Gonzalez topped up my glass with more brandy.

The Alcalde not only wanted me to attend the opening,
but would I make a speech? ‘Five, ten minutes, what you
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faces so scrubbed and clean I hardly recognised them. They
hadn’t booked a table so I took them to mine. They had
their wives with them, Miguel’s a large, very vivacious
woman with beautiful skin and eyes, Antoni’s a small,
youngish girl with plump breasts and enormous dark eyes
that seemed to watch me all the time. I think she was
nervous. I danced with her once. She moved most beauti-
fully, very light on her feet, but she never said a word.

It was as I took her back to the table that I saw Soo
dancing with Lloyd Jones. She shouldn’t really have been
dancing at all, but by then I’d had a lot to drink and I didn’t
care. Petra joined me and we danced together for the rest
of the evening, and whenever I saw Soo she was with the
Navy, looking flushed and happy, and talking hard.

At midnight the band stopped playing and Manuela lit
the train that set the fireworks crackling. It was a short
display and afterwards everybody began to drift off home.
That was when Petra announced that I was going to drive
her over to Cales Coves.

I should have refused, but the moon was high, the night
so beautiful, and I was curious. I did make some effort to
discourage her. ‘It’s almost midnight,’ I said. ‘Too late to
go messing around in those caves in the dark. And you're
not dressed for it.’

'That’s soon remedied,” she said. ‘Oh, come on. You
promised.’

‘I did no such thing,’ I told her, but she had already
turned to Soo, who was standing there with Lloyd Jones
close beside her. ‘Why don’t you come, too — both of you?’
And she added, ‘It’ll be fun, going there now. The moon’s
almost full. It'll be quite light. Anyway, it won’t matter
in the cave itself. If it were broad daylight we’d still need
torches.’ .

I thought Soo would be furious, but instead, she seemed
to accept it. Maybe the two of them had already talked
about it when they had gone off together to the girls’
latrine at the end of the meal. At any rate, she didn’t say
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track, just a piece of cliff-top country, a sort of maquis.
Judging by the litter and the worn patches of thyme people
came here to picnic, fornicate, or simply park their cars
and sleep in the sun. It was tired, worn-looking country,
but as I pushed on, driving carefully round the worst of
the potholes, I realised that we had moved on to some sort
of a track. A sharp turning to the right, a cave entrance
marked by a sprinkling of tattered rags, then we were
dropping down very steeply. ‘You'll be able to park at the
bottom,’ Petra assured me. ‘There’s just room to turn
there. Do you know this place?’

‘Once or twice I've stopped at the top,’ I said. ‘But only
for a bite to eat or to relieve myself before going down to
the cove.’

She nodded. 'If you’d got out and walked around you'd
have found quite a few cave entrances. There’s one that
looks almost like a house. It’s got a painted front door, a
couple of windows, a stove pipe stuck out of the side and a
vine trained over an arbour of wooden posts. I'm told the
manitbelongstovisitsitregularlyright through the winter’

We reached the bottom, the narrow gravel track petering
out into what looked like a watercourse. There was only
just room to turn the two cars and park them with their
back ends in the shrubbery. I thought we had reached the
bottom of the ravine then, but Petra said no, we still had
a hundred yards or so to go, then there was a soft patch,
almost a stretch of bog to cross before climbing up to the
cave entrance. ‘It will take us about ten minutes.’

By then we were out of the cars, all four of us standing
in a patch of moonlight. The bushes were higher here,
their shadows very black, and no sign of the cliffs that
edged the ravine. ‘How did you find it?’ Soo asked her.

‘I don’t know really — some sixth sense, I think. The first
time I came to Cales Coves was about six months ago. I've
always been fascinated by natural caves. Most of them are
in limestone and water-worn like these. And after 1 had
explored several of them, I made enquiries and managed to
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locate a fisherman who uses a cave down by the water, just
by the rock ledge that leads round into the other cove. He
keeps hisnetsand gear there and it was he who told me there
were several caves above here on the far side of the ravine.
He thought it probable that very few people knew about
them. The cave openings are mostly hidden by vegetation.
At any rate, he hadn’t heard of anybody visiting them, and
though he thought I was mad, he very kindly came with me
that first time. There are about half adozen of them up there
at the base of the cliffs. I came here several times after that,
and then yesterday I found somebody had been digging in
one of them. That’s where the wall drawing is.’ She started
to move off. ‘Come on. I'll lead the way.’

But Soo wasn't at all happy at being left on her own, and
it was only when Lloyd Jones agreed to stay with her that
she accepted the situation. [ hesitated, suddenly uneasy at
leaving her there. But Petra had already bounded off into
the bushes. ‘I'll tell you about it on the way home,’ I said
and followed her along what seemed to be the ghost of a
path. The ground became damper, the light of my torch
showing the imprint of soft-soled shoes.

We came to water, a shallow flow over gravel, the bright
green of aquatic plants, and at that point we could see the
moon shining on the cliffs above us, a grey, very broken
curtain of rock splattered with the black of cave entrances.
Almost immediately the ground began to rise and we lost
sight of them. We were moving across the steep side of
the ravine, still following traces of a path. It reached a
point where we could see the waters of the cove entrance
black in shadow, then it doubled back on itself, steeper
now as we moved out on to the detritus caused by weather-
ing of the cliff face above. Once Petra stopped to point the
torch I had lent her at skid marks on the surface of the
scree. ‘Looks as though a bed or a crate, something heavy,
has been hauled up here. Did you notice the imprint of
feet down in the bottom?’

She scrambled up the steep bend, following the path
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fall. It wasn’t only that I could smell salt water, I could
hear it, the slop of wavelets on the rocks in the cove or
against the base of the cliffs. ‘I'm going through,’ I said.

‘No.” Her hand gripped my arm. ‘It’s dangerous.’

‘Don’t you want to know what’s the other side, why
they’ve been digging away at this roof fall?’

‘Well, of course I do.” We were crouched together in
what was clearly another expansion chamber, and as I
circled it with my torch I saw that all the rubble they had
cleared from the fall had been piled around the walls. Petra
was straining at a large chunk of rock. ‘Give me a hand,
will you?” But when we had pulled it away, and she had
cleared the rubble and dust that was piled behind it, expos-
ing another foot or so of the limestone wall, there was
nothing there, the surface completely bare. Her frustration
and anger was something tangible. I could feel it as she
shifted her body into the gap, kneeling now and working
away at the rubble, dust rising in a cloud as she scooped
the loose fragments of rock up in her hands and thrust
them behind her.

‘Leave it till tomorrow,’ I said.

‘No. I must know what’s here.’

‘In the morning you can come back again with the proper
tools.’

‘I must know,’ she repeated, her voice urgent. ‘If there
are more drawings, then I'll have to stay here, make certain
they don’t start shovelling out more of this debris. If they
come here again in the morning and begin enlarging the
passage through this roof fall -’

‘Listen!’

‘What?’

‘Just stay still for a moment.’ She had been working so
furiously, making such a clatter in the confined space, that
I couldn’t be certain I had reaily heard it. ‘Listen!’ I said
again and she sat back on her haunches. Dust blew up into
our faces, and in the sudden silence the slap of waves
breaking seemed preternaturally loud.
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“The wind’s getting up,’ she whispered. ‘That’s all.” And
then, when I didn’t say anything, all my senses concen-
trated on listening for that sound again, she asked, ‘Did
you hear something besides the wind and the sea?’

I nodded.

‘What?’

‘A voice. I thought I heard a voice.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘No. Of course I'm not sure.’

We stayed frozen for a while, listening. ‘“There’s noth-
ing,’ she said. ‘Just the wind. I can feel it on my tace, much
stronger now.’

I could feel it, too. It was as though a door had been
opened and was letting in a draught. She bent forward
again, working at a rock up-ended against the side of the
cave. My torch, probing the hole through the roof fall,
picked out a grey sliver of what proved to be bone. But
when I showed it to her she brushed it aside. ‘“There are
several bits of bone lying around. A sheep, or a goat maybe.
Probably got trapped in here, or came seeking a dark den
in which to die. It’s drawings of animals, not their bones
I'm looking for.” And when I again suggested that she leave
it till it was daylight, she turned on me quite fiercely.
‘Can’t you understand? I must be sure there are no more
drawings in danger of being destroyed.’

Five minutes later she was uncovering a mark on the
wall that looked like discoloration. It was very faint, a
faded ochre line sweeping upwards and stopping abruptly
where the roof had fallen away. ‘Could be the back of some
animal.’ Her voice was breathless with excitement. ‘What
do you think it is, Mike? The arch of the neck perhaps? A
bull? At Lascaux there’s a great bull right across the roof
of the cave, and there are deer being hunted and plunging
to their deaths over a cliff.’

She went on working at it, exposing more and more of
the faded ochre line where it disappeared into the rubble.
I was holding the torch for her and she was working so
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‘It’s all right throwing the slops out into the cove. But
if I want to shit, where do I do it?” He swung his torch
back up the way we had come. That was how we found
the offshoot cave. It was quite narrow, the entrance draped
with an old piece of sacking so covered with dust it
was virtually the same colour as the surrounding wall,
and when we pulled it aside, there it was, a chemical
loo.

We were both of us standing there, peering down the
narrow passage that continued on beyond the old oil drum
with its wooden lid, when suddenly there was a cry and
Petra was calling my name, her voice high and urgent,
reverberating down the cave shaft — ‘Mi-i-ke!” I was run-
ning then, crouched low. There was the sound of rocks
dislodged, a man’s voice cursing, and as I rounded the
bend, the beam of my torch showed the soles of his canvas
shoes disappearing over the rubble of the roof fall.

I must have been close behind him as I flung myself on
to my belly, but by the time I had squirmed half through
the gap, the tunnel beyond was empty. ‘Two of them,’
Petra said, her voice breathless. She was crouched against
the wall. ‘I thought it was you and Gareth, then my torch
was knocked out of my hand and I was flung back, one of
them cursing at me as they pushed past.’

‘English or Spanish?’ I was cursing too by then, my
hands lacerated as I dragged my legs clear.

I'm not sure.” She was on her knees, groping for her
torch.

I glanced over my shoulder, struggling to my feet.
‘Hurry!” He was right behind me and I was thinking of
Soo, alone there in the car. Damn the man! Why hadn’t
he stayed with her? I ran, bent low, the beam of my torch
following the curve of the cave until the gap of the entrance
showed a pale oval. A moment later I was out into the
cool of the night air, thrusting through the bushes to stand
in the moonlight staring down the path where it ran
steeply towards the cove.
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There was nothing there.

I searched the hillside. Nothing moved. Then a car’s
engine started, down below, where we had parked, and a
few moments later I saw it burst out on to the track where
it crossed open country just before joining the road, its
engine screaming. It was the red Fiat.

‘My God!” Lloyd Jones, beside me now, had recognised
it, toO.

We went straight down the hillside then, moving as fast
as we could in the tricky light, jumping from rock outcrop
to rock outcrop, splashing through the water at the bottom.
My car was still there, but no sign of Soo. Frantically I
began searching the bushes, calling her name.

‘They couldn’t have taken her with them, surely.” He
was standing there, staring helplessly about him.

‘Well, she’s not here. Nor is your car. Why the hell didn’t
you stay with her?’

I'm sorry, but you were so long ... She asked me to
go -’ He turned his head. ‘What was that?’

It came again, high up the valley side from under the
cliffs, and suddenly I knew what it was. ‘Petra,’ I said. ‘It’s
Petra, and she’s found her.’

We climbed back up the hillside, retracing our steps.
‘Here,’ she called, standing suddenly upright beside a patch
of scrub. ‘It’s Soo. She’s had a fall .’

I could hear her then, moaning with pain. Her body was
lying twisted in a heap in the middle of a low clump of
bushes, Petra bending down to her again, cradling her head
as we reached the spot. ‘I think she must have followed
the path right up to the cave entrance, then lost her balance
when they pushed past her.’

‘Anything broken?’ My torch showed her face badly
bruised and shining with sweat. Her breath came in great
gasps and she was moaning all the time.

‘I've moved her limbs. They seem all right. But in-
ternally . . .’/

‘It’s the baby then. If she’s going to have it now ...’ |
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up the stone staircase leading to the upper road where she
always parked her battered little Citroén. She moved with
the grace of an athlete, taking the steps at a run, her hair
catching the sun like a burnished helmet of bronze. She
must have known I was watching her, but she didn’t look
back, and when she reached the top she didn’t look down
or wave, though I caught the flash of that helmet of hair
for a moment above the ornate balustrade.

She was right about the wind. It would have been fine
if she had come with me, but single-handed the Flying
Dutchman I had picked up in lieu of an unpaid bill was
quite a handful, more like board-sailing than cruising. I
reefed, of course, before slipping from our pontoon and
sailing out of the shelter of Cala Figuera, but the wind was
funnelling down the length of the harbour approaches, and
not much shelter to be had in the lee of the islands. It was
very wet as I beat past Villa Carlos and out as far as the
bigisland called Lazareto, and when I went about and freed
the main for the run back, we were planing on the break
of the waves and every now and then that powerful little
dinghy took the bit between her teeth and tried to
broach-to.

I was wet and tired by the time I got in. Instead of
providing me with the opportunity of thinking things
through, it had taken all my concentration just to keep the
dinghy upright and avoid capsizing. Ramoén was waiting for
me with a whole string of queries, mostly about matters
that Soo would normally have dealt with, and there was
the mail. I hadn’t dealt with the day’s mail yet and I
loathed typing letters. ‘There is a telephone call.” He was
hovering over me as I stripped and towelled myself down.
‘About the Santa Maria.’

‘You deal with it,’ I said. “You know the charter terms.’

‘He don’t want a charter.’

‘You mean he wants to buy her . . .’ T had been trying to
sell the Santa Maria for over a year now.

But Ramoén shook his head. ‘He already have a boat.’
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often put up for us when Soo was too busy to cook anything
for herself. It was shellfish this time, arroz de marisco,
with calamares tentacles finely chopped to give it body.
All the time I was eating, and afterwards, I kept thinking
about that catamaran, wondering what it would be like,
what condition it would be in, what accommodation it
would have, the navigation equipment and the state of the
sails, excitement building though I knew bloody well the
Mediterranean was a graveyard of shattered dreams.

It was late afternoon before I finally caught up with the
office work and then it was time to visit the hospital again.
Ididn’t mention the catamaran to Soo, even though I found
her sitting up in bed reading a Spanish novel she had been
lent. She looked much better, the dark patches under her
eyes almost gone, some of the old sparkle back and her
face more animated. The doctor had said she would be fit
to leave the following day. ‘Eleven o’clock. Will that be
all right? Can you come for me then?’

I said ‘Of course’, and then she talked for a bit, about
the friends who had been to visit her, the gossip they had
passed on, and particularly about the Renatos’ Red Cross
party in the Quarries. ‘What will you say when you speak
at the opening of that Albufera development? You never
told me the Alcalde had asked you. Am I invited?’

‘I imagine so.’

‘But he didn’t ask me, did he?’

‘I'm sure he will. When they send out the official invi-
tations.’

She was silent then and I feared she was going into one
of her sulky moods. But after a moment she brightened
and began asking questions about the business — how
Lennie was getting on with the villa out at Binicalaf,
whether the equipment for the extra bathroom in another
of the villas in our care had been flown in yet, had I
remembered about completing the forms for customs
clearance, and the accounts to settle with two of our
suppliers. ‘You know, I'm really looking forward to being
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back. Lying here with nothing to do but read and listen to
the radio and think.” And she added darkly, ‘I've had all
the time in the world to think these past few days.” And
almost without a pause: ‘Did Gareth come and see you
before he left? No, of course — I remember. He said it was
bad enough seeing me, feeling it was his fault Id lost the
child, and though I told him I might have lost it anyway,
he still said he couldn’t face you. You told him it was his
fault. I have a distinct memory of that. Why the hell didn’t
you stay with her? you shouted at him, and accusing him
like that.. .’

Her voice trailed away. Then suddenly she said, ‘Did
you know, he came up through the lower deck — Ganges,
Dartmouth, the Fleet Board. Just like Papa. It makes a
_ difference, doesn’t it? You’re more vulnerable then. Every-
thing that bit harder. No admiral ever came up through
the lower deck that I can remember. And it wasn’t his
fault. It wasn’t anybody’s fault.” Tears welled. I went to
comfort her, but she pushed me away. 'I know what you
think. And you’re probably right. I'll never have a child
now.’

I didn’t know what to say. Life doesn’t make sense.
There was Petra who didn’t want a child, but would almost
certainly have no difficulty if she did find herself with a
bun in the oven. And Soo’s mother, she had had five,
one every two years, regular as clockwork. Then, being a
devout Catholic, she must have gone on strike. That was
probably why Soo and her father had been so close.

It was almost dark by the time I left the hospital and cut
down the little hairpinned gut that led to the waterfront. I
could see the catamaran before I had even parked the car,
a broad cabin top spanning the whole width of the twin
hulls, her single mast standing very tall and overtopping
the dock sheds. She was moored outside of a big yawl, and
when I asked permission to cross over to the catamaran,
an American in a blue jersey, half-glasses perched on his
nose, poked his head out of the doghouse. ‘Sure. But there’s
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nobody on board. They're over at the café-bar across the
road.’

I asked him where he was from and he said, ‘Newport,
Rhode Island, via Gibraltar and Ibiza.’

I swung my leg over his guardrails, crossed the foredeck
to stand by the shrouds looking down on the long, slim
line of the two hulls, their bows poking out from the broad
foredeck platform, a safety net slung between them.

‘Good trip,” he went on. ‘We made it across the ditch in
just over sixteen days, almost all of it under sail.’

A woman’s head appeared in the hatch, grey-haired like
the man. ‘That cat belong to you?’ she asked.

I wish it did.” I jumped on to the cabin top, moving aft
across the top of it to drop down into the cockpit. There
was a swivel chair for the helmsman immediately aft of
the wheel and a console full of dials — engine revs, speed
through the water, true and apparent wind speeds, just
about everything anybody could want, and though the
door was locked, I could see through the glass panel that
the whole arrangement was repeated in the saloon, which
was broad and spacious, running across the ship with a
semi-circular settle, a big folding table and steps leading
down into the hulls on each side. Compared with the old
Santa Maria the accommodation was so grand it was more
like a house, and around the chart table, on the starb’d
side, there was everything a navigator could wish for,
radar, sat-nav and Decca, ship-to-shore radio telephone . . .

‘Quite a machine, eh?’ the American said.

I nodded, laughing ruefully. To own this sort of a vessel
I'd have to sell both our villas. They were in our joint
names, and even if Soo agreed and we succeeded in selling
them on the present market, it would probably not be
enough. The ship needed painting, of course, and the scrape
along the outer curve of the port hull was deeper than I
had thought. It looked as though some frames might be
broken. But otherwise she seemed in remarkably good
shape. Therc was even a big semi-inflatable moored
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was dark and very crowded. They were at a table at the far
end, heads close together, coffee cups and glasses at their
elbows, a bottle in the centre. They were talking in English
and as I approached I heard one of them say, ‘Fifteen
minutes, and that’s not driving fast.’

Flérez saw me then, and as he switched on a smile and
got to his feet, the man sitting with his back to me raised
his hand as though for silence. ‘You want a drink with
your coffee, Mr Steele?” Florez called the order to the
barman and pulled up a chair. ‘Later we go over to the
ship.” He didn’t introduce me to any of the others, merely
saying I was the man he had been talking about.

There was a short, awkward silence after I had sat down.
I was between Florez and the man I took to be the skipper.
He wore an old reefer and his neck stuck out of the collar
of it like a column running straight up into the long,
narrow head. His face, what little I could see of it in that
light, was weathered to a dark brown, a strong, flamboy-
antly handsome face with a powerful jaw line and a nose
that hung straight and sharp over a narrow, tight-lipped
mouth. It was an almost Gallic face, the eyes very bright,
the brilliance of the whites under the thick head of black
hair giving them a wide-eyed look that was almost a stare.
A little black moustache, turned down over the corners of
the mouth, seemed to split his features in two, dividing
the jaw and the mouth from the sharp, pointed nose and
staring eyes. If it hadn’t been for the moustache, I think I
might have recognised him at once.

‘That fishing boat of yours ...’ he said. ‘Senor Florez
took me to see it this morning. Just what I and my two
friends here are looking for.’ His two friends, seated across
the table from me, nodded. One of them was small and
sharp-featured, the other much larger, a big barrel of a
chest, broad shoulders, his crumpled features reminding
me of a boxer from Dublin I had picked up one time in
Gib and delivered to Tangier. ‘We got to earn a living.’
He smiled an engaging, friendly smile. ‘Nice place, Mahon.
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Fishing good, too.” There was a softness in his voice, the
accent faintly Irish.

‘What he means is we're just about broke,’ the man
beside me went on. ‘We need a fishing boat and somewhere
ashore where we can live and store our gear. You happen
to have what we want. I saw that villa you’re building this
afternoon. I also had a look at Port d’Addaia. If we had the
villa we’d keep the boat there. Nice and handy. Well
sheltered, too.” He wasn’t looking at me now, his eyes on
his coffee as though talking to himself and his hands flat on
the table. They were big, fine-boned, very capable-looking
hands. ‘Now tell me something about this fishing boat of
yours — speed, range, charts on board, sails, etc. I've read
the details, of course, and one of your men showed me
~ over her, but I'd like to hear about her from you, okay?’

My coffee came as I began to run through the inventory
and the performance, and all the time I was thinking of
that catamaran and trying to build up the value of the Santa
Maria, knowing that the exchange was heavily weighted in
my favour. To build a cat like that at the present time —
good God, it would cost a fortune.

A glass had come with my coffee. He reached for the
bottle and filled it for me. ‘Salud!” We drank, raising our
glasses as though the deal were already completed.

‘I saw you come in this morning,’ I said. ‘Where were
you from?’

He stared at me, and there was something about the
eyes . .. but then he had turned away. ‘Fishing,’ he said.
‘We’d been fishing.’

‘You had a passenger on board, so I naturally
thought . . ./

1 tell you, we'd been fishing.” He looked at me again,
his eyes coldly hostile. ‘There was a friend of mine with
us. We enjoy fishing. All of us.” He stared at me hard for a
moment. ‘Don’t we?’ he said to the other two, and they
nodded. ‘Okay.’ He knocked back the rest of his drink and
got almost violently to his feet. ‘If you're interested in the

85



deal, then we’ll go over to Thunderflash and you can poke
around down below. But —" and he leaned suddenly over
me, prodding my chest with a hard index finger, ‘don’t go
asking stupid questions, see. One of the reasons we're all
here is because Florez said you were discreet — when it
was to your advantage. Right?’

I didn’t say anything. Looking up at him and seeing
those eyes staring down at me, I suddenly realised who he
was. This was the man Gareth Lloyd Jones had been
looking for. Evans. Patrick Evans. Slowly I got to my feet,
the others too, and we all went out and across the road to
the dock. The American was below as we clambered across
his boat and dropped on to the deck of the catamaran.
Evans unlocked the door, ushering me below in a way that
left me in no doubt that he was the owner, and the moment
I stepped down into that great saloon, with its breadth and
comfort and the fabulous view for’ard, I was hooked. I had
never been in this type of craft before. Even at the Boat
Show in London, the last time [ had been there, I hadn’t
seen anything like this, so immaculately designed, so
perfectly suited to cruising in the Mediterranean.

He showed me round himself, double beds in each of
the hulls with washbasin, loo and shower for’ard, hanging
lockers aft and two single berths, the steps down from the
saloon built over the port and starb’d engines, and all the
time my mind racing, thinking what I could do with it, a
different charter clientele entirely — San Tropez, Monte
Carlo, Capri, the Aegean. We went back to the saloon and
he produced a bottle of whisky. ‘Well?” He was smiling.
He knew from my comments, from the look on my face,
that he’d be able to get what he wanted. And I? — with
luck I would get what I wanted, what I'd always wanted —
oh my God yes. We drank, smiling at each other, and then
I nearly ruined it. ‘I don’t think I got your name.’

‘Lloyd,’ he said.

Not Evans or Jones, but the first part of Gareth’s surname
— Lloyd. ‘Do you know a man named Gareth Lloyd Jones?’
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His eyes snapped wide, suddenly wary, his face gone hard
again and quite expressionless. ‘He was here on leave,’ I
said, floundering slightly as I explained. ‘He was looking
for somebody — somebody rather like you. And I thought
I'saw you —in Es Grau, a bar there, three, four months ago.
Were you here then?’

He glanced at Flérez, half rising to his feet, those power-
ful hands of his clenched so tight the knuckles showed
white. But then he smiled at me and sat down again,
forcing himself to relax. ‘Yes,” he said. ‘That’s when I
decided on Menorca. I was looking for somewhere to settle,
you see.” He picked up his whisky, swallowed some of it,
staring at me all the time, hostility gradually giving way
to curiosity. ‘How well do you know Gareth?’ he asked
- me. And when I explained how we had met, he leaned
back against the cushions of the settle. ‘He’s still here, is
he?’ he asked.

‘No,’ I said. ‘He left yesterday.’

‘How long was he here?’

‘About five days, I think.’

‘Did you see much of him?’

I shook my head. ‘We had lunch together at Fornells,
that’s about all, and that same evening he came to the Red
Cross barbecue with us. I think my wife saw more of him
than I did.’

He sat there for a moment, quite still and apparently
lost in thought, his eyes fixed on a shelf full of bottles at
the end of the bar. ‘That night,’ he said slowly. ‘He was
with you, wasn’t he? Florez says there was some trouble.
You flushed a couple of squatters out of a cave and they
pinched his car. Right?’

I nodded, wondering at his interest.

‘Did you see them? Would you be able to recognise
them?’ And he added quickly, ‘I'm sorry about your wife.
I believe she was hurt.’

‘No, we didn’t see them,’ I said. And I told him briefly
what had happened. But he didn’t seem interested in the
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nodded. ‘I heard it was turned into a sports centre. Best
thing for it with all those messes and officers’ quarters
with polished wooden decks. And the ranges, of course.
So you’re into competition shooting, are you?’ He was
looking at me hard as though that somehow made a differ-
ence. ‘Bisley?’

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Until a few years back.’

He nodded. ‘T know somebody who practises at Shotley
on the old ranges we used as kids. That’s how I know
about the commercial range facilities.’

‘Who was that?’ I asked him, but he was already back
to the story of Gareth Lloyd Jones climbing that mast.
‘Poor little bugger, he got himself to the top of the ladder
and it was at that point he made the mistake of looking
down. I know what it feels like, looking down from that
height, because I was the cadet chosen to stand point,
right on top of that fucking button. There’s a lightning
conductor there and that’s all you’ve got to hang on to,
standing to attention with the others manning the yard
and some bloody admiral inspecting the school.’ He leaned
back, his eyes half-closed, and still that smile. ‘Hadn’t
thought about it till now, but yes, I suppose he’d feel I'd
saved his life.’

The way he had told it, such relish in the recollection,
and now going on to explain how he had got Gareth down,
talking to him all the time. ‘You get pretty close to a
boy when you’ve been through an experience like that
together. It wasn’t easy for either of us.” There was a
flamboyance about the man. It was as though he had an
urgent need for self-dramatisation. I think this is often the
case with men who are preternaturally handsome, perhaps
because their looks make things appear so easy at first,
and then suddenly they begin to realise looks are not
enough. ‘Still in the Navy, is he?” And when I told him
Lloyd Jones had just been promoted and had left Menorca
to take command of a frigate waiting for him in Gibraltar,
he nodded. ‘Of course. He was cut out for it, real Navy
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‘Oh, bugger that,’ I told her. ‘“There’s nothing in writing.
I saw the lawyers early last week.” But in the end I agreed
I would have a talk with him. ‘It’s not far from Albufera
to Codolar Point. We could easily run over there either
before or after the ceremony and see what Evans has to
say about it, if he’s in residence. Do you know if he is?’

‘Miguel says not. He moved in with his two mates, did
a quick do-it-yourself job making the lower half habitable,
then brought the Santa Maria round into the bay at Arenal
d’en Castell and the following morning they were gone.’

‘When was that?’

‘Last week. Friday, I think.’

‘Then they should be back by now. Nobody stays out
fishing off Menorca two weekends at a stretch.’

But they did. At any rate, there was no sign of them on
the Monday morning when I drove out to the point just
before the opening ceremony. This was due to start at
twelve-thirty followed by a buffet lunch in the hospitality
pavilion on the Addaia-Arenal approach road. The villa
was deserted, some of the windows covered with sheets
of plastic, the scaffolding still there and the whole place a
mess of builders’ rubble. People I spoke to on the approach
road to the development said they had seen no sign of
anybody there for more than a week.

The site for the ceremony was a newly completed villa
standing on a rise a little back from the road and close to
the entrance to the Albufera development. A white tape
had been stretched across this road and a little crowd
was already gathered on the villa’s terraces and by the
shrubbery that covered the hillside. The sun was shining
and there was a magnificent view across Arenal to the
Fornells peninsula. There was a guard of honour provided
by the military, also a band, which began to play just after
Soo and I had taken our seats. The Renatos were there and
several other friends, the atmosphere that of a provincial
function almost anywhere, except for that view and the
ever-present Menorcan wind.
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The Mayor arrived, only eight minutes late, ac-
companied by a Guardia motor-cycle escort. His car drove
straight up to the tape and Jorge Martinez jumped out.
Waving and smiling, he came running up the steps, his
body slim in a sky-blue suit, his face dark in shadow and
full of vitality. ‘You speak after Senor Alvarez,” he said to
me as he shook hands. Mario Alvarez was the construction
engineer for the project. ‘First in English, then in Spanish
—just a few words. Okay? | speak last.’

I nodded and he took his place, sitting quickly down and
signalling tor the band to stop. In the sudden silence the
voices of the children playing hide-and-seek among the
shrubs seemed startlingly loud, and I could hear the gulls
calling as they planed above the cliffs.

Alvarez spoke for perhaps five minutes, a very flowery
speech, both in his reference to the project and to the
Alcalde, who looked pleased. So did the workmen, who
were also complimented, the faces of all those present
wreathed in smiles suitable to the occasion. Then it was
my turn, and since I made a point of referring to the
activities of the separatists, the smiles disappeared. Jorge
Martinez understood English better than he spoke it. He
was not amused, but a reference to the involvement of the
PCE and PCPE had him nodding his head vigorously. He
was a right-wing socialist and detested the communists.
And when, after I had repeated my remarks in Spanish, I
sat down, he was smiling again and nodding as he clapped
his hands, and everybody did the same, apparently happy
at what I had said.

Abruptly, he jumped to his feet, and just as abruptly,
the clapping ceased and everybody fell silent, except the
children. As always, he spoke very fast, not reading his
speech, but talking as though straight from the heart. His
line was that Menorca was a small island with few natural
resources. But it had the sea and it was warm. Tourism
and the foreigners who purchased villas such as this one,
bringing much-needed foreign currency — hard currency so
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reached the verge of hysteria. Who had done it — the
extreme right, the extreme left, Eta? Or was it a delayed
reaction to events in Africa? Salvemo Menorca. For myself,
and the scattering of other ex-pats attending the ceremony,
it was not a pleasant experience. We might not be directly
responsible, but you could see it in their eyes — we were
to blame.

There was something quite primitive in the way some
of them looked at us, as though we had the Evil Eye. And
the Guardia in particular reacted in a similar manner,
their manner of questioning increasingly hostile. It was
almost as though they had convinced themselves that one
of us, one of the extranjeros, must know who had done it
and be connected with it in some way. You could see it
from their point of view. This was an island. To kill like
that, in cold blood, it had to be somebody from outside —
a terrorist, some representative of a foreign organisation,
not one of their own people. It was a gut reaction. They
were looking for a scapegoat, but the fact remained that
all of us who were being questioned, all except the children
and a mother who had gone looking for her little boy, we
were all of us gathered there in full view, so that in the
end they had to let us go.

Soo and I didn’t talk much on the drive back. It was late
afternoon, the air full of the clean smell of pines and
everywhere the fields massed with colour, the predomi-
nantly golden carpet of flowers patched with the startling
white of wild narcissi, the sun blazing out of a blue sky.
What a lovely day for a killing! What the hell was wrong
with Man that he couldn’t enjoy the beauty of the world
around him? Politics. Always politics. I felt almost physi-
cally sick. There was so much here in Menorca that I loved
— the sea, the sun, the peace. And now it was shattered.
Martinez had been much more than just the Alcalde of
Mahon. He had been a power throughout the island.

That evening several of us met in a restaurant near the
square in Villa Carlos. But though we talked late into
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the night we achieved nothing except a fragile sense of
solidarity. There were men there who had been in the
island many years, but though they tried to kid themselves
they were now Menorquins, they knew in their heart
of hearts they were still foreigners. We were all of us
extranjeros.

I was not in a happy frame of mind when I finally
returned home. Soo, thank God, was already in bed and
asleep. I undressed in the dark, a breeze blowing the cur-
tains. Lying there, eyes closed, my mind went over and
over the events of the day, the talk at that crowded res-
taurant table. Too much brandy, too much coffee. And
then the phone rang.

I thought it might be America. Sometimes Americans
forget the time difference. I rolled over, reaching blindly
for the receiver, but Soo was before me. ‘Yes?’ She switched
on the light. And then, after a moment: ‘For you.’ She
passed it across to me and turned over, away from the
light, as a man’s voice spoke in my ear: ‘Wade here. We've
just got the news. You were there, I gather.’

I came awake then, wondering who the hell he was.
‘Who is it? Who's speaking?’

'Wade,’ he repeated. ‘Commander Wade.’

I remembered then. ‘Where are you speaking from?’

‘London,’ he said. ‘Where did you think?’ He had a quiet,
crisp, well-educated voice. ‘Did you see him?’

‘Who?’

‘The man who shot Martinez, of course. Did you recog-
nise him?’

I didn’t see him. How should I Nobody saw him, not
to recognise him.” And I asked him, ‘What'’s it got to do
with you, anyway?’

But he ignored that. ‘We have a picture here. It’s just
come in. It shows you seated right beside the Mayor. You
must have seen what happened.’

'Of course I did. But the shot came from the villa behind
and I was looking at Jorge Martinez, we all were, watching
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about this man who persuaded you to part with the villa?
You shouldn’t have done it, Mike. A lovely villa like that,
the Santa Maria too, and all you'’ve got for it is that bloody
¢atamaran. What did he say? What did he want?’ She was
leaning forward, fingers gripped urgently on my arm. ‘Is it
to do with — what happened today?’

‘Yesterday,’ I said. Already it was yesterday and Wade
in London, the man who had told Lloyd Jones to
contact me ... No, ordered more likely. Ordered him
to check with me in the hope of discovering Evans’s
whereabouts . . . Wade was concerned enough about what
had happened here in Menorca to ring me in the middle
of the night.

‘Patrick. That’s what Gareth called him.’ She let go of
my arm, slumping back on the pillow. ‘What’s he been up
to now?’

‘Now?’ My mind shifted from my talk with Wade to
Lloyd Jones sitting across from me at that table on the
Fornells waterfront. Had he told her more than he had told
me? ‘What do you know about Patrick Evans?’She shook
her head quickly, her eyes sliding away from me. '"What
did he tell you?’ I was leaning over, shaking her, but all
she did was stare at me blankly. ‘Nothing — only that he’d
saved his life.’

‘I know that. Anything else?’

She hesitated, and then she said, ‘They’re related.’

‘In what way?’

‘Just related, that’s all. He was explaining why he was
so anxious to find the man. A message, I think it was the
man’s mother. She had asked Gareth to take a message.’

She didn’t know what the message was. She thought it
might be something to do with a cottage they owned in a
place called Gwenogle. ‘I remember the name because it
sounded so odd, and yet the way Gareth said it ...’ She
was smiling to herself. ‘I think maybe he was born in that
little Welsh hill village.’

‘Who — Gareth or Patrick Evans?’
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‘Patrick. They’re both of them Welsh, of course.’ She
reached out and switched off the bedside light. I closed my
eyes and in the silent darkness I saw Ahmed Bey’s face as
I had seen it that last time, the bullets slamming his
thickset body backwards into the wake of the Italian boat
ranging alongside. That was the last trip. They dumped us
in an inflatable, no food, no water, the west coast of Africa
more than twenty miles away and all desert when we
reached it. We were lucky to get out of it alive.

How the hell did Wade know about that? We'd never
been caught by the authorities. Was there some sort of a
file on me at Naval Intelligence? And then I began thinking
about Patrick Evans. There had to be some connection
— first Lloyd Jones searching for him with out-of-date
pictures, then the man himself, and now Wade.

It was in the very middle of the night, still half awake,
my mind drowsily running over the possibilities, my im-
agination working overtime, that I suddenly had an ugly
thought. If Wade knew what I’d been up to as a kid, there
might be others, Evans, for instance. In which case . . .

The feeling was so strong, so frightening, I nearly got up
there and then in the middle of the night. I didn’t sleep
after that, waiting for the dawn, certain now that Evans
would have retained a key to the catamaran.

At first light I slid out of bed and dressed in the office
across the stairhead. I was just searching my pockets for
the car keys when Soo emerged, a pale shadow in her
cream nightdress, her face stiil flushed with sleep. She
didn’t ask me what [ was up to or where I was going. She
simply said, 'I'll make you some coffee.’

I could have hugged her then, all the love we'd felt for
each other surging back in that moment. She knew. That
intuitive sense between those who have shared several
years of their lives, the sense that at times is pure tele-
pathy, had communicated my fears to her. She knew where
I was going, and why. The terrible thought that was in my

mind was in hers.
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the long-peaked cap. That would be Carp’s, probably the
overalls, too. There was a cardboard box full of paint tins
and brushes, and the steps to the left that normally led
down into the port hull had been folded back so that he
could get at the engine. A steel tool box stood open on the
floor nearby.

I had brought a couple of torches with me, for this was
a bilge-and-hidden-cranny search. A rummage, in fact,
and however long it took, I had to be sure the ship was
clean.

I started on the starb’d hull, cupboards, lockers, drawers,
mattresses, then finally the bilges, remembering the one
time I had experienced a customs rummage. It was in
Juan-les-Pins where I had run for shelter, six officiers de
douane turning the whole ship inside out, body searching
myself and my crew. I think they would have liked to beat
us up, but I was Morocco-registered, flying the Moroccan
flag, and there were political reasons why, having found
nothing, they should respect that flag.

It took me a good half-hour to go through that one
hull, despite the floor being well supplied with inspection
covers, each with a brass ring for ease of lifting. All I found
in the bilges was a pair of glasses in a slipcase, some dirty
overalls and a couple of bottles of Mistra, a Maltese wine,
that looked as though they had been there some time.

The saloon didn’t take long. If he had hidden it some-
where it was unlikely he would have chosen such an
obvious place, unless of course he was willing to take his
time and unscrew the panels housing the electrics. And
the port hull was as clean as the other, odds and ends of
equipment, a half-empty bottle of Gordon’s in the bilges,
nothing else, and both engine compartments I could see
at a glance were clear.

I returned to the saloon, sat on the helmsman’s swivel
chair and tried to think what I would have done in his
place. He had had the boat for some time, that much had
been clear at our meeting. If I had known the boat as well
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as that, where would I have hidden it? Fuel or freshwater
tanks were the obvious places for small packets, but there
was no way he could have introduced such a large object
into any of the tanks without dismantling them. Sails?
But I had checked the sail bags. They were in the bows, in
lockers for’ard of the loos on both sides that held chain,
anchors, rope, paint. My eyes, roving round the saloon,
fastened on the up-ended steps of the port hull, the exposed
top of the port diesel engine. Engines! It was always en-
gines that caused trouble.

I went over to it, bending down again and directing my
torch below the shock-absorbent bedding bolts and aft
along the line of the drive shaft to the propeller, sure that
he or his engineer would have known every detail of the
compartment. There was an area below the prop shaft that
the beam of my torch could not reach. There was nothing
for it but to strip down and wriggle in there. 1 got
thoroughly dirty, of course, and it proved to be wasted
effort, though the slope of the bilge underneath the shaft
was fully long enough and deep enough. I came out of that
painful exercise cursing, the room for manceuvre in that
restricted space so limited that I damn nearly got myself
stuck. Nobody, I was certain, would have attempted to
hide anything in such an awkward place, not if he were in
a hurry.

I stood there, naked except for my pants that were now
streaked black with oil. I was staring at the steps down
into the starb’d hull that concealed the other engine. And
then there was the panelling. I was already scratched and
bleeding in a couple of places, but I knew if I didn’t check
out that other cavity I would never be really certain. I
lifted the steps. The compartment was exactly the same
as the other, just room for me to wriggle my way headfirst
between the outboard side of the hull and the cold metal
of the engine. The torch was dimming, but rather than go
back for the other, I squirmed further in, feeling down
below the shaft with my outstretched hand.
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That’s how I found it — a hard, chunky package wrapped
in plastic.

It took some ingenuity and some juggling to extract it
from the confined space, working my way backwards at
the same time. But when I was finally out, standing in
the sunlight streaming through the saloon windows,
and the thing in my hand, there was no doubt what it
was. The only question was the type and where it had
come from.

I turned quickly to the open cockpit door, feeling sud-
denly furtive as I slammed it shut and bolted it. Christ
almighty! If somebody saw me holding this . . . My hands
were trembling as I unwrapped the package. It had been
zipped into one of those plastic travelling cases for suits,
rolled into a tight bundle, then taped. I had to get a carving
knife from the galley to rip it open.

By then I hadn’t much doubt, the shape of the telescope
and the folding butt apparent through the stiff red plastic.
It was that most common of guns, a 7.62 mm Kalashnikov.
But not the ordinary assault rifle. What I unwrapped from
the plastic was the sniper’s version of the AK-47. In ad-
dition to telescopic sights it had a double strut folding
metal butt. The struts were in the folded position. Auto-
matically, almost without thinking, I unfolded them,
bringing the rifle to my shoulder and sighting through the
for'ard window of the saloon at a gull on a mooring buoy
out by the naval jetty. It felt snug and workmanlike, and
I could imagine how it had been to the killer, the back of
Jorge’s head there in the magnified field of vision, dead-
centred on the cross wires.

I glanced at the maker’s stamp on the side of it, Czecho-
slovakian, not Russian. Then I checked the firing mecha-
nism. The safety catch was on and it was set at single
shot. I sniffed the muzzle. It still smelt faintly of gun
smoke, so did the inside of the plastic, and when I took
the magazine off I found one round was missing.

My worst fears confirmed I stood there in a sort of daze,
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to ask if he would like a cup of tea. By then I had cleaned
myself up and dressed, everything more or less normal,
except for the rolled-up bedding on the settle by the cockpit
door. I told him I had spilled some oil on it and was taking
it ashore to be cleaned.

He wasn’t surprised to find me on board at that hour.
The boat was due to leave for Malta in a few days’ time
and everything was in the last-minute-rush stage. We sat
around for ten minutes or so, drinking our tea and talking
over all the things that still had to be done.

It was when I was in the car and actually driving back
along the waterfront, the gun in the back, that the idea
came to me. I eased up on the accelerator, my mind
racing as [ glanced in the rear mirror. It was such a neat
counter-thrust, but was I sure? Was I absolutely certain it
was Evans who had planted that thing on board? But who
else? And even if it was one of the others, then it didn’t
make any difference. I eased into the parking space just
past the commercial wharf, swung the wheel over, making
a U-turn that headed me back, past the turning to Cala
Rata and Mesquida, past the connecting road to the main
Mahon-Ciudadela Highway and out along the Fornells
road. A quarter of an hour later I had reached the crossroads
and had turned right on to the side road heading to Port
d’Addaia and Arenal d’en Castell, the sun higher now and
the air warm as it blew in through the open sunshine roof.

The headland running out to Punta Codolar was brown
against the blue of sea and sky. It was just after nine and
everything bright and fresh. Bougainvillaea flashed purple
on the wall of a villa. A beautiful morning, one of those
days it was good to be alive. I should have been singing at
the top of my voice. Instead, all I could think about was
that bloody rifle and whether I would find Evans back from
his voyage in the Santa Maria. What the hell did I do if
he, or one of his mates, was in residence?

The villa rose slowly above the flat, scrub-clad rock of
the headland like the rusty hulk of a ship coming up
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over the horizon. There were still vestiges of Miguel’s
scaffolding clinging to the breeze-block sides and as I drove
up to it I thought how ugly it looked in its half-finished
state, its upper windows gaping squares that looked like
the gun embrasures of a coastal defence blockhouse.

I parked the car and got out, standing for a moment,
staring up at it, thinking about what I would say if there
was somebody there. I could have left something behind.
Any excuse would do. But there was no vehicle anywhere
around and it looked empty enough. I went up to the door
and hammered on it. Nobody answered. I tried it, but it
was locked, or more probably bolted from the inside, for
when I went round to the back, I found a hasp had been
screwed on to the rear door frame and there was a brand
new padlock to secure it.

The villa, isolated there on the very point of the head-
land, was several hundred metres from any other building.
Looking round, I counted seven villas within sight, all of
them only just visible, and all of them apparently deserted,
no sign of any movement of either people or vehicles. The
garage window was the one I finally chose, bunching an
old dinghy sail I had in the car against one of the four
panes and slamming my elbow into it until the glass
cracked. Only one piece fell on the floor and that I cleared
up later; the rest [ was able to pull out by hand, leaving a
neat empty square through which it was easy to reach the
latch. There was always a chance that the absence of that
one pane might go unnoticed for a time.

It took me several minutes to find what I wanted, a loose
section of flooring where the electrician had been at work.
It was in the kitchen and I prised it up with two of the
knives lying among a pile of unwashed plates in the sink.
Underneath, between the concrete base and the wood
floor, grey plastic-coated wires followed the copper piping
that carried water to the kitchen taps and the water heater
above the draining board. I took the wrapping off the gun,
wiped it over carefully with my handkerchief, then thrust
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‘So you are getting it ready.’ He nodded. ‘You go with it,
or you stay here — which?’

I hesitated. It hadn’t occurred to me until then. ‘I'm not
sure,’ I said. ‘Senor Carpenter may take her with just one
other man, but if the weather is bad —’ I left it at that and
he began questioning me about where I had been, what I
had done after we had been allowed to leave the Albufera
hospitality pavilion the previous afternoon.

‘I've already told him,’ Soo said.

He understood English, even if he did not speak it, for
he said, ’Si, si, but, senor, I wish to hear it from you.’

So we went over it all again, an interrogation that took
about quarter of an hour. Then suddenly he seemed to get
bored with it. ‘Now we go and inspect your ship please.’
He called it a barco, so avoiding the word catamaran. ‘You
want to come, senora?’ He turned politely to Soo.

She smiled. ‘Not unless you insist.’ ,

‘No, of course not. I do not insist.” He bowed politely as
she took her cue and left the office. ‘May I use your
telephone please?’ He lifted the receiver and when he got
through he spcke to somebody who was obviously his
superior, reporting that he had discovered nothing new
and telling him that they were on their way now to search
the boat. ‘Si, Jefe. Senor Steele will be accompanying
us.’

It took them a good hour to search the boat, and when
they had finished, having failed to find what they were
looking for, they settled themselves at the saloon table,
the inspector taking out a notcbook and beginning to
scribble a report. Knowing from the phone call he had
made in the office that they would stay here until their
chief, an inspector jefe, arrived, 1 asked them whether they
would like a drink. The inspector hesitated, then declined
somewhat reluctantly. I told him I had work to do and
would he excuse me, but he shook his head, becoming
suddenly quite excited and making it very clear that I was
to stay here on board.

115 -












do you go then?’ And when I didn’t say anything, wonder-
ing what his question was leading up to, he went on, "It
was the night of the gala Manuela Renato arrange in the
Quarries above Figuera. We were both there. Remember?’

I nodded, wondering what Petra had said, or Soo, talking
to the sisters, babbling under anaesthetic? Had they
dreamed up a scenario in which I was involved in running
contraband into the island?

‘No,” he said. ‘You don't forget because in the early hours
of the morning your wife gives birth prematurely and your
baby is dead.’

‘Have you found the men?’ I asked him. ‘The two men
who pushed her down the slope in their haste to get out
of that cave?’

He shook his head. ‘No. I don’t think we ever will. They
are not Menorquin and we think they almost certainly
leave the island very soon after.’ And he added, ‘Unless
they go to the mainland of Spain, it is very difficult for us
to trace their movements. Even in Barcelona, if they take
the ferry, it is simple for them to disappear across the
French border. No,” he said again, ‘we do not know any-
thing about them. What we do know, however, is that the
night before there is a boat in Cales Coves and it is tied
up against the rocks below the cave you were in that night.
We have a description of that boat, a description that is
indicative of a single mast and two hulls. We have checked
with the harbour authorities and there is no boat of such
description in either Mahon or Ciudadela, not in Fornells
either — only this one.’

‘So,’ I said. ‘What is the significance of that?’ But I knew
bloody well what was in his mind.

He was smiling now. ‘Did you know there is a landward
exit from that cave?” And when I explained we had been
solely concerned with the two men who had rushed out
from that passage, he nodded. ‘Of course. And it is unfortu-
nate about the father of Senorita Callis, that she is not
here to answer some questions.’
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‘You're checking, I suppose, that her father really does
exist, that his car accident did happen?’

‘Of course. It takes time, and meanwhile you are here
to answer all our questions. Let us suppose,’ he said, his
eyes almost closed. ‘It is just a thought, eh? Suppose it is
this yacht that is in Cales Coves the night before she take
you to that cave. What do you think it might be doing
there?’

‘Sheltering, I suppose.’

‘Why? Why Cales Coves and not Mahon or Ciudadela?’

‘If they’d had a longish passage, from Mallorca or
Corsica -’

‘Or Tunis,” he said softly. ‘Somewhere along the shores
of North Africa.’

‘If there’d been a passage like that,’ I told him, ‘with
poor weather conditions you can get awfully tired, even
in a stable boat like this. Then you just put in to the first
shelter you find, head down and lights out.’

He nodded, still with that little smile. ‘Of course. I
understand. But no navigation lights when coming in. Also
there is a light in that cave mouth for a full hour before
the boat appear. That is what attracted the attention of
this witness we interview.’ He paused, watching me. ‘The
boat has no lights all the time it was tied up under the
cliffs, and there is no light any longer in the cave mouth.
But there is the occasional flash of torches. There was a
moon, you see, and some cloud in the sky.” He sat back,
suddenly relaxed. ‘Well now, you are a businessman, Senor
Steele, you have a position in Menorca, Spanish friends.
But it was not always like that, eh? Before you come to
Menorca, before your marriage. So, what does the descrip-
tion [ have given you of what our witness saw suggest to
you?’

It I said it suggested smuggling, he would think I was
involved. If I said it didn’t suggest a damn thing, he’d know
I was lying and be even more suspicious.

‘You don't say anything?’
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I shrugged, stretching my face into a smile. ‘Your guess
1s as good as mine.’

‘You have been to Bisley?’ The question took me by
surprise. But of course, somebody would have told him
about the cups. The inspector might have taken a note of
them and reported. ‘You are a good shot I think.” He was
smiling again, the eyes bright like a bird that has seen a
particularly succulent snail.

I nodded. ‘Why? What'’s that got to do with it?’

He sat there, smilingstill, and not answering, everything
so quiet I could hear the distant chime of the cathedral
clock. ‘Look, for God'’s sake! I was there, right beside Jorge
Martinez, sitting in front of a whole crowd of people.
However good a shot I was at Bisley, there’s no way I could
have done it.’

‘No. But there is somebody else. Antonio Barriago. You
know him? A Spaniard who live in Algiers.’

Barriago! We stared at each other. Had he been the
passenger that American yachtsman had said was on
Thunderflash when she arrived in Mahon? Had Evans
sailed the boat from a North African port, merely calling
in at Marseilles on the way? ‘What about him?’ I asked.
Barriago had been in the final shoot-off for the Oporto Cup,
which was almost the last event I had taken part in.

‘You don’t know him?’ It was put subtly, an invitation
to deny all knowledge.

‘No, I don’t know him,’ I said. ‘I've shot against him.
That was three years ago and ! haven’t seen him since.
Why?’ And when he didn’t say anything, just sat there
staring at me, I asked him why he was searching the boat.

For a moment I thought he wasn’t going to tell me that,
but in the end he gave a little shrug and said, ‘Suppose it is
Barriago who kill the Alcalde. And suppose —just suppose,
Senor Steele — he has been on board this boat -

But I stopped him there. ‘I tell you, I haven’t seen the
man for three years.’

‘All right then. Suppose he is on board when Senor Evans
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behind us, the smell of gun oil and cordite hanging on the
still air and the targets shimmering in the haze. And
afterwards, in one of the messes — I couldn’t remember
which — the two of us professing our friendship and promis-
ing to meet again. We never had, and the next I heard of
him he was a mercenary captured by SWAPO on the Zaire
border.

That was all I knew about him. He might well be Basque
and a member of Eta, but why risk a terrorist attack so far
from the political centre of Spain? In any case, a mercenary
was hardly likely to be a committed political activist.

Either his departure from Menorca so soon after the
shooting was purely coincidental, or else, if he really had
killed Martinez, then he had been hired to do the job. In
which case, hired by whom, and for what purpose? Did
the Chief Inspector really think I had hired him? In that
case, he must think I had a reason. What? What possible
reason could I have for wanting Jorge Martinez killed? And
Wade, where did he fit in? Or Lloyd Jones, or Evans? If the
police were tapping my phone . ..

I got myself a glass of iced coffee from the ship’s fridge
and sat there thinking about it, conscious all the time of
Carp and Luis moving about the deck. I should be up there
with them, helping prepare the boat for sea, not sitting
alone at the saloon table wondering what the hell to do.
Ring the lawyer, check about the exchange documents,
contact some of the people who might know where Evans
was. But what I was really thinking about was Soo giving
them my passport. She might at least have told me. And
Wade phoning me again this evening.

I finished my coffee, then drove back to the office. Soo
was out. She had left a note to say she would be back
around four. I phoned Martin Lopez, catching him just as
he was going to lunch. He confirmed that the catamaran'’s
certificate of registration had been sent to England for
alteration. And yes, there had been a little problem with
the exchange contracts, nothing serious, just a matter of

124



dating it. Evans had signed it all right, but he had dated it
the previous month. Intentionally? No, just a mistake, it
happened quite often.

Like hell it did! Not if you knew the purpose behind it.
For a moment I was tempted to take him into my confi-
dence, tell him about the Kalashnikov. But that meant
telling him what I had done with it, and anyway a lawyer
who handled the affairs of some of the most prominent
people in Menorca would hardly relish the thought that
he might be acting for a foreigner who had got himself
involved in the murder of a politician so universally popu-
lar as Jorge Martinez. I kept my mouth shut, and in doing
so made myself not only accessory to an act of terrorism,
but also to all that followed.

How was I, yachtsman, charterer, small-time business-
man, an escapee if you like into the lotus life of the
Mediterranean, to know, or even to understand, the machi-
nations of those far removed from the little Balearic island
of Menorca? There was Wade, of course, and Gareth Lloyd
Jones, Patrick Evans with his two toughies and a lovely
catamaran with which to tempt me. I should have known.
At any rate, I should have guessed. But that is hindsight.
God almighty! I couldn’t possibly have known, not then,
sitting at my desk with a gin and tonic and staring out of
the open window, not a breath of air stirring, the water
mirror-calm and the shimmering hulk of the hospital
riding to its upside-down reflection like one of those great
floating batteries the French and Spanish navies had used
against Gibraltar at the end of the eighteenth century.

If only Petra were still here. I could have talked it over
with her — practical, matter-of-fact, and that bouncing,
vital body of hers. I had a sudden picture of her lying naked
on top of me, that last time, the day after Soo had lost the
baby. If only she’d been out there in that tent on the far
side of the island. No breeze at all and the air outside
almost as hot as midsummer.

I got suddenly to my feet, finished my drink and drove
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was packed with people. The PA system suddenly broke
into life, the hubbub rising to a crescendo as friends and
relatives said their goodbyes to passengers on a Barcelona
flight.

‘Pardon. I have to go now. If there is anything else . . ./
Alex smiled at me apologetically and went through into
the departure area where, in addition to immigration and
customs officials, security officers were screening the
passengers before embarkation. Would Tony Barriago
have been sweating as he went through the last stage
before boarding the plane? But the security officer on duty
now might not be the same as yesterday, and anyway, it
was such an obvious line of enquiry that the police would
have covered it already.

The crowd in the main lounge had thinned to a few
people sitting at tables drinking coffee or wine and waiting
for another flight.  wandered out into the long passageway
that led to the arrivals area. This was what Tony would
have done, mingled with the crowd from an incoming
flight, even taken a stroll outside, anything rather than sit
in the main lounge, boxed in and too conspicuous until it
had filled up. I had a word with Maria at the stand that
sold magazines and postcards, and then it occurred to me
that he might have had a taxi waiting for him outside, just
In case.

I'went out and began checking with the drivers. A British
charter flight was due in and there was quite a line of taxis
waiting. It was about the ninth or tenth I spoke to, a fat
man with a Panama hat perched on his head, who said
he’d been there the previous afternoon when the Guardia
drove up to the airport, and yes, he had seen a taxi waiting
in the car park opposite. He had noticed it because nor-
mally taxis waited in the line. They did not park with
the private cars. And when the police arrived, a short,
hook-nosed man, who had presumably hired the taxi, went
across and spoke with the driver. He had stayed there
talking to him for several minutes, right up until the time
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his flight was called. Then he had hurried back into the
airport. :

‘And the taxi?’ I asked him.

‘He come out of the car park and join us in the taxi line.’

‘He had paid him off then?’

‘Yes, the man pay him before going back into the airport.’

‘Did the taxi leave the car park immediately?’

‘No, he wait there until the plane take off. Then he join
us.’

I asked him the driver’s name then and he said ‘Gonza-
lez.” He did not know his other name, but he thought he
came from Villa Carlos.

I thanked him and went back to my car, convinced now
that Menendez had been right. The description fitted and
Tony Barriago had got away with it. At the time he flew
out to Palma, and then on to Tunis, the police had had no
idea who they were looking for.

Soo had returned by the time I got back. She had been
to see Manuela Renato’s sister, Maria, who was married to
Hernando Pons, the most successful of the local property
developers. ‘They’re very worried,’ she said. ‘Jorge’s death
leaves a vacuum and they’re now getting together with
their friends to fill it. The problem is they don’t have any
one man in mind, so that already there is a danger they’ll
split up into factions, each advancing their own candidate.
The effect may well be that a man nobody wants will be
elected.’

‘Who?’ I asked.

‘Maria couldn’t say. Florez perhaps since he has a garage
in Mahon as well as in Alayor, and of course business
friends in both towns. Even Ismail Fuxa’s name was men-
tioned. Those were the two worst possibilities, of course,
but it shows what a problem this thing has created, and
what she was saying to me was that it was time to be out
of property in Menorca, at least until things havc settled
down. I saw Carmen, too. She was in one of her tense
moods, a little scared I thought, and she had that wicked
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‘Your mother hasn’t been back since your father retired.’
I took her glass and refilled it, then mixed some more and
went back to the window. Flurries of an onshore breeze
were darkening the water. This was the view I had looked
out on ever since we had married and settled down to build
a business on this island.

‘Gareth might be useful.” She said it tentatively.

‘How do you mean?’

‘In addition to showing the flag in the Balearics and one
or two of the Italian islands, he thought it possible Malta
would be included in his orders. He asked if I had any
messages.’

‘Did he say when he was leaving Gib?’

‘No. His letter was written the day after he went on
board. There was no mention of his having received orders,
only that he looked forward to seeing us again when
Medusa visited Mahon.’

‘Wade may know his movements.’ I stood there, sipping
my martini, staring out of the window and thinking about
the future. Malta was over six hundred miles away and
even if we averaged ten knots, which was just possible
with a favourable wind, it would take us the better part of
three days.

We didn’t say much after that, our thoughts locked in on
ourselves, and as the shadows lengthened and six o’clock
approached, I asked her to leave me so that I could talk to
Wade on my own. I remember I shut the door behind her
and in doing so it seemed as though I was shutting myself
out from the past.

Wade was late. Only a few minutes, but expecting him
to come through prompt at 18.00, waiting, it seemed an
age. The sound of the phone when it came was startlingly
loud, his voice even more upper-class English, more
clipped than when he had phoned me in the early hours.
‘Wade here. Did you locate him?’

‘Yes.” And I told him where Evans was and how he had
been having a meal in the Taberna Félipe on the Ciudadela
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meant in practice that the potential power of the locally
elected alcaldes was greatly increased. ‘It’s a charter for
the emergence of little Gauleiters. All that’s required is a
dominant personality. And if the man has a cause, then
he’s even more dangerous.” And he had gone on to point
out to me that to islanders stuck out on the eastern fringe
of a small group in the Western Mediterranean, Madrid
was a long way away. Also, and he had emphasised this
very strongly, the power of the alcalde was rooted in the
history of Spain, when in 1485 Queen Isabella struck at
the nobility through the Ordenancas Reales with a court
of two alcaldes to administer justice in every town of
thirty or more inhabitants. ‘Given a weak governor in
Palma,’ he said, ‘anything could happen if that man Fuxa
became Jorge Martinez’s successor.’

None of the others I talked to were as forthcoming as
that and quite a few were unwilling to discuss the political
situation with me at all, some making it clear in the nicest
possible way that they wanted to distance themselves
from me, others quite blunt about it. There was, of course,
an element of guilt involved. An island the size of Malta
with a third of its wildest rock coast blanketed by villa
and hotel development is not a pretty sight and most of
us were getting our living from the urbanizaciéns in one
form or another. It wasn’t as bad as Benidorm or Tenerife,
but to those with a conservationist conscience it still left
a nasty taste in the mouth, bearing in mind how unspoilt
Menorca had been before.

I must have contacted between twenty and thirty people
that morning, all men who had as much to lose as I had if
the political stability of the island was destroyed, and by
the time I drove round to the commercial quay to check
that Carp was cleared and ready to sail, my mind was
made up. Tongues were wagging, and if I stayed, I might
well find myself the scapegoat for what had happened. I
was lucky to be free at the moment. If I hadn’t got up at
first light the previous day and searched the ship I would
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‘Ah si, and you are a law-abiding citizen of our island.’
And he added, ‘They can see your boat is preparing to sail
from up there.’ He nodded in the direction of the citadel
with the slip road snaking up like a staircase with two
hairpin bends in it. ‘I just come to make sure.’

It was on the tip of my tongue then to tell him he would
have been better employed searching the Santa Maria and
the villa on Punta Codolar, but I checked myself. Sooner
or later it was surely inevitable they would find the gun
where I had hidden it. ‘Adiés.” They drove off and I went
back to the office to ring Lopescado at the Taberna Félipe
in Ciudadela. The Santa Maria had left.

‘When?’

But he didn’t know. Sometime during the night, he said,
for it had been there the previous evening. In fact, all three
of them had come ashore about eight o’clock. They had
sat around outside and had a few drinks, then they had
gone into the fish bar for a meal. They had left about
ten-thirty and gone straight back to the ship.

‘All of them?’ I asked.

‘Yes, all of them, and the boat is still there when I go to
bed, with a light shining in the wheelhouse aft as well as
a riding light at the forestay.’

‘Did you gather where they were going? Did they clear
customs, anything like that?’

‘No, I never saw any official go on board, not then, nor
any time earlier during the evening. But then I was very
busy last night, a beeg party from Banyos, a German
party . . ." He hesitated, then said, ‘Once, when I am serv-
ing the next table, I hear your name mentioned. It was
something about the policia. They were arguing about
why some information had not been acted on. The last I
hear they think you will try to leave Mahon sometime
today. No, you will have to leave. Those were his words.’

‘Whose words?’ I asked. ‘Was it Evans who said that?’

‘Si. The boss man with the Guevara moustache. Pat
Eevanz.’
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He couldn’t tell me anything more and when I put the
phone down I sat there at the desk for a moment, gazing
out towards La Mola and the Mahon entrance four miles
away and wondering where the Santa Maria was now,
what Evans was up to. I could just see Thunderflash, her
white hulls and sails outlined against the hazy shape of
Lazareto Island. Once they were clear of Punta del Espero,
the easternmost tip of La Mola, they would have a beam
wind and a fast run to Cape Favaritx, then only five miles
andalldownhill to Macaretat the entrance toPort d’Addaia.
Perhaps I should have arranged for them to put into Es
Grau, but the entrance was very narrow and overlooked
by almost every house in the little fishing village. In any
case, | hadn’t known then that Evans had sailed, and even
~ if he did intend to spend the night at the villa on Punta
Codolar he would probably anchor the Santa Maria in
Arenal d’en Castell. It would be very sheltered there in an
easterly blow. A picture flashed through my mind then of
him opening a can of beer, or sitting down to a quick meal,
at the table in that kitchen with the gun he thought
was still on board the catamaran right there under the
floorboards at his feet.

Soo came in then with the news that the council had
been in session at the ayuntamiento most of the day.
Nothing had been decided and there was talk of a local
election.

I finished my packing and took her to the Atlante, the
restaurant a few doors away, for an early meal. Sitting
there, drinking vino verde as an aperitif, we discussed the
possible choices that a newly elected council would have.
But even we, whose interests were identical, could not
agree — I favoured Gonzalez Renato, while Soo wanted
Antonio Alvarez to be the next alcalde, chiefly I think
because he would support a progressive building and
development policy.

It was just as the waiter was scrving our marinated
sardines that the door opened and a small man in a brightly
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God almighty! Why can’t people be more sensible, more
consistent? And why the hell was I so set on a son? What
would a son do for me? You change its nappies, see it
through all those infantile diseases, watch it teething and
grow up, and the next thing it’s borrowing the parental
bed to poke a girl or getting high on drugs, or worse still,
standing for cap’n in place of Dad, waiting for the old sod
to drop dead. :

I ordered more coffee, and another brandy for us both,
and we sat there, not saying anything, each alone with
our own thoughts. I touched her hand again, the fingers
answering to the pressure of mine, her grip almost urgent.
Did she want me to stay? Was that the message she was
trying to convey? And the slight flutter of her nerves. Was
she scared? I hadn’t thought about it until that moment,
my mind so concentrated on my own predicament. Now
I tried to see it from her point of view, alone here, her
husband slipping away on a yacht bound for Malta and the
police suspecting him of complicity in a political murder.

Political? It had to be political. Martinez had no other
interests. He hadn’t been in business, he hadn’t fiddled his
taxes. He hadn’t slept with other men’s wives. No breath
of scandal had ever touched him. But political enemies —
he had those all right, and of course decisions had been
made that did affect the business community. ‘It’ll be all
right,’ I said, holding her hand tight. ‘Once I'm away they’ll
forget all about me and concentrate on other leads. A week
and they’ll know for sure that I had nothing to do with it.
They'll get the date when I took Thunderflash over and
then they will begin to enquire into Evans’s movements.’

Her hand tightened on mine as she slowly nodded her
head. 'But suppose — she hesitated — ‘suppose the police
are in on it? Suppose it’s political and they’re covering up.’

'Then there’d be a single name emerging as the new
alcalde.’

She sat there for a moment, her head still bent and not
saying anything, the almost black hair gleaming in the
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added, ‘I was asleep on the settee just inside the saloon
door when I was woken by the thump of a diesel close
alongside. You reck’n they’ve come in for shelter?’

Ididn’t say anything and we stood there watching as the
chain was stopped with a clunk and they began to lower
the dinghy, the Santa Maria gradually swinging bows-to-
wind so that we lost sight of all that side of the vessel.
Luis started to come up just as the dinghy came out from
under the Santa Maria’s stern and I told him to go back.
'Two of us,’ I said. “They must only see two of us.” Carp
nodded, the night glasses trained on the dinghy, which had
swung towards us, one man in the stern handling the
outboard, the other amidships, his head tucked into his
shoulders as the spray began to fly. ‘Who is it?’ I asked.

‘The gaffer, I reck’n.” He passed me the glasses. 'You
have a look. I only seen the fellow once.’

It was Evans all right. I recognised the strong, column-
like neck, the way it held his head. ‘I'll be in the port hull,
right for’ard in the loo.” And I added, ‘If he wants to know
where I am, as far as you know I’'m at home.’

Carp nodded. ‘I'll see he doesn’t bother you.’ He gave
me that gap-toothed smile. ‘Reminds me of the days when
we used to slip over to Holland and come back into the
Deben, crossing the bar at night and dumping a couple of
bags full of de Kuyper’s Geneva bottles with a float at-
tached like we were laying lobster pots.’

I nodded and ducked below, sending Luis up on deck
while I went to the double bunk I'd been using on the port
side to make certain there was nothing lying around to
indicate I was on board. Soon I caught the sound of the
outboard approaching, then a voice hailing us. The engine
died with a splutter and after a moment I heard the sound
of Evans’s voice — ‘Wrapped around the prop, eh? Which
one?’ Then feet on the steps down into the saloon and a
voice much nearer: ‘Well, it’s fortunate I found you. When
we swapped boats I discovered I was missing a packet
containing a spare aerial and masthead bracket picked up
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coffee?’” And before I could reply, he went on, ‘Had the
nerve to ask me if we’d got any liquor on board. He’d run
out, he said. What he was after, of course, was to start a
drinking session, so as he’d get my tongue loosened up
and mebbe learn something I wouldn’t have told him
otherwise. I said we needed what little we’d got on board
for the voyage over.’ He shook his head, rubbing his hands
over the greying bristles of his chin. ‘Don’t ever change
their spots, do they? Well, wot about you? Shall I brew
some coffee?’

He didn't feel like turning in and nor did I. We'd lost a
precious half hour’s sleep and already it was 01.37. 'Coffee
and a small glass of something warming,’ I said. ‘Then
we’ll get under way.’

‘Didn’t like my reminding him he’d been at Felixstowe
Ferry when he was a kid, did he?’ He grinned as he turned
away towards the galley at the after end of the port hull.
‘It'll be instant, I'm afraid.’ I heard the clink of metal, the
sound of water running, then the plop of the butane burner
igniting. ‘Funny about that hair of his,” he called out.
‘Makes you wonder what goes on in a man’s mind, don’t
t?’

‘How d’you mean?’ I asked.

‘Well, how long’s he had it dyed, that’s what I mean.
Can’t be just to conceal his identity, otherwise he’d’ve
changed his name, wouldn’t he? You see, we didn’t reck’n
they were married — Tim Evans and Red Moira. She was
just a living-in girlfriend on a houseboat, that was our
reck’ning. Partic'ly as she was pretty free with her favours.
Well, not free if you know wot I mean. She charged — when
she felt like it, or when she was short of cash.’

The kettle began whistling, and when he returned with
the coffee, he said, ‘They claimed they was married. Mr
and Mrs Evans.’ He laughed. ‘But if they wasn’t, then that
makes son Patrick a bastard. Reck’n that’s why he dyed
his hair — not wanting to be tarred with his mother’s red
brush?’ He was opening a locker beside the table. ‘Soberano
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or a real genuine malt that Lennie scrounged from one of
the yacht skippers at the Maritimo.’

He pulled out the bottle and poured two stubby glasses
full of the golden liquor. It was Macallan twelve-year-old,
a mellow dream after the sweeter, more fiery taste of
Spanish brandy. ‘Little better than a whore,” he went on.
‘And a tongue on her that could lash an East Coast barge
skipper into silence. An’ she used it, too, whenever she
was drunk, which was pretty often. No wonder the poor
devil committed suicide. To be shacked up with a whore
who's been sleeping around with other men is one thing,
but a red-headed Irish bitch with a tongue as coarse as a
barge-load of grit...” He shrugged. ‘Ah well, he’s dead
now, so who cares?’

Knowing the area, even the little mud creek back of the
Ferryboat Inn with the dyke-top path running north to join
the Deben riverbank, remembering the old houseboats I
had seen there that cold, bleak spring day, their slimy
bottoms sunk deep in the tide-exposed mud, I could picture
what it must have been like for a boy to grow up in a
home and a family atmosphere like that. And the father
committing suicide. ‘How did he do it?’ I asked.

‘Drowned ’isself,” Carp answered. ‘Wot else? It's easy
enough to do at the Ferry with the shingle beach dropping
almost sheer and a sluicing ebb tide that runs over five
knots at springs. He was missing two days before anybody
took Moira’s whimpers seriously. He’d done it before,
gone off on ‘is own without her knowing where. Very
unpredictable man. Once he slept out at Minsmere in the
woods there two whole days. Bird-watching at the Reserve
there is wot he said, but we all reck’ned it was because
he’d ‘ad enough of it. They found ’is body out by the
Haven buoy . .. That’s right, the same buoy that young
lieutenant was found clinging to. It was a yacht outward
bound for Dutchland wot found ‘im. Helluva way to start
a cruise, fishing a body out of the water that’s been dead
— well, it must have been close on a week by then.’

IS5









on that, for almost immediately we opened up the gap
between the promontory of Macar Real and Illa Gran,
the starb’d hull beginning to lift as the wind, funnelling
through the gap, hit us. I had my work cut out then to
keep her on course for the entrance.

A few minutes more and we were out into the open, the
sea short and very steep with a lot of white water. I was
steering 040°, the speed risen to almost eighteen knots,
and every wave that broke sent the spray flying, droplets
of water that were hard as shotgun pellets driven against
my face by an apparent windspeed that must have been
well over forty knots. I called to Carp to get his oilskins
on and take the helm while I went below to get a fix on
the Favaritx light.

It took us only twenty minutes or so to run our distance
off Menorca, the bows smashing through the waves, spray
bursting almost as high as the radar scanner at the cross-
trees and the twin hulls slamming their way through the
water at a speed that made it seem hard as concrete, the
shocks of impact jarring every bone in our bodies. At 02.27
we went about on to the port tack, setting course for Malta,
and with the wind tending to back in the gusts, the motion
was easier, though we were still close-hauled. We changed
down to the number two jib, took a couple of rolls in the
main and went into two-hour watches.

From my bunk I had periodic glimpses of the moon
through the perspex hatch and when dawn broke I went
up into the saloon on the chance of getting a last sight
of Menorca and so fix our position. But there was no
sign of any land, the catamaran now on a broad reach,
driving fast and comfortably across a wilderness of broken
water.

It was a long day merging into night, intermittent sun
and cloud. I was able to get a noon fix that was close to
the sat-nav position and showed we had been clocking up
an average of nine and a half miles per hour over the
ground during the ten hours we had been at sea. The
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movement was very different to anything I had known
before. A monohull does not bash into the seas, it accom-
modates itself to the rise and swoop of the waves. A
multihull is much more uncompromising, and with no
let-up in the wind, we were all of us very tired by the time
night fell, the sun going down in a ball of fire and an
odd-looking rainbow curling across a black rain cloud to
the south.

We had two days of force five to seven from between
NNE and NNW and there were times when I thought for
a moment she was going to start flying a hull. On the third
day, the wind backed into the west so that we were able
to shake out our reefs and for almost four and a half hours
we had a spinnaker run. After that the wind fell light and
we started to motor. From white, breaking waves the sea
smoothed out till it took on an oily, almost viscous surface,
only the low swell from the north to remind us of the hard
weather that had been pushing us south-eastward down
the Med at such a spanking speed. A pod of dolphins joined
us and we spent over two hours watching them as they
cavorted round the bows. Carp tried to take a picture of
their underwater shapes, lying flat on the safety net that
stretched between the twin hulls at the bows. He came
back aft soaking wet, one of the dolphins having slapped
its tail on the surface and showered him with spray. ‘I
swear he did it o’purpose, because he rolled over on his
side and looked me straight in the face, an’ he was grinning!
Not sure ‘e didn’t wink ’is eye at me. Talk about a sense
of fun.. .’

As suddenly as they had arrived, the dolphins disap-
peared. The sun was shining out of a blue sky as they left
us, the spray thrown up by their speed and the arching
curve of their sleek bodies glittered silver in the bright
light. A noon sight put us within fifty miles of Sicily and
by evening we could see the mountains standing pale in
the sunset, wisps of cloud clinging to their tops.

It had been a lazy day, hot and slecpy-making, a welcome
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contrast. I had spent part of it trying to explain to Carp
how to calculate his position from sights taken with the
sextant. He was a good inshore pilot, but he had never had
occasion to learn navigation, had never handled a sextant
before. We had sat-nav and Decca on board, everything as
automatic as could be, which is fine so long as your
batteries hold out and no electrical faults develop in the
hardware. The joy of a sextant is that there’s virtually
nothing to go wrong, unless you're fool enough to drop the
thing overboard or forget to bring your azimuth tables with
you.

That day I also began to think about our landfall. If we
went straight into Grand Harbour, then it was unlikely I'd
get ashore without being observed. The alternative, which
was to slip into one of the smaller bolt holes like Marsax-
lokk in the south of the island, or even drop off at the
smaller island of Gozo, involved a risk that Carp could be
in real trouble with the authorities if I were picked up by
the police for having no papers and entering Malta illegally.
In any case, when it came to leaving the island, I would
have to do it secretly.

I didn’t discuss the matter with Carp. It was something
I had to make up my own mind about and in the end I
decided to brazen it out and tell the authorities I had
inadvertently lost my passport overboard, a very easy thing
to do at night if one was stupid enough to leave it in one’s
anorak.

By late afternoon a heat haze was developing and we
took in the clothes and bedding we had hung out to air.
At six Luis relieved Carp at the helm and for the first time
in three days the two of us were able to relax over an
evening drink before putting the stew back on the stove.
Two questions had clarified in my mind during the night
watches, both concerning Gareth Lloyd Jones. First and
foremost was the exact relationship between him and
Evans, but all Carp said was, ‘If he’s bringing his ship into
Mahon, then you’ll be able to ask ‘im yourself.’
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The RN ship was a frigate; we could see her quite clearly
now, but not her name, only the number on her side
prefixed F. She was berthed alongside a quay on the Senglea
shore of French Creek at about the spot where the Turks
had tried so desperately to tear down the improvised pali-
sade the Knights had erected to protect their southern
flank. Maltese swimmers, armed with knives and short
swords, had driven them off, and then on July 15, in the
full heat of summer, Mustapha Pasha had launched what
was intended as a final crushing blow against the Knights
of St John. I remember the date because it was the day Soo
and I had been married. The Janissaries, the Spahis, the
Iayalars, the Levies were all thrown in, the galleys as well
that had been dragged overland from Marsamxett. Three
thousand fanatical Muslims died that day.

How much had changed! Yet over the long gap of four
- centuries, the forts, ramparts and ravelins of the Knights
still stood massive in the sunshine — Senglea and St
Michael, Birgu and St Angelo, and Fort St Elmo away to
my left on the Valetta side of Grand Harbour. I had been
reading up on the Great Siege when I first met Soo and it
was she who had taken me to all sorts of places I would
otherwise have missed. It was, in fact, the Great Siege that
had brought us together, the beginning of our love, and
seeing it again all bright on that cloudless morning brought
a lump to my throat.

A sudden flurry of activity on the deck of the frigate
brought my mind back from the past. The gangway staff
had been alerted by the approach of a launch speeding
across from Valetta. I watched as it came alongside the
accommodation ladder, sailors with boathooks fore and
aft and a naval officer stepping out and climbing quickly
to the deck above. There was a twitter of bo’s'n’s pipes and
I wondered if it was the Captain returning from a courtesy
visit. Was it Lloyd Jones? Would he know about the Great
Siege? Would that spark I had seen explode between them
compensate for all the things Soo and I had shared? And
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then, more practically, I was looking at the frigate’s super-
structure, the tangle of radio and radar equipment. There,
if the worst came to the worst, was the means of communi-
cating with the outside world, if he would play.

That thought stayed in my mind all day. I needed to
know what was happening back in Mahon, what my posi-
tion was. I had been so convinced I would be in the clear
by the time we reached Malta, and Evans? . . . surely they
would have searched the villa by now? Lying in the broad
double bunk in the port hull my mind went over and over
the stupidity of it all. To fall into such a heavily baited
trap — me, with all the experience I had of sailing close to
the wind — Christ! It was unbelievable.

And then, when I finally got off to sleep, there was the
jar of a launch alongside, Maltese voices and the thump of
feet on deck. It was the customs back again, this time with
orders to search the boat, which they did from end to end,
peering into all the bilges, prodding cushions and bedding
and searching every locker, the engine compartments, too.
Periodically I asked them what they were looking for, but
each time the senior officer replied, ‘A routine search.
Nothing more. Just routine.’

They were on board the better part of two hours. When
they left I was advised once again not to go ashore. ‘And
don’t send any bags, laundry, anything like that ashore.
You wait here until you are cleared, okay?’

Nothing is more demoralising than being confined on
board a sailing boat in port and at anchor, nothing to do
but wait, and so many things I could have been doing
ashore. Carp retired philosophically to his bunk, but
though I followed his example, I couldn’t sleep. After
lunch I got the inflatable into the water and the outboard
fixed to its bracket in readiness. If I had been on my own
I think I would have risked it, but I had Carp to consider
and so I sat therc in the helmsman’s chair watching the
world go by, the sun hot on my bare shoulders, a drink in
my hand and the sounds of Malta at work all about me.
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to the desk, and under the pretext of looking at some
papers, turned the picture face down.

Briefly I explained what had happened, finally asking
him whether there was any way he could find out what
the attitude of the authorities in Menorca was to me now.
"Have you anyone there you can contact by radio?’

He hesitated. ‘Yes, but . . .” He got to his feet and went
back to the desk, lifted the mike off its rest and press-
buttoned a number. ‘Captain. Is the Yeoman of Signals
there? Ask him to have a word with me.’ He put the mike
back on its rest. ‘Funny ship, this,” he said. ‘It’s an antique
really, but after being mothballed for several years and
threatened with the knacker’s yard twice, their lordships
suddenly hauled it back into service, gave it a quick face-
lift, and then fitted it out with the latest in communi-
cations systems so that to that extent we must be the envy
of the Fleet. We also have sonar equipment that’s on its
last legs and an Ops Room that belongs to the Ark and is
on the blink . . .” There was a tap at the door and he said,
‘Come in, Yeo.” He turned to his desk, reached for a
message pad and began to write as a thin man with a dark
pointed beard pushed aside the curtain. When he had
finished, he said, ‘Have that sent and make it immediate.
And they’re to stand by for a reply. This is Mr Steele,
incidentally. Petty Officer Gordon, my Yeoman of Signals.’

The beard and I smiled at each other, and as he left
Gareth said, ‘It may be a little time before we get a reply
to that. Meanwhile, perhaps you’d join me for my evening
meal.” And when I demurred, he said, ‘No, of course not —
no trouble at all. I'll be glad of your company anyway.
Occasionally I mess in the wardroom, and I have messed
with the Senior Rates once, but mostly I feed alone. It’s
the custom, you know. So as I say, I'll be glad of your
company.’ He called to the steward to bring us another
drink. ‘I never drink at sea, of course ' He spoke as though
he had been in command for years — ‘but now that we're
tied up alongside . . .” He gave a little shrug, as though the
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fact of being tied up to a quay absolved him of some of the
responsibility of command.

But as time passed I began to realise that his position
weighed heavily on him, more heavily than it should, even
for a man newly appointed to the command of a ship. It
was as though he had something on his mind, and the only
clue he gave as to what it might be was when he suddenly
said, apropos of nothing, “You know, it’s a strange thing,
here I am flying the White Ensign, but tucked away against
this filthy little quay, as though the Maltese didn’t want
to recognise the flag that’s flown here for so many years.
I'm out on a limb. Nobody wants to know us. Officially,
that is. We're sort of pariahs. I've been here four days and
not a day has passed but the authorities have dropped hints
it’s time we left. We have in fact flashed up the boilers so
that we are ready to sail at short notice if we have to.’

He paused then, but two gins had loosened his tongue
and he went on, talking fast: ‘They don’t want to make a
thing of it, tell us outright to go, but they’ve made it very
clear they don’t want us here. You see, wherever we are,
in this ship — any RN ship — we’re a bit of the UK. That'’s
what the Union flag is telling them, and they don’t like it
— not now, not any more. Politically, here in Grand Har-
bour, we stick out like a sore thumb.” And he added with
a wry smile, ‘Our visit isn’t a bit like it was for the last
frigate that showed the flag here.’

‘That was the first courtesy visit in seven years if I
remember rightly,’ I said.

‘Well, not quite. The Brazen was the first ship to visit
Malta after the British Forces finally left the island in
1979. She had the C-in-C Fleet embarked. Prince Charles
came later with ninety thousand Maltese cheering and
waving flags.” He made a face, shrugging his shoulders.
'That’s what the papers said anyway. And look at us,
tucked away in a corner where nobody can see us, and that
bloody great Russian cruiser lording it in the centre of the
harbour. That’s why I had the lights rigged.’
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key people, they’re volunteers, but there’s others, fifty or
sixty at least, who’ve been quietly wished on me by other
ships’ captains as though word had been put around that
Medusa was a sort of personnel dustbin and I was a sucker
on whom they could foist all the yobbos and troublemakers
they wanted to be rid of. Oh, well ...’ Again the wry
smile, the slight shrug. ‘Let’s have some food. I'm hungry.
You must be, too, listening to me.’

He called for the steward, and over the avocado and
shrimp cocktail we talked of Libya and the PLO, Beirut
and the effect of the Gulf War. A daily signal from Fleet
Headquarters at Northwood near London plus the World
News of the BBC kept him very well informed. He needed
to be, I thought, tied up here like a sitting duck in a little
independent country that was set in the very centre of the
Mediterranean like a stepping stone to the most volatile
and unreliable country in Africa. And even as I was think-
ing about that, full of curiosity and wondering whether I
could ask him about his plans, what orders he had received,
and if he was headed for Menorca next, he was called on
the intercom loudspeaker. It was the Officer of the Day
reporting a little crowd beginning to gather on the quay.

I got to my feet then and looked out of the nearest port-
hole. It was almost dark on the concrete apron, only one small
light still showing at the corner of the storage shed
opposite. A dozen or so figures stood silent against the
corrugated metal sheeting of the shed. It was like a
stage set with others drifting in from the wings in ones
and twos.

’Have you informed the First Lieutenant? They could be
dockers waiting to unload. Is there a ship coming in?’

‘Not that I can see, sir, and the First Lieutenant’s trying
to contact the port authorities to see if they can tell him
what it’s all about.’

‘All right, tell him to report anything he finds out. And
keep an eye on them. Let me know if their numbers
noticeably increase.” He switched off, had a quick look
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‘Who’s he taking with him?’

“'Fraid I don’t know, sir.’

‘Hastings.’ It was the First Lieutenant. He had just come
on to the bridge. I recognised the rather high voice.

‘Good choice.’ Gareth Lloyd Jones nodded and turned to
me with a quick smile. ‘He’s our PT instructor. Keeps us
on our toes and the flab under control. That’s the theory
of it, anyway.’

He went out through the bridge wing door on the port
side and I followed him. From the head of the ladder
we watched as the officer who had met me on arrival
went quickly down the gangway, followed by a broad-
shouldered, powerful-looking seaman. As they reached the
quay there was movement among the shadows, voices
sounding in the night, Maltese voices plainly audible
above the continuous thrum of the ship. Suddenly a soli-
tary voice was raised above the rest and the movement
became purposeful, the shadowy figures coalescing into
two groups and moving to block the way round the end of
the storage shed.

‘Have the ten-inch signal lamp manned and put out a
call for the photographer.’

‘Aye, aye, sir.” But before the petty officer could move
Mault had reached for the bridge phone. He had been
followed now by several other officers. ‘I've closed the
duty watch up, sir,” one of them reported.

‘Good.” The acknowledgement was barely audible and
Gareth didn’t turn his head, his hands gripped on the rail,
his body leaning intently forward as he watched the two
figures advancing in step and without hesitation towards
the group that now stood in a huddle blocking the exit at
the eastern end of the shed. For a moment everything
seemed to go quiet, the Maltese all standing very still, so
that the only movement was the two uniformed figures
advancing across the quay. I thought I could hear the sound
of their marching feet, and then they had reached the group
blocking the exit and were forced to stop. The young
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lieutenant might have made it. He was standing there,
talking to them quietly, but whatever it was he was saying
could not be heard by the group at the other end of the
shed. They were starting to move, a little uncertainly, but
their intention was clear. They were headed for the foot
of the gangway to cut the two Navy men off.

‘Shall I recall them?’ It was the First Lieutenant and he
had a microphone for the upper-deck broadcast system
ready in his hand.

Lloyd Jones’s hesitation was only fractional, but then
one of the Maltese shouted something and in the instant
the whole quay was in an uproar, the figures moving
like a shadowy tide to engulf the dark blue uniforms.
‘Lieutenant Kent to report back to the ship.” Mault’s
metallic, magnified voice seemed to fill the night. ‘Both

of you at the double.’

"~ Lloyd Jones suddenly came to life, seizing the micro-
phone from the First Lieutenant’s hand, his voice booming
out of it as he countermanded the order for the men to
double and called for the signal lamp to be switched on to
the quay. Instantly the whole concrete apron was flooded
in a harsh light, the figures no longer shadowy, but leaping
into focus, a sea of faces. They checked, and while they
were held there, like a crowd scene under the glare of a
film-set spotlight, Kent and the burly PO marched smartly
back to the gangway. ‘Where’s the photographer?’ Lloyd
Jones’s voice was crisp.

‘Here, sir.” A man in a crumpled sweater with his equip-
ment slung round his neck stepped out on to the wing of
the bridge.

'I want pictures. Clear enough to identify individuals.’
He raised the mike to his lips again. ‘This is the Captain
speaking. I don’t know why you have gathered on the quay
in front of my ship, but I would ask you all to disperse
now and allow my officer to proceed. I should add that my
photographer is now taking pictures so that if he is im-
peded going about his duty each of you will be identifiable
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men on the searchlight to be ready. The quay was almost
empty.

‘You think they’ll be back, sir?’

‘’Fraid so. This has been planned. It was planned before
ever they allocated us a berth alongside this bloody quay.’
He spoke quietly, more to himself than to his First Lieuten-
ant. ‘And have a full Damage Control Party closed up, fire
hoses ready to be run out and full pressure on the pumps
when we need it.’

‘Internal Security platoon, sir?’

Gareth hesitated.

‘A show of strength, as you said,’ Mault added. ‘It might
do the trick.’

Gareth didn’t answer, staring down at the quay. Already
the crowd was drifting back, a group of them gathering
round the motor cyclist. He was a barrel-chested, tough-
looking man, his face almost square with a thick nose, and
he had black curly hair that covered his head like a helmet.
‘All right, have the arms issued. Say twenty men under
the command of that Marine sergeant.’

‘Simmonds?’

‘Yes. Perhaps it’s for this sort of thing he was posted to
the ship.” Gareth’s face creased in a grin. ‘I did wonder.’
And he added, ‘But keep them out of sight. A parade of
arms is the last thing we want.” And then, half to himself,
he said, ‘About time I sent a signal to CINCFLEET telling
them what’s going on.” He went back into the bridge to
telephone, and after that it was a long wait. Finally we
returned to his day cabin. ‘No good my hanging around
the bridge, looking anxious. They’d begin to get the
jitters.’

‘What about you?’ I asked.

He laughed. ‘Oh, I've got the jitters, of course I have.’
His steward appeared and he ordercd some more coffee.
‘Care for a brandy with it Or would you prefer Armagnac?
The wardroom shipped some Armagnac at Gib, really first-
rate stuff.” But he wasn’t drinking now so I thanked him
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and said I was all right. We drank our coffee in silence,
listening to the reports that began to come in over the
loudspeakers: damage control first, then MEO confirm-
ing there would be full pressure on the hydrants, WEO to
say the searchlight was manned. Finally the First Lieuten-
ant’s voice announcing that the IS platoon was at readiness
and fully armed. ‘God! I hope we don’t have to resort to
that.’

‘You think it might come te that?’ I asked him.

He shrugged and went to the window, standing there,
looking out, his coffee gripped in his hand. ‘That bunch
isn’t gathered out there for nothing.” There was a knock
on the bulkhead by the curtained doorway and the
Yeoman of Signals poked his bearded face in. ‘Signal from
CINCFLEET passing a telex from Menorca, sir.’

Gareth took it, read it through, then handed it on to me.
‘Sorry about that. It looks as though you're still suspect.’

The telex was short and to the point: Ref your query
Michael Steele, his sudden departure confirmed authori-
ties in their suspicions. Legal proceedings now being
initiated for extradition Malta. For your information
weapon used by Barriago still not found. There was no
signature, and when I asked him who had sent it, he shook
his head. ‘Everything on this ship that’s connected with
Communications 1is classified. But as far as I know the
source is absolutely reliable.” He held out his hand for the
signal. ‘Too bad. I wish I could have provided you with
better news.’

I thanked him and got to my feet. ‘I'd best be going,’ I
said.

He shook his head. ‘Not now.’ He glanced at the clock
on the bulkhead above the desk. ‘Five minutes to get them
off the company’s premises, ten more for them to reach
the quay here.’ He finished his coffee and reached for his
cap. ‘Time to go up to the bridge. Coming?’

I followed him into the passage and up the ladder to the
bridge. The scene had changed very little, except that the
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crowd seemed to have grown larger. We went out on to
the wing. A big searchlight was mounted now and manned,
and the damage control people were lowering hoses on to
the quay. No sign of the boarding party, but a Marine
sergeant was standing by the davits on the deck below.
Gareth called him up to the bridge wing. ‘I'll give you the
order, Sergeant, when I want your men paraded on the
quay. Once there you’ll have to act as the situation de-
mands. Your job is to see that all the ship’s personnel get
back on board unhurt. But just remember this, any action
you take will have political repercussions and will ulti-
mately be exposed to the full glare of publicity.’

The sergeant stared at him impassively. ‘Aye, aye, sir.’

Silence then, just the thrumming of the ship’s
machinery, a slight trembling of the deck plates under-
foot, and men everywhere around the deck waiting and
- watching, while down on the quay the excited, nervous
babble of Maltese voices came up to us as an audible
complement to the constantly shifting pattern of the wait-
ing crowd. I could see the motor cyclist in his black leather
talking and gesticulating to the little group gathered round
him, and there were othcrs, shadowy figures, among the
various groups.

The Marine sergeant was back with his men on the deck
below and Gareth was glancing at his watch for the third
or fourth time. The brass nozzle of a fire hose hit the ship’s
side with a clang, then a sudden shout and a flurry of
movement on the quay, the crowd pouring through the
gap between the east wall of the shed and the neighbouring
building. A horn blared, shouts and yells, and a small red
car appeared in the gap, almost totally submerged in a
flood of people. The noise increased, the sound of fists
pounding on roof and bonnet, the horn now blaring con-
tinuously.

Gareth raised the megaphone. ‘Searchlight.” The white
glare of it was so brilliant and so sudden that all movement
ceased abruptly. For an instant there was silence. Then the
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car’s engine revved, nosing into the crowd, spearheading a
path for the men following in its wake.

There was a shout, one word, not a Maltese word, but
French — Attaquez, and on the instant the scene changed,
a rush of movement, the car was picked up bodily from
one side, the engine screaming as it was pitched on to its
side and the wheels came free of the ground. Screams and
shouts, and the two fire hoses, run out now across half
the width of the quay, bulged, their nozzles hissing like
snakes, water bursting out in a broad arc. But the car and
the crowd were too far away. The jets of water barely
reached them. I heard Mault’s voice, but before he had
even given the order, the Marine sergeant and his men, all
in uniform and with bayonets fixed to their self-loading
rifles, came thundering down the gangway.

If they had moved in before the shore party had reached
the quay, if they had broken up the crowd, grabbed the
ringleaders and the other agitators . . . But that would have
meant taking the initiative with the Navy blamed for
everything that followed. As it was, the men forming up
in a compact body at the foot of the gangway and then
advancing might still have been sufficient intimidation to
get the sailors back on board. Instead, the sergeant ordered
them to charge, and that was just the catalyst needed to
turn an ugly little incident into a political bombshell.

The crowd round the car were already opening out. In a
moment they would have run. But then it happened, a
spurt of flame, the sound of a shot, and Lieutenant Kent,
climbing out of the car, all of his torso reared up in the
open window on the driver’s side, threw up his hands and
began to scream. And as he lost consciousness, his body
sagging to lie crumpled across the side of the vehicle, I
saw the man who had fired the shot drop his pistol, turn
and slide away to the rear of the crowd.

I saw him, but I don’t think the others did, for their
attention had switched to the armed party. They had
suddenly stopped, the sergeant’s voice ringing out as he
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the chart against the fix he had taken as the anchor was
let go. Behind him, the bridge began to empty. ‘Care to
join me for a drink in the wardroom, sir?’

I hesitated, then nodded. Lloyd Jones would be as
anxious to get rid of me as I was to go, so no point in
making a nuisance of myself. Besides, I was interested to
know what his officers thought of it all.

The wardroom was two decks down on the starb’d side.
Half a dozen officers were already there and all of them
silent, listening for Big Ben on the loudspeaker set high in
the corner. It came just as Peter Craig handed me the
horse’s neck I had asked for, the solemn tones of the hour
striking, then the announcer’s voice giving the headlines.
It was the third item and followed bomb blasts in Belfast
and Lyons — ‘A frigate of the Royal Navy on a courtesy
visit to Malta was involved this evening in an incident in
which a shore party had to be given protection. Shots were
fired and one officer was injured.” That was all.

‘Playing it down,’ Craig said, sucking eagerly at his drink
and turning to look around him. ‘Where’s young Robbie?
Hey, Robinson — tell yer dad he’ll have to do better than
that. The people at home should know what really hap-
pened.’ His words about summed up the view of the others.
A put-up job, that was their verdict, and then Mault came
in. ‘Mr Steele. The Captain would like a word with you.
He’s in his cabin.’

I nodded, finishing my drink, but waiting for the news
broadcaster to come to the end of the Lyons outrage and
move on to the Malta incident. It was padded out, of
course, nothing new, and nothing to upset the Maltese, no
indication that it was they who had fired the first shot,
or that the ship had been deliberately moored alongside
Hamilton Wharf so that an anti-British mob could move
in from the nearby Malta Dry Docks and threaten the lives
of British sailors returning from a wine party that had
almost certainly been organised solely for the purpose of
luring them ashore.
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head. ‘Sorry.” He held up the sheet of paper. ‘Orders. No
contact with the shore and put to sea immediately. Resist
any attempt to prevent departure. Ministry of Defence.
Whitehall’s orders.” He put his hand to his head, leaning
forward. ‘Downing Street by the sound of it. Christ!” And
then he suddenly seemed to get a grip of himself. He
smiled. ‘Glad to have you aboard. My God I am!’" The
steward brought him his coffee and he gulped it down,
then reached for his cap and jumped to his feet. ‘Make
yourself at home. I'm afraid you’ll have to put up with us
for some time now.” He stopped in the doorway, his face
grim as he said very quietly, so that only I could hear him,
‘Medusa is to leave now - immediately.” He hesitated,
then added, ‘It’s Menorca. Port Mahon. I'm sorry, but those
are my orders.” He turned then, putting his hat on and
dropping the curtain behind him. There were feet pound-
ing the deck, the throb of engines again and a clanking
for’ard, the chain coming in.

I went up to the bridge. Everyone was back at their
stations and the officer on the fo’c’s’le reporting the anchor
up and down, the shorelights beginning to move as the
ship got under way. The harbour and police launches were
maintaining station on the port side and one of their
officers shouting through a loudhailer, his amplified voice
clearly audible and nobody paying attention, the beat of the
engines increasing, the ship gathering speed. Port Mahon!
Why Mahon? Why was Medusa ordered to Menorca
immediately? Regardless of the Maltese.

‘Vessel putting out from Kalkara, sir. Looks like a patrol
boat.’

It was Mault who acknowledged thc lookout’s
report, the Captain merely raising his glasses to look at
it.

'They're signalling, sir. An order to stop.’

Gareth nodded. ‘Maximum revs as soon as you're clear
of that ferry.’

I had tucked myself as inconspicuously as possible
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against the rear bulkhead, between the chart table and
the echo-sounder, which was clicking away over my left
shoulder. I saw the ferry emerge virtually from under our
bows as we sliced into its wake, the rising hum of the
engines almost swamped by the surge of the bow wave as
Gareth pulled open the port-side door to look back at the
launches.

‘That’s not a patrol boat.” Mault’s voice sounded high
and a little tense. ‘It’s that big customs launch.” He strode
across the bridge to Gareth. ‘What happens if they open
fire?’

'They won’t.” Gareth’s voice was firm and absolutely
calm. A

‘You mean they won’t dare. Then what about that
cruiser?’

Gareth spun round. ‘Our orders are specific. Leave Malta
immediately. Are you seriously suggesting the Russians
would risk an international incident of such magnitude?
To open fire on a British warship in a friendly harbour
would amount to something very close to a declaration of
war —against us, against Nato.’ He had spoken with sudden
heat, an outburst almost. It indicated the pressure he was
now under, the nervous strain. I also realised that his
words were spoken for the benefit of everybody on the
bridge, and thus for the ship as a whole.

He turned to the open doorway again, his back and the
raising of his glasses indicating that the subject was closed.
Nobody spoke after that, except for essential orders and
reports, the hum of machinery, the sound of water, the
shuddering and clattering of loose items, everything build-
ing to a crescendo as the two double reduction geared
turbines piled on full power and the ship’s twin props
reached maximum revs. We were out past Gallows Point,
the end of the breakwater approaching fast and the light
at the end of it swinging across us so that every five
seconds we were caught in its beam. Nobody fired at us,
nobody followed as we pounded past it and out to sea,
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where we turned to port and set course to clear Gozo and
leave the volcanic island of Pantelleria to port.

Craig pulled out Chart 165, and looking over his
shoulder as he pencilled in our final course past the
southemn tip of Sardinia, [ saw on the extreme left of it the
eastern half of Menorca. Six hundred miles, say thirty to
thirty-four hours at full speed. Why the hurry? And what
would my position be when we got there? Customs, health
and immigration would come on board in the usual way
when we arrived and it was very unlikely Gareth would
attempt to conceal my presence.

‘If you care to come with me, sir, I'll show you to your
cabin.’ It was Petty Officer Jarvis and he had a bag in his
hand. ‘I've looked out some clothes of the Captain’s —
shirt, sweater, pyjamas, socks, that sort of thing. He
thought they’d fit all right, you being about his size.’

The cabin was two decks down, just aft of the room
housing the gyro compass machinery. It had two berths,
both unoccupied, and when I finally turned in, lying there,
conscious of the movement of the ship and unable to sleep,
I couldn’t help thinking how odd it was to be wearing the
pyjamas of a man who would probably cuckold me within
the week, may indeed have already done so. But that hardly
seemed so important now as I stared into the darkness,
my mind going over and over the events of the day. I
thought of Wade, that telephone conversation, the trouble
he had taken to trace my background, that bastard Evans
trying to implicate me, and now this ship, sent to Malta,
then, just after a nasty little shooting incident, sent off on
a wild dash to Mahon. Why? And we had actually left
Grand Harbour at action stations with gun crews closed
up. Turning it over in my mind it seemed so incredible
that at length I couldn’t think of anything else.
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where he had been handed a note of protest to the British
Government for the ‘high-handed, irresponsible and inter-
nationally outrageous behaviour of one of HM ships in
opening fire on innocent people when on a courtesy visit'.
Almost simultaneously the Maltese High Commissioner
in London had been called to the Foreign Office. The
Opposition spokesman on foreign affairs had put down a
question for the Prime Minister to answer at Question
Time in the House that afternoon and there was even
some talk of an emergency cabinet meeting later in the
day.

The repercussions of all this bore heavily on Gareth,
who spent most of the day at his desk replying to the
stream of signals that came in, one of them from 10
Downing Street itself demanding an immediate personal
report of the affair direct to the Prime Minister’s Office.

And on top of this, in the late afternoon, there was a
sudden flurry on the bridge, messages flying around the
ship and the Captain himself finally being called. We were
then approaching Cape Spartivento at the southern end
of Sardinia with the wind increasing from the north-east,
the surface of the sea flecked with whitecaps and the
sky so overcast it looked as though night was about to
fall.

It was the Communications Officer who first alerted
the officer of the watch. He was a flamboyant, cocky
lieutenant with a round, smiling face. His name was
Woburn, so everybody referred to him as The Smiler. But
he wasn’t smiling when he appeared on the bridge in the
late afternoon, his face set as he and the Pilot searched the
murk through the bridge glasses. We were on collision
course apparently with a section of the Sixth Fleet, which
had left the Bay of Naples the previous day and was now
spread out over quite a large area of sea.

Night had fallen before we sighted the aircraft carrier.
It came up over the horizon like the gas flare of an oil rig,
so bright and red was the masthead light, and then, as we
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been making notes, hs face, his whole body set rigid, and a
cigarette smouldering in a scallop-shell ashtray. He looked
up, his eyes blank.

‘What is it?’ T asked. And when he didn’t reply, I said,
‘You asked me down for a drink.’

‘Oh yes.’ His eyes blinked quickly and he seemed to pull
himself together, jumping to his feet and waving me to a
seat at the low table. He picked up the bottle standing
there. ‘Real cognac, or would you prefer brandy and ginger
ale?’ I opted for the cognac, and as he poured it the neck
of the bottle rattled against the rim of the glass. That, and
the awkward silence as he helped himself to a Coke and
sat down opposite me, was an indication of how tensed-up
he was.

‘You’re thinking about tomorrow,’ I said.

He nodded, stubbing out the remains of his cigarette,
lighting another, then leaning back, drawing the smoke
into his lungs as though he were at high altitude sucking
in oxygen. In the silence that followed I was conscious of
the engines, the far-off sound of the bow wave surging
along the frigate’s side, the rattle of crockery in the stew-
ard’s pantry.

' was wondering . ..’ But it’s not easy to ask a favour
of a man who’s in love with your wife. “‘Why don’t you
drop me off on one of the islands as you go into Mahon?’
I asked him finally, very conscious of the hesitancy in my
voice. He was the Captain of a Royal Navy ship on an
official visit and my suggestion was tantamount to smug-
gling a wanted man back into Spain. And when he didn’t
say anything, I made the point that I hadn’t asked to stay
on his ship. ‘You virtually kidnapped me.’ And I added,
‘Drop me off. Forget I was ever on board.’

‘Yes, I've thought of that.” He nodded. ‘But there’s over
two hundred men on this ship and most of them know
you're here.” He got up, pacing back and forth behind me
so nervously that I began to think it must be a more
personal matter he wanted to discuss. He and Soo had

205 -



probably been corresponding while he was in Malta, or
before he had left Gibraltar. They might even have made
up their minds already. But then he said, ‘How well do
you know Pat?’

‘Evans?’ I swung round in my chair.

‘Yes.” He had stopped pacing. ‘What do you know about
him?’

‘Not very much.’ I paused. ‘No more really than Carp
has told me.’

He leaned down, staring at me. ‘Tell me something.’
His dark eyes fixed themselves on my face. “‘The murder
weapon — a rifle was it?’

‘An AK-47,’1told him. ‘The sniper version with folding
butt.’

’‘So you've seen it?’

I didn’t say anything. It had been such an easy trap and
I had fallen for it.

‘Where did you see it? Did that man Barriago give it to
you?’ He didn’t wait for an answer. ‘Was Pat involved?’

‘Yes,” I said. ‘I'm pretty certain he was and [ was trying
to tell you when you shut me up. I don’t know whether
he acquired the weapon for Barriago, but he certainly
disposed of it.” He listened to me then as I told him what
had happened, how I'd found the gun tucked away at the
stern end of the starb’d engine compartment under the prop
shaft, how I'd taken it up to the villa and concealed it
under the floorboards in the kitchen.

‘And now they’ve found it.’

‘Apparently.’

Silence then and the sound of a door slamming, both of
us thinking about that message from Menorca. Suddenly
he laughed. ‘So you paid him back in his own coin, and
now he’s fixed you again.’ His laughter was without mirth.
‘Par for the course,” he muttered. ‘And now?’ He stared at
me as though expecting an answer, then shrugged and sat
down opposite me. ‘I gather that fellow Carpenter has told
you about my being sent to live with Moira Evans at
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bank. But there’s still a few stretches of water left. When
I was about fourteen and living for a time at the Ferry, Pat
and I used to bird-watch there. It was a great place for
nesting swans, some of the rarer water birds, too.” And he
added, ‘It was only later I discovered Pat’s real interest —
he liked to smash the eggs with steel balls fired from a
catapult, or try and put out a swan'’s eye with it.’

‘Charming!’ I murmured, but he picked me up on that.

‘It wasn’t viciousness, you understand. It was a question
of marksmanship. Later he acquired an airgun. It was
the challenge, you understand. He didn’t think about the
cruelty of it. He hasn’t that sort of imagination.” He shook
his head, staring vacantly at his empty glass, his mind
back in the past. ‘Perhaps he doesn’t have any imagination
at all. I'm not sure.’

‘What happened?’ I asked. 'You were going to tell me
what happened there.’

‘Oh yes.” He nodded. ‘Over four years ago now. [ was on
leave, the first since my wife and I split up. I thought it
would be fun to go back to Suffolk, stay at the Ferry,
particularly as it was November, a good time for bird-
watching.’ He leaned back, his eyes half-closed again. ‘'The
second night I was there, after the evening meal, I took
some chocolate biscuits and a Thermos of coffee and rum
and walked along the Deben bank to the King’s Fleet. Half
a mile or so in from the river there’s a series of little
Broads-type lakes. The farmer had parked a trailer there
part-loaded with bags of fertiliser. It made an ideal hide
and I hadn’t been propped up there, my back against the
bags, more than half an hour before I heard the beat of
wings. They passed almost directly over my head, five
dark shapes against the Milky Way, the beat fading, then
strengthening again as the birds circled. Suddenly I had
them in the glasses, coming in low, the wet glimmer of
the Fleet shattered, a flurry of water as they breasted it,
then only ripples and the five shapes gliding ghostly white.
Five Brent, and if nothing else happened that night it
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would have been worth it just to see the way they touched
down. It was magic.’

Recalling the pleasure of that night was, I think, a sort
of displacement activity for him. It helped to relieve some
of the tension, his eyes half-closed, his mind totally con-
centrated and the Welsh lilt in his voice suddenly quite
pronounced, the words with a poetic touch: ‘. . . a slow,
heavy beat, a single bird this time and quite invisible until
the splash of its touchdown showed white on the black
pewter surface of the Fleet. It was a swan, but it carried
its neck stiff like a column, with none of the graceful
curve of the ubiquitous mute. It looked like a Bewick, a
juvenile, the feathers drab instead of white. And then I
thought it might possibly be a whooper. It would be un-
usual, but by then it was past midnight and I felt anything
could happen, having already had a very good night with
the sighting of a goosander as well as three grebes among
the coots.’

He was smiling to himself, reliving a night that was
indelibly etched on his mind. ‘I drank the last of my
coffee and rum with the buildings of Felixstowe Ferry
sharp-etched against the light of the rising moon, the dark
line of the sea’s horizon just visibie. When the moon
finally rose above the sea the patches of water close by me
were full of shadow shapes, coots bobbing their white-
blazed heads, mallard and pochards motionless, the swans
gliding slowly; no zephyr of a breeze, everything frozen
still, a light winking far away in the approaches to
Harwich. I remember I started thinking about another
night, when I had come out to the Fleet with Pat and his
father; then suddenly my thoughts were interrupted by
the sound of an engine.’

His eyes flicked open, dark pupils with the glazed look
of jet. ‘It came from beyond the hill where an old farm-
house stood among some trees, a low hill that marked the
limit of what had once been the great marsh that was part
of the vanished port of Goseford. I waited for the sound
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of it to fade away towards Kirton village and the main
Felixstowe—Ipswich road, but instead it gradually in-
creased, no lights and a shadow moving on the road down
from the farm.’

Through his glasses he had seen it was a van, the engine
quieter as it coasted without lights down the slope to the
Fleet. Duck shooters was his first thought — poachers.
There were two of them in the van and they had driven
straight on, finally parking against the high grass bank
that shut the Fleet off from its entrance into the Deben. ‘1
didn’t worry about them after that, presuming they were
fishermen. Now that the moon was clear of cloud I could
see that what I had thought was a goosander, the pinkish
breast showing pale and the down-turned bill just visible,
was in fact a red-breasted merganser, a much more likely
bird to see close by an East Coast estuary. I watched for
another half-hour, and then a breeze sprang up, blowing
in little gusts off the North Sea and bitterly cold. There
was a dampness in the air, too, so that a rime of frost
formed on my anorak. My fingers were numb by then and
I got to my feet, climbing down off the trailer, and after
picking up my knapsack with the Thermos flask in it, I
headed down the track towards the Deben. Several times
I stopped to watch the Fleet, my breath smoking and the
birds mostly hidden now among the reeds, or still shadows
fast asleep. It was just after one when I reached the grass-
grown bank of the river.’ He paused. ‘That was when I
heard the sound of voices and the clink of metal on metal,
the clatter of a halyard frapping.’

He was staring straight at me, his eyes blacker than ever
in the glare of the wall light. ‘It was a little unnerving
really. I was alone, you see, and yet I couldn’t help it. I had
to know what it was all about. So I clambered up the bank,
and as soon as my head cleared the top of it, I stopped.’ He
paused again, and it was almost as though he did it for
effect. Then he went on, his voice very quiet: ‘Tide was
at the full, and it was a spring tide, the river and the inlet
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Then he said something to the others and they froze, their
stockinged faces all turned towards me.” He shook his
head. ‘It was unbelievable. The coincidence of it. The two
of us . ..’ His voice faded into silence.

‘You mean it was Evans?’

‘Yes. Pat.’ He nodded. ‘And now — again. Out here. It’s
as though some devilish fate ...’ He left the sentence
unfinished, and when I asked him what had happened, he
shrugged. ‘What you’d expect, considering the cargo they
were running. They had a man in the outfield, hidden in
the tall grasses by the sluice. I ran straight into him. Big
fellow. Rose up right in front of me and knocked me out,
cold. Next thing I knew I was lying on the wooden grating
of the catamaran’s steering platform with Pat bending over
me.’ And after a moment he said, ‘Lucky for me. They’d
have killed me if he hadn’t been there.” He lit another
cigarette, his eyes closed, his mind far away so that I had
to get the rest of it out of him by question and answer.

When he had come round the catamaran was already
under way. He could hear the winches clicking as the sails
were hoisted and hardened in. Then the engines were cut
and Evans whispered urgently to him to lie still. ‘I could
hear voices on the deck for’ard, Irish voices, and Pat with
his mouth right against my ear telling me he’d slip me
into the water as close to Woodbridge Haven buoy as
possible. He told me they’d tied up to it on the way in,
waiting for the tide to make over the bar. The warp hadn’t
been double-ended, so instead of slipping it, they had cut
it.’

He stopped there, apparently lost in the memory of that
night and what had happened after they’d crossed the bar.

‘And that was the rope you used to lash yourself to the
buoy,’ I prompted.

He nodded slowly. ‘He had me flung overboard up-tide
of the buoy so that I pretty well drifted down on to it. They
were Irish on board, not East Coasters, and they didn’t
understand. They wanted me dead, but not with a bullet
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in my guts. Found drowned —' He smiled wryly. ‘Nobody
can ever be accused of murder if you're picked up out of
the sea with your lungs full of water.’

‘But why did he do it?’ I asked. The blood relationship
was all very well, but the man was running arms to the
IRA in England . ..

‘There was a condition, of course.’ I hardly heard the
words, they were spoken so softly.

‘But you couldn’t possibly keep quiet about it,’ I said.
Anyway, he hadn’t attempted to conceal the fact that he
had seen them landing arms at the King’s Fleet. ‘Or was
it just his identity you promised not to reveal?’

He nodded. ‘I swore I'd never tell anyone I'd recognised
him. I wouldn’t have done, anyway,” he murmured. 'He
knew that. But he made me swear it all the same.’

‘Then why have you told me?’ I asked him.

He got up suddenly and began pacing back and forth
again, his shoulders hunched, the new cigaretie burning
unheeded in his hand. When I repeated the question, he
said, ‘I'm not sure really.’ He stopped just behind my chair.
‘To show you the sort of man Pat is. That’s one reason. A
warning. And at the same time .. .” He went over to his
desk and sat down, pulling the message slip out of his
pocket and going through it again. ‘God in heaven!’ he
murmured. ‘Why doesn’t he get the hell out? Now, while
nobody knows he’s involved.’

And then he turned to me. ‘He’s not all bad, you see.
And to end up in prison. A life sentence. He’s not the
sort of man who could bear imprisonment. Freedom is
everything to him. That’s why he deserted from the Navy,
why he couldn’t stand any ordinary sort of job. It’s against
his nature, you understand.” He was pleading with me,
trying to persuade me to keep quiet about where I had
found that Russian gun. I remembered Soo’s words then,
wondering what exactly the relationship had been between
this man, who was now the Captain of a Royal Navy
frigate, and his half-brother, who was a gun-runner, what
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they had felt for each other when they were both young-
sters at Ganges and Pat Evans had got him down from the
top of that mast.

He looked up at me suddenly. ‘How old’s that catamaran
you sailed to Malta?’

‘It was built six years ago,’ I said.

He nodded perfunctorily as though it was what he had
expected. ‘The hulls are painted white now, but under-
ncath — any sign of black paint?’

‘You'd have to ask Carp,’ I told him. But neither of us
were in any doubt it was the same boat.

He didn’t say anything after that, sitting hunched at the
desk the way he had been when I had come down from
the bridge to have a drink with him, his mind closed to
everything else but the signals lying there under his hands.

The loudspeaker burst into life, a muffled announce-
ment about the deadline for posting letters home. He
listened to it briefly, then returned to the papers.

‘About tomorrow?’ I reminded him.

He looked up, frowning. ‘I'll think about it. Meanwhile,
if you've finished your drink...” He returned to the
papers, his withdrawn manner making it clear the period
of intimacy was over. ‘See you in the morning.’ But then,
as I was going out, he stopped me. ‘Ever done any board-
sailing?’ And when I told him I had run sailboard courses
when [ first came to Menorca, he nodded. ‘That might
help.” And he added, ‘T'll think about it. Let you know in
the morning.’

I went up to the bridge then, standing inconspicuously
by the radar, watching the knife-like bows rise and fall
beyond the twin barrels of the 4.5-inch guns, the white
glimmer of the bow wave either side, my body adapting
to the pitch and roll as we drove north-westwards through
breaking secas. The wind had backed into the north and
was blowing about force five. Standing in the dark like
that, conscious of the engines vibrating under my feet, the
sound of them overlaid by the noise of the sea, and the
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watch on duty still like shadows all about me, there was
an extraordinary sense of isolation, of time standing still.
I was thinking of Thunderflash and the voyage to Malta,
all the other occasions when I had been alone at the helm,
just the sea and my thoughts for company. But now it was
different. Now I had the feeling I had reached some sort
of watershed. '

Tomorrow! And my life slipping through my mind.
Nothing achieved, never anything solid, all I had built
in Menorca breaking in my hands, Soo, the business,
everything, and now that bloody catamaran . . . ‘Care for
some coffee, sir? Or there’s kai if you prefer it.” One of the
leading seamen was standing at my elbow with a tin tray
full of mugs. I chose the chocolate and took it over to the
charttable, where the Navigating Officerwas now checking
our position against the plot. ‘Do you know where we’ll
be anchoring?’ I asked him as he completed the log
entry. -

For answer he pulled open the topmost drawer and
extracted the chart that gave plans of Mahon and Fornells
harbours, as well as two in Ib1za. ‘About there, we reckon.’
He indicated the Mahon plan, where he had pencilled a
cross just south of Cala Llonga right opposite Villa Carlos.
‘ETA 1s now 09.30 approx.’ He looked at me curiously. ‘You
staying on board or is the Captain arranging to put you
ashore?’

‘I’'m not certain,’ I said.

He nodded, smiling at me. He understood the problem.
‘It might interest you to know he’s just rung me to say he
wants one sailboard with wet suit and goggles ready on
the flight deck by 09.00. I'm in charge of sailing, you see.’
And he added, ‘Sorry about the board, but it’s the best we
can do. No dinghies, I'm afraid.’

It was probably nervous exhaustion that finally got me
off to sleep that night for I was dead to the world when
Petty Officer Jarvis shook me into consciousncss. He was
earlier than usual. ‘Lieutenant Craig would like you to
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select whichever one fits best.” He dumped three wet suits
on the foot of the bunk. ‘They’re the only sizes we have
on board.” And as he went out, he asked me to leave the
two I didn’t want and any borrowed clothing on the rack
above my bunk. '

By then the bo’s’n’s mate was rousing the ship, and
shortly afterwards Gareth’s voice announced: ‘This is the
Captain. Just to bring you up to date. We are now ap-
proaching Port Mahon, the main harbour and capital of
Menorca, one of the Spanish Balearic islands. For obvious
reasons we shall not be tying up alongside. Instead, I
propose to anchor well clear of the town in the approaches
opposite Villa Carlos. In the circumstances, I do not see
any possibility of shore leave. 1 will let you know how
long this courtesy visit is to last as soon as I can. That is
all’

His cabin was empty by the time I arrived for breakfast.
‘Captain’s on the bridge,” Petty Officer Jarvis told me.
‘And there’s no choice this moming.’ He placed a heaped
plateful of bacon, sausages, eggs and fried bread in front of
me. ‘He thought you might appreciate it. Later in the day,
that is.’

I was still working through it when Gareth appeared.
‘We shall be abreast of St Carlos Point and La Mola in
approximately fifteen minutes. Things will begin to hot
up then. As soon as you’ve finished, I'd be glad if you’d
return to your cabin and wait there until Petty Officer
Jarvis comes to take you down to the quarterdeck. Chief
Petty Officer Clark will meet you there. He will have . . ./
The Sinbad loudspeaker interrupted him, a voice from the
bridge reporting that revs were now being reduced. ‘Also,
there’s a small vessel lying off Lazareto. Spanish Navy by
the look of her, sir. Could be coastal patrol, or one of those
small minesweepers, can’t tell yet.’

Gareth reached for the mike. ‘Very good, Simon. I’ll be
up.’ He turned to me again. ‘“That could complicate mat-
ters. I didn’t expect an escort.’
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was no jump board, more a beginner’s board, which suited
me in the circumstances. ‘Got any goggles?’ I asked.

He reached into his pocket and produced a narrow,
almost slit-eyed pair with black surround. I put them on
and adjusted them to fit my head. ‘Don’t forget the beard,
sir.’ He was grinning. “You look like you could play Mephi-
stopheles in that. Nobody could possibly recognise you.’

By then the conical buoy with its flashing light marking
the channel on the starb’d side was already bobbing in our
wash, the sharp southern point of Lazareto, Punta de San
Felipet, appearing at the same instant. The engines were
slowing now, the speed dropping off. ‘How long do you
reckon?’ I asked the CPO.

‘Seven, eight minutes.’

The beard was close-fitting and warm, the sea goggles
on the tight side. They wrapped up my clothes and taped
them into a plastic bag, which they tied firmly to the base
of the sailboard’s mast in such a way that it did not restrict
its pintle fitting. Petty Officer Jarvis excused himself. He
had to attend to the needs of the Captain and his visitor,
who was the Spanish Navy’s Jefe, Capitan Perez. The long
brown line of Lazareto went slowly by. Peering out to port,
I could see the buildings of Villa Carlos coming closer.
Soon now, and I was wondering whether Petra would be
back from burying her father, whether she would be on
the island, and how the hell I was going to live with the
police watching for me and no money. All I had in the
pocket of my trousers, now screwed up in a plastic ball,
was £235 in traveller’s cheques which I couldn’t cash
because it meant going to a bank or a hotel.

Cala Pedrera. Punta de Medio. I could see Punta de Cala
Fonts coming up, and beyond the point, the Villa Carlos
promenade with its hotels and restaurants and the Cafayas
light. ‘Stand by, sir.” The engines were slowing, the sound
of water slipping past the plates dying away. I caught a
glimpse to starb’d of the Plana de Mahon light. ‘Ready?’
The CPO took one end of the sailboard, I took the other.
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A few steps, a heave, and it was overboard, the slim
board surfing alongside as he held it by the line. ‘Away
you go, sir, and whatever you do, hang on to the beard.
Entertainments want it back.” He was grinning as he
clapped me on the shoulder. Not quite a shove, but it
reminded me of the one occasion I had parachuted under
instruction. I jumped, my head in my arms, my knees up
in a foetal position. Wham! I hit the water, the ship still
moving, its displacement dragging me under. And then
I was up, the grey stern moving past, the board within
yards, anchored by the sail which was lying flat on the
surface.

It was over two years since I had been on a sailboard.
The technique doesn’t leave one, but, like skiing, the
muscles lose their sharpness. 1 flipped on to it all right,
but instead of getting myself and the sail up in virtually
the same movement, it was all a bit of a scramble. The
wind was funnelling down the harbour, a good breeze that
had me away on the starb’d tack and going fast before 1
was visible to the escort vessel, which was on the far side
of Medusa and lying a little ahead of her, one of the old
minesweepers by the look of it.

There was a moment, of course, when I felt naked and
unsure of myself, but as my arms and knees began to
respond to the drive of the sail, confidence returned, and
after I had snapped the harness on I began to enjoy myself,
steering close to the wind, my weight a little further aft
and the speed increasing, my exhilaration, too. I found 1
went better if I railed it down to leeward. Gradually, as I
became more relaxed and let the harness take some of the
strain off my arms, I was able to glance over my shoulder
at the pale grey shape of the frigate with its bristling
antennae. | was paralleling her course and going faster, so
that I was soon abreast of her for’ard guns. There was
a little group of men gathered on the fo’c’s’le ready for
anchoring and the four international code flags flying from
the yardarm. Ahead of me, and beyond Villa Carlos, I could
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reality and all the problems of the future were at the helm.
I ploughed my way into the freighter’s wake, swinging
down-wind and surfing in the turbulence. And then, when
I was almost back at Bloody Island and could see the
inflatable heading straight for it, | knew, and in the instant
I couldn’t resist the joke of heading straight for it, just to
see what she’d do, a bearded stranger sailboarding along-
side.

It was Petra all right. She smiled and waved, her features
half-hidden by that ridiculous sombrero she sometimes
wore. She held up the tail end of a rope, offering me a tow,
and I felt a pang of jealousy, seeing her suddenly as a girl
on her own making overtures to an unattached male. Or
did she guess who it was? I swept round and chased her
all the way to Bloody Island, running the sailboard in
right behind her and flopping into the water alongside the
inflatable. ‘I thought we might have dinner together,’ I
suggested.

She was out on the rock that did service as a quay,
leaning down, her shirt gaping. Her eyes lit up. ‘'Where?’
She was smiling that big-mouthed smile of hers, the lips
open so that her strong features looked all teeth.

‘Here,’ I said. ‘On the island. I'm told you have a tent . . ./

‘That beard of yours.” She was squatting down on her
hunkers, her eyes very wide and bright in her tanned face.
‘It's crooked.” She began to giggle uncontrollably.

Reality closed in on me before 1 had even hauled the
sailboard out of the water, words pouring out of her, a rush
of information as she moored the inflatable and began
unloading her stores. There had been several quite large
political demonstrations ahead of next week’s election and
during the night a bomb had gone off in the little square
in the centre of Villa Carlos. Two soldiers on sentry duty
outside the military HQ and one of the Guardia had been
injured, and it had affected the telephone exchange, all
lines between Villa Carlos and St Félip being cut. ‘Two-
thirty in the morning. It woke me up. I thought one of the
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while she was in England. ‘'They don’t think it can be
anything important, probably done with a burnt stick
in roughly the same period as the megalithic remains.
Certainly no older, which is a pity because Lennie knows
of some more drawings — drawings that are fully exposed,
human figures as well as animals —in a passageway leading
back into the headland above that big underwater cave Bill
Tanner told me about at Arenal d’en Castell.’

By then she had disposed of the stores she had brought
out and, still talking, she began to help me off with my
wet suit. I asked her for more details about the night’s
bombings, whether she had picked up any gossip about
the reaction of the authorities, but she had no official
information, only what she had heard from Lennie when
she had met him coming out of the chandlery. ‘He said
it’s been panic stations since the early hours with the
policia and the Guardia rushing around all the major
foreign developments.” The violence had been directed
exclusively against foreign-owned property. ‘Except for the
Villa Carlos bomb. It was in a parked car and they think
it may have gone off by accident. There’s talk, too, of
disturbances in Alayor and Ciudadela, but nothing serious
—just demonstrations, no bombs.’

‘Well, that’s something,” I murmured and asked her for
the loan of a towel as she pulled the wet suit clear of my
feet. But instead of handing it to me she insisted on
towelling me down with the inevitable result that we
finished up in each other’s arms arguing hilariously as to
how we should proceed, her camp bed being designed
strictly for one person and the floor being bare earth and
rock. We had just settled for a sleeping bag opened out and
spread on the floor when we were interrupted by the sound
of an outboard coming steadily nearer. ‘Oh hell! I forgot.’
Petra pulled herself away from me and glanced at her
watch, which by then was the only thing she had on.
‘Lennie! I told him to be here by ten.’

‘Why?” I was annoyed and frustrated, suddenly sus-
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the sound of it was unmistakable and the boat packed
with all the latest gadgets for locating objects on the
seabed.

While he was fussing over the mooring of it, the battered
remains of an Aussie-type hat jammed on his head and the
tails of his khaki shirt flapping in the breeze, I walked over
to the dig, which was on the north side of the island about
fifty metres from the flashing beacon and facing across the
narrows to the shore just west of Cala Llonga. The ex-
posure of a flat stone surface about eight feet long was the
only change since I had last seen the site over six weeks
ago, except that it was now a riot of wild flowers, even the
rock steps leading down into the hypostile half-hidden by
a tangle of some blue rock creeper. The hypostile itself
was an extraordinary place, a large chamber with walls of
up-ended stone slabs and a stone slab roof supported by
stone columns. There were rock couches, or perhaps sacri-
ficial altars, around the walls, and the human bones that
showed here and there between the roofing slabs were a
grisly reminder of the wars that had filled the island’s
hospital. It was the result of reading a letter from a soldier
to his girlfriend in England after he had had his arm
amputated at the hospital that had started Petra digging
on the burial site, and looking down into the stone
chamber she had uncovered in the shadow of the hospital
ruins, it was difficult to disassociate the two and see it as
a megalithic religious complex.

I remember that moment very well, the hospital ruins
dark against the sun, the entrance to the hypostile yawning
open at my feet like some ancient burial vault, and my
mind on what Petra had told me. The political impli-
cations of what had happened in the night were disturbing
enough, particularly if the army were unable to stop a
recurrence of the violence, but I was thinking of the haste
with which we had left Malta. Remembering Gareth’s
tenseness, | wondered what information he had received
that had despatched him so abruptly to Mahon. And now,
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in the sunshine, with all of Mahon and Villa Carlos spread
out before me, the Golden Farm of Nelson fame red-roofed
across the water on the long peninsula that ran out to the
military casements and the big gun positions of La Mola,
and the stone of the hospital ruins dark in shadow, I
was on the threshold of something that would make my
present circumstances seem totally irrelevant.

But I wasn’t thinking about that. I was watching the
Spanish patrol boat steaming back to the naval quay and
passing through the narrows so close I could have thrown
a stone on to its deck if I'd been standing by the beacon.
And there was movement on Medusa now, a launch
manned by bluejackets coming out from under her stern
and pointing its bows to pass the other side of Bloody
Island. There was an officer standing in the stern and
somehow I knew it was Gareth, knew where he was going.
Iclimbed to a vantage point at the south end of the hospital
ruins and watched as the launch powered past me, cutting
an arrowhead wake that pointed straight at Cala Figuera.
A few minutes and it was alongside the quay we had built,
Gareth clambering out and going straight across the road
and in through the open door of the chandlery.

He was only there a short time. No reason for me to feel
hurt, but I did, and when I returned to the dig, neither
Lennie nor Petra made any reference to my absence. They
were drinking coffee, and when we had finished, the three
of us got to work.

All through the day we were hard at it, picking and
shovelling with care and carting the rubble away. At one
point we were involved in the awkward removal of a
complete skeleton, and then, after only a short break for
lunch, we hit what I thought at first was the island’s
bedrock. Petra was back by then, and as we uncovered more
of it, she became very excited, her conviction growing that
what she was unearthing really was a fallen taula. She had
reason to be excited, for if it was a taula it would confirm
the site as a megalithic religious complex. The centrepiece
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of the headland, I caught a glimpse of it, still with the
scaffold up and what looked like a big removal van parked
outside it, the box-like shape momentarily in silhouette
against a naked light bulb shining from one of the down-
stair windows. I wondered if it was Evans and how he
would react if Petra dropped me off there and I walked in
on him. But then we were on the eastern arm of Arenal
d’en Castell’s little horseshoe cove and Lennie was telling
her to drive on past what he called the cave villa. 'We'll
park down by one of the hotels.’

The villa was in darkness, one of those architect-
designed summer homes built into the rocky slope on
several layers, its garden stepped in terraces. The owner
was apparently a German bank executive, and Miguel,
who looked after it for him, had told Lennie he was not
expected until the middle of June. We left the car at
the first hotel, parked among a covey of hired Fiats, and
climbed back up the hill, Petra with her bag of
archaeological stuff slung over her shoulder, Lennie and
I with the torches, pressure lamp, a bottle of wine and a
coil of rope taken from his boat. The driveway swung off
direct to the garage, which was built into the hillside at
the bottom of the garden. ‘We had to blast that out of solid
rock.” Lennie had done the blasting. “That was what he
wanted me for.” He had worked at one time in one of
the Kalgoorlie mines. He had been a prospector, too. ‘It’s
limestone here, nice easy stuff. That’s why there’s caves
and blowholes.” We climbed up the terraces and let our-
selves in through the garden door, the house very dark
inside and smelling faintly of paint and sea damp. ‘Better
not show a light.’ Lennie closed the door and pocketed the
key. ‘Had it copied,’ he said with a wink. ‘You never know.’
And he added, ‘You two wait here while I locate the cellar
door.’

The cellar itself was reached by a curving flight of
half a dozen concrete steps. It had been blasted out of the
solid rock, an area of about thirty square metres lined with
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open out into an expansion chamber so that we could walk
virtually upright. Here and there Lennie paused, the beam
of his torch directed at the scuffed dust of the floor, and
all the time the sound of the sea increasing as it slopped
and gurgled in the cavern ahead. Round the first bend he
paused. ‘I wasn’t telling Petra this. She’s hooked on cave
drawings and such. But this is what I came to check on.’
His hand was on my arm, a tight grip as he pulled me
down to take a closer look at the floor. ‘A lot of stuff has
been dragged along here. Heavy stuff in cases, I'd say. And
here and there the imprint of a shoe. Look!” And he let go
my arm, tracing a blurred imprint in the dust.

‘Smuggling?’ I was thinking of Gareth, all the questions
he had asked over that lunch at Fornells — and that story
of his about Evans in the King’s Fleet. ‘You say you saw
the Santa Maria lying off here?’

‘Sure did.” Lennie straightened up. ‘Come on. And be -
careful now. It gets steeper. Then I'll show you how it’s
done.’

We continued on, another expansion chamber opening
up, the sound of the sea suddenly very loud. At the far end
the blowhole tunnel fell right away, an almost vertical
drop, the nearside of which had been heavily scored as
though by a large shovel or scraper. Rigged across the hole
was a lattice of small scaffolding poles bolted together to
hold a heavy metal pulley. We slithered down till we could
clutch the scaffolding, then, leaning out over the abyss
and probing downwards with our torches, we could see
the surge of the waves in the cave mouth, the water in the
cavern itself rising and falling against a steep little beach
of dark sand and round, water-rolled stones that gleamed
wetly.

There was also something else, a heavy old anchor,
brown with rust and half-buried in the beach. A heavy-duty
purchase of the type used in large yachts before the switch
to winches was shackled to the eye of the stock, and nylon
sheets or warps ran through the pulleys and out into the
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protruding section was merged with the body of a truck
that looked like the one we had seen parked outside the
Punta Codolar villa. A figure appeared out of the garage,
heading for the nearest car, then turning towards us and
slowing. Finally, beside the thin pencil point of a cypress,
he stood quite still, feet apart, head thrown back, staring
straight at us.

Could he see us in the starlight? Could he see that the
door we were peering out of was half-open? We stood there,
the three of us, absolutely still, waiting. The man bent his
head, both hands to his front, as though holding a weapon.
Then he turned and went back to the garage. ‘Pissing.’
Lennie breathed a sigh of relief, and Petra giggled under
her breath as he added, ‘It was his cock, not a gun. He was
just relieving himself.” He closed the door and led us up
through the villa’s three levels, up into a large room that
faced both ways.

From a circular porthole window we lookcd out on
to the hilltop where barely twenty metres of shrubland
separated us from the road. Here a low stone wall marked
the limit of the property and a brick arch framed an elabor-
ate wrought-iron gate. A gravel path flanked by stone urns
planted with cacti led to the heavy cedarwood door beside
us. Lennie eased the catch and pushed it gently open,
leaning his head out through the gap. The stars were very
bright. ‘Looks clear enough.’ His scrawny neck, the lined,
leathery features, the way he cocked his eyes over the
landscape — I had the sudden impression of a turkey check-
ing that nobody was going to grab him for their Christmas
dinner. My mind also registered a picture of Gareth being
grabbed as he ran from the King'’s Fleet towards Felixstowe
Ferry.

‘Shut the door,’ I hissed.

He turned, eyeing me curiously. ‘Wot’s up? Nobody
there.’

‘If it’s Evans loading that truck, he’ll have somebody
hidden up this side of the villa, just in case.’
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‘Okay. So we wait.’

He was just shutting the window when we saw lights
approaching, and heard the sound of an engine. It was a
car, moving fast, and as it passed the villa’s gate Lennie
sucked in his breath. ‘Jesus Christ!’ he muttered and half
leant out of the window as though to call to the driver.
‘Why the hell does he come out here now?’

‘Who?’ I had only caught a glimpse of the car, a battered
estate. | hadn’t seen who was driving it.

'Miguel,’ he said, still peering out of the window as the
car slowed on the dip and turned into the villa’s driveway.
‘The poor stupid bloody bastard — to come here now, just
when they’re loading up.” The car’s lights flickered through
the shrubbery, then they were gone, snuffed out by the
corner of the building. The engine note died abruptly.

We listened, but there was no sound — no shouts, no
outcry or altercation. Just nothing.

We felt our way across to the other side of the room,
standing at the window there, looking down across the
flat-topped roofs of the villa’s lower levels to the truck,
the whole shadowy shape of it now visible as a sort of
elongated extension of the garage. And beyond it, on the
sweep of the drive, as well as the two cars they had come
in, there was the estate car standing black and seemingly
empty.

A hand gripped mine, Petra’s voice in my ear whispering,
‘What is it?’ Her fingers tightened convulsively, but it
wasn'’t fear. It was excitement. Her breath was warm on
my cheek, her hair touched my ear. ‘Is it to do with what
happened last night?’

I couldn’t answer that. I didn’t know. In any case, I was
wondering about Miguel. Was he one of them? Was that
why he was here? Or had he walked right into it, unarmed
and unprepared?

‘It’s arms, isn’t it? It’s an arms cache.” And when I still
didn’t say anything, she whispered urgently, ‘If it’s arms,
then we have to notify somebody, warn the authorities.’
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by more immediate concerns as we speculated about what
they planned to do and when, the villa hull-down and
indistinct on the heathland’s horizon. I asked her whether
she had any glasses in the car. She reached over to the
back seat, grabbed the bag that contained her archaeologi-
cal gear, and after rummaging around in it, produced a pair
of those very small, high-magnification binoculars. I rolled
the window down and with some difficulty managed to
focus them on the villa. The field of vision was very small.
‘I was only once involved in a political upheaval.’ Petra’s
voice was low and intense as though she were afraid of
being overheard. ‘I was in the Cordillera Real just north of
La Paz and a ragged bunch of them passed through my
camp. Defeated revolutionaries are very unpredictable.
- South American revolutionaries, anyway, and I had found
an Inca tamba that nobody had discovered before. All very
exciting, worked stone blocks jigsawed together so that
they wouldn’t be toppled by earthquakes, and these
exhausted men in fear of their lives flopping down in the
undergrowth I'd cleared. There was a thick cloud mist,
everything very damp and cold. They lit a fire, huddling
round it.’

It was strange to be watching the villa through glasses.
Last time [ had seen it I had been breaking in by the garage
window and there had been nobody there. Now it was just
as dark, but the cars and the truck werc clear proof that
there were men inside it. They must be sitting there,
waiting.

'What is it? Can you sce something?’

I shook my head. All the glasses showed me was the
Moorish front with its arched colonnade, the low wall that
separated it from the road and the blockhcuse shape of it
against the night sky with the cars tucked in against the
garage and the truck left out in the road.

‘Go on, Petra.’ Lennie leaned forward, his head betwcen
us. ‘What happened? Did they mess you about?’

‘If you mean what I think you mean, the answer is no,
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they were too bloody tired. But they did something worse.
They ate up everything I had, all my stores, then went off
with my tent, even my sleeping bag. I think they’d have
had the clothes off my back if I'd been a man, they were
that ragged and desperate. Only their guns looked in good
condition.’

I thought I saw the glow of a cigarette. It was there for
a second, then Lennie knocked against me and I lost it. It
had come from the last arch of the villa’s colonnaded front,
and focusing on it, I thought I could just make out the
darker outline of a figure standing there. I heard Petra
say something about trekking more than twenty miles
through snow and ice and a blazing midday sun before
she managed to hitch a ride with some geologists into
La Paz.

‘And what happened to the men who pillaged your
camp?’ Lennie asked.

‘Oh, the Army caught up with them in the end. About
a dozen of them were gunned down from a helicopter, the
rest were tracked down, tortured and hanged. The usual
thing. There’s no mercy in the Andes.’

‘I never experienced anything like that,” Lennie said
quietly. ‘And I've been around. But nothing like that.” And
he added, leaning his head further forward between us,
‘You think there’s going to be a revolution here?’

She didn’t tell him not to be ridiculous. She didn’t
comment. She just sat there, not saying a word, and at that
moment a bright star shot up from the sea to our right,
blazing a vertical trail that burst into a blob of white so
bright that even at that distance it lit up our faces. ‘Bloody
hell' Lennie pushed his nose almost against the wind-
screen. ‘What is it?’

'Pyrotechnic.” The pop of its burst came to us faintly as
I'jumped out of the car, steadying my elbow on the top of
it and searching with the glasses for the ship that had fired
it. A second stream of sparks flew up, a second burst, but
this time green. I still couldn’t pick out the shape of the
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vessel, so it was presumably close in below the line of the
cliffs.

‘That a distress signal?’ Petra asked, but I think she
knew it wasn’t, because her head was turned towards the
villa. Through the glasses I saw shadows moving, followed
almost immediately by the sound of a car engine starting
up. Doors slammed, the cars emerging on to the road.
Then the truck’s diesel roared into life and it began to
move, one car in front, the other behind. The time was
01.32. Miguel’s estate stayed parked against the wall.

‘What now?’ Petra had already started the engine.

‘Go back,’ I told her. ‘Back down towards Arenal, then
take the main development road and we’ll wait for them
just short of where it joins the Alayor highway.’ Either
- they were meeting up with a ship at Macaret or else
somewhere further up the long inlet that finished at the
new quay just beyond Addaia.

‘Idon’t get it, mate,’ Lennie muttered in my ear as Petra
felt her way along the dark strip of the road without lights.
‘What do they want with a ship when their truck’s already
loaded? They can’t be picking up more.’ But I was thinking
about Wade then, that first visit of Gareth’s to Menorca,
the questions he had asked me over that lunch. And on
board Medusa, the suddenness with which we had left
Malta, the way he had lcoked that evening when I went
back down to his cabin from the bridge, his sudden de-
cision to tell me about Evans.

We reached the crossroads and Petra pulled in to the
verge. We sat there for perhaps five minutes, but there was
no sound and nothing passed. I told her to drive straight
across and head for the high point above the entrance to
the Addaia inlet. From there we would have a clear view
of Macaret itself and the seaward entrance to the harbour.
We would also be able to look southwards down the length
of the inlet to the two small islands that protected the
final anchorage.

When we got there we were just in time to catch a
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glimpse of a small vessel heading down the pale ribbon of
the inlet. ‘Fishing boat by the look of it,’ Lennie muttered.

Out of the car again, I was able to fix the glasses on it.
No doubt about it. The boat was the Santa Maria. Ijumped
back into the passenger seat and told Petra to turn the car,
go back to the main road, then take the cut-off down the
steep little hill to Port d’Addaia itself. ‘But go carefully,’I
warned her as she swung the Beetle round. ‘'They may
have dropped somebody off to keep watch. And stop near
the top so that we can check if they’re there or not.’

When we reached Addaia she tucked herself into a little
parking bay where we had a clear view of the quay across
pantile roofs and the steep overgrown slope of the hillside,
and it wasn’t just the truck from Codolar that was waiting
there. I counted no less than five trucks, all parked in line
along the concrete edge of the quay and facing towards us.
There were more than a dozen cars, too, and a lot of men,
most of them gathered round the back of the last truck,
where crates were being dumped on the quay, prised open
and the weapons they contained handed out.

‘Christ! See that, mate. They got rocket-launchers. The
hand-held type. What do the bastards want with them?’
Lennie had followed me out of the car and across the road.
From there we had a clear view of the anchorage where 1
had joined Carp for the voyage to Malta. And there, as
though I were seeing it all again, like on video but from a
different angle, was the Santa Maria motoring in through
the narrows that separated the humpbacked outline of the
second island from the muddy foreshore and the huddle
of fishermen’s dwellings. The boat was headed straight for
thc quay, and as she slowed and swung her stern to lie
alongside, I saw she had a stern light showing.

That was when we hecard the rumble of engines coming
from seaward, and a moment later we saw the dim shape
of a flat box of a vessel. There were two of them, old LCTs
dating from the days before they called them logistic
landing craft. [ recognised them immediately, one of them
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It was less than ten minutes from the time the LCTs
had put their ramps down to the moment when the local
vehicles were all loaded and the whole convoy beginning
to move off, and by then I was convinced that what we
were witnessing was the start of an armed usurpation of
the political power in the island. Who the men were that
had landed from the two LCTs, where they had come from
— that was of no importance for the moment. What was
important was to alert somebody in Mahon to the danger.
I saw it all in a mental flash, dissident elements, gathered
from the various towns, meeting here to be given arms
and then to be distributed amongst the newly arrived
mercenaries, or whatever they were, to guide them to
objectives that had already been decided on.

It seemed ridiculous on the face of it. There couldn’t be
more than a hundred and fifty to two hundred men down
there on the quay and the military garrison of the island I
knew to be somewhere around 15,000. But if what Petra
had told me was correct, the effect of the previous night’s
violence had been a redeployment of the available forces,
so that the towns, and particularly the urbanizacions
inhabited by foreign visitors, were fully protected. As a
result, the men below me had not only the advantage of
surprise — essential in an operation of this sort — but also
the certainty that the island’s defences were thinly spread
and the targets they would be aiming at that much more
vulnerable. In such circumstances anything was possible.

All this passed through my mind in a flash as the
vehicles moved out on to the steep road up from the port
and Lennie and I flung ourselves back across the road and
into the car. ‘Mahon,’ I told Petra. ‘Lights on and drive like
hell.’

She didn’t hesitate. She had seen the ships, the muster-
ing men. She swung out on to the Alayér road, her foot
hard down and the elderly Beetle shaking and swaying at
the rear. ‘Who are they?’ She was taking a bend fast, pines
rushing at us. ‘What are you going to do?’” And when I said
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I'had to get to the frigate, she started to argue, asking why
Ididn’t stop off somewhere and phone the nearest Guardia
Civil post or Military Headquarters in Mahon.

‘For God’s sake! Who would believe me?’ I started to
remind her then that I was suspected of complicity in
the Martinez murder. ‘Anyway.’ I added, ‘they’ll almost
certainly have cut the telephone wires.’

‘Alay6r then. Alayor is nearer than Mahon.’

‘No, Mahon,’ I told her. It was Gareth I needed. He had
all the means of communication there on board, the whole
world at call. And then I was briefing her what to tell Soo
after she had dropped us off at the Maritimo pontoon, who
to telephone, very conscious that it would be the early
hours of the morning, everybody asleep and in no mood to
believe that danger was imminent.

‘You’ll have to come with me,’ she argued. ‘Even if I can
get through to somebody in authority . . ./

‘No,’ I said. ‘I've got to make contact with Gareth.’

But the frigate was something too remote for her to
grasp, and anyway she did not want the responsibility of
alerting people locally. ‘“You know what they are. They
won‘t believe a woman. I'll never get it across to them.’
And even when I told her she was one of the few people
outside of government they would believe, that as an
English archaeologist she had the standing of a scientist
and therefore would be regarded as a reliable witness, she
went on arguing until the crossroads came up in the
headlights and I put my hand on her knee and told her to
turn left for Mahon or I'd switch the engine off, drive the
car myself and leave her at the side of the road.

An angry silence filled the car after she had made the
turn, the road snaking through a forest of pine, with the
scent of resin all-pervading, then straightening out with
no sign of lights anywhere. Something flapped across the
beam of our headlights, a kite probably. We reached the
turn-off to Favaritx, and still nothing on the road. In fact,
we did not see another vehicle until we were running into
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pontoon. I remember telling her to say something nice to
Soo for me as I flung open the door and leapt out, the black,
limpid water of the harbour washing lazily at the concrete
of the roadway, the wooden boards of the pontoon moving
under my feet. ‘You reck’n they’ll go for La Mola?’ Lennie
asked as he cord-whipped the outboard into life and we
nosed out past the mooring lines of a big French sloop, the
bows lifting as he increased the revs, heading to pass
just north of Bloody Island where the frigate’s bows were
pointing towards Nelson’s Golden Farm.

I nodded, the noise too great for conversation.

‘They could just concentrate on the town, you know,’
he yelled in my ear. ‘Seize the town hall, take a crack at
Military HQ and occupy the radio station. Wouldn’t that
be enough?’

I shrugged, unable to answer him, thinking ahead to my
meeting with Gareth. I could imagine him asking me just
those questions and what the hell would I say? We passed
the quick-flashing red beacon close to the dig, Lennie
cutting it so fine I could see the wheelbarrows still full of
the rubble we had been shifting, and then the businesslike
outline of Medusa was looming nearer. ‘Which side?’ he
shouted in my ear.

‘Starb’d,’ I said, and he swung in a tight arc, passing so
close under the bows I thought he would smash into the
anchor cable. The engine slowed, then died with a cough
as he brought the inflatable alongside where the accommo-
dation ladder had been lifted clear of the water. By then I
had Petra’s big torch beamed on the bridge, flicking the
switch on and off — three dots, three dashes, three dots —
hoping that whoever was on watch would realise the SOS
was to signify urgency, not just some drunk from the shore
playing silly buggers. I could hear the hum of the ship’s
machinery now, sense the power of the organisation that
was in her. ‘Ahoy there, Medusa!’ I was shouting for the
Officer of the Day, the Captain, anyone, my voice raised
high, desperate with the need to be got on board quickly.
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Angola chiefly, Mozambique, with the Polisario, and Wade
says they thought he had done a spell with the Contras,
so he’s had the benefit of American as well as South
African training.’

Mault appeared at his elbow. ‘I was ordered to report to
your cabin, but you weren’t there.’

‘No, I'm here.” Gareth’s voice was sharp. 'Have the
launch brought alongside and go across to the Base. Try
and see Capitdn Perez personally. Offer him any assistance
he needs. Oh, and tell him the entire force at the disposal
of the insurgents at this moment in time is not more than
two hundred. They are supported by professional troops
landed from two small logistics craft at Addaia. I have an
eye-witness of the landing here on board Medusa.’

Mault hesitated, glancing at me. ‘Wouldn’t it be better
if I took Mr Steele with me?’

‘No.” Gareth’s voice was even sharper. ‘Tell the Jefe he
can interview him here on board if he wants to.” And
he added, ‘Now hurry, man. Things are happening, and
happening fast. Perez needs to know that the whole thing
can be controlled and suppressed if he acts quickly
enough.’ He turned to Davison. ‘Is somebody looking after
that inflatable and the man who was with Mr Steele?’

‘Yes, sir. He’s been taken to the petty officers’ mess for
some coffee.’

‘Good.” He turned back into the body of the bridge as
the Yeoman of Signals appeared at his side with a piece of
paper in his hand. ‘A sit-rep, sir. The Communications
Office were alerting the radar unit on top of the Toro rock
when the radio contact suddenly went dead, there’s a
small foreign outfit in Alaydr, nobody knows yet what
nationality but Arab by the look of them, and there’s a
ham of sorts broadcasting Independence Day messages
from Ciudadela.’

Gareth glanced through the paper, nodded, dealt with
the little queue of officers waiting to be briefed, then went
over to the nearest mike, his voice stilling all conversation
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yes, Lieutenant Commander — that would undoubtedly be
the sensible thing. Unfortunately, our orders are quite the
opposite. We stay here.” And he turned on his heel, striding
quickly up and down the bridge several times, his face
tight-drawn, an expression almost of anguish on his face.
He seemed to be struggling to make up his mind about
something. Finally, he turned to me. ‘Wait for me in my
cabin.” He was moving towards the door and when I started
to say something about it being time I was off his ship he
turned on me angrily. ‘Just do as I tell you. Wait in my
cabin. I may need you if I manage to contact any of Soo’s
friends.’

He went below then and shortly afterwards the Navi-
gator advised me to do as he said. His hand was on my

arm, steering me to the door. On the stairs outside he

- suddenly stopped. ‘He needs you, sir. You know the island
and the people here, and you’re not a part of the ship.
That’s important.” And he added, speaking quite urgently
now, 'There’s one or two of the officers here trying to
dismiss him as a jumped-up little Welshman from the
lower deck promoted too quickly and not big enough for
the job. They don’t know what the job is, of course, and
nor do I, but I can tell you this — he’s carrying a burden
hardly anybody on board yet realises, a burden I can only
guess at from hints dropped by Phil Woburn, our Com-
munications Officer. I admire him.” He gave a quick em-
barrassed grin. ‘So do as he says, will you! He needs
you.’ .
It was on the tip of my tongue to tell him to keep the
man away from my wife. But instead I nodded and went
down to his cabin, wondering again why he had been given
this particular command and what the hell the ship was
supposed to do here.

[ was there on my own for a good half-hour and for most
of that time [ was standing by the porthole which looked
out past Bloody Island to the port and the Naval Base.
Once one of the naval patrol boats put out heading for
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Cala Figuera, but a few minutes after disappearing behind
Bloody Island it emerged again and returned to base. Other-
wise, there was virtually nothing moving in that section
of the harbour and the waterfront was too far away for me
to identify the few vehicles that were on the road.

To pass the time I had a look at the books on the shelf
above the desk. They were most of them reference books,
including the Admiralty Pilot for the Mediterranean
Volumes I and I, also, surprisingly, Kemp’s encyclopaedic
work, Ships and the Sea, and beside that was Conrad’s
The Secret Agent and a rather battered copy of a collection
of Kipling’s verse. Opening it at a marker, I found he had
underlined a passage from ‘How Fear Came’ — ‘When ye
fight with a Wolf of the Pack, ye must fight him alone and
afar, Lest others take part in the quarrel, and the Pack be
diminished by war.’ And earlier there was a ticket to the
Shakespeare Theatre, Stratford-upon-Avon, marking ‘The
English Flag’. ‘And what should they know of England
who only England know.’ I felt the wrench of that second
line, thinking of spring and blossom, chestnuts bursting.
Then Petty Officer Jarvis came in to say he would be
serving breakfast as soon as the Captain arrived, mean-
while could he offer me a cup of coffee? By then it was
06.09 and I wondered what Ismail Fuxa had said in his
Independence Day message.

Gareth had listened to it on the radio, of course. But
when he came in some ten minutes later he couldn’t tell
me what the man had said, apart from the fact that it was
a declaration of the island’s independencc, but he seemed
to have got a very vivid impression of Fuxa himself. ‘A
little like listening to a re-run of the German Fuhrer
speaking at one of the big Nazi rallies in the thirties —
very emotional, the voice rising in pitch to the point of
screaming, then suddenly falling away so that it seemed
to be whispering in one’s ear.” He slumped down on the
settle, passing a hand over his eyes as though to rub out
the weariness that showed there. ‘Quite an exercise. Very
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face the French.” And he added, ‘These people, they have
this one priceless asset — the finest deep-water harbour in
the Western Med. That’s what it’s all about. That’s why
I'm here.” He gave a hollow laugh. ‘If there had been any
opposition, if Madrid had reacted to the situation...’
He stopped there, the loudspeaker breaking in on his
thoughts: ‘Bridge here, sir. There’s a launch approaching.
Harbour launch by the look of it.’

Gareth finished his breakfast quickly and a few minutes
later the same voice announced that it was the harbour
master himself wanting to speak to the Captain. Gareth
asked for the man’s name, then turned to me. ‘Francisco
Romacho. Is that right?’

‘No,’ I said. ‘It should be Juan Terron.’

He nodded. ‘They haven’t wasted any time. A key ap-
pointment and he’s in position already.’” Then into the
intercom: ‘Does he speak English? No, well get hold of
Sykes, then send the two of them up.” He suggested I
conceal myself in the steward’s pantry. ‘See if you re-
cognise him.’

The man who entered was short and very dark with an
aquiline face. [ had never seen him before. He was dressed
in khaki trousers and camouflage tunic. He came straight
to the point. ‘Senor Fuxa — el Presidente — feels that, in
the circumstances, he cannot accept the presence of a
foreign warship in the port of Mahon.” Watching through
a crack in the serving hatch, Victor Sykes came into my
line of vision. He was another of the young officers-
under-training, probably posted to the ship for his know-
ledge of Spanish. He looked a little scared, his voice low
as he interpreted. The three of them were seated at the
coffee table, Gareth pointing out that what went on ashore
was not his concern, he was simply in Mahon on a courtesy
visit and if there had been some change in the government
of the island, he was sure the new regime would extend

the same welcome to one of Her Majesty’s ships as the
old.
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The interview went on like that for some time, Romacho
insisting that Medusa leave Mahon, Gareth pointing out
that his orders came from London and he had no authority
to leave without new instructions. At one point he said,
“This is a matter for the Spanish and British governments.’
And Romacho answered quickly, ‘I don’t think so. We are
now an independent state.’

‘Then I suggest your president takes the question up
directly with the Foreign Office in London.’

‘He cannot do that until we have recognition. In the
meantime, he insists that you leave Mahon.’

‘I have explained that my orders —’

‘Your orders are to leave. Immediately.” Romacho had
jumped to his feet. ‘This is our water. Our port. You have
no right to be here when we don’t invite you. You will
leave immediately please.’

Gareth had risen to his feet. ‘Unfortunately we have a
problem.” And he went on to explain that the high-pressure
boilers delivering steam to the turbines had sprung some
leaks and his Marine Engineer Officer had taken the oppor-
tunity to close the boilers down for maintenance work on
the condenser pipes.

It was obvious that Romacho didn’t believe him, but he
couldn’t very well demand to inspect the engine room.
Instead, he said, ‘In that case, we will have to arrange a
tow for you. Fortunately the tanker that keeps the Cala
Figuera depot supplied has just finished off-loading and we
have our own harbour tug. I will arrange for the two of
them to tow you to Palma in Mallorca.’

‘That will not be necessary,’ Gareth said.

‘You will leave then under your own steam?’

‘When I have orders to leave I will leave. Not before.’

‘So! You are not going to leave?’

‘No.’

‘Very well, Capitan. 1 also have orders. El Presidente
instructs me to say that you have until noon. If you are
not away from Mahon by midday he will be forced to
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pendence was referred to, but only briefly, and even the
Overseas Service relegated it to a late spot in the World
News. This could, of course, be the result of a local
clampdown. It could equally be political pressure at home.

Sitting there in the sun, stripped to the waist as the day
advanced, there was something quite uncanny about the
brooding ruins of the hospital, the sense of isolation, and
that lonely British warship riding there so peacefully to
her reflection. She looked puny against the shimmering
sprawl of La Mola and it was hard to realise that inside
the battered plates of that grey hull the Communications
Room must be humming with messages bounced off satel-
lites as the well-known names of international politics,
roused from their beds at an unaccustomed hour or called
to their offices unexpectedly, endeavoured to grapple with
the possible repercussions of Fuxd’s seizure of power on a
small island in the Western Mediterranean. Was Gareth
right when he had said it was all because of this four and
a half miles of deep, sheltered water that stretched away
on either side of me?

Shortly after eleven a single mobile gun took up a posi-
tion in the garden of a villa above Cala Llonga. Now, as I
waited by the beacon beyond the dig, periodically checking
my watch as the seconds ticked away to noon, I wondered
whether it would actually open fire, whether there were
other guns ranged on the frigate. La Mola had been very
quiet since that early morning explosion.

Noon. And nothing happened. The sun blazed down,
everything very still, the frigate’s anchor chain hanging
slack, the water flat like polished brass. Fearing the worst
it was almost an anti-climax. Away to the south a plane
rose from the airport. It looked like a military plane, but
it flew west towards Ciudadela.

I stayed there, watching, and shortly after twelve-thirty
a launch moved out from the commercial quay heading
straight for Bloody Island. It was the same launch that had
brought the new harbour master out to Medusa. I turned
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the glasses on to the naval quay. Still the same three ships
there — a fast patrol boat, one of the big fishery protection
launches and the old minesweeper that had escorted
Medusa in. The launch came through the narrows, mak-
ing for the frigate, and as it passed I could see a little group
of three men in the stern of it. One was Romacho. He was
now wearing an official cap and beside him was a man in
uniform, an Army officer by the look of it. The third man
was in civilian clothes and I wondered who it was. He had
his back to me and it wasn’t until he turned to speak
to Romacho that I realised it was Fuxa himself.

So the RN presence was that important. The launch
swung alongside the frigate’s accommodation ladder where
they were met by one of the officers, MaultI think, certainly

“not Gareth, and all three of them went on board.

I stayed there by the beacon, watching through the
glasses, waiting to see what would happen now. They were
on board exactly seventeen and a half minutes by my
watch and it was Gareth himself who escorted Fuxa and
his two companions to the head of the ladder, saluting
perfunctorily, then turning away. The Army officer did not
salute and there were no handshakes, the three of them
hurrying down the ladder to the waiting launch without
looking back.

I watched them all the time through the glasses, and
all the way through the narrows they stood silent and
grim-faced, none of them saying a word.

Nothing happened after the launch had returned to the
inner harbour. Nobody else came out to the frigate, so I
presumed the deadline had been extended. It was siesta
time anyway. The day dragged on, no sign of Petra or
Lennie, with the result that I was marooned in the midst
of what now seemed something of a non-event, everything
so quiet, so peaceful it was almost unbelievable, and only
the absence of any movement in or out of the harbour to
convince me of the reality of it.

I had time then to think about myself — my own life and
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the direction of the airport. Then suddenly there was the
sound of engines, a distant rumble from the far end of the
port, by the new cargo quay.

It was the Libyan freighter getting under way, the har-
bour tug pulling her bows clear and swinging them round,
so that they were pointed straight towards me. At the
same time, the harbour master’s launch left the Estacién
Maritima, accompanied by two other launches. I was
standing by the red-flashing beacon again when they
passed through the narrows, but I couldn’t see who was
on board the harbour launch. It was flanked by what looked
like a harbour police launch and a customs launch. Only
the harbour master’s launch went alongside Medusa’s
ladder, and though somebody attempted to go on board,
- his way was blocked by a burly petty officer standing
immovably halfway up it.

The little tableau remained motionless for some time,
the man on the grating gesticulating very energetically
and an officer, Sykes probably, on the deck above. I
watched them arguing through the glasses until my atten-
tion was distracted by the increasing rumble of ships’
engines. The freighter, with the tug leading it, was ap-
proaching the narrows. It was low in the water, not yet
unloaded, so it could hardly be intending to leave port.
And behind me, just visible beyond the rocks above Petra’s
landing place, I could see the bows of the small oil tanker
lying in Cala Figuera beginning to swing as she fetched
her anchor.

The tug was through the narrows by then and headed
direct for Medusa. The beat of the freighter’s engines
slowed as she passed so close to me I could see that the
Arabic letters of her name had been painted over some
earlier name, the outline of which suggested that she
had originally been Greek, possibly Russian, for the faint
lettering appeared to be Cyrillic. The rusty plates slid by,
the bridge housing at the stern seeming to tower over me.

In the distance I could just hear the tug exchanging
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words with the harbour launch over loudhailers, and at
the same time Gareth appeared on the frigate’s bridge
wing. He had his hand to his mouth, holding a mike I
think, because even at that distance I could hear his voice
quite clearly, it was so powerfully amplified. He spoke in
English, very simply: ‘I have to warn you that any ship
coming within two hundred metres of my anchorage will
be regarded as having committed a hostile act.’

He turned then and I think he must have given an order,
for as Lieutenant Sykes hurried to his side and began
repeating what he had said in Spanish, the turret of
the two 4.5-inch guns slowly swivelled, the barrels no
longer aimed at the heights above Cala Llonga, but being
lowered, slowly and menacingly, to point directly at the
freighter.

It flashed through my mind then what a chance he was
taking — or was he bluffing? For a British warship to open
fire on the ship of a country we were not at war with,
however unfriendly that country might be, and to do it
while anchored in the harbour of a Nato ally . . . It didn’t
bear thinking about and I almost held my breath as I
waited to see what the freighter would do, wondering
whether Gareth was acting on his own initiative or
whether he was covered by explicit orders. I hoped, for his
sake, that it was the latter.

Everything now was in slow motion. The launch had
pulled away from Medusa’s side to join the others, the
three of them in a close huddle as though the vessels
themselves were discussing the situation. The frigate’s
guns stayed implacably levelled at the approaching super-
structure of the freighter, which was now barely moving.
Asudden swirl of water at her stern and she was stationary,
everything held motionless as in a still picture.

The sun had begun to set, a lovely golden glow lighting
up the grey slab-plated side of the frigate. Time passed,
nothing happening, but the tension seeming steadily to
increase as the sunset glow deepened to red so that the
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‘You should have checked the chandlery, had a word
with my wife and made certain Petra was all right.” His
head was sinking into his arms. I reached out across the
table and shook him. ‘It wasn’t the Australian Navy you
deserted from, was it? It was the Royal Navy.’

‘Wot if it was?’

‘And that’s why you got pissed.’

‘Well, wouldn’t you, mate?’ There was a note of belliger-
ence in his voice now. ‘I do’n want ter think back to them
days. And those petty officers — Chris’sakes! They could’ve
picked me up jus’ like that.’

I told him he was a bloody fool. All those years ago . . .
But he was fast asleep, his head fallen sideways on to his
arm. I finished my meal, then put what clothes I had on,
turned the pressure lamp off and went down to the landing
point. It was a plastic dinghy, and though he had been
drunk, he had still hauled it out on to the rocks, stowed
the oars neatly and made fast the painter.

The water looked inky black as I floated it off and
stepped in, Mahon a blaze of light as though nothing had
happened and it was just a normal evening. Fortunately
there was no wind, for the boat was no better than a plastic
skimming dish. Clear of Bloody Island the brightly lit
shape of the frigate blazed like a jewel, the tug and the
freighter in black silhouette, the tanker barely visible and
no sign of the launches. I made straight for Cala Figuera
and our own quay. My car was there, but nothing else, no
sign of Petra’s Beetle. No lights on in the windows of the
house either and when I crossed the road I found the door
to the chandlery standing half-open.

I think I knew by then there was nobody there. I called,
but there was no answer, the only sound a sort of scratch-
ing as though a net curtain was tlapping in the breeze from
an open window. It came from above and as I climbed the
stairs I had an unpleasant feeling there was something in
the house, something alive.

Ireached the landing and stopped. The scratching sound
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Villa Carlos. I glanced at my watch, scooped up the dog
and ran back up the stairs. The news was already being
read as I switched on the radio, the announcer in the
middle of saying that the self-styled President of Menorca
had called upon Moscow to recognise the new island
republic and provide immediate assistance in dealing with
dissident elements endeavouring to impose what was
described as ‘a reactionary fascist regime centred on the
old capital, Ciudadela’.

I switched to the World Service where it was now the
lead story, the announcer listing a whole series of countries
who had been asked to recognise the island republic. So
far only Libya and Albania had complied. Madrid had still
not taken any positive action, but there was clearly intense
activity on the political front. The Spanish ambassador
had been to the Kremlin and it was reported that the
Government had called upon all EEC countries to assist in
maintaining Spanish sovereignty over the Balearic Islands.
More practically, Spanish Navy ships in Barcelona had
been put on alert and parachutists were standing by.

But, listening to that news, it was clear everybody was
waiting upon Moscow, and Moscow was saying nothing,
for the moment. Towards the end there was a reference to
a British frigate being on a courtesy visit to the island, and
the Foreign Secretary, in answer to a question in the House,
had made a statement to the effect that if the ship was
molested in any way the Captain would be fully entitled
to take any action he felt appropriate. In other words,
the responsibility for anything which might happen was
Gareth’s. No wonder the poor devil had asked us to pray
for him!

Comments followed from BBC reporters in various capi-
tals, but by then I was on the phone, enquiring about Soo.
The Renatos first, but they were out and the others I
contacted knew nothing. In desperation I tried the hospi-
tal, but the line was either engaged or out of order. I went
down the stairs again. The store was locked and no sign
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could see his face still, the lips chewed to ribbons, the
teeth protruding white and the eyes starting from his head.
And then I was thinking of Soo as I had last seen her,
laughing as she had left me on the quay at Addaia.

I went over to the settee and sat down, suddenly tired,
the two images merging, so that in my mind’s eye I saw
them as one, the Arab’s tortured features superimposed on
Soo’s. I don’t remember how long I sat there, numbed at
the vision of what might happen to her if Gareth didn’t
take his ship out of Mahon. This wasn’t just a matter of
Ismail Fuxa and his personal ambitions. It was bigger than
that, much bigger, Fuxa just a pawn in a game being played
far away from Menorca behind closed doors. Political
figures with hot lines and satellites at their disposal. A
young woman, held as a hostage — that was nothing. A
unit of flesh. Disposable. Just as this ship was disposable,
the men I had lived with on the hurried run from Malta . . .

‘Glad we were able to contact you.’ His voice was flat.
It seemed tired, and he didn’t smile as he crossed the cabin,
pulled up a chair and sat down facing me. ‘I don’t know
how long we’ve got. Not long.” He sounded resigned, his
face grey as though he hadn’t slept for a long time. I
thought he had aged since I had seen him that morning,
the broad forehead puckered deeper, the lines at the corners
of eyes and mouth more pronounced, and he just sat there
staring at me dumbly.

'Where is she?’ I asked.

He gave a little shrug. But he didn’t say anything. It was
as though he didn’t know how to begin.

‘They’ve contacted you, have they?’

He nodded.

‘So where is she? Where is she being held?’

‘Then you know.” He seemed relieved, the knowledge
that he hadn’t got to break the news to me releasing his
tongue. ‘I sent across to Bloody Island for you as soon as
it was dark, but you weren’t there. Then we saw lights in
your place at Cala Figuera, so I took a chance and sent
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young Leslie Masterton in to see if you were there. I'm glad
you were.’ His eyes were fixed on me. "What happened? Do
you know?’

I told him briefly of the scene that had greeted me, and
then, unable to restrain myself, I burst out, ‘It wouldn’t
have happened if you hadn’t pushed your way into our
lives. It’s your bloody fault. All your fault.” And seeing
that image again in my mind’s eye, I leaned forward and
grabbed hold of him. "Who was it came for her? Who were
they that grabbed her so brutally. Benjie — that little dog
of ours — was shit scared. He’s always so clean, and a brave
little beast normally. Those bastards must have been rough
with her.’

‘All right, all right.” He was holding up his hand, pleading
with me. ‘You’ve told me how they took her, and you're
right, it’s because of me. I'm sorry. It’s my fault.” And then,
his voice suddenly stronger, ‘But it’s happened. You have
to accept that. We both do.” His tone took on a note
of authority. ‘The question now is how we handle the
situation. They started piling on the pressure for me to
take the ship out shortly after two o’clock local time, an
emissary from some sort of military commander. He came
out in a speedboat from Cala Llonga. I wouldn’t allow
him on board, of course, and I told him my position was
unchanged — I could only put to sea when I had orders to
do so. The same thing I had told that man Fuxa. Until then
I would remain here. He came out once more, threatening
to open fire on me, and I warned him that if he did so I
had the authority of the British Government to take what
action I considered necessary to defend my ship. In short,
I asked him to tell his general not to be a bloody fool and
push me that hard.’

‘Soo,’ I said. ‘What about Soo?’ My voice was too high
and I tried to get a grip on myself. ‘All you’ve talked about
so far is your problem. I'm not interested. It’s my wife I'm
concerned about.’

‘Do you think I'm not concerned? What the hell do you
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rumpled, and his shirt and the camouflage jacket were
open at the neck. He was smiling, but no warmth in it,
just an indication that he was prepared to be reasonable —
or was he nervous, too, was there a certain insecurity
under that tough exterior?

‘Come in, Pat.” Gareth had risen to his feet. ‘Sit down.’
He waved him to a chair. ‘Mike Steele you know.’

‘Yeah, we've met before.” He sat down, smiling at me,
his voice low key. ‘How's the boat behaving?’ But he didn’t
expect an answer for he turned to Gareth, the smile gone
from his face. ‘Well, when do you leave?” And he added,
‘It better be soon. Very soon.’

Gareth sat down opposite him. ‘Didn’t they tell you,
about the engines?’

‘Don’t give me that crap.’

‘We have condenser trouble.’

‘1said, don’t give me that crap.’ The voice had hardened.
‘The oldest gimmick there is — can’t move because the
engines don’t work.” He laughed, his voice a sneering
mockery. ‘Considering why you’re here, it’s hardly likely
their fucking Lerdships would have let you to sea with
engines that were on the blink. So you get your fancy
marine engineer on the blower and tell him to start up.’

‘Unfortunately, you’re wrong about the engines.” The
trembling of his lower lip somehow made the statement
unconvincing. ‘You should know how mean things can be
in the Royal Navy. This is an old ship and she was fitted
out in a hurry.’

‘So that you, and the rest of them on board, could be
blown to hell. You always were a soft option, boy. You sit
here for another two or three hours . . . Look, the bastards
who give the orders, they aren’t going to be here to hold
your hand when Fuxa gets the support he’s asked for and
all hell breaks loose.” He leaned suddenly forward, his
voice softer, more urgent. ‘Don’t be a sucker. You're ex-
pendable, the whole lot of you. Nobody cares about you.
So be sensible. And if you want to stick to that fiction
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A funny little half-smile showed on Gareth’s face. He
shook his head. ‘Come off it, Pat. You’re not here just
to try and save my life again. You're here because you
know damn well the presence of one of HM ships in
Mahon harbour makes the whole thing impossible. Your
plan of operations depends on two things for success —
surprise and unimpeded access to the harbour here. The
first you've achieved. In fact, your people exploited the
element of surprise so well that you were able to seize
control of all the key positions at this end of the island.
What you didn’t expect was that there would be a Nato
warship anchored in Port Mahon. Your coup now needs
the backing of a major power and I doubt very much

whether you’ll get it as long as this tin can, as you call
" it, remains anchoered here. At least that’s my reading of
all the ﬂurry of signals my Commumcatmns Office is
picking up.’

His voice had become stronger, more authoritative as
he developed his argument. Now he leaned forward, both
elbows on the desk, his eyes fixed on his half-brother. ‘My
advice to you — it’s the same advice as you’ve just been
giving me — get out now, while you can.’ Abruptly his
right hand came up, jabbing a finger. ‘Time is against you,
man. You know it. [ know it.’

‘You’ll be smashed to hell, boy.’

‘Maybe. But I don’t think so.” Somehow his voice man-
aged to carry conviction. ‘By dawn you’ll be faced with
crack Spanish troops and the arrival of the first of their
naval units.’

‘And how will they get into Mahon? We'll blast them
out of the water with those big guns on La Mola. As for
troops — what troops? They can’t land . . *

‘Paratroops,” Gareth said quietly. ‘I've just heard they’ll
be taking off about an hour hefore dawn.’

‘Thank you. I'll pass the information on. But I think
Madrid may have second thoughts. Landing paratroops
anywhere on Menorca would amount to invasion of the
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problem with the engines. I think what finally did it
was an open discussion over the telephone with Robin
Makewate, his Marine Engineer Officer, which ended with
him saying, ‘Half an hour then. I'll have them standing by
the anchor at 22.15. I want power on that one engine by
22.15 at the latest. Without fail, Robin . .. Yes, that’s an
order. Do it how you like, but get one of them going by
then or we're in trouble.’

He put the phone down and turned to Evans. ‘That’s the
best I can do. I presume you didn’t come on board without
making some provision against my detaining you here?’

‘Correct. VHF contact.’ He patted the sagging pocket of
his camouflage jacket. ‘If I don’t report in on the hour . . .’
He gave a little shrug. ‘But don’t worry, I'll be on to them
in a minute. Meantime, you want to know how we hand
the woman back. Since you’ve got Steele here, and she’s
his wife, it better be to him.’

They discussed it between themselves, no reference to
me and Soo treated as though she was some sort of parcel
that was proving difficult to deliver. In the end it was
agreed that Evans and I should be landed on Bloody Island
to await the frigate’s departure. As soon as it was out past
the island of Lazareto, Evans would radio his base contact
and Soo would be delivered to me in exchange for Evans.
'I'll have the Sergeant of Marines issue you with a gun,’
Gareth said to me. ‘You’ll have to sign for it, of course,
and somehow it will have to be returned.” He turned back
to Evans. ‘I take it you’re not armed.’

Evans laughed. ‘Not much point, one man against a
whole ship’s company.’

Gareth nodded and dabbed a number on the intercom
system. ‘Have Sergeant Simmonds report to my cabin and
tell the First Lieutenant I want a word with him.’ He went
to the curtain and pulled it back. ‘Escort Mr Evans to the
head of the ladder,” he told Davison. ‘He’ll be sending his
boat back to Cala Llonga. And have our own launch stand
by to take both these gentlemen across to Bloody Island.
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After that have it brought on board and stowed.’ He turned
to Evans. ‘Whilst you're out in the open I suggest you take
the opportunity to report in to your base that you’re okay.’

Evans stood there for a moment, frowning, his eyes fixed
on Gareth who had already turned back at the sound of a
voice calling him over the intercom. It was Mault and he
told him, ‘I want the ship closed up ready for sea, Number
One. We'll be getting under way as soon as MEO can give
us the necessary power.’

‘We've received new orders, have we?’ Mault’s voice
was a mixture of curiosity and doubt.

“You've just received my orders, Number One, so get on
with it.” There was a crisp finality in the way he said it
that even the thickest-skinned could not fail to under-
stand. ‘We’ll be out of here by 22.15 at the latest.” He
switched off before his second-in-command could ask any
more awkward questions and turned back to Evans. ‘When
you report in, tell your people to bring Mrs Steele down
to Cala Llonga ready to take her out to Bloody Island. I
don’t know how far away she is, but I’d like her down on
the beach there before we sail.’

Evans nodded. ‘No problem. We’'ll have her waiting for
you there. Then you can see her and identify her through
your glasses. Okay?’ And he added, ‘There’s some coun-
tries I been in where death is a way of life, as you might
say. So don’t fool around with me, either of you, see.” He
turned on his heel then and left the cabin just as Sergeant
Simmonds arrived.

Gareth told him to take me down to the armoury and
issue me with whatever weapon he thought most suitable
for holding a dangerous man hostage for half an hour or
so. He was quite close to me when he said that and he
gripped hold of my arm. ‘Don’t let him jump you. Just
keep your distance and the gun on him the whole time.’
His fingers were digging into me, his hand trembling. God
help me, I thought, he was scared of the man. ‘Just keep
your distance,’ he said again. ‘All the time you're alone
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‘You've been over all that,’ I said. ‘Once those guns can
be brought to bear . . ./

‘The guns — yes.” He nodded. ‘A direct hit and he’d be
blown out of the water.” He shook his head, standing very
still. ‘To throw it all away for that woman.’ He glanced
round at me, the teeth showing white again. ‘No offence,
but Christ! I don’t understand.’

‘Then you’ve never been in love,’ I said.

He laughed. It was more like a guffaw. ‘A four-letter
word or a three-letter word, what the hell? It’s sex, isn’t
it, and my mother taught him about that on board the
Betty Ann. Didn’t he tell you?’ The clank of the anchor
chain started up again. ‘In a mud berth.” He seemed to find
that funny, laughing still as he watched the ship. ‘Quite a
girl, my mother. But to throw away his whole career,
everything he’s worked for . . . Or is he scared? Is that why
he’s getting his anchor up, scared of being blown to hell if
he stays?’

He looked at me for a moment, then his gaze switched
back again to the black shape of the ship, his body quite
still, almost tense. The navigation lights were on now, the
anchor just coming clear of the water. The frigate was
beginning to move. ‘Poor little bugger!’ I heard him mur-
mur. Then he turned on me suddenly. ‘Suppose I don't let
her go? You going to gun me down?’ The searchlight was
switched off and i heard him laugh, everything suddenly
very dark. I stepped back, expecting him to rush me, and
tripped over a stone.

‘He’s going astern,’ Evans said.

I switched on my torch again. He hadn’t moved, but
now his head was turned back, his gaze fixed on the dim
shape out there on the water. The frigate’s bows were
swinging, the stern coming towards us. The sound of the
engines suddenly increased. Or was it just one engine’
The sound died abruptly as the ship lost way. Was there
really something wrong with her machinery after all? The
sound increased again, the bows swinging. It was as though
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‘Then I'd have some idea what the hell’s going on.’

The sound of the outboard died, but I was barely con-
scious of it, my eyes half on Evans, half on the frigate,
which was now going astern again and swinging more
sharply. In this way it turned itself completely round
until it was lying just off the landing place with its bows
pointing almost directly at the big hotel above cur house.
‘Has he really got engine trouble?’

I didn’t say anything, wondering about that glimpse I
had had of Mault arguing with Gareth on the bridge.

The frigate was beginning to go ahead again. I thought
she was endeavouring to round the island and head sea-
ward through the wider southern passage, but the bows
started to swing again so that it looked as though the
whole grey bulk of her would land up stern-first in the
hospitai ruins.

Evans was hurrying now as he skirted the dig, took the
path to the landing place, then turned off on the track that
circled the old hospital building. It was brighter here, the
frigate outlined against the lights of Villa Carlos. Water
swirled at her stern, small waves rushing against the rocks.
Evans had stopped. I think, like me, he was too astonished
to do anything but stare at the dark shape coming closer,
the bows swinging clear, but the low flat stern, with its
flight deck and hangar, closing the rocks just south of our
boat landing. She was coming towards us with no check,
the hum of the one engine, the suck of the prop, the waves
beating at the shore, all getting louder.

The grinding crunch of her grounding on the rocks was
a rising cacophony of sound that seemed to go on and on,
the stern rising till it was so close it looked from where I
stood as though Evans could step across on to the deck
itself. Then suddenly everything was still, a quietness
gradually descending over the scene, the propeller bedded
against rock, the water subsiding to the stillness of a
balmy Mediterranean night. ‘The silly bloody idiot!’ The
anger of Evans’s voice was tinged with something else.
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of the way, girl!” He was moving after Evans and she just
stood there in a daze, blocking his path.

It almost cost him his life. She moved, but too late,
Evans pulling himself to his feet again and brushing past
her in a crouching run. The knife flashed as Lennie lashed
out at him, and the next thing I saw was the Australian
staggering backwards, clutching at his face and blood
spurting between his fingers.

The knife slashed again and he went down, a strangled
screaming like a trapped rabbit. Then Evans turned and
ran, dropping out of sight almost immediately as he made
for the landing place. I didn’t shout. I didn’t go after him.
My concern was for Lennie. I couldn’t tell whether he was
alive or dead. He just lay there on a bed of wild flowers at
the edge of the path, blood spurting from the loose flap of
his cheek, where the knife had slashed it open, and a dark
patch beginning to spread over his shirt as blood welled
up from somewhere not far from his heart.

Petra moved to my side, her eyes wild as she grabbed at
my arm. She was sobbing. But then she was suddenly
silent, squatting down, her bare knee bent against a rock,
still as a statue, horror-struck as she stared at the blood
on Lennie’s face, the ghastly cheek flap. ‘Oh, my God!’ He
was no longer screaming, his body quite still. ‘Is he dead?’

I shook my head. Blood was welling out over his shirt
and I thought I could detect a slight movement of his
chest. ‘You look after him,” I said. ‘'I'll see if the ship will
take him.’

It was then, as [ rose to my feet, that I heard the outboard
start, the sound of it rising as Petra’s inflatable shot into
view, hugging the rocks. I glimpsed it briefly as Evans
skidded it round the north-western bulge of the island.
Then it was lost to view as he ran it under the beacon and
into the narrows. I turned back to the ship then, and as I
hurried up the path under the hospital walls, I met two
naval ratings lugging a case of rockets. Others passed me
as I ran to the frigate’s stern, shouting for the Captain.
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Nobody took any notice of me for a moment. They had
rigged a gangway from the stern to the top of a flat rock
close by the path, the scene chaotic as almost the whole
crew swarmed like ants from ship to shore, humping
equipment from the hangar, listening gear and telephones,
as well as rocket-launchers and ammunition. Orders
were being shouted, arms issued, cases ripped open and
ammunition got ready.

In the end it was Peter Craig who answered my call for
help and, after some delay, he managed to find the medical
orderly who finally got Lennie on to a stretcher and carried
him on board. I wasn’t allowed to go with him. Craig was
adamant about that. And when I asked for Gareth, he told
me the Captain was in the Communications Office and
there was absolutely no chance of my seeing him until the
situation had clarified itself.

‘They’ll do what they can for him,” he assured me.
‘We’ve no doctor on board. You know that, I think, but
those two did a good job on John Kent. Looked after him
until we could get him ashore. They’ll do the same for
your man, and we’ll get him ashore and into the military
hospital as soon as possible. That is,” he added, ‘if any of
us are alive by morning.’

He smiled at me a little uncertainly. ‘Remember what
I said to you on the bridge that night, about the Captain
carrying a weight of responsibility few of the officers
realised. Well, now they do. We're in the thick of it, and
if you or I are around in the morning, then by God I'll
stand you a drink.’ He tried to smile again, to make a joke
of it, but it didn’t work. Instead, he clapped me on the back
before hurrying off up the gangway to continue supervising
the unloading.

Back at the camp I found Petra busy preparing a meal. |
think she was doing it more to distract herself from what
was happening than from any want of food. ‘Is he all
right?’

‘He’s alive,’ I said. ‘“They’ll get him ashore when things
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have sorted themselves out. Some time tomorrow presum-
ably. Meanwhile, I imagine they’ll stitch him up as best
they can.’

She poured me some wine. It was good dark Rioja, the
colour of blood. I drank it down at a gulp. ‘'They’re a bit
preoccupied right now,’ I told her, and at that moment, as
though to emphasise the point, the lights that lit the
outline of the frigate went suddenly out, everything dark
again.

She nodded. All around us we could hear voices, the
clink of metal on metal, the tramp of feet. ‘They’ve started
to dig in,’ she said.

I nodded and poured myself some more wine. I was
suddenly very tired. Tension probably. I had never really
contemplated death before. At other times, when I had
been in danger, it had all happened too fast. Even that time
Ahmed Bey had been killed, it had been very sudden, the
Italian boat coming at us out of the darkness, and later,
the days at sea and the heat, the trek along the African
shore, getting weaker and weaker, it hadn’t been the same
at all.

Now I had been given virtually the exact time of death,
the rendezvous approximately midnight fourteen miles off
the coast. Fourteen miles. Justoverhalfanhouratfull speed.
Say another half-hour while they argued it out over radio. I
was remembering suddenly that Gareth had said he had a
civilian on board who was fluent in Russian. Probable time
of engagement, therefore, would be around o1.00. And my
watch showed it was already almost midnight.

An hour to live! Perhaps a little more. But not another
dawn.

If the decision had been taken to occupy Mahon harbour,
then the opposition of a puny and obsolete RN frigate
would be brushed aside in a holocaust of missiles. The
whole of Bloody Island would be blasted to hell. Evans
was right. His half-brother and the crew of his ship were
doomed to extinction. So was I. So was Petra.
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to happen, having come to terms, or something very near
to it, with the fact that I was about to die and would not
live to see the sun rise, the offered reprieve seemed an
affront to my manhood. Perversely, I found myself on the
point of refusing. It was as though I would be running
away, revealing myself to be a coward. It was only the
thought of Petra that stopped me. Or was it? Was I really
a coward seeking justification, an excuse for acceptance?

‘Please thank him,’ I told Jarvis. My mouth felt dry. ‘Tell
him I accept his offer. I have to find my wife. Tell him
that. And Miss Callis should undoubtedly be got off the
island.” And I added, ‘Is there any chance I can have a word
with him before we leave?’

‘I doubt it, sir. He’s in the Ops Room. At least that’s
where he phoned me from. And I gathered from his manner
things were a bit hectic. A lot going on, if you understand
my meaning, sir.’

‘Yes, of course,’ I said. ‘Only to be expected.’

‘Five minutes, sir. The launch will be there in five
minutes, probably less. Okay?’ He didn’t wait to see my
nod, but hurried off back to the ship.

Petra was already searching around frantically for her
archaeological material, scrabbling up notebooks, rolls of
film, dumping them 1n a holdall. I grabbed a sweater and
told her to hurry. ‘We’ve no time to lose.’

‘My thesis,’ she said. ‘There’s a draft of my thesis some-
where. I must have it.” And then she stopped. ‘Oh, my
God! It’s in the hypostile. I left it there. Won’t be a minute.’

She was ducking out of the tent when I seized hold of
her arm. ‘Forget it,’ I told her. ‘“They’ll hit this island any
minute now. Alive, you can redraft it. Dead, it won't
matter anyway.’

She was trying to wrench herself free, but at my words
she stopped struggling and stared at me, appalled. ‘D’you
mean that? D’you mean it’s — now?’

‘Any minute,’ I said. ‘There’s a Russian cruiser, several
other warships. They should be off the entrance now.’
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She came with me then, pulling on a loose cardigan as
we hurried down to the landing point. The launch was
already there, two sailors holding it alongside the rock
with boathooks, Leslie Masterton in the stern, the engine
ticking over. He took Petra’s holdall, helped her in, and as
I followed her, he gave the order to push the launch clear.

‘What'’s the latest news?’ I asked him as we pulled away
from the rocks.

‘I don’t know, sir. Everybody’s at action stations —’ He
rolled the words off his tongue as though savouring them
with excited anticipation. For a moment he concentrated
on swinging the launch under the frigate’s bows. Then,
when we were headed for Cala Figuera, he added, ‘But the
Captain hasn’t said anything. There’s been no announce-
ment. So I don’t know anything really, nobody does. All
we’ve been told is to stay on maximum alert until we’re
ordered otherwise. A lot of the boys are off the ship and
among the ruins of that hospital. But you know that.
Seems the Captain’s expecting some sort of an attack.’ He
was strung up, the words pouring out of him. ‘I've been
allocated the launch.” He grinned. ‘Didn’t expect the
opportunity of a run ashore.’

I glanced at Petra and she smiled. I think we were
both wondering whether Gareth had done it purposely, an
excuse for getting this pleasant kid out of the firing line.
I pulled back the sleeve of my sweater and looked at my
watch. It was already or1.11. Eleven minutes after the time
I thought they might be steaming in through the entrance.

It was then that one of the sailors said quietiy, ‘Ship on
the port bow, sir. Close inshore.” He pointed and I could
see it then, a dim shape under the Villa Carlos cliff line
momentarily outlined by the double red flash of the light
on the point. It was a small vessel, moving slowly and
very low in the water. ‘Looks like that customs launch,’
Masterton said and throttled back until we were barely
moving. Even so, the vessel, heading in towards Mahon
itself, would cut right across our bows. We lay there
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without lights, waiting. And when I suggested that we
make a dash for it, the young midshipman said, without
even hesitating to consider the possibility, ‘Sorry, but my
orders are to take no chances and return immediately if
challenged.’ :

We could see the launch quite clearly now each time
the Villa Carlos light flashed red. She was low in the water
because she was crowded with people. Soon we could hear
the sound of the engine. She would cross our bows at a
distance of about two hundred metres, and lying quite
still, with no lights behind us, there was just a chance we
would remain unseen.

But then, as the launch was approaching the point where
she would cross our bows and we could see that the pack
of men standing on the deck were most of them armed, a
string of lights appeared behind us on the road above Cala
Lladr6. We were suddenly in silhouette against them.
Somebody on the customs launch shouted, several of them
were pointing at us, and then there was the flash and crack
of a rifle fired. I didn’t hear the bullet whistle past. It was
lost in the roar of our engine as Masterton gunned it and
swung the wheel, turning the launch round and heading
back towards Bloody Island. I caught a glimpse of some
sort of struggle on the deck of the customs launch. There
was the crackle of small-arms fire, spurts of flame, splin-
ters flying off the woodwork of our stern, a glass window
shattered, and little geysers bouncing past us as bullets
slapped the water close alongside.

The moment of shock passed, the customs launch reced-
ing into the distance until it was finally lost in the dark
of Mahon’s harbour. There seemed no reason then why
we shouldn’t resume our course for Cala Figuera, but when
I'suggested this to Masterton I found myself faced, not by
a kid, but by Midshipman Masterton, a budding officer to
whom orders were orders. He had been told to take no
chances and return if he was challenged. He had been
challenged. Not only that, he’d been fired on, and though
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own thoughts, and when I spoke his head came up with a
startled jerk and he looked at me, tight-lipped and very
tense. ‘Sorry you didn’t make it ashore,” he said.

I asked him what was going on in the outside world and
he just shook his head. He would let me know, he said, as
soon as he had any definite news. And he added that, until
he knew for certain what the situation was, there was no
question of his risking the launch in another attempt to
take us into Cala Figuera. And when I pressed him, saying
that something had to be done about Soo, he just looked
at me and said in a voice that was dead and without
emotion, ‘Your wife is only one of many factors I have to
take into consideration.’ And he added, in that same dead
tone, as though he were talking about something quite
remote and impersonal, ‘In the overall scale of things I'm
afraid she ranks very low, however important she may be
to you, and to me.’ He muttered something about being in
a hurry — ‘A lot on my plate at the moment.” And he
nodded briefly, brushing past me.

I went back to the tent then. Nothing else I could do.
With no boat, Petra and I were marooned on the island,
and we just sat there, waiting. It was long past the time
when the warships that were supposed to be supporting
Fuxa’s coup d’état should have been entering Mahon har-
bour, and though I fiddled around with Petra’s little radio,
all I could get was dance music. God knows what was
going on in the world outside of Bloody Island.

All around us there were the sounds of men settling in
for the night in improvised trenches or in the stone walls
of the hospital itself. And though I went out and talked to
some of them, I couldn’t find anyone who knew any more
than we did. In fact, I suppose the only people who could
have told us what was going on in the outside world were
Gareth and his communications team. I learned afterwards
that, apart from those two quick tours of the island’s
makeshift defences, he spent the whole night there, sift-
ing endlessly through the mass of reports, signals, news-
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flashes, and speculative comment from all around the
world picked up by the ship’s antennae.

Back in the tent again I found Petra sitting there, not
drinking, not doing anything, just sitting there with a shut
look on her face. I said something to her. I don’t remember
what. But she didn’t answer. She had withdrawn into some
secret world of her own. And then, suddenly, she got to
her feet, a quick, decisive movement. 'I'm tired,’ she said.
‘God! I'm tired. No point in sitting here waiting for some-
thing to happen. I'm going to bed.’

I was desperately tired myself, my mind seemingly no
longer capable of constructive thought. The picture of that
room, the little dog, and Evans — the way he had talked
about sending her to Gareth in bits and pieces. Christ!
What a hell of a mess! All I could think of was the poor
girl out there somewhere in the hands of those bastards.

In the end I found a spare sleeping bag and followed
Petra’s example. But before curling myself up in it, I went
outside again. It was quite chill now, a whisper of a breeze
coming down from the high ground above the harbour, the
scent of wild flowers on the air, and as I stood there,
relieving myself, I was conscious of the bodies all around
me. It was very strange, hearing nothing, but knowing
they were there, like the ghosts of all those buried dead.

But then the glow of a cigarette, showing for an instant
under the hospital wall, brought my mind back to reality.
Away to the right I could just make out the dim shape of
a sailor standing in silhouette against the stars, and when
I climbed to the top of a rock there was the outline of
the frigate, stern-on and not a light showing. Somebody
coughed, a hastily suppressed sound, and as I went back
into the tent I heard a clink of metal on stone somewhere
out beyond the dig.

It was almost four. Another hour and dawn would be
starting to break. Perhaps it was the coffee, or perhaps I
was just too damned tired, but I couldn’t seem to sleep,
my mind going round in circles, worrying about Soo, about
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I sat down on a rock, my mind going round and round,
gnawing at the problem. And in the sunshine, with wild
flowers in every crevice, I saw her as she had been back in
Malta when I had first met her. A picnic on Gozo, her body
lying on a rock all golden warm like the limestone of the
buildings on the hill above caught in the slanting rays of
a glorious sunset. And in that little trellis garden of her
mother’s, bougainvillaea and morning-glory, and the two
of us dancing to that old portable gramophone, our bodies
close and the moon full above the curved roof tiles. A world
apart, the two of us hopelessly in love in the moonlight, not
another thought in our heads, not a care in the world, our
bodies tingling to the touch of our fingers, the ache for
each other growing.

God in heaven! What had happened to us? To me? What
had changed it?

Questions, questions, the result emotional torment and
my heart reaching out to her. Surely to God two people
who had been as close to each other as we had been then
could make contact across the distance that now separated
us. If I thought hard enough, if I could concentrate my
mind sufficiently, surely I could evoke some response from
her, some telepathic indication of where she was.

I was there by that beacon for a long time, alone with
my thoughts, and right above me the Golden Farm to
remind me of two other lovers. And then Petra came to
say the launch had finally returned.

‘Any message from the ship?’ I asked her.

She shook her head and I stared at that narrow strip of
water, wondering whether I could make it, picturing him
back in his day cabin, his desk piled with urgent messages.
In the circumstances, my note would hardly seem of great
importance. Soo would either be dead or abandoned some-
where. Whichever it was, he had every reason to think a
few more hours would make little difference.

I'was in the tent, stripped to my underpants and stuffing
my clothes, pipe, matches, keys, money, everything I
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might need ashore, into a plastic bag, when the flap was
pulled back and I looked up to find Petty Officer Jarvis
standing there. ‘Captain’s compliments, sir, and the
launch is waiting to take you ashore.’

I shall always bless him for that. In the midst of all his
problems he had read my note and understood my urgency,
the depth of my feeling. I didn’t attempt to see him. I just
scribbled a note of thanks and handed it to Jarvis as he led
me up the gangway on to the stern and for’ard to where
the rope ladder was rigged. The same midshipman was in
charge of the launch, and as we swung away from the
frigate’s side, I asked him what the news was. He looked
at me, wide grey eyes in a serious face. ‘News, sir? You
haven’t heard?” And when I told him it had been a long
night and I had slept late, he grinned at me and said, ‘They
- miffed cff. The revolutionaries and those mercenaries who
put that Fuschia chap in. The fleet, too — the fleet that was
going to support the new government. It just faded off the
radar screen. And all because of Medusa.’

‘A Russian fleet, do you mean?’

‘Yes, the Russians. The American Sixth Fleet is shadow-
ing them.’

‘Is that official?’ I asked him. ‘About the Russian and
American fleets?’ We had swung away from the ship’s side
and were heading for Cala Figuera, the note of the engine
making it difficult to talk. ‘Did you hear it on the news?’

He shook his head. ‘1 haven’t had a chance to listen to
the BBC, but that’s what they’re saying — saw them off all
on our own, long before those Spanish ships arrived.” And
he added, ‘Now that he’s back from seeing the Spanish
admiral, I've no doubt the Captain will be making an
announcement. I'd like to have heard that.” He gave an
order to the helm, then turned back to me. ‘You know him
well, don’t you, sir?’ It was more a statement than a
question and he didn’t wait for me to answer. ‘He’s a super
man. Never batted an eye all night, going the rounds,
chatting and joking with everybody and all of us expecting
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seamen on the hospital tower, acting as lookouts and
armed with hand-held rocket-launchers.

It was hot as the launch slowed to run alongside our
quay, the sun blazing out of a blue sky, the surface of the
water oily-calm, and traffic moving on the steep road from
the Martires Atlante to the Carrero Blanco. Everything
looked so normal it was hard to believe that there had
been several hours during the night when the future of
Menorca had hung in the balance, the threat of hostilities
looming.

And then I was ashore, the chandlery door open and
Ramon coming out of the store in answer to my call.
No, he had no news of the senora. I raced up the stairs.
Somebody had cleared the place up, the maid I suppose.
The telephone was still working. I sat down at the table
by the window and rang the Renatos, but Manuela had no
information about her. She suggested I ring the Gobierno
Militar. Gonzalez had been there since early morning and
might have heard something. But her husband was no
longer there, and when I finally tracked him down at the
avuntamiento, he had heard nothing. I tried the policia, the
Guardia Civil, finally in desperation I rang the Residencia
Sanitaria. They had quite a few casualties in, but they were
all men, including an Australian who had just been brought
in from the English warship. When I asked how serious his
injuries were, they said he had not yet been fully examined.
If I liked to enquire a little later . . .

I said I would ring back in an hour’s time, and then as
a last resort tried to get through to Perez at the Naval Base,
but the phone was engaged and when I finally did manage
to reach his office, he was out and the officer who answered
the phone had no idea when he would be back. I rang the
Army then, out at La Mola, and to my surprise I was
connected immediately with some sort of duty officer. He
put me through to somebody in one of the casements, who
said a woman had been seen with a group of the ‘soldadi
del revolucion’, but where they had taken her he did not
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the Guardia, of course, and the hospitals, but everything
was so confused following all the happenings of the last
two days ... And I just stood there, listening to her, a
sickening feeling inside me, remembering how her hus-
band had driven up to that villa in his battered estate car.
Christ! I'd forgotten all about it until that moment.

What the hell could I tell her? That Miguel, innocent
and unsuspecting, had driven straight into a bunch of
men loading arms and ammunitions from an underground
cache and on the brink of a desperate coup? And then, as
I stood there, speechless and unable to give her a word of
encouragement, it hit me. That cellar, that hole in the
floor. An oubliette. Oh, God!

I told her he might have had business somewhere, and

“in the circumstances he might not have been able to let
her know he was delayed in some other part of the island.
She nodded, drinking in my words, clutching at hope —
and my own heart thumping. Would I know — if she were
alive, or if she were dead? Would Miguel’s wife, her hands
folded and on the verge of tears, know if he were alive?

The car arrived and thankfully I escaped into the routine
of taking it over. ‘I've got to go now,’ I told her. ‘But I'll
keep an eye open and if I see him . . . I left it at that, the
sickening feeling with me again as I offered her a lift. But
she was all right. Her daughter had a shoe shop just by the
Club Maritimo. She would take her home. Her hands
were warm and pudgy as she clasped mine, thanking me
profusely, her lips trembling. 'You will telephone me
plees.” She was very near to tears now. ‘If you hear any-
thing. Plees, you promise.’

I promised, escaping quickly out to the car, close to tears
myself as I thought of what might have happened. Evans
wouldn’t have taken any chances. He wouldn’t have left
her body lying about. And the villa of that absent German
businessman was barely four miles from Addaia, ten min-
utes by car. Less if the Santa Maria had been shifted to
the seaward end of the inlet and had been waiting for him
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at Macaret. The villa wasn’t two miles from Macaret, and
I had been so busy trying to find somebody in Mahon who
might have seen her or know where she was that I hadn’t
thought of it.

I dropped the driver off at his garage on the Villa Carlos
road, then took the shortest route to the waterfront, cut-
ting down the General Sanjurjo to the Plaza Espana. It was
getting dark already, the lights on in the shops and the
narrow streets thronged with people, most of whom
seemed there just to meet their friends and express their
pleasure at the return to normality. And when I finally
reached the waterfront even the Passo de la Alameda
was full of people come to look at the Spanish warships
anchored off.

There was considerable activity at the three Naval Base
jetties, a coastal minesweeper coming alongside with what
looked like a fishing boat in tow and a fishery protection
launch pulling out. Standing off was a fierce little warship
that I knew, the Barcelo-class fast attack patrol boat that
Fernando Perez had taken me over one hot September day
the previous year. All this, and the destroyers, with the
Manuel Soto, the big white ferry from Barcelona, towering
over the Muelle Commercial, was enough to give the
Menorquins back their confidence. There was a lot of
drinking going on in the port, an air of gaiety, and at the
bottom of the Abundancia I had threaded my way through
a crowd of about a hundred dancing in the street to a
guitar.

Past the turning off to the right that led to the Naval
Base and La Mola, I was suddenly on my own, the road
ahead empty. Nothing now to distract my mind as I put
my foot down, pushing the little car fast towards the
crossroads and the turning to Macaret and Arenal d’en
Castell. There is a garage on the right going towards
Fornells. Its lights were on and I stopped there briefly to
obtain confirmation from Senora Garcia that a convoy of
vehicles had in fact passed along this road in the early
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I find? I tried to still the thumping of my blood, blot out
my too-imaginative fears. I was never in any doubt, you
see, that she was there. The house, with just its upper
floor peering over the rim of the slope, its silence, its air
of watchfulness — it seemed to be telling me something.

I jabbed my elbow against the largest window, the crash
of glass loud in the night, the stillness afterwards more
pronounced. I put my hand in, feeling for the catch. The
window swung open. I had to go back to the car then for
the torch I had left on the passenger seat. After that I
moved quickly down through the villa’s three levels and
on down the steps into the cellar. I stopped there, the beam
of my torch directed at the rack of bottles and the flat
metal sheet on which it stood. Was that how we had left
it? I couldn’t be sure.

The rack was almost too heavy for me on my own, but
emptying the bottles out of it would have taken time and
by now I was desperate to know what waited for me in
that rock passage below. The air in the cellar was still and
very humid. | was sweating by the time I had managed to
shift the rack clear and I stood there for a moment, gasping
for breath and staring down at that metal sheet. I thought
I could smell something. The dank air maybe. I took a
deep breath, stooped down and pulled the corrugated iron
clear of the hole.

I was certain then. It was the sweet, nauseous smell of
decay. I called, but there was no answer.

I bent down, my head thrust into the hole, and shouted
her name, the echo of it coming back to me with the soft
slop of the sea. No answer, and the passage below empty
for as far as the torch would reach. It was ten feet or
more to the floor of it and no way of climbing out if I made
the jump. I tried to remember what Lennie had done with
the rope we had used. I was certain he hadn’t had it with
him when we had left the villa to run back to the car.

In the end I found it up in the top level, lying under a
chest. He must have kicked it there just before we left. I
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grabbed it up and ran back with it down the stairs, back
into that cellar, fastening it to the bottle rack as we had
done before. In a moment my foot was in the first of
Lennie’s loops and I had dropped through the hole and was
in the water-worn rock passage below shouting her name
again. And when there was no reply, I followed my nose,
the blood pounding in my veins as I tumed a bend, the
blowhole passageway narrowing to finish abruptly in
the pale yellow of the matchboarding where we had heard
the sound of their voices and the truck’s engine as it
backed up to the garage doors.

One of the lengths of boarding was splintered now. It
had clearly been prised off and then nailed roughly back
into place. But it wasn’t the splintered boarding that held
my gaze. It was Miguel’s body.

He was lying just as he had fallen after being stuffed
through the hole in the boarding, his eyes open and staring
and the back of his head smashed in. There was blood
mingled with the rock dust of the floor, smears of it on
the fresh wood of the boarding, and his eyes reflected dully
the light of my torch. The sight of him, and the smell . . .
I turned away, feeling suddenly sick. And then I was
hurrying back along the blowhole passage, doubt mingled
with dread, wondering what they would have done with
her. If they had killed her, then no point in bringing the
body here. A weight tied to the feet, then overboard and
the Balearic lobsters would do the rest.

I ducked past the rope and when I reached the second
expansion chamber and could see the water-worn passage
falling away and the scaffold poles rigged over the blow-
hole, I stopped. There was nobody there. I was shouting
her name again, but it was a futile gesture, only sepulchral
echoes answering me and the slop of the sea loud in my
ears.

I was turning away when I thought I heard something.
It was a high sound, like the scream of a gull. I stood there
for a moment, listening. But all I heard was the sea, and
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nobody would go down into the cave itself without diving
gear, for the entrance to it was deep under water and in a
gale . .. And then it came again, high and quavering.

I flung myself down the slope, slamming into the scaf-
fold poles and gripping tight as I leaned out over the hole,
the beam of my torch almost lost in the expanse of water
that flooded the cavern below. The tide seemed higher
than when Lennie and I had looked down at it, the beach
no more than a narrow strip and only the upper fluke of
the rusty anchor above water. I didn’t see her at first.
She had retreated to the far end of the beach, her body
pressed back against the rock wall of the cavern, so that
all I could see of her was a vague shadow in the yellow-
ing beam.

‘Soo! Is that you?’

She was too far away and she had her hands up to her
face. I couldn’t be sure. I called again, but she shrank back,
scared that one of the men who had held her captive had
returned. It wasn’t until I called my own name several
times that she finally moved. She came across the beach
very slowly, her face growing clearer and whiter as she
approached, her black hair turned almost grey with rock
dust, her eyes large and wild-looking. She wouldn’t believe
it was really me till I shone the torch on my face, and then
she suddenly collapsed.

There was nothing for it but to go down to her. Fortu-
nately the rope on the pulley was a long one, so that I was
able to fasten one end of it round my body and use the
other part to lower myself to the beach. She had passed
out completely, her body limp, her eyes closed. There was
a nasty bruise on her cheek and a gash on the back of
her right wrist that had left the whole hand tacky with
half-congealed blood. I bathed her face in sea water,
the hand too, but it only caused the bleeding to start
again.

The sting of it must have brought her round, for when
I had scooped up some more water in my cupped hands, I
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came back to find her staring up at me. ‘Who are you?’ The
words were barely audible, her body stiff and trembling
uncontrollably.

‘It’s Mike,’ I said and reached out for the torch, shining
it on my face again.

‘Oh, my God!’ She reached out, gripping hold of me, her
fingers digging into my flesh so violently they hurt.

Idon’t know how long I sat there on that wet uncomfort-
able beach holding her in my arms, trying to comfort her.
Not long I suppose, but long enough for my mind to try
to grapple with the future and what this meant to us. ‘I
love you.” She said that twice, like an incantation, her
voice very quiet as though the words meant a great deal
to her, and holding her tight, I thought, well, maybe we
could try again.

I got her up and put her foot in the looped end of the
rope, passing it round her body under the arms. I was just
pressing her hands on to the standing part of it, imploring
her to hold tight while I was hoisting her up to the scaffold-
ing above, when she began to giggle. ‘The barrel . . .” she
murmured.

‘Barrel?’ I had been on the point of putting my weight
on the tail end of the rope, but now I hesitated, letting go
of it and shining the torch on her face. Her eyes looked
enormous, the whites catching the light, and her mouth
was open, bubbling with uncontrollable laughter.

It was reaction, of course. Not hysteria, just reaction
from the strain of all she had been through in the last
thirty-six hours or so. ‘Don’t you remember? That record.
And then the barrel . . .’ She had deepened her voice, tears
welling in her eyes, tears of laughter.

And suddenly I remembered. ‘Hoffnung. Gerard
Hoffnung.’ The silly saga of that barrel full of bricks.

‘And then I met the barrel coming down.’ Her laughter
became a giggle again. ‘For a moment I thought I was the
barrel. If I pulled you off your feet . . . We could be yo-yoing
up and down . . .’ She put her hand to her mouth, stilling
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her giggles. And after that she gripped the rope again.
‘When I get to the top, don'’t let go, please.” She smiled at
me, both of us remembering what had happened when the
bricky had hoisted the barrel back up to the top of the
chimney. :

I hesitated, not sure whether I could trust her to reach
for the scaffolding and haul herself out. But she seemed to
have steadied herself. ‘Okay,’ I said. 'You're the barrel and
you’re going up.’

She was more of a weight than I had realised, and when
her legs finally disappeared into the blowhole I began to
wonder if I could hold her. Then suddenly I was on the
floor, the rope slack in my hands. 'You all right, Mike?’
Her voice, remote and strangely hollow, seemed to come
from the roof of the cavern.

‘Yes, I'm all right.’ I got to my feet and stood there for a
moment, letting the rope end down and getting my breath
back. The height I had to hoist myself looked further than
I had reckoned and if I couldn’t make it... I swept the
beam of my torch over the rock roof of the cavern where
it came down to meet the water. Not a nice place to spend
hours waiting for rescue, plagued by the thought that a
gale might spring up from the north-west and the sea level
rise. | knew then what it had been like for Soo, and she
had lowered herself down on to the beach with no torch
and no certainty that anybody would ever find her
there.

I tied the end of the rope round my chest, put my foot
in the loop and hauled down on the other end of it. For a
moment I didn't think I would ever get off the ground,
then suddenly I was swinging free, and after that it was a
little easier. I didn'’t realise it at the time, but Soo was
hauling too and it was her weight that made the difference.

It was when we were back in the first expansion chamber
that she said, ‘You know about Miguel?’ The whisper of
her voice trembled on the dank air.

‘Yes.’
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brightly. Then he swung the launch away from the quay
and headed out to the grounded frigate, where the port tug
was already standing by to try to tow her off on the top
of the tide. _

That was Saturday and by mid-morning, with the help
of one of the Spanish destroyers, Medusa was off the rocks
and lying to her anchor some three cables off the Club
Maritimo, not far from where the oil tanker usually
anchored. Apart from the fact that her pumps had to be
kept going and that extra pumps brought in from the Naval
Base were gushing water over the side, she looked perfectly
all right. However, divers were down most of the day
examining the stern, and that evening I heard that both
propellers were damaged and it was thought the port prop
shaft had been forced out of alignment. She was expected
to be towed to Barcelona for repairs within the week.

Wade phoned me from London on Sunday morning to
ask if I had any news of Evans. His voice sounded relaxed,
even fr'andly. And when I told him I hadn’t the slightest
idea where the man was, he laughed and said, ‘No, I didn’t
expect you would. But did you gather any idea what his
future plans were? You had a meeting with him on
Medusa.’

‘How do you know that?’

He ignored my question. ‘I imagine the main point of
that meeting was to use your wife as a lever to get Lloyd
Jones to take his frigate out of Mahon. I'm not asking you
for the details of that meeting,” he added quickly. ‘That
will be a matter for Captain Wheatcroft. What I want to
know is, did Evans at any time during that meeting, or
when you were on the island together, give any indication
of what his plans were?’

‘Of course not,’ I said. ‘Until the frigate went aground
he was fully committed to the new government of Ismail
Fuxa and to ensuring that the powerful aid it had asked
for would not be hindered from entering the port.’

‘Yes, but afterwards — after Medusa had gone aground?’
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She nodded slowly, biting her lip. And then suddenly
she began to cry. I tried to say I would do what I could.
‘I've no desire to ruin his career, but if they bring it up I'm
not going to pretend I'm a fool and didn’t know.” And I
added, ‘A lot will depend on the sort of man Captain
Wheatcroft turns out to be, how understanding he is of
the emotional needs of naval officers, particularly some-
body like Gareth.’ But she wasn’t listening. She had turned
away, shaking her head, and with her hand to her mouth
she ran to the bedroom and shut the door.

The Board of Enquiry had taken over the Captain’s day
cabin, the three members seated at a folding table that had
been brought up from the wardroom, their blue uniforms
with the gold bands on cuffs and shoulder straps solidly
impressive. I was shown to a chair set facing them and
after the preliminaries the Chairman went out of his way
to put me at my ease by saying, ‘This is not in any sense
a court, Mr Steele, but you will understand, I am sure, that
an expensive and valuable Navy ship has been set aground
and we have to enquire into the circumstances of that
grounding. For instance, was it an accidental grounding or
was it deliberate? If the latter, then what were the reasons
for the decision to set the ship aground?’

He was leaning a little forward, a long, fine-boned face
with sharply pointed nose and high-domed forehead
largely devoid of hair. ‘I want you to understand — whatever
your personal feelings — that the purpose of this Board is
to resolve those two questions and report our findings.
You will appreciate, of course, that the circumstances
were very unusual — almost, I might say, unprecedented.
And the odd thing is that you, a civilian, were on board,
and to some extent involved, at several of the most crucial
moments.’

Captain Wheatcroft had considerable charm, his manner
friendly and altogether disarming, except that, as the
questions developed, his voice, which was what I would
call very establishment Navy, became more aloof and
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said? Evans was holding your wife hostage, correct?’

Yes.’

‘Any particular reason why they should have seized your
wife rather than somebody else’s wife?’

I told him that perhaps it was because Lloyd Jones had
personally met her. She wasn’t a stranger to him. And I
added, ‘The circumstances were somewhat unusual and I
was sure Evans would have heard about it.’ I knew I was
treading on thin ice here, and to avoid saying too much, I
told him exactly what had happened the night of the
barbecue.

‘And you think, if Evans knew about that, it would be
sufficient to make him single her out from all the wives
in Mahon?’ And he went straight on, “You know, of course,
that Evans is Lieutenant Commander Lloyd Jones’s half-
brother. Moreover, Evans had saved his life. That would
surely be enough without bringing a woman into it?’

I didn’t answer that. The man had been too well briefed,
by Wade probably. He smiled and leaned back in his chair.
‘Well go on, Mr Steele. You were going to tell us what
exactly took place in this cabin when the Captain, you and
Evans were closeted here together for over ten minutes.’

I gave him a brief account of what had been said, without
referring to the vicious way Evans had tried to needle us
both. But it wasn’t Wade who had briefed him. It was
somebody local, or else one of the officers, Mault probably,
had leapt to conclusions, for he didn‘t wait for me to finish
before saying, ‘I'm afraid I must now ask a delicate and
very personal question. I am sure you will understand why
it is absolutely essential you give me a frank answer.
What was the exact nature of the relationship between
Lieutenant Commander Lloyd Jones and your wife?’

‘I don’t follow you,’ I said.

‘I think you do.’

‘Are you suggesting there was something wrong with
the relationship? They met for the first time at that Red
Cross barbecue. I told you that. Within a fortnight Gareth
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Lloyd Jones left for Gibraltar to take command of this ship.
If you're suggesting what I think you are, then they knew
each other for much too short a time.’

He looked at me quizzically. ‘No offence, Mr Steele, but
it doesn’t take long, and it would explain, you see, why
Evans would think that by seizing hold of your wife and
threatening her life—’

“That’s enough,’ I said, pushing back my chair and get-
ting to my feet. ‘You’ve no right to make allegations like
that on hearsay.’ I don’t know why, but I was angry, for
Gareth as well as Soo. I felt he had been through quite
enough without having this thrown in his face. And why
should Soo’s name be dragged into it, just because they
were both human and had reacted quite spontaneously to
something they couldn’t help?

Standing there, I told Wheatcroft what I thought of him.
‘You post a man to the command of a ship that’s half
volunteers, half throw-outs, tell him to do the impossible,
and then when he does it, you come here chairing an
enquiry that will send him to court martial, and you have
the effrontery to suggest, as a means of destroying him,
that he was having an affair with my wife.’

He smiled, oddly enough quite a warm smile. ‘You say
he wasn’t having an affair, that there is no truth —’

'Of course I do.” And I added, ‘I would hardly have gone
on board his ship in Malta if I had suspected anything like
that, would I?' I made it a question in the hope that he
would believe me.

‘So, if there was a court martial, you would categorically
deny that there was any truth in the allegation?’

‘Certainly.’

“You would be under oath remember.’

I nodded. I didn’t trust myself to say any more.

‘And that suggestion was never made by Evans when he
was alone here with the two of you trying to persuade
Lloyd Jones to leave Mahon?’

‘It was made,’ I said. ‘As a try-on. Having grabbed my
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pumps had been temporarily stilled, the ship relatively
quiet, and it was one of those really lovely Menorcan -
evenings, the air warm and not a breath of wind.

I watched him as he greeted Soo, a little bow and a
warm smile, his eyes travelling quickly over her body and
fastening on her face, alert, watchful, sexually aware. The
same watchfulness was there as she and Gareth greeted
each other. It was obvious he was trying to make up his
mind whether or not they had been lovers. She had assured
me they had not, that it had been purely emotional. In
retrospect, I see his problem. An emotional involvement
did not concern him, only a physical one, particularly if
the result were a child.

I had warned Soo that she would be virtually on show
and that for Gareth’s sake, if not for mine, she should be
on her guard. In the event, she carried it off perfectly,
greeting Gareth with an easy friendliness, offering him her
cheek, smiling and happy-looking as she congratulated
him on having survived such a difficult assignment. She
did it with just the right touch of intimacy and warmth. I
was proud of her, and watching Wheatcroft, I saw him
relax, then turn away to say something to Lovelock, the
commander from Plans, who had also been monitoring
the meeting between Soo and Gareth. He nodded, the
down-turned corners of his mouth twisting themselves
into an unaccustomed smile. He, too, seemed suddenly
relaxed.

It was a very small party, Gareth the only one of
Medusa'’s officers present, Soo and myself the only civi-
lians. The other guests were the admiral commanding the
Spanish fleet, his flag officer, and Fernando Perez from the
Naval Base with his wife Ramona. Afterwards, when I
talked it over with Soo, I found she had come to the
same conclusion I had, that Wheatcroft’s first objective in
hosting such a very select little party was to take a look
at her and check that it was safe for the Board to take the
line it had virtually decided on.

348



His second objective was, of course, to make a short
speech, largely for the benefit of the Spanish admiral and
the commander of the Mahon Naval Base. For this he had
arranged that Lieutenant Sykes should be waiting on deck
so that the brief and very political speech he made was
instantly translated into Spanish. And when he had fin-
ished, it was the Spanish admiral’s turn to make a little
speech.

Whether the admiral had been briefed or not I do not
know, but at the end of his speech, when we were all
applauding, he brought from his pocket an ornate little
case, went across to Gareth, and taking out a bright ribbon
with a decoration suspended from it, hung it round his
neck.

Poor Gareth! He had clearly had no warning of this. He
stood there for a moment, a flush on his face and his
mouth opening and closing, no words coming. Finally, in
desperation, he gave a naval salute and murmured one
word, ‘G-gracias.’

I thought that was the end of it. I think we all did. But
then Julian Wheatcroft stepped forward again and said,
‘There is something else I wish to say.’ Victor Sykes was
again translating the English into Spanish and I believe
his continued presence to have been deliberate, ensuring
as it did that the gist of everything that was being said
would pass round the ship. ‘Normally the findings of a
Board of Enquiry are confidential and only revealed later
when an announcement is made as to whether or not a
court martial will result. However, the risks that Lieuten-
ant Commander Lloyd Jones, his officers and men accepted
and faced make the circumstances of Medusa’s grounding
quite extra-ordinary.’ He separated the words out so that
they had the older, stronger meaning. ‘And because I was
very conscious that any recommendations I might make
might be overturned, I've spent much of today in an ex-
change of signals with CINCFLEET and the Ministry of
Defence. I may say that the Board was quite unanimous
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