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the way they did it either. Hansen waited, smiling in a pleasantly relaxed
fashion until the waitress had deposited four steaming mugs of coffee on
the table, then said in the same encouraging tone: ‘Come again, friend.
Nothing we like to hear better than top classified information being
bandied about in canteens. How the hell do you know where we’re
oing ?’

¥ I iachcd up my hand beneath my coat lapel and it stayed there, my
right wrist locked in Hansen’s right hand.

‘We’re not suspicious or anything,” he said apologetically. ‘It’s just that
we submariners are very nervous on account of the dangerous life we
lead. Also, we’ve a very fine library of films aboard the Dolphin and every
time a character in one of those films reaches up under his coat it’s always
for the same reason and that’s not just because he’s checking to see if his
wallet’s still there.’

I took his wrist with my free hand, pulled his arm away and pushed it
down on the table. ’'m not saying it was easy, the U.S. Navy clearly fed
its submariners on a high protein diet, but I managed it without bursting
a blood-vessel. I pulled a folded newspaper out from under my coat and
laid it down. ‘You wanted to know how the hell I knew where you were
going,’ I said. ‘I can read, that’s why. That’s a Glasgow evening paper I
picked up in Renfrew Airport half an hour ago.’

Hansen rubbed his wrist thoughtfully, then grinned. ‘What did you
get your doctorate in, Doc? Weight-lifting? About that paper — how
could you have got it in Renfrew half an hour ago?’

‘I flew down here. Helicopter.’

‘A whirlybird, eh? I heard one arriving a few minutes ago. But that
was one of ours.”

‘It had U.S. Navy written all over it in four-foot letters,” I conceded,
‘and the pilot spent all his time chewing gum and praying out loud for
a quick return to California.’

‘Did you tell the skipper this?” Hansen demanded.

‘He didn’t give me the chance to tell him anything.’

‘He’s got a lot on his mind and far too much to see to,” Hansen said. He
unfolded the paper and looked at the front page. He didn’t have far to
look to find what he wanted: the two-inch banner headlines were spread
over seven columns.

‘Well, would you look at this.” Lieutenant Hansen made no attempt to
conceal his irritation and chagrin. ‘Here we are, pussy-footing around in
this God-forsaken dump, sticking-plaster all over our mouths, sworn to
eternal secrecy about mission and destination and then what? I pick up
this blasted Limey newspaper and here are all the top-secret details
plastered right across the front page.’
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position of the survivors of the fuel oil fire that destroyed most of Drift Ice
Station Zebra in the early hours of Tuesday morning is desperate in the
extreme. With their oil fuel reserves completely destroyed and their food
stores all but wiped out, it is feared that those still living cannot long be
expected to survive in the twenty-below temperatures — fifty degrees of
frost — at present being experienced in that area.

““It is not known whether all the prefabricated huts, in which the
expedition members lived, have been destroyed.

“Drift Ice Station Zebra, which was established only in the late
summer of this year, is at present in an estimated position of 85° 40" N. 21°
30" E., which is only about three hundred miles from the North Pole. Its
position cannot be known with certainty because of the clockwise drift of
the polar ice-pack.

““For the past thirty hours long-range supersonic bombers of the
American, British and Russian air forces have been scouring the polar
ice-pack searching for Station Zebra. Because of the uncertainty about
the Drift Station’s actual position, the complete absence of daylight in the
Arctic at this time of year and the extremely bad weather conditions,
they were unable to locate the station and forced to return.”’

‘They didn’t have to locate it,” Rawlings objected. ‘Not visually. With
the instruments those bombers have nowadays they could home in on a
humming-bird a hundred miles away. The radio operator at the Drift
Station had only to keep on sending and they could have used that as a
beacon.’

‘Maybe the radio operator is dead,” Hansen said heavily. ‘Maybe his
radio has packed up on him. Maybe the fuel that was destroyed was
essential for running the radio. All depends what source of power he
used.’

‘Diesel-electric generator,’ I said. ‘He had a standby battery of Nife
cells. Maybe he’s conserving the batteries, using them only for
emergencies. There’s also a hand-cranked generator, but its range is
pretty limited.’

‘How do you know that?” Hansen asked quietly. ‘About the type of
power used ?”’

‘I must have read it somewhere.’

‘You must have read it somewhere.’ He looked at me without
expression, then turned back to his paper. ‘“A report from Moscow,”’ he
read on, ‘“states that the atomic-engined Duvina, the world’s most powerful
ice-breaker, sailed from Murmansk some twenty hours ago, and is
proceeding at high speed towards the Arctic pack. Experts are not
hopeful about the outcome for, at this late period of the year, the ice-pack
has already thickened and compacted into a solid mass which will almost
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‘Different ways. Your people prefer to establish them in winter-time,
when the pack freezes up enough for plane landings to be made. Someone
flies out from, usually, Point Barrow in Alaska and searches around the
polar pack till they find a suitable ice-floe — even when the ice is
compacted and frozen together into one solid mass an expert can tell
which pieces are going to remain as good-sized floes when the thaw
comes and the break-in begins. Then they fly out all huts, equipment,
stores and men by ski-plane and gradually build the place up.

“The Russians prefer to use a ship in summer-time. They generally use
the Lemin, a nuclear-engined ice-breaker. It just batters its way into the
summer pack, dumps everything and everybody on the ice and takes off
before the big freeze-up starts. We use the same technique for Drift Ice
Station Zebra - our one and only ice station. The Russians lent us the
Lenin — all countries are only too willing to co-operate on meteoreological
research as everyone benefits by it — and took us pretty deep into the ice-
pack north of Franz Josef Land. Zebra has already moved a good bit
from its original position — the polar ice-cap, just sitting on top of the
Arctic Ocean, can’t quite manage to keep up with the west-east spin of
the earth so that it has a slow westward movement in relation to the
earth’s crust. At the present moment it’s about four hundred miles due
north of Spitzbergen.’

‘They’re still crazy,’” Zabrinski said. He was silent for a moment then
looked speculatively at me. ‘You in the Limey navy, Doc?’

‘You must forgive Zabrinski’s manners, Dr. Carpenter,” Rawlings said
coldly. ‘But he’s been denied the advantages that the rest of us take for
granted. I understand he was born in the Bronx.’

‘No offence,” Zabrinski said equably. ‘Royal Navy, I meant. Are you,
Doc?

‘Attached to it, you might say.’

‘Loosely, no doubt.” Rawlings nodded. ‘Why so keen on an Arctic
holiday, Doc? Mighty cool up there, I can tell you.’

‘Because the men on Drift Station Zebra are going to be badly in need
of medical aid. If there are any survivors, that 1s.”

‘We got our own medico on board and he’s no slouch with a
stethoscope, or so I've heard from several who have survived his
treatment. A well-spoken-of quack.”

- ‘Doctor, you ill-mannered lout,” Zabrinski said severely.

‘That’s what I meant,” Rawlings apologised. ‘It’s not often that I get
the chance to talk to an educated man like myself, and it just kinda
slipped out. The point is, the Dolphin’s already all buttoned up on the
medical side.’

‘I'm sure it is.” I smiled. ‘But any survivors we might find are going to
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found out just how fluent a liar I was. Benson went on, smiling: “There’s
no call for even one medico aboard this boat, far less two.’

‘You’re not overworked?” From the leisurely way he was going about
his breakfast it seemed unlikely.

‘Overworked! I've sickbay call once a day and no one ever turns up
- except the morning after we arrive in port with a long cruise behind us
and then there are liable to be a few sore heads around. My main job, and
what is supposed to be my speciality, is checking on radiation and
atmosphere pollution of one kind or another — in the olden submarine
days the atmosphere used to get pretty foul after only a few hours
submerged but we have to stay down for months, if necessary.” He
grinned. ‘Neither job is very exacting. We issue each member of the crew
with a dosimeter and periodically check a film badge for radiation
dosage — which is invariably less than you’d get sitting on the beach on
a moderately warm day.

“The atmospheric problem is even easier. Carbon dioxide and carbon
monoxide are the only things we have to worry about. We have a
scrubbing machine that absorbs the breathed-out carbon dioxide from
the atmosphere and pumps it out into the sea. Carbon monoxide — which
we could more or less eliminate if we forbade cigarette smoking, only we
don’t want a mutiny on our hands when we’re three hundred feet down
- is burned to monoxide by a special heater and then scrubbed as usual.
And even that hardly worries me — I've a very competent engineman
who keeps those machines in tip-top condition.” He sighed. ‘I’ve a surgery
here that will delight your heart, Dr. Carpenter. Operating table,
dentist’s chair, the lot, and the biggest crisis I've had yet is a cigarette
burn between the fingers sustained by a cook who fell asleep during one
of the lectures.’

‘Lectures?

‘T've got to do something if I’'m not to go round the bend. I spend a
couple of hours a day keeping up with all the latest medical literature but
what good is that if you don’t get a chance to practise it? So I lecture. I
read up about places we’re going to visit and everyone listens to those
talks. I give lectures on general health and hygiene and some of them
listen to those. I give lectures on the perils of over-eating and under-
exercise and no one listens to those. I don’t listen to them myself. It was
during one of those that the cook got burned. That’s why our friend
Henry, the steward, adopts his superior and critical attitude towards the
eating habits of those who should obviously be watching their eating
habits. He eats as much as any two men aboard but owing to some
metabolic defect he remains as thin as a rake. Claims it’s all due to
dieting.’
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‘Makes a change from the usual pin-ups,’ I observed.

‘I get inundated with those, too,” Benson said regretfully. ‘Film
librarian, you know. Can’t use them, supposed to be bad for discipline.
However. Lightens the morgue-like atmosphere, what? Cheers up the
sick and suffering, I like to think — and distracts their attention while I
turn up page 217 in the old textbook to find out what’s the matter with
them.

From the surgery we passed through the wardroom and officers’
quarters and dropped down a deck to the crew’s living quarters. Benson
took me through the gleaming tiled washrooms, the immaculate bunk-
room, then into the crew’s mess hall.

‘The heart of the ship,” he announced. ‘Not the nuclear reactor, as the
uninformed maintain, but here. Just look at it. Hi-fi, juke box, record
player, coffee machine, ice-cream machine, movie theatre, library and
the home of all the card-sharps on the ship. What chance has a nuclear
reactor against this lot? The old-time submariners would turn in their
graves if they could see this: compared to the prehistoric conditions they
lived in we must seem completely spoiled and ruined. Maybe we are,
then again maybe we’re not: the old boys never had to stay submerged
for months at a time. This is also where I send them to sleep with my
lectures on the evils of over-eating.” He raised his voice for the benefit of
seven or eight men who were sitting about the tables, drinking coffee,
smoking and reading. “You can observe for yourself, Dr. Carpenter, the
effects of my lectures on dieting and keeping fit. Did you ever see a bunch
of more out-of-condition fat-bellied slobs in your life?

The men grinned cheerfully. They were obviously well used to this
sort of thing : Benson was exaggerating and they knew it. Each of them
looked as if he knew what to do with a knife and fork when he got them
in his hands, but that was about as far as it went. All had a curious
similarity, big men and small men, the same characteristic as I'd seen in
Zabrinski and Rawlings — an air of calmly relaxed competence, a
cheerful imperturbability, that marked them out as being the men apart
that they undoubtedly were.

Benson conscientiously introduced me to everyone, telling me exactly
what their function aboard ship was and in turn informing them that I
was a Royal Navy doctor along for an acclimatisation trip. Swanson
would have told him to say this, it was near enough the truth and would
stop speculation on the reason for my presence there.

Benson turned into a small compartment leading off the mess hall.
“The air purification room. This is Engineman Harrison. How’s our box
of tricks, Harrison?’

‘Just fine, Doc, just fine. CO reading steady on thirty parts a million.’
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He entered some figures in a log book, Benson signed it with a flourish,
exchanged a few more remarks and left.

‘Half my day’s toil done with one stroke of the pen,’ he observed. ‘I
take it you’re not interested in inspecting sacks of wheat, sides of beef,
bags of potatoes and about a hundred different varieties of canned goods.’

‘Not particularly. Why?’

“The entire for’ard half of the deck beneath our feet — a storage hold,
really — is given up mainly to that. Seems an awful lot, I know, but then
a hundred men can get through an awful lot of food in three months,
which is the minimum time we must be prepared to stay at sea if the need
arises. We’ll pass up the inspection of the stores, the sight of all that food
just makes me feel I'm fighting a losing battle all the time, and have a
look where the food’s cooked.’

He led the way for’ard into the galley, a small square room all tiles and
glittering stainless steel. A tall, burly, white-coated cook turned at our
entrance and grinned at Benson. ‘Come to sample today’s lunch, Doc?

‘I have not,’ Benson said coldly. ‘Dr. Carpenter, the chief cook and my
arch-enemy, Sam MacGuire. What form does the excess of calories take
that you are proposing to thrust down the throats of the crew today

‘No thrusting required,’ said MacGuire happily. ‘Cream soup, sirloin
of beef, no less, roast potatoes and as much apple pie as a man can cope
with. All good nourishing food.”

Benson shuddered. He made to leave the galley, stopped and pointed
at a heavy bronze ten-inch tube that stood about four feet above the deck
of the galley. It had a heavy hinged lid and screwed clamps to keep the
lid in position. ‘This might interest you, Dr. Carpenter. Guess what?’

‘A pressure cooker ?’

‘Looks like it, doesn’t it? This is our garbage disposal unit. In the old
days when a submarine had to surface every few hours garbage disposal
was no problem, you just tipped the stuff over the side. But when you
spend weeks on end cruising at three hundred feet you can’t just walk up
to the upper deck and tip the waste over the side: garbage disposal
becomes quite a problem. This tube goes right down to the bottom of the
Dolphin. There’s a heavy watertight door at the lower end corresponding
to this one, with interlocking controls which make it impossible for both
doors to be open at the same time — it would be curtains for the Dolphin
if they were. Sam here, or one of his henchmen, sticks the garbage into
nylon mesh or polythene bags, weighs them with bricks

‘Bricks, you said ?’

‘Bricks. Sam, how many bricks aboard this ship?’

‘Just over a thousand at the latest count, Doc.’

‘Regular builder’s yard, aren’t we?” Benson grinned. ‘Those bricks are




ICE STATION ZEBRA 31

to ensure that the garbage bags sink to the bottom of the sea and not float
to the surface — even in peacetime we don’t want to give our position
away to anyone. In go three or four bags, the top door is clamped shut
and the bags pumped out under pressure. Then the outer door is closed
again. Simple.’

‘Yes.” For some reason or other this odd contraption had a curious
fascination for me. Days later I was to remember my inexplicable interest
in it and wonder whether, after all, I wasn’t becoming psychic with
advancing years.

‘It’s not worth all that attention,” Benson said good-humouredly. ‘Just
an up-to-date version of the old rubbish chute. Come on, a long way to
go yet.’

He led the way from the galley to a heavy steel door set in a transverse
bulkhead. Eight massive clips to release, then replace after we had passed
through the doorway.

‘The for’ard torpedo storage room.” Benson’s voice was lowered, for at
least half of the sixteen or so bunks that lined the bulkheads or were
jammed up close to the torpedoes and racks were occupied and every
man occupying them was sound asleep. ‘Only six torpedoes as you can
see. Normally there’s stowage for twelve plus another six constantly kept
loaded in the torpedo tubes. But those six are all we have just now. We
had a malfunction in two of our torpedoes of the newest and more or less
untested radio-controlled type — during the Nato exercises just ended —
and Admiral Garvie ordered the lot removed for inspection when we got
back to the Holy Loch. The Hunley, that’s our depot ship, carries experts
for working on those things. However, they were no sooner taken off
yesterday morning than this Drift Station operation came our way and
Commander Swanson insisted on having at least six of them put back on
straight away.’ Benson grinned. ‘If there’s one thing a submarine skipper
hates it’s putting to sea without his torpedoes. He feels he might just as
well stay at home.’

‘Those torpedoes are still not operational?’

‘I don’t know whether they are nor not. Our sleeping warriors here
will do their best to find out when they come to.’

‘Why aren’t they working on them now ?’

‘Because before our return to the Clyde they were working on them for
nearly sixty hours non-stop trying to find out the cause of the malfunction
— and if it existed in the other torpedoes. I told the skipper that if he
wanted to blow up the Dolphin as good a way as any was to let those
torpedo-men keep on working — they were starting to stagger around like
zombies and a zombie is the last person you want to have working on the
highly-complicated innards of a torpedo. So he pulled them off’
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thermometer showed the sea temperature as 28°F., the air temperature
as — 16°F. The gale-force wind from the north-east was snatching the
tops off the rolling steel-grey waves and subjecting the steep-walled sides
of the great conning-tower - sail, the crew called it - to the ceaseless
battering of a bullet-driven spray that turned to solid ice even as it
struck. The cold was intense.

Shivering uncontrollably, wrapped in heavy duffel-coat and oilskins
and huddled against the illusory shelter of the canvas wind-dodger, I
followed the line of Swanson’s pointing arm: even above the high, thin,
shrill whine of the wind and the drum-fire of the flying spray against the
sail, I could hear the violent chattering of his teeth. Less than two miles
away a long, thin, greyish-white line, at that distance apparently smooth
and regular, seemed to stretch the entire width of the northern horizon.
I'd seen it before and it wasn’t much to look at but it was a sight a man
never got used to, not because of itself but because of what it represented,
the beginning of the polar ice-cap that covered the top of the world, at
this time of year a solid compacted mass of ice that stretched clear from
where we lay right across to Alaska on the other side of the world. And
we had to go under that mass. We had to go under it to find men
hundreds of miles away, men who might be already dying, men who
might be already dead. Who probably were dead. Men, dying or dead,
whom we had to seek out by guess and by God in that great wasteland of
ice stretching out endlessly before us, for we did not know where they
were.

The relayed radio message we had received just forty-nine hours
previously had been the last. Since then, there had been only silence. The
trawler Moming Star had been sending almost continuously in the
intervening two days, trying to raise Drift Station Zebra, but out of that
bleak desert of ice to the north had come nothing but silence. No word,
no signal, no faintest whisper of sound had come out of that desolation.

Eighteen hours previously the Russian atomic-engined Duvina had
reached the Barrier and had started on an all-out and desperate attempt
to smash its way into the heart of the ice-cap. In this early stage of winter
the ice was neither so thick nor so compacted as it would be at the time
of its maximum density, in March, and the very heavily armoured and
powerfully engined Dvina was reputed to be able to break through ice up
to a thickness of eighteen feet : given fair conditions, the Dvina was widely
believed to be capable of battering its way to the North Pole. But the
conditions of the rafted ice had proved abnormal to a degree and the
attempt a hopeless one. The Dvina had managed to crash its way over
forty miles into the ice-cap before being permanently stopped by a thick
wall of rafter ice over twenty feet in height and probably more than a
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hundred deep. The Dvina, according to reports, had sustained heavy
damage to its bows and was still in the process of extricating itself, with
the greatest difficulty, from the pack. A very gallant effort that had
achieved nothing except an improvement in East-West relations to an
extent undreamed of for many years.

Nor had the Russian effort stopped there. Both they and the Americans
had made several flights over the area with front-line long-range
bombers. Through the deep overcast and driving ice- and snow-filled
winds those planes had criss-crossed the suspected area a hundred times,
searching with their fantastically accurate radar. But not one single
radar sighting had been reported. Various reasons had been put forward
to explain the failure, especially the failure of the Strategic Air
Command’s B52 bomber whose radar was known to be easily capable of
picking out a hut against contrasting background from ten thousand feet
and in pitch darkness. It had been suggested that the huts were no longer
there: that the radar’s eye was unable to distinguish between an ice-
sheathed hut and the thousands of ice-hummocks which dot the polar cap
in winter; and that they had been searching in the wrong area in the first
place. The most probable explanation was that the radar waves had been
blurred and deflected by the dense clouds of ice-spicules blowing over the
area. Whatever the reason, Drift Ice Station Zebra remained as silent as
if no life had ever been there, as lost as if it had never existed.

‘There’s no percentage in staying up here and getting frozen to death.’
Commander Swanson’s voice was a half-shout, it had to be to make him
heard. ‘If we’re going under that ice, we might as well go now.” He
turned his back to the wind and stared out to the west where a big broad-
beamed trawler was rolling heavily and sluggishly in the seas less than
a quarter of a mile away. The Morning Star, which had closed right up to
the edge of the ice-pack over the last two days, listening, waiting, and all
in vain, was about to return to Hull: her fuel reserves were running low.

‘Make a signal,” Swanson said to the seaman by his side. ‘“We are
about to dive and proceed under the ice. We do not expect to emerge for
minimum four days, are prepared to remain maximum fourteen.”” He
turned to me and said: ‘If we can’t find them in that time . . .” and left the
sentence unfinished. :

I nodded, and he went on: ‘“Many thanks for your splendid co-
operation. Good luck and a safe trip home.”” As the signalman’s lamp
starting chattering out its message, he said wonderingly: ‘Do those
fishermen trawl up in the Arctic the entire winter >

‘They do.’

‘The whole winter. Fifteen minutes and I'm about dead. Just a bunch
of decadent Limeys, that’s what they are.” A lamp aboard the Mormning
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Star flickered for some seconds and Swanson said : ‘What reply ?’

““Mind your heads under that ice. Good luck and goodbye.””

‘Everybody below,” Swanson said. As the signalman began to strip the
canvas dodger I dropped down a ladder into a small compartment
beneath, wriggled through a hatch and down a second ladder to the
pressure hull of the submarine, another hatch, a third ladder and then I
was on the control deck of the Dolphin. Swanson and the signalman
followed, then last of all Hansen, who had to close the two heavy
watertight doors above.

Commander Swanson’s diving technique would have proved a vast
disappointment to those brought up on a diet of movie submarines. No
frenzied activity, no tense steely-eyed men hovering over controls, no
Tannoy calls of ‘Dive, dive, dive,” no blaring of klaxons. Swanson
reached down a steel-spring microphone, said quietly: ‘This is the
captain. We are about to move under the ice. Diving now,” hung up and
said: “Three hundred feet.’

The chief electronics technician leisurely checked the rows of lights
indicating all hatches, surface openings and valves closed to the sea. The
disc lights were out : the slot lights burned brightly. Just as leisurely he re-
checked them, glanced at Swanson and said: ‘Straight line shut, sir.’
Swanson nodded. Air hissed loudly out of the ballast tanks, and that was
it. We were on our way. It was about as wildly exciting as watching a
man push a wheelbarrow. And there was something oddly reassuring
about it all.

Ten minutes later Swanson came up to me. In the past two days I'd
come to know Commander Swanson fairly well, like him a lot and
respect him tremendously. The crew had complete and implicit faith in
him. I was beginning to have the same thing. He was a kindly genial man
with a vast knowledge of every aspect of submarining, a remarkable eye
for detail, an even more remarkably acute mind and an imperturbability
that remained absolute under all conditions. Hansen, his executive officer
and clearly no respecter of persons, had said flatly that Swanson was the
best submarine officer in the Navy. I hoped he was right: that was the
kind of man I wanted around in conditions like these.

‘We’re about to move under the ice now, Dr. Carpenter,” he said. ‘How
do you feel about it?

‘I'd feel better if I could see where we were going.’

‘We can see,” he said. ‘We’ve the best eyes in the world aboard the
Dolphin. We’ve got eyes that look down, around, ahead and straight up.
Our downward eye is the fathometer or echosounder that tells us just
how deep the water below our keel is — and as we have about five
thousand feet of water below our keel at this particular spot we’re hardly
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and where the moon did strike directly the ice had been so scoured and
abraded by the assaults of a thousand ice-storms that it had lost almost all
its ability to reflect light of any kind.

This ridged and hummocked ice-cap had a strange quality of
elusiveness, of impermanence, of evanescence: one moment there,
definitively hard and harsh and repellent in its coldly contrasting blacks
and whites, the next, ghost-like, blurring, coalescing and finally vanishing
like a shimmering mirage fading and dying in some ice-bound desert.
But this was no trick of the eye or imagination, it was the result of a
ground-level ice-storm that rose and swirled and subsided at the dictates
of an icy wind that was never less than strong and sometimes gusted up
to gale force, a wind that drove before it a swirling rushing fog of billions
of needle-pointed ice-spicules. For the most part, standing as we were on
the bridge twenty feet above the level of the ice — the rest of the Dolphin
might never have existed as far as the eye could tell — we were above this
billowing ground-swell of ice particles; but occasionally the wind gusted
strongly, the spicules lifted, drummed demonaically against the already
ice-sheathed starboard side of the sail, drove against the few exposed
inches of our skin with all the painfully stinging impact of a sand-blaster
held at arm’s length; but unlike a sand-blaster, the pain-filled shock of
those spear-tipped spicules was only momentary, each wasp-like sting
carried with it its own ice-cold an®sthetic and all surface sensation was
quickly lost. Then the wind would drop, the furious rattling on the sail
would fade and in the momentary contrast of near-silence we could hear
the stealthy rustling as of a million rats advancing as the ice-spicules
brushed their blind way across the iron-hard surface of the polar cap.
The bridge thermometer stood at —21°F. — 53° of frost. If I were a
promoter interested in developing a summer holiday resort, I thought, I
wouldn’t pay very much attention to this place.

Rawlings and I stamped our feet, flailed our arms across our chests,
shivered non-stop, took what little shelter we could from the canvas
windbreak, rubbed our goggles constantly to keep them clear, and never
once, except when the ice-spicules drove into our faces, stopped
examining every quarter of the horizon. Somewhere out there on those
frozen wastes was a lost and dying group of men whose lives might
depend upon so little a thing as the momentary misting up of one of our
goggles. We stared out over those shifting ice-sands until our eyes ached.
But that was all we had for it, just aching eyes. We saw nothing, nothing
at all. The ice-cap remained empty of all signs of life. Dead.

When our relief came Rawlings and I got below with all the speed our
frozen and stiffened limbs would allow. I found Commander Swanson
sitting on a canvas stool outside the radio room. I stripped off outer
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clothes, face coverings and goggles, took a steaming mug of coffee that
had appeared from nowhere and tried not to hop around too much as the
blood came pounding back into arms and legs.

‘How did you cut yourself like that? Swanson asked, concern in his
voice. ‘You’ve a half-inch streak of blood right across your forehead.’

‘Flying ice, it just looks bad.” I felt tired and pretty low. ‘We’re wasting
our time transmitting. If the men on Drift Station Zebra were without
any shelter it’s no wonder all signals ceased long ago. Without food and
shelter no one could last more than a few hours in that lot. Neither
Rawlings nor I is a wilting hothouse flower but after half an hour up
there we’ve both just about had it.’

‘I don’t know,” Swanson said thoughtfully. ‘Look at Amundsen. Look
at Scott, at Peary. They walked all the way to the Poles.’

‘A different breed of men, Captain. Either that or the sun shone for
them. All I know is that half an hour is too long to be up there. Fifteen
minutes is enough for anyone.’

‘Fifteen minutes it shall be.” He looked at me, face carefully empty of
all expression. ‘You haven’t much hope?

‘If they’re without shelter, I've none.’

‘You told me they had an emergency power pack of Nife cells for
powering their transmitter,” he murmured. ‘You also said those batteries
will retain their charge indefinitely, years if necessary, irrespective of the
weather conditions under which they are stored. They must have been
using that battery a few days ago when they sent out their first S.O.S. It
wouldn’t be finished already.’

His point was so obvious that I didn’t answer. The battery wasn’t
finished: the men were.

‘I'agree with you,” he went on quietly. ‘We’re wasting our time. Maybe
we should just pack up and go home. If we can’t raise them, we’ll never
find them.’

‘Maybe not. But you’re forgetting your directive from Washington,
Commander.’ :

‘How do you mean?’

‘Remember? I'm to be extended every facility and all aid short of
actually endangering the safety of the submarine and the lives of the
crew. At the present moment we’re doing neither. If we fail to raise them
I'm prepared for a twenty-mile sweep on foot round this spot in the hope
of locating them. If that fails we could move to another polynya and
repeat the search. The search area isn’t all that big, there’s a fair chance,
but a chance, that we might locate the station eventually. Pm prepared
to stay up here all winter till we do find them.’

‘You don’t call that endangering the lives of my men? Making
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extended searches of the ice-cap, on foot, in mid-winter?’

‘Nobody said anything about endangering the lives of your men.’

‘You mean - you mean you’d go it alone.” Swanson stared down at the
deck and shook his head. ‘I don’t know what to think. I don’t know
whether to say you’re crazy or whether to say I'm beginning to
understand why they — whoever “they” may be — picked you for the job,
Dr Carpenter.” He sighed, then regarded me thoughtfully. ‘One moment
you say there’s no hope, the next that you’re prepared to spend the
winter here, searching. If you don’t mind my saying so, Doctor, it just
doesn’t make sense.’

‘Stiff-necked pride,’ I said. ‘I don’t like throwing my hand in on a job
before I’ve even started it. I don’t know what the attitude of the United
States Navy is on that sort of thing.’

He gave me another speculative glance, I could see he believed me the
way a fly believes the spider on the web who has just offered him safe
accommodation for the night. He smiled. He said: “The United States
Navy doesn’t take offence all that easily, Dr Carpenter. I suggest you
catch a couple of hours’ sleep while you can. You'll need it all if you’re
going to start walking towards the North Pole.’

‘How about yourself? You haven’t been to bed at all tonight.’

‘I think I'll wait a bit.” He nodded towards the door of the radio room.
‘Just in case anything comes through.’

‘What are they sending? Just the call sign?

‘Plus request for position and a rocket, if they have either. I'll let you
know immediately anything comes through. Good night, Dr Carpenter.
Or rather, good morning.’

I rose heavily and made my way to Hansen’s cabin.

The atmosphere round the 8 a.m. breakfast table in the wardroom was
less than festive. Apart from the officer on deck and the engineer
lieutenant on watch, all the Dolphin’s officers were there, some just risen
from their bunks, some just heading for them, none of them talking in
anything more than monosyllables. Even the ebullient Dr. Benson was
remote and withdrawn. It seemed pointless to ask whether any contact
had been established with Drift Station Zebra, it was painfully obvious
that it hadn’t. And that after almost five hours’ continuous sending. The
sense of despondency and defeat, the unspoken knowledge that time had
run out for the survivors of Drift Station Zebra hung heavy over the
wardroom.

No one hurried over his meal — there was nothing to hurry for — but
by and by they rose one by one and drifted off, Dr. Benson to his sick-bay
call, the young torpedo officer, Lieutenant Mills, to supervise the efforts
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the rope round my waist and let me move ahead again. For the past two
and a half hours Hansen, Rawlings and I had each taken his turn at
being the lead man on the end of the rope, while the other three held on
to it some ten yards behind, the idea being not that the lead man should
guide the others but that the others should save the life of the lead man,
should the need arise. And the need already had arisen, just once. Hansen,
slipping and scrambling on all-fours across a fractured and upward
sloping raft of ice, had reached gropingly forward with his arms into the
blindness of the night and the storm and found nothing there. He had
fallen eight vertical feet before the rope had brought him up with a
vicious jerk that had been almost as painful for Rawlings and myself,
who had taken the brunt of the shock, as it had been for Hansen. For
nearly two minutes he’d dangled above the wind-torn black water of a
freshly opened lead before we’d managed to drag him back to safety. It
had been a close thing, far too close a thing, for in far sub-zero
temperatures with a gale-force wind blowing, even a few seconds’
submersion in water makes the certainty of death absolute, the process of
dissolution as swift as it is irreversible. In those conditions the clothes of
a man pulled from the water become a frozen and impenetrable suit of
armour inside seconds, an armour that can neither be removed nor
chipped away. Petrified inside this ice-shroud, a man just simply and
quickly freezes to death — in the unlikely event, that is, of his heart
having withstood the thermal shock of the body surface being exposed to
an almost instantaneous hundred degree drop in temperature.

So now I stepped forward very cautiously, very warily indeed, feeling
the ice ahead of me with a probe we’d devised after Hansen’s near
accident — a chopped-off five-foot length of rope which we’d dipped into
the water of the lead then exposed to the air until it had become as rigid
as a bar of steel. At times I walked, at times I stumbled, at times, when a
brief lull in the gale-force wind, as sudden as it was unexpected, would
catch me off balance I'd just fall forward and continue on hands and
knees, for it was quite as easy that way. It was during one of those periods
when I was shuffling blindly forward on all-fours that I realised that the
wind had, for the time being, lost nearly all of its violence and that I was
no longer being bombarded by that horizontally driving hail of flying
ice-spicules. Moments later my probe made contact with some solid
obstacle in my path: the vertical wall of a rafted ice ridge. I crawled
thankfully into its shelter, raised my goggles and pulled out and switched
on my torch as the others came blindly up to where I lay.

Blindly. With arms outstretched they pawed at the air before them
like sightless men, which for the past two and a half hours was exactly
what they had been. For all the service our goggles had given us we
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might as well have stuck our heads in gunny sacks before leaving the
Dolphin. I looked at Hansen, the first of the three to come up. Goggles,
snow-mask, hood, clothing — the entire front part of his body from top to
toe was deeply and solidly encrusted in a thick and glittering layer of
compacted ice, except for some narrow cracks caused by joint movements
of legs and arms. As he drew close to me I could hear him splintering and
crackling a good five feet away. Long ice-feathers streamed back from
his head, shoulders and elbows; as an extra-terrestrial monster from one
of the chillier planets, such as Pluto, he’d have been a sensation in any
horror movie. I suppose I looked much the same.

We huddled close together in the shelter of the wall. Only four feet
above our heads the ice-storm swept by in a glittering grey-white river.
Rawlings, sitting on my left, pushed up his goggles, looked down at his
ice-sheathed furs and started to beat himself with his fist across the chest
to break up the covering. I reached out a hand and caught his arm.

‘Leave it alone.’ I said.

‘Leave it alone?” Rawlings’s voice was muffled by his snow-mask, but
not so muffled that I couldn’t hear the chattering of his teeth. “This damn’
suit of armour weighs a ton. I'm out of training for this kind of weight-
lifting, Doc.’

‘Leave it alone. If it weren’t for that ice, you’d have frozen to death by
this time: it’s insulating you from that wind and the ice-storm. Let’s see
the rest of your face. And your hands.’

I checked him and the two others for frost-bite, while Hansen checked
me. We were still lucky. Blue and mottled and shaking with the cold, but
no frost-bite. The furs of the other three might not have been quite as
fancy as mine, but they were very adequate indeed. Nuclear subs always
got the best of everything, and Arctic clothing was no exception. But
although they weren’t freezing to death I could see from their faces and
hear from their breathing that they were pretty far gone in exhaustion.
Thrusting into the power of that ice-storm was like wading upstream
against the current of a river of molasses: that was energy-sapping
enough, but the fact that we had to spend most of our time clambering
over, slipping on, sliding and falling across fractured ice or making
detours round impassable ridges while being weighed down with forty-
pound packs on our back and heaven only knew how many additional
pounds of ice coating our furs in front had turned our trudge across that
contorted treacherous ice into a dark and frozen nightmare.

‘The point of no return, I think,” Hansen said. His breathing, like
Rawlings’s, was very quick, very shallow, almost gasping.

‘We can’t take much more of this, Doc.’

‘You ought to listen to Dr. Benson’s lectures a bit more, I said
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Zabrinski spoke again, looked interrogatively at Hansen and myself,
saw our headshakes and signed off. He said: ‘Navigating officer says
we're four-five degrees north of where we should be and that we’ll have
to cut south if we don’t want to miss Zebra by a few hundred yards.’

It could have been worse. Over an hour had passed since we’d received
the last bearing position from the Dolphin and, between radio calls, our
only means of navigating had been by judging the strength and direction
of the wind in our faces. When a man’s face is completely covered and
largely numb it’s not a very sensitive instrument for gauging wind
direction - and for all we knew the wind might be either backing or
veering. It could have been a lot worse and I said so to Hansen.

‘It could be worse,” he agreed heavily. ‘We could be travelling in
circles or we could be dead. Barring that, I don’t see how it could be
worse.” He gulped down the whisky, coughed, handed the flask top back
to me. ‘Things look brighter now. You honestly think we can make it?’

‘A little luck, that’s all. You think maybe our packs are too heavy?
That we should abandon some of it here? The last thing I wanted to do
was to abandon any of the supplies we had along with us: eighty pounds
of food, a stove, thirty pounds of compressed fuel tablets, 100 ounces of
alcohol, a tent, and a very comprehensive medical kit; but if it was to be
abandoned I wanted the suggestion to be left to them, and I was sure they
wouldn’t make it.

‘We’re abandoning nothing,” Hansen said. Either the rest or the whisky
had done him good, his voice was stronger, his teeth hardly chattering at
all.

‘Let the thought die stillborn,” Zabrinski said. When first I'd seen him
in Scotland he had reminded me of a polar bear and now out here on the
ice-cap, huge and crouched in his ice-whitened furs, the resemblance was
redoubled. He had the physique of a bear, too, and seemed completely
tireless; he was in far better shape than any of us. ‘This weight on my
bowed shoulders is like a bad leg: an old friend that gives me pain, but
I wouldn’t be without it.’

‘You?’ I asked Rawlings.

‘I'am conserving my energy,” Rawlings announced. ‘I expect to have
to carry Zabrinski later on.’

We pulled the starred, abraded and now thoroughly useless snow-
goggles over our eyes again, hoisted ourselves stiffly to our feet and
moved off to the south to find the end of and round the high ridge that
here blocked our path. It was by far the longest and most continuous
ridge we’d encountered yet, but we didn’t mind, we required to make a
good offing to get us back on course and not only were we doing just that
but we were doing it in comparative shelter and saving our strength by
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so doing. After perhaps four hundred yards the ice wall ended so
abruptly, leading to so sudden and unexpected an exposure to the
whistling fury of the ice-storm that I was bowled completely off my feet.
An express train couldn’t have done it any better. I hung on to the rope
with one hand, clawed and scrambled my way back on to my feet with
the help of the other, shouted a warning to the others, and then we were
fairly into the wind again, holding it directly in our faces and leaning far
forward to keep our balance.

We covered the next mile in less than half an hour. The going was
easier now, much easier than it had been, although we still had to make
small detours round rafted, compacted and broken ice: on the debit side,
we were all of us, Zabrinski excepted, pretty far gone in exhaustion,
stumbling and falling far more often than was warranted by the terrain
and the strength of the ice-gale: for myself, my leaden dragging legs felt
as if they were on fire, each step now sent a shooting pain stabbing from
ankle clear to the top of the thigh. For all that, I think I could have kept
going longer than any of them, even Zabrinski, for I had the motivation,
the driving force that would have kept me going hours after my legs
would have told me that it was impossible to carry on a step farther.
Major John Halliwell. My elder, my only brother. Alive or dead. Was he
alive or was he dead, this one man in the world to whom I owed
everything I had or had become? Was he dying, at that very moment
when I was thinking of him, was he dying? His wife, Mary, and his three
children who spoilt and ruined their bachelor uncle as I spoilt and ruined
them: whatever way it lay they would have to know, and only I could
tell them. Alive or dead? My legs weren’t mine, the stabbing fire that
tortured them belonged to some other man, not to me. I had to know, I
had to know, and if I had to find out by covering whatever miles lay
between me and Drift Ice Station Zebra on my hands and knees, then I
would do just that. I would find out. And over and above the tearing
anxiety as to what had happened to my brother there was yet another
powerful motivation, a motivation that the world would regard as of
infinitely more importance than the life or death of the commandant of
the station. As infinitely more important than the living or dying of the
score of men who manned that desolate polar outpost. Or so the world
would say.

The demented drumming of the spicules on my mask and ice-sheathed
furs suddenly eased, the gale wind fell away and I found myself standing
in the grateful shelter of an ice-ridge even higher than the last one we’d
used for shelter. I waited for the others to come up, asked Zabrinski to
make a position check with the Dolphin and doled out some more of the
medicinal alcohol. More of it than on the last occasion. We were in more
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only to themselves both men habitually concealed intelligences of a high
order and advanced education under a cloak of genial buffoonery.

“Two hours yet,” I said. ‘With this wind at our back we can be back in
the sub in well under an hour. We’d be practically blown back there.’

‘And the men on Drift Station Zebra? Zabrinski asked.

‘We’d have done our best. Just one of those things.’

‘We are profoundly shocked, Dr. Carpenter,” Rawlings said. The tone
of genial buffoonery was less noticeable than usual.

‘Deeply dismayed,” Zabrinski added, ‘by the very idea.” The words
were light, but the lack of warmth in the voice had nothing to do with the
bitter wind.

‘The only dismaying thing around here is the level of intelligence of
certain simple-minded sailors,” Hansen said with some asperity. He went
on, and I wondered at the conviction in his voice: ‘Sure, Dr. Carpenter
thinks we should go back. But that doesn’t include him. Dr. Carpenter
wouldn’t turn back now for all the gold in Fort Knox.” He pushed
himself wearily to his feet. ‘Can’t be much more than half a mile to go
now. Let’s get it over with.’

In the backwash of light from my torch I saw Rawlings and Zabrinski
glance at each other, saw them shrug their shoulders at the same moment.
Then they, too, were on their feet and we were on our way again.

Three minutes later Zabrinski broke his ankle.

It happened in an absurdly simple fashion, but for all its simplicity it
was a wonder that nothing of the same sort had happened to any of us in
the previous three hours. After starting off again, instead of losing our
bearing by working to the south or north until we had rounded the end
of the ice ridge blocking our path, we elected to go over it. The ridge was
all of ten feet high but by boosting and pulling each other we reached the
top without much difficulty. I felt my way forward cautiously, using the
ice-probe — the torch was useless in that ice-storm and my goggles
completely opaque. After twenty feet crawling across the gently
downward sloping surface I reached the far side of the ridge and stretched
down with the probe.

‘Five feet,’ I called to the others as they came up. ‘It’s only five feet.” I
swung over the edge, dropped down and waited for the others to follow.
Hansen came first, then Rawlings, both sliding down easily beside me.
What happened to Zabrinski was impossible to see, he either misjudged
his distance from the edge or a sudden easing of the wind made him lose
his footing. Whatever the cause, I heard him call out, the words whipped
away and lost by the wind, as he jumped down beside us. He seemed to
land squarely and lightly enough on his feet, then cried out sharply and
fell heavily to the ground.
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I turned my back to the ice-storm, raised the useless snow-goggles and
pulled out my torch. Zabrinski was half-sitting, half-lying on the ice,
propped up on his right elbow and cursing steadily and fluently and, as
far as I could tell because of the muffling effect of his snow-mask, without
once repeating himself. His right heel was jammed in a four-inch crack
on the ice, one of the thousands of such fractures and fissures that criss-
crossed the pressure areas of the pack: his right leg was bent over at an
angle to the outside, an angle normally impossible for any leg to assume.
I didn’t need to have a medical diploma hung around my neck to tell that
the ankle was gone: either that or the lowermost part of the tibia, for the
ankle was so heavily encased in a stout boot with lace binding that most
of the strain must have fallen on the shin-bone. I hoped it wasn’t a
compound fracture, but it was an unreasonable hope: at that acute angle
the snapped bone could hardly have failed to pierce the skin. Compound
or not, it made no immediate difference, I'd no intention of examining
it: a few minutes’ exposure of the lower part of his leg in those
temperatures was as good a way as any of ensuring that Zabrinski went
through the rest of his life with one foot missing.

We lifted his massive bulk, eased the useless foot out of the crack in the
ice and lowered him gently to a sitting position. I unslung the medical kit
from my back, knelt beside him and asked: ‘Does it hurt badly ?’

‘No, it’s numb, I hardly feel a thing.” He swore disgustedly. ‘What a
crazy thing to do. A little crack like that. How stupid can a man get?’

‘You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” Rawlings said acidly. He shook
his head. ‘I prophesied this, I prophesied this. I said it would end up with
me carrying this gorilla here.’

I laid splints to the injured leg and taped them as tightly as possible
over the boot and the furs, trying not to think of the depth of trouble we
were in now. Two major blows in one. Not only had we lost the
indispensable services of the strongest man in our party, we now had an
extra 220 lbs. — at least — of weight, of deadweight, to carry along with
us. Not to mention his 40-lb. pack. Zabrinski might almost have read my
thoughts.

‘You’ll have to leave me here, Lieutenant,” he said to Hansen. His teeth
were rattling, with shock and cold. “‘We must be almost there now. You
can pick me up on the way back.’

‘Don’t talk rubbish,” Hansen said shortly. ‘You know damn’ well we’d
never find you again.’

‘Exactly,” Rawlings said. His teeth were like Zabrinski’s, stuttering
away irregularly like an asthmatic machine-gun. He knelt on the ice to

support the injured man’s bulk. ‘No medals for morons. It says so in the
ship’s articles.’
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suicide. You’re staying here.’ .

‘So I stay here,’ I nodded. This wasn’t the time to tell him I didn’t need
his permission for anything, far less was it the time to start flourishing the
Mannlicher-Schoenauer. ‘So we all stay here. And then we all die here.
Quietly, without any fighting, without any fuss, we just lie down and die
here. I suppose you reckon that comes under the heading of inspiring
leadership. Amundsen would have loved that.’ It wasn’t fair, but then I
wasn’t feeling fair-minded at the moment.

‘Nobody’s going any place,” Hansen said. ‘I’'m not my brother’s keeper,
Doc, but for all that I'll be damned if I let you kill yourself. You’re not fit,
none of us is fit to make the return trip to the Dolphin — not after what
we’ve just been through. That’s one thing. The next thing is that without
a transmitter from which the Dolphin can pick up our directional
bearings, we could never hope to find the Dolphin again. The third thing
is that the closing ice will probably have forced the Dolphin to drop down
before anyone could get half-way there. And the last thing is that if we
failed to find the Dolphin either because we missed her or because she was
gone, we could never make our way back to Zebra again: we wouldn’t
have the strength and we would have nothing to guide us back anyway.’

‘The odds offered aren’t all that attractive,” I admitted. ‘What odds are
you offering on the ice-machine being repaired ”’

Hansen shook his head, said nothing. Rawlings started stirring his
soup again, carefully not looking up, he didn’t want to meet the anxious
eyes, the desperate eyes, in that circle of haggard and frost-bitten faces
any more than I did. But he looked up as Captain Folsom pushed himself
away from the support of a wall and took a couple of unsteady steps
towards us. It didn’t require any stethoscope to see that Folsom was in a
pretty bad way.

‘I am afraid that we don’t understand,’ he said. His voice was slurred
and indistinct, the puffed and twisted lips had been immobilised by the
savage charring of his face: I wondered bleakly how many months of
pain would elapse, how many visits to the surgeon’s table, before Folsom
could show that face to the world again. In the very remote event, that
was, of our ever getting him to hospital. ‘Would you please explain?
What is the difficulty ?’

‘Simply this,” I said. “The Dolphin has an ice fathometer, a device for
measuring the thickness of the overhead ice. Normally, even if
Commander Swanson — the captain of the Dolphin — didn’t hear from us,
we could expect him on our doorstep in a matter of hours. He has the
position of this Drift Station pinned down pretty closely. All he would
have to do is to drop down, come under us here, start a grid search with
his ice fathometer and it would be only minutes before he would locate
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the relatively thin ice out in that lead there. But things aren’t normal.
The ice-machine has broken down and if it stays that way he’ll never
find that lead. That’s why I want to go back there. Now. Before Swanson’s
forced to dive by the closing ice.’

‘Don’t see it, old boy,’ Jolly said. ‘How’s that going to help? Can you fix
this ice what-you-may-call-it.’

‘I don’t have to. Commander Swanson knows his distance from this
camp give or take a hundred yards. All I have to do is to tell him to
covir the distance less quarter of a mile and loose off a torpedo. That
ought ’

‘Torpedo?’ Jolly asked. ‘Torpedo? To break through the ice from
beneath?

‘That’s it. It’s never been tried before. I suppose there’s no reason why
it shouldn’t work if the ice is thin enough and it won’t be all that thick in
the lead out there. I don’t really know.’

‘They’ll be sending planes, you know, Doc,” Zabrinski said quietly.
‘We started transmitting the news as soon as we broke through and
everybody will know by now that Zebra has been found - at least, they’ll
know exactly where it 1s. They’ll have the big bombers up here in a few
hours.’

‘Doing what?’ I asked. ‘Sculling around uselessly in the darkness up
above? Even if they do have the exact position, they still won’t be able
to see what’s left of this station because of the darkness and the ice-storm.
Perhaps they can with radar. It’s unlikely, but even if they do, what
then? Drop supplies? Maybe. But they won’t dare drop supplies directly
on us for fear of killing us. They’d have to drop them some distance off
— and even a quarter-mile would be too far away for any chance we’d
ever have of finding stuff in those conditions. As for landing - even if
weather conditions were perfect, no plane big enough to have the range
to fly here could ever hope to land on the ice-cap. You know that.’

‘What’s your middle name, Doc? Rawlings asked dolefully.
‘Jeremiah ™

“The greatest good of the greatest number,’ I said. “The old yardstick,
but there’s never been a better one. If we just hole up here without
making any attempt to help ourselves and the ice-machine remains
useless, then we’re all dead. All sixteen of us. If  make it there safely, then
we’re all alive. Even if I don’t, the ice-machine may be fixed and there
would only be one lost then.’ I started pulling on my mittens. ‘One is less
than sixteen.’

‘We might as well make it two.” Hansen sighed and began to pull on
his own gloves. I was hardly surprised. When he’d last spoken he’d talked
at first of ‘you’ having no chance and finished by saying that ‘we’ had
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glimpse of the clear sky above but only occasionally and for a fraction of
a second. And if there was anything to be seen in that time, we couldn’t
see it.

‘There’ll be other hummocks,” I shouted in Hansen’s ear. ‘Higher
hummocks.” He nodded without answering. I couldn’t see the expression
on his face but I didn’t have to see it. The same thought was in both our
minds: we could see nothing because there was nothing to see.
Commander Swanson hadn’t put a lamp in the window, for the window
was gone, the Dolphin forced to dive to avoid being crushed by the ice.

Five times in the next twenty minutes we climbed hummocks, and five
times we climbed down, each time more dejected, more defeated. By now
I was pretty far gone, moving in a pain-filled nightmare: Hansen was in
even worse case, lurching and staggering around like a drunken man. As
a doctor, I knew well of the hidden and unsuspected resources that an
exhausted man can call on in times of desperate emergency; but I knew,
too, that those resources are not limitless and that we were pretty close to
the end. And when that end came we would just lie down in the lee of an
ice-wall and wait for the old man to come along: he wouldn’t keep us
waiting long.

Our sixth hummock all but defeated us. It wasn’t that it was hard to
climb, it was well ridged with foot and hand holds in plenty, but the
sheer physical effort of climbing came very close to defeating us. And
then I dimly began to realise that part of the effort was due to the fact
that this was by far the highest hummock we had found yet. Some
colossal pressures had concentrated on this one spot, rafting and log-
jamming the ice-pack until it had risen a clear thirty feet above the
general level: the giant underwater ridge beneath must have stretched
down close on two hundred feet towards the black floor of the Arctic.

Eight feet below the summit our heads were in the clear: on the
summit itself, holding on to each other for mutual support against the
gale, we could look down on the ice-storm whirling by just beneath our
feet: a fantastic sight, a great grey-white sea of undulating turbulence, a
giant rushing river that stretched from horizon to horizon. Like so much
else in the high Arctic the scene had an eerie and terrifying strangeness
about it, a mindless desolation that belonged not to earth but to some
alien and long-dead planet.

We scanned the horizon to the west until our eyes ached. Nothing.
Nothing at all. Just that endless desolation. From due north to due south,
through 180°, we searched the surface of that great river; and still we
saw nothing. Three minutes passed. Still nothing. I began to feel the ice
running in my blood.

On the remote off-chance that we might already have by-passed the
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Dolphin to the north or south, I turned and peered towards the east. It
wasn’t easy, for that far sub-zero gale of wind brought tears to my eyes
in an instant of time; but at least 1t wasn’t impossible, we no longer had
to contend with the needle-pointed lances of the ice-spicules. I made
another slow 180° sweep of the eastern horizon, and again, and again.
Then I caught Hansen’s arm.

‘Look there,’ I said. ‘To the north-east. Maybe quarter of a mile away,
maybe half a mile. Can you see anything ?’

For several seconds Hansen squinted along the direction of my
outstretched hand, then shook his head. ‘I see nothing. What do you
think you see?

‘I don’t know. I’'m not sure. I can imagine I see a very faint touch of
luminescence on the surface of the ice-storm there, maybe just a fraction
of a shade whiter than the rest.’

For a full half-minute Hansen stared out through cupped hands.
Finally he said: ‘It’s no good. I don’t see it. But then my eyes have been
acting up on me for the past half-hour. But I can’t even imagine 1 see
anything.’

I turned away to give my streaming eyes a rest from that icy wind and
then looked again. ‘Damn it,’ I said, ‘I can’t be sure that there is anything
there; but I can’t be sure that there isn’t, either.’

‘What do you fancy it would be?’ Hansen’s voice was dispirited, with
overtones of hopelessness. ‘A light?’

‘A searchlight shining vertically upwards. A searchlight that’s not
able to penetrate that ice-storm.’

‘You’re kidding yourself, Doc,” Hansen said wearily. ‘The wish father
to the thought. Besides, that would mean that we had already passed the
Dolphin. 1t’s not possible.’

‘It’s not impossible. Ever since we started climbing those damned ice-
hummocks I’ve lost track of time and space. It could be.’

‘Do you still see it?” The voice was empty, uninterested, he didn’t
believe me and he was just making words.

‘Maybe my eyes are acting up, too,” I admitted. ‘But, damn it, I’'m still
not sure that I'm not right.’

‘Come on, Doc, let’s go.’

‘Go where?

‘I don’t know.” His teeth chattered so uncontrollably in that intense
cold that I could scarcely follow his words. ‘I guess it doesn’t matter very
much where-——’

With breath-taking abruptness, almost in the centre of my imagined
patch of luminescence and not more than four hundred yards away, a
swiftly climbing rocket burst through the rushing river of ice-spicules
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‘I know that.” He hesitated, then said quietly: ‘I promise you I won’t
mention this again — but, well, I'm most damnably sorry, Doctor.’

I'looked at him and nodded slowly. I knew he meant it, I knew he had
to say it, but there’s not much you can say in turn to anything like that.
I said: ‘Six others died with him, Commander.’

He hesitated again. ‘Do we — do we take the dead back to Britain with
us?

‘Could I have another drop of that excellent bourbon, Commander?
Been a very heavy run on your medicinal alcohol in the past few hours,
I’'m afraid.’ I waited till he had filled my glass then went on: ‘We don’t
take them back with us. They’re not dead men, they’re just unrecognisable
and unidentifiable lumps of charred matter. Let them stay here.’

His relief was unmistakable and he was aware of it for he went on
hurriedly, for something to say: ‘All this equipment for locating and
tracking the Russian missiles. Destroyed ?’

‘I didn’t check.” He’d find out for himself soon enough that there had
been no such equipment. How he’d react to that discovery in light of the
cock-and-bull story I'd spun to himself and Admiral Garvie in the Holy
Loch I couldn’t even begin to guess. At the moment I didn’t even care. It
didn’t seem important , nothing seemed important, not any more. All at
once I felt tired, not sleepy, just deathly tired, so I pushed myself stiffly to
my feet, said good night and left.

Hansen was in his bunk when I got back to his cabin, his furs lying where
he had dropped them. I checked that he was no longer awake, slipped off
my own furs, hung them up and replaced the Mannlicher-Schoenauer in
my case. I lay down in my cot to sleep, but sleep wouldn’t come.
Exhausted though I was, I had never felt less like sleep in my life.

I was too restless and unsettled for sleep, too many problems coming
all at once were causing a first-class log-jam in my mind. I got up, pulled
on shirt and denim pants, and made my way to the control room. I spent
the better part of what remained of the night there, pacing up and down,
watching two technicians repairing vastly complicated innards of the
ice-machine, reading the messages of congratulation which were still
coming in, talking desultorily to the officer on deck and drinking endless
cups of coffee. It passed the night for me and although I hadn’t closed an
eye I felt fresh and almost relaxed by the time morning came.

At the wardroom breakfast table that morning everyone seemed
quietly cheerful. They knew they had done a good job, the whole world
was telling them they had done a magnificent job, and you could see that
they all regarded that job as being as good as over. No one appeared to
doubt Swanson’s ability to blow a hole through the ice. If it hadn’t been
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over the sill, lung my shoulder against the door and with the suddenly
added pressure the latch clicked free. The heavy door at once swung
half-shut, carrying us along with it and knocking us both off our feet into
the battering-ram path of that torrent still gushing from number 4 tube.
Coughing and spluttering we scrambled upright again, crossed the sill
and, hanging on to a clip handle apiece, tried to drag the door shut.

Twice we tried and twice we failed. The water boiled in through the
tube and its level was now almost lipping the top of the sill. With every
second that passed the downward angle of the Dolphin increased and with
every extra degree of steepness the task of pulling that door uphill
against the steadily increasing gravity became more and more difficult.

The water began to spill over the sill on to our feet.

Hansen grinned at me. At least, I thought for a moment he was
grinning, but the white teeth were clamped tightly together and there
was no amusement at all in his eyes. He shouted above the roar of the
water: ‘It’s now or never.’

A well-taken point. It was indeed now or never. At a signal from
Hansen we flung our combined weights on to those clip-handles each
with one hand to a clip while the other braced against the bulkhead to
give maximum purchase. We got the door to within four inches. It swung
open. We tried again. Still four inches and I knew that all our strength
had gone into that one.

‘Can you hold it for a moment?’ I shouted.

He nodded. I shifted both hands to the lower corner clip, dropped to
the deck, braced my feet against the sill and straightened both legs in one
convulsive jerk. The door crashed shut, Hansen jammed his clip home,
I did the same with mine and we were safe. For the moment we were safe.

I left Hansen to secure the remaining clips and started knocking the
clips of the after collision bulkhead door. I'd only got as far as the first one
when the others started falling off by themselves. Petty Officer Bowen
and his men, on the other side of that door, needed no telling that we
wanted out of there just as fast as possible. The door was pulled open and
my ear-drums popped with the abrupt fall in air pressure. I could hear
the steady echoing roar of air blasting into the ballast tanks under high
pressure. I hoisted Mills by the shoulders, strong competent hands lifted
him out and over the sill and a couple of seconds later Hansen and I were
beside him.

‘In God’s name!” Petty Officer Bowen said to Hansen. ‘What’s gone
wrong?’

‘Number four tube open to the sea.’

‘Jesus!

‘Clip up that door,” Hansen ordered. ‘But good.” He left at a dead run,
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clawing his way up the sharply sloping deck of the torpedo storage room.
I took a look at Lieutenant Mills — one short look was all I needed - and
followed after Hansen. Only I didn’t run. Running wasn’t going to help
anybody now.

The roar of compressed air filled the ship, the ballast tanks were
rapidly emptying, but still the Dolphin continued on its deadly dive,
arrowing down for the dark depths of the Arctic: not even the massive
compressed-air banks of the submarine could hope to cope so soon with
the effects of the scores of tons of seawater that had already floored into
the for’ard torpedo room: I wondered bleakly if they would ever be able
to cope at all. As I walked along the wardroom passage, using the hand-
rail to haul myself up that crazily canted deck, I could feel the entire
submarine shudder beneath my feet. No doubt about what that was,
Swanson had the great turbines turning over at maximum revolutions,
the big bronze propellers threshing madly in reverse, trying to bite deep
into the water to slow up the diving submarine.

You can smell fear. You can smell it and you can see it and I could do
both as I hauled my way into the control centre of the Dolphin that
morning. Not one man as much as flickered an eye in my direction as I
passed by the sonar room. They had no eyes for me. They had no eyes for
anybody : tense, strained, immobile, with hunted faces, they had eyes for
one thing only — the plummeting needle on the depth gauge.

The needle was passing the six-hundred-feet mark. Six hundred feet.
No conventional submarine I'd ever been on could have operated at this
depth. Could have survived at this depth. Six hundred and fifty. I thought
of the fantastic outside pressure that represented and I felt far from
happy. Someone else was feeling far from happy also, the young seaman
manning the inboard diving seat. His fists were clenched till the knuckles
showed, a muscle was jumping in his cheek, a nerve twitching in his neck
and he had the look on his face of a man who sees the bony finger of death
beckoning.

Seven hundred feet. Seven hundred and fifty. Eight hundred. I'd
never heard of a submarine that had reached that depth and lived.
Neither, apparently, had Commander Swanson.

‘We have just set up a new mark, men,” he said. His voice was calm and
relaxed and although he was far too intelligent a man not to be afraid,
no trace of it showed in tone or manner. ‘Lowest recorded dive ever, as
far as I am aware. Speed of descent?’

‘No change.’

‘It will change soon. The torpedo room must be about full now — apart
from the pocket of air compressed under high pressure.” He gazed at the
dial and tapped his teeth thoughtfully with a thumb-nail - this, for
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Swanson, was probably the equivalent of going into hysterics. ‘Blow the
diesel tanks: blow the fresh-water tanks.’ Imperturbable though he
sounded, Swanson was close to desperation for this was the counsel of
despair : thousands of miles from home and supplies, yet jettisoning all
the diesel and drinking water, the lack of either of which could make all
the difference between life and death. But, at that moment, it didn’t
matter : all that mattered was lightening ship.

‘Main ballast tanks empty,’ the diving officer reported. His voice was
hoarse and strained.

Swanson nodded, said nothing. The volume of the sound of the
compressed air had dropped at least seventy-five per cent and the
suddenly comparative silence was sinister, terrifying, as if it meant that
the Dolphin was giving up the fight. Now we had only the slender reserves
of the fresh water and diesel to save us: at the rate at which the Dolphin
was still diving I didn’t see how it could.

Hansen was standing beside me. I noticed blood dripping from his left
hand to the deck and when I looked more closely I could see that two of
his fingers were broken. It must have happened in the torpedo room. At
the moment, it didn’t seem important. It certainly didn’t seem important
to Hansen. He was entirely oblivious of it.

The pressure gauge fell farther and still farther. I knew now that
nothing could save the Dolphin. A bell rang. Swanson swung down a
microphone and pressed a button.

‘Engine-room here,” a metallic voice came through. ‘We must slow
down. Main bearings beginning to smoke, she’ll seize up any moment.”

‘Maintain revolutions.” Swanson swung back the microphone. The
youngster at the diving console, the one with the jumping cheek muscles
and the nervous twitch, started to mumble, ‘Oh, dear God, oh, dear God,’
over and over again, softly at first, then the voice climbing up the scale
to hysteria. Swanson moved two paces, touched him on the shoulder. ‘Do
you mind, laddie? I can hardly hear myself think.” The mumbling
stopped and the boy sat quite still, his face carved from grey granite, the
nerve in his neck going like a trip-hammer.

‘How much more of this will she take?’ I asked casually. At least, I
meant it to sound casual but it came out like the croak of an asthmatic
bullfrog.

‘'m afraid we’re moving into the realms of the unknown,” Swanson
admitted calmly. ‘One thousand feet plus. If that dial is right, we passed
the theoretical implosion point — where the hull should have collapsed
— fifty feet ago. At the present moment she’s being subjected to well over
a million tons of pressure.” Swanson’s repose, his glacial calm, was
staggering, they must have scoured the whole of America to find a man
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like that. If ever there was the right man in the right place at the right
time it was Commander Swanson in the control room of a runaway
submarine diving to depths of hundreds of feet below what any
submarine had ever experienced before.

‘She’s slowing,” Hansen whispered.

‘She’s slowing.” Swanson nodded.

She wasn’t slowing half fast enough for me. It was impossible that the
pressure hull could hold out any longer. I wondered vaguely what the
end would be like, then put the thought from my mind, I would never
know anything about it, anyway. At that depth the pressure must have
been about twenty tons to the square foot; we’d be squashed as flat as
flounders before our senses could even begin to record what was
happening to us.

The engine-room call-up bell rang again. The voice this time was
imploring, desperate. ‘We must ease up, Captain. Switch gear is turning
red hot. We can see it glowing.’

‘Wait till it’s white hot, then you can complain about it,” Swanson said
curtly. If the engines were going to break down they were going to break
down; but until they did he’d tear the life out of them in an attempt to
save the Dolphin. Another bell rang.

‘Control room?’ The voice was harsh, high-pitched. ‘Crew’s mess deck
here. Water is beginning to come in.” For the first time, every eye in the
control room turned away from the depth gauge and fixed itself on that
loudspeaker. The hull was giving at last under the fantastic pressure, the
crushing weight. One little hole, one tiny threadlike crack as a starting
point and the pressure hull would rip and tear and flatten like a toy
under a steam-hammer. A quick glance at the strained, shocked faces
showed this same thought in every mind.

‘Where?’ Swanson demanded.

‘Starboard bulkhead.’

‘How much?

‘A pint or two, just trickling down the bulkhead. And it’s getting
worse. It’s getting worse all the time. For God’s sake, Captain, what are
we going to do?

‘What are you going to do?’ Swanson echoed. ‘Mop the damn’ stuff up,
of course. You don’t want to live in a dirty ship, do you?” He hung up.

‘She’s stopped. She’s stopped.” Four words and a prayer. I'd been
wrong about every eye being on the loudspeaker, one pair of eyes had
never left the depth gauge, the pair belonging to the youngster at the
console.

‘She’s stopped,” the diving officer confirmed. His voice had a shake in
1t.
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A hole was drilled in the after collision bulkhead door and an
armoured high-pressure hose screwed into position. Dressed in porous
rubber suits and equipped with an aqua-lung apiece, a young torpedoman
by the name of Murphy and I went inside and stood in the gap between
the two collision bulkheads. High-powered air hissed into the confined
space. Slowly the pressure rose : twenty, thirty, forty, fifty pounds to the
square inch. I could feel the pressure on lungs and ears, the pain behind
the eyes, the slight wooziness that comes from the poisonous effect of
breathing pure oxygen under such pressure. But I was used to it, I knew
it wasn’t going to kill me: I wondered if young Murphy knew that. This
was the stage where the combined physical and mental effects became
too much for most people, but if Murphy was scared or panicky or
suffering from bodily distress he hid it well. Swanson would have picked
his best man and to be the best man in a company like that Murphy had
to be something very special.

We eased off the clips on the for’ard collision bulkhead door, knocked
them off cautiously as the pressures equalised. The water in the torpedo
room was about two feet above the level of the sill and as the door came
ajar the water boiled whitely through into the collision space while
compressed air hissed out from behind us to equalise the lowering
pressure of the air in the torpedo room. For about ten seconds we had to
hang on grimly to hold the door and maintain our balance while water
and air fought and jostled in a seething malstrom to find their own
natural levels. The door opened wide. The water level now extended
from about thirty inches up on the collision bulkhead to the for’ard
deckhead of the torpedo room. We crossed the sill, switched on our
waterproof torches and ducked under.

The temperature of that water was about 28° F. - four below freezing.
Those porous rubber suits were specially designed to cope with icy
waters but even so I gasped with the shock of it — as well as one can gasp
when breathing pure oxygen under heavy pressure. But we didn’t linger,
for the longer we remained there the longer we would have to spend
decompressing afterwards. We half-walked, half-swam towards the fore
end of the compartment, located the rear door on number 4 tube and
closed it, but not before I had a quick look at the inside of the pressure
cock. The door itself seemed undamaged: the body of the unfortunate
Lieutenant Mills had absorbed its swinging impact and prevented it
from being switched off its hinges. It didn’t seem distorted in any way,
and fitted snugly into place. We forced its retaining lever back into place
and left.

Back in the collision compartment we gave the prearranged taps on
the door. Almost at once we heard the subdued hum of a motor as the
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just a big upward pressure of water distributed over a fair area that
heaves the ice up and breaks it into pretty big chunks that just settle back
into the water again in their original position in the pattern of a dried-up
mud hole with tiny cracks all round the isolated sections. But with cracks
all round. Narrow cracks, but there. Cracks so narrow that the ice-
machine couldn’t begin to register them even at the slow speed we were
doing.” He turned to Raeburn. ‘What’s our position?’

‘Still in the centre of the target area, sir.’

‘Take her up till we touch the ice,” Swanson said.

He didn’t have to add any cautions about gentleness. The diving
officer took her up like floating thistledown until we felt a gentle bump.

‘Hold her there,” Swanson said. He peered at the TV screen but the
water was so opaque that all definition vanished half-way up the sail. He
nodded to the diving officer. ‘Kick her up — hard.’

Compressed air roared into the ballast tanks. Seconds passed without
anything happening then all at once the Dolphin shuddered as something
very heavy and very solid seemed to strike the hull. A moment’s pause,
another solid shock then we could see the edge of a giant segment of ice
sliding down the face of the TV screen.

‘Well, now, I believe I might have had a point there,” Swanson
remarked. ‘We seem to have hit a crack between two chunks of ice almost
exactly in the middle. Depth?’

‘Forty-five.’

‘Fifteen feet showing. And I don’t think we can expect to lift the
hundreds of tons of ice lying over the rest of the hull. Plenty of positive
buoyancy ?’

‘All we’ll ever want.’

‘Then we’ll call it a day at that. Right, Quartermaster, away you go
up top and tell us what the weather is like.’

I didn’t wait to hear what the weather was like. I was interested
enough in it, but I was even more interested in ensuring that Hansen
didn’t come along to his cabin in time to find me putting on the
Mannlicher-Schoenauer along with my furs. But this time I stuck it not
in its special holster but in the outside pocket of my caribou trousers. I
thought it might come in handier there.

It was exactly noon when I clambered over the edge of the bridge and
used a dangling rope to slide down a great rafted chunk of ice that
slanted up almost to the top of the sail. The sky had about as much light
in it as a late twilight in winter when the sky is heavy with grey cloud.
The air was as bitter as ever, but the weather had improved for all that.
The wind was down now, backed round to the north-east, seldom gusting
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It wouldn’t start at the turn of a switch now, it would take three or four
blow-torches and the same number of strong men even to turn the engine
over once. I closed the door and went into the main hut.

It was packed with metal tables, benches, machinery and every
modern device for the automatic recording and interpretation of every
conceivable observed detail of the Arctic weather. I didn’t know what
the functions of most of the instruments were and I didn’t care. This was
the meteorological office and that was enough for me. I examined the hut
carefully but quickly and there didn’t seem to be anything odd or out of
place that I could see. In one corner, perched on an empty wooden
packing-case, was a portable radio transmitter with listening phones —
transceivers, they called them nowadays. Near it, in a box of heavy oiled
wood, were fifteen Nife cells connected up in series. Hanging from a hook
on the wall was a two-volt test lamp. I touched its bare leads to the
outside terminals of the battery formed by the cells. Had those cells left
in them even a fraction of their original power that test lamp should have
burnt out in a white flash. It didn’t even begin to glow. I tore a piece of
flex from a nearby lamp and touched its ends to the terminals. Not even
the minutest spark. Kinnaird hadn’t been lying when he had said that his
battery had been completely dead. But, then, I hadn’t for a moment
thought he’d been lying.

I made my way to the last hut — the hut that held the charred remnants
of the seven men who had died in the fire. The stench of charred flesh and
burnt diesel seemed stronger, more nauseating than ever. I stood in the
doorway and the last thing I wanted to do was to approach even an inch
closer. I peeled off fur and woollen mittens, set the lamp on a table, pulled
out my torch and knelt by the first dead man.

Ten minutes passed and all I wanted was out of there. There are some
things that doctors, even hardened pathologists, will go a long way to
avoid. Bodies that have been too long in the sea is one: bodies that have
been in the immediate vicinity of underwater explosion is another; and
men who have literally been burned alive is another. I was beginning to
feel more than slightly sick; but I wasn’t going to leave there until I was
finished.

The door creaked open. I turned and watched Commander Swanson
come in. He’d been a long time, I'd expected him before then. Lieutenant
Hansen, his damaged left hand wrapped in some thick woollen material,
came in after him. That was what the phone call had been about, the
Commander calling up reinforcements. Swanson switched off his torch,
pushed up his snow-goggles and pulled down his mask. His eyes narrowed
at the scene before him, his nostrils wrinkled in involuntary disgust, and
the colour drained swiftly from his ruddy cheeks. Both Hansen and I had
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‘It might help if I am permitted to know just what we are looking for,’
Benson suggested.

Swanson looked at me.

‘God knows,’ I said. ‘Anything and everything. One thing certain —
you won'’t find a gun. Be especially careful in labelling gloves — when we
get back to Britain we’ll have the experts test them for nitrates from the
gun used.’

‘If anyone has brought aboard anything bigger than a postage stamp
I’ll find 1t,” Benson promised.

‘Are you sure?’ I asked. ‘Even if you brought it aboard yourself?’

‘Eh? Me? What the devil are you suggesting ?’

‘'m suggesting that something may have been shoved inside your
medical kit, even your pockets, when you weren’t looking.’

‘Good lord.” He dug feverishly into his pockets. ‘The idea never even
occurred to me.’

‘You haven’t the right type of nasty suspicious mind,” Swanson said
dryly. ‘Off you go. You too, John.’

They left, and Swanson and I went inside. Once I'd checked that the
two men really were unconscious, we went to work. It must have been
many years since Swanson had policed a deck or parade-ground, far less
doubled as scavenger, but he took to it in the manner born. He was
assiduous, painstaking, and missed nothing. Neither did I. We cleared a
corner of the hut and brought across there every single article that was
either lying on the floor or attached to the still ice-covered walls. Nothing
was missed. It was either shaken, turned over, opened or emptied
according to what it was. Fifteen minutes and we were all through. If
there was anything bigger than a matchstick to be found in that room
then we would have found it. But we found nothing. Then we scattered
everything back over the floor again until the hut looked more or less as
it had been before our search. If either of the two unconscious men came
to I didn’t want him knowing that we had been looking for anything.

‘We’re no great shakes in the detecting business,” Swanson said. He
looked slightly discouraged.

‘We can’t find what isn’t there to be found. And it doesn’t help that we
don’t know what we’re looking for. Let’s try for the gun now. May be
anywhere, he may even have thrown it away on the ice-cap, though 1
think that unlikely. A killer never likes to lose his means of killing — and
he couldn’t have been sure that he wouldn’t require it again. There
aren’t so very many places to search. He wouldn’t have left it here, for
this is the main bunkhouse and in constant use. That leaves only the met.
office and the lab. where the dead men are lying.’

‘He could have hidden it among the ruins of one of the burnt-out huts,’
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made a fuzzy mental note to ask around, when I got back to the Dolphin,
to find out who had suggested shifting the dead men in there.

The walls of the lab. were lined with shelves and cupboards containing
jars and bottles and retorts and test-tubes and such-like chemical junk,
but I didn’t give them more than a glance. I went to the corner of the hut
where the dead men lay most closely together, shone my torch along the
side of the room and found what I was looking for in a matter of seconds
— a floorboard standing slightly proud of its neighbours. Two of the
blackened contorted lumps that had once been men lay across that
board. I moved them just far enough, not liking the job at all, then lifted
one end of the loose floorboard.

It looked as if someone had had it in mind to start up a supermarket.
In the six-inch space between the floor and the base of the hut were
stacked dozens of neatly arranged cans - soup, beef, fruit, vegetables, a
fine varied diet with all the proteins and vitamins a man could want.
Someone had no intention of going hungry. There was even a small
pressure-stove and a couple of gallons of kerosene to thaw out the cans.
And to one side, lying flat, two rows of gleaming Nife cells — there must
have been about forty in all.

Ireplaced the board, left the lab. and went across to the meteorological
hut again. I spent over an hour there, unbuttoning the backs of metal
cabinets and peering into their innards, but I found nothing. Not what
I had hoped to find, that was. But I did come across one very peculiar
item, a small green metal box six inches by four by two, with a circular
control that was both switch and tuner, and two glassed-in dials with
neither figures nor marking on them. At the side of the box was a brass-
rimmed hole.

I turned the switch and one of the dials glowed green, a magic-eye
tuning device with the fans spread well apart. The other dial stayed
dead. I twiddled the tuner control but nothing happened. Both the magic
eye and the second dial required something to activate them — something
like a pre-set radio signal. The hole in the side would accommodate the
plug of any standard telephone receiver. Not many people would have
known what this was, but I'd seen one before — a transistorised homing
device for locating the direction of a radio signal, such as emitted by the
‘Sarah’ device on American space capsules which enables searchers to
locate it once it has landed in the sea.

What legitimate purpose could be served by such a device in Drift Ice
Station Zebra? When I'd told Swanson and Hansen of the existence of a
console for monitoring rocket-firing signals from Siberia, that much of
my story, anyway, had been true. But that had called for a giant aerial
stretching far up into the sky: this comparative toy couldn’t have ranged
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a twentieth of the distance to Siberia.

I had another look at the portable radio transmitter and the now
exhausted Nife batteries that served them. The dialling counter was still
tuned in to the waveband on which the Dolphin had picked up the distress
signals. There was nothing for me there. I looked more closely at the
nickel-cadmium cells and saw that they were joined to one another and
to the radio set by wire-cored rubber leads with very powerfully spring-
loaded saw-tooth clips on the terminals: those last ensured perfect
electrical contact as well as being very convenient to use. I undid two of
the clips, brought a torch-beam to bear and peered closely at the
terminals. The indentations made by the sharpened steel saw-teeth were
faint but unmistakable.

I made my way back to the laboratory hut, lifted the loose floorboard
again and shone the torch on the Nife cells lying there. At least half of the
cells had the same characteristic markings. Cells that looked fresh and
unused, yet they had those same markings and if anything was certain it
was that those cells had been brand-new and unmarked when Drift Ice
Station Zebra had been first set up. A few of the cells were tucked so far
away under adjacent floorboards that I had to stretch my hand far in to
reach them. I pulled out two and in the space behind I seemed to see
something dark and dull and metallic.

It was too dark to distinguish clearly what the object was but after I'd
levered up another two floorboards I could see without any trouble at all.
It was a cylinder about thirty inches long and six in diameter with brass
stopcock and mounted pressure gauge registering ‘Full’: close behind it
was a package about eighteen inches square and four thick, stencilled
with the words ‘RaDI0-sONDE BALLOONS'. Hydrogen, batteries, balloons,
corned beef and mulligatawny soup. A catholic enough assortment of
stores by any standards; but there wouldn’t have been anything
haphazard about the choice of that assortment.

When I made it back to the bunkhouse, the two patients were still
breathing. That was about all I could say for myself, too, I was shaking
with the cold and even clamping my teeth together couldn’t keep them
from chattering. I thawed out under the big electric heaters until I was
only half-frozen, picked up my torch and moved out again into the wind
and the cold and the dark. I was a sucker for punishment, that was for
sure.

In the next twenty minutes I made a dozen complete circuits of the
camp, moving a few yards farther out with each circuit. I must have
walked over a mile altogether and that was all I had for it, just the walk
and a slight touch of frost-bite high up on the cheekbones, the only part
of my face, other than the eyes, exposed to that bitter cold. I knew I had
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started all right: match the huts destroyed against the wind direction
that night and it could only have been in the fuel store. But how? It’s
anybody’s guess. I don’t see that it matters a great deal now.’

‘I disagree. It matters very much. If we could find out how it started we
might prevent another such tragedy later on. That’s why I'm here.
Hewson, you were in charge of the fuel store and generator hut. Have
you no opinion on this?’

‘None. It must have been electrical, but how I can’t guess. It’s possible
that there was a leakage from one of the fuel drums and that oil vapour
was present in the air. There were two black heaters in the fuel store,
designed to keep the temperature up to zero Fahrenheit, so that the oil
would always flow freely. Arcing across the make and break of the
thermostats might have ignited the gas. But it’s only a wild guess, of
course.’

‘No possibility of any smouldering rags or cigarette ends being the
cause?”

Hewson’s face turned a dusky red.

‘Look, mister, I know my job. Burning rags, cigarette ends — I know
how to keep a bloody fuel store

‘Keep your shirt on,” I interrupted. ‘No offence. I'm only doing my job.’
I turned back to Naseby. ‘After you’d sent Hewson here to rouse up
Captain Folsom, what then?’

‘I ran across to the radio room — that's the hut due south of the
cookhouse and west of Major Halliwell’s

‘But those two lab. technicians — Flanders and Bryce, wasn’t it—surely
you checked they were awake and out of it before you left the dining-
hall?

‘God help me, I didn’t.” Naseby stared down at the deck, his shoulders
hunched, his face bleak. ‘They’re dead. It’s my fault they’re dead. But
you don’t know what it was like inside that dining-hall. Flames were
breaking through the east wall, the place was full of choking smoke and
oil, I couldn’t see, I could hardly breathe. I shook them both and shouted
at them to get out. I shook them hard and I certainly shouted loud
enough.’

‘I can bear him out on that,” Hewson said quietly. ‘I was right beside
him at the time.’

‘I didn’t wait,” Naseby went on. ‘I wasn’t thinking of saving my own
skin. I thought Flanders and Bryce were all right and that they would be
out the door on my heels. I wanted to warn the others. It wasn’t — it
wasn’t until minutes later that I realised that there was no sign of them.
And then — well, then it was too late.’

‘You ran across to the radio room. That’s where you slept, Kinnaird,
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wasn’t it?’

“That’s where Islept, yes.” His mouth twisted. ‘Me and my mate Grant,
the boy that died yesterday. And Dr. Jolly slept in the partitioned-off east
end of the hut. That’s where he had his surgery and the little cubby-hole
where he carried out his tests on ice samples.’

‘So your end would have started to go on fire first?’ [ said to Jolly.

‘Must have done,” he agreed. ‘Quite frankly, old chap, my recollection
of the whole thing isjust like a dream — a nightmare, rather. I was almost
asphyxiated in my sleep, I think. First thing I remember was young
Grant bending over me, shaking me and shouting. Can’t recall what he
was shouting but it must have been that the hut was on fire. I don’t know
what I said or did, probably nothing, for the next thing I clearly
remember was being hit on both sides of the face, and not too gently
either. But, by jove, it worked! I got to my feet and he dragged me out of
my office into the radio room. I owe my life to young Grant. I'd just
enough sense left to grab the emergency medical kit that I always kept
packed.’

‘What woke Grant?’

‘Naseby, here, woke him,” Kinnaird said. ‘He woke us both, shouting
and hammering on the door. If it hadn’t been for him Dr. Jolly and I
would both have been goners, the air inside that place was like poison gas
and I'm sure if Naseby hadn’t shouted on us we would never have woken
up. I told Grant to waken the doctor while I tried to get the outside door
open.’

‘It was locked?

‘The damned thing was jammed. That was nothing unusual at night.
During the day when the heaters were going full blast to keep the huts
at a decent working temperature the ice around the doors tended to
melt: at night, when we got into our sleeping-bags, we turned our heaters
down and the melted ice froze hard round the door openings, sealing it
solid. That happened most nights in most of the huts — usually had to
break our way out in the morning. But I can tell you that I didn’t take too
long to burst it open that night.’

‘And then?’

‘I ran out,” Kinnaird said. ‘I couldn’t see a thing for black smoke and
flying oil. I ran maybe twenty yards to the south to get some idea of what
was happening. The whole camp seemed to be on fire. When you’re
woken up like that at two in the morning, half-blinded, half-asleep and
groggy with fumes your mind isn’t at its best, but thank God I'd enough
left of my mind to realise that an S.0.S. radio message was the one thing
that was going to save our lives. So I went back inside the radio hut.’

‘We all owe our lives to Kinnaird.” Speaking for the first time was
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Jeremy, a burly red-haired Canadian who had been chief technician on
:jhe base. ‘And if I'd been a bit quicker with my hands we’d have all been
ead.’

‘Oh, for Christ’s sake, mate, shut up,” Kinnaird growled.

‘I won’t shut up,” Jeremy said soberly. ‘Besides, Dr. Carpenter wants a
full report. I was first out of the main bunkhouse after Captain Folsom
here. As Hewson said, we tried the extinguisher on Major Halliwell’s hut.
It was hopeless from the beginning but we had to do it — after all, we
knew there were four men trapped in there. But, like I say, it was a waste
of time. Captain Folsom shouted that he was going to get another
extinguisher and told me to see how things were in the radio room.

‘The place was ablaze from end to end. As I came round as close as I
could to the door at the west end I saw Naseby here bending over Dr.
Jolly, who’d keeled over as soon as he had come out into the fresh air. He
shouted to me to give him a hand to drag Dr. Jolly clear and I was just
about to when Kinnaird, here, came running up. I saw he was heading
straight for the door of the radio room.” He smiled without humour. ‘I
thought he had gone off his rocker. I jumped in front of him, to stop him.
He shouted at me to get out of the way. I told him not to be crazy and he
yelled at me - you had to yell to make yourself heard above the roar of
the flames — that he had to get the portable radio out, that all the oil was
gone and the generator and the cookhouse with all the food were burning
up. He knocked me down and the next I saw was him disappearing
through that door. Smoke and flames were pouring through the doorway.
I don’t know how he ever got out alive.’

‘Was that how you got your face and hands so badly burnt?
Commander Swanson asked quietly. He was standing in a far corner of
the wardroom, having taken no part in the discussion up till now, but
missing nothing all the same. That was why I had asked him to be
present: just because he was a man who missed nothing.

‘I reckon so, sir.’

‘I fancy that should earn you a trip to Buckingham Palace,” Swanson
murmured.

‘The hell with Buckingham Palace,” Kinnaird said violently. ‘How
about my mate, eh? How about young Jimmy Grant? Can he make the
trip to Buckingham Palace? Not now he can’t, the poor bastard. Do you
know what he was doing? He was still inside the radio room when I went
back in, sitting at the main transmitter, sending out an S.0.S. on our
regular frequency. His clothes were on fire. I dragged him off his seat and
shouted to him to grab some Nife cells and get out. I caught up the
portable transmitter and a nearby box of Nife cells and ran through the
door. I thought Grant was on my heels but I couldn’t hear anything,
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‘You did damned well, all the same.’ I looked round the company.
“That most of you won’t be scarred for life is due entirely to the quick and
highly efficient treatment Dr. Jolly gave you under almost impossible
circumstances. Well, that’s all. Must be a pretty painful experience for
all of you, having to relive that night again. I can’t see that we can ever
hope to find out how the fire started, just one of those chance in a million
accidents, what the insurance companies call an act of God. I'm certain,
Hewson, that no shadow of negligence attaches to you and that your
theory on the outbreak of fire is probably correct. Anyway, although
we’ve paid a hellishly high cost, we’ve learnt a lesson — never again to site
a main fuel store within a hundred yards of the camp.’

The meeting broke up. Jolly bustled off to the sick-bay, not quite
managing to conceal his relish at being the only medical officer aboard
who wasn’t hors de combat. He had a busy couple of hours ahead of him —
changing bandages on burns, checking Benson, X-raying Zabrinski’s
broken ankle and resetting the plaster.

I went to my cabin, unlocked my case, took out a small wallet, relocked
my case and went to Swanson’s cabin. I noticed that he wasn’t smiling
quite so often now as when I’d first met him in Scotland. He looked up as
I came in in answer to his call and said without preamble: ‘If those two
men still out in the camp are in any way fit to be moved I want them both
aboard at once. The sooner we’re back in Scotland and have some law in
on this the happier I'll be. I warned you that this investigation of yours
would turn up nothing. Lord knows how short a time it will be before
someone else gets clobbered. God’s sake, Carpenter, we have a murderer
running loose.’

‘Three things,” I said. ‘Nobody’s going to get clobbered any more,
that’s almost for certain. Secondly, the law, as you call it, wouldn’t be
allowed to touch it. And in the third place, the meeting this morning was
of some use. It eliminated three potential suspects.’

‘I must have missed something that you didn’t.’

‘Not that. I knew something that you didn’t. I knew that under the
floor of the laboratory were about forty Nife cells in excellent condition
— but cells that had been used.’

‘The hell you did,” he said softly. ‘Sort of forgot to tell me, didn’t you?’

‘In this line of business I never tell anyone anything unless I think he
can help me by having that knowledge.’

‘You must win an awful lot of friends and influence an awful lot of
people,” Swanson said dryly.

‘It gets embarrassing. Now, who could have used cells? Only those
who left the bunkhouse from time to time to send out the S.O.S.s. That
cuts out Captain Folsom and the Harrington twins—there’s no question
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and I knew who he was, I'd arrest him at once. Don’t forget, Carpenter,
we’ve hundreds of miles to go under the ice before we’re out into the open
sea. We can’t watch all six of them all the time and there are a hundred
and one things that a man with evenonly a little knowledge of submarines
could do that would put us all in mortal danger. Things that wouldn’t
matter were we clear of the ice: things that would be fatal under it.’

‘Aren’t you rather overlooking the fact that if the killer did us in he’d
also be doing himself in?

‘I don’t necessarily share your beliefin his sanity. All killers are a little
crazy. No matter how excellent their reasons for killing, the very fact
that they do kill makes them a rogue human being, an abnormal. You
can’t judge them by normal standards.’

He was only half-right, but unfortunately that half might apply in this
case. Most murderers kill in a state of extreme emotional once-in-a-
lifetime stress and never kill again. But our friend in this case had every
appearance of being a stranger to emotional stress of any kind - and,
besides, he’d killed a great deal more than once.

‘Well,’ I said doubtfully. ‘Perhaps. Yes, I think I do agree with you.” I
refrained from specifying our common ground for agreement. ‘Who’s
your candidate for the high jump, Commander?’

‘’'m damned if I know. I listened to every word that was said this
morning. I watched the face of each man who spoke — and the faces of the
ones who weren’t speaking. I’'ve been thinking non-stop about it since
and I’'m still damned if I have a clue. How about Kinnaird ?’

‘He’s the obvious suspect, isn’t he ? But only because he’s a skilled radio
operator. I could train a man in a couple of days to send and receive in
morse. Slow, clumsy, he wouldn’t know a thing about the instrument he
was using, but he could still do it. Any of them may easily have been
competent enough to operate a radio. The fact that Kinnaird is a skilled
operator may even be a point in his favour.’

‘Nife cells were removed from the radio cabin and taken to the
laboratory,” Swanson pointed out. ‘Kinnaird had the easiest access to
them. Apart from Dr. Jolly who had his office and sleeping quarters in
the same hut.’

‘So that would point a finger at Kinnaird or Jolly?

‘Well, wouldn’t it?’

‘Certainly. Especially if you will agree that the presence of those
tinned foods under the lab. floor also points a finger at Hewson and
Naseby, both of whom slept in the cookhouse where the food was stored,
and that the presence of the radio-sonde balloon and the hydrogen in the
lab. also points a finger at Jeremy and Hassard, one a met. officer and the
other a technician who would have had the easiest access to those items.’
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‘That’s right, confuse things,” Swanson said irritably. ‘As if they
weren’t confused enough already.’

‘I’'m not confusing things. All I'm saying is that if you admit a certain
possibility for a certain reason then you must admit similar possibilities
for similar reasons. Besides, there are points in Kinnaird’s favour. He
risked his life to go back into the radio room to bring out the portable
transmitter. He risked almost certain suicide when he tried to go in the
second time to bring out his assistant, Grant, and probably would have
died if Jeremy hadn’t clobbered him. Look what happened to that man
Foster who went in there immediately afterwards with a wet blanket
over his head—#he never came out.

‘Again, would Kinnaird have mentioned the Nife cells if he had any
guilt complex about them? But he did. That, incidentally, might have
been why Grant, the assistant radio operator, collapsed in there and later
died—Kinnaird had told him to bring out the other Nife cells and he was
overcome because he stayed there too long looking for things that had
already been removed from the hut. And there’s one final point : we have
Naseby’s word for it that the door of the radio room was jammed,
presumably by ice. Had Kinnaird been playing with matches a few
moments previously, that door wouldn’t have had time to freeze up.’

‘If you let Kinnaird out,” Swanson said slowly, ‘you more or less have
to let Dr. Jolly out too.” He smiled. ‘I don’t see a member of your
profession running round filling people full of holes, Dr. Carpenter.
Repairing holes is their line of business, not making them. Hippocrates
wouldn’t have liked it.’

‘'m not letting Kinnaird out,’ I said. ‘But I'm not going off half-cocked
and pinning a murder rap on him either. As for the ethics of my
profession — would you like a list of the good healers who have decorated
the dock in the Old Bailey? True, we have nothing on Jolly. His part in
the proceedings that night seems to have consisted in staggering out from
the radio room, falling flat on his face and staying there till pretty near
the end of the fire. That, of course, has no bearing upon whatever part he
might have taken in the proceedings prior to the fire. Though against
that possibility there’s the fact of the jammed door, the fact that Kinnaird
or Grant would have been almost bound to notice if he had been up to
something — Jolly’s bunk was at the back of the radio room and he would
have had to pass Kinnaird and Grant to get out, not forgetting that he
would also have to stop to pick up the Nife cells. And there is one more
point in his favour — an apparent point, that is. I still don’t think that
Benson’s fall was an accident and if it was no accident it is difficult to see
how Jolly could have arranged it while he was at the foot of the sail and
Benson at the top and it’s even more difficult to see why he should have
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stood at the foot of the sail and let Benson fall on top of him.’

“You're putting up a very good defence case for both Jolly and
Kinnaird,” Swanson murmured.

‘No. ’'m only saying what a defence lawyer would say.’

‘Hewson,” Swanson said slowly. ‘Or Naseby, the cook. Or Hewson and
Naseby. Don’t you think it damned funny that those two, who were
sleeping at the back or east side of the cookhouse, which was the first part
of the hut to catch fire, should have managed to escape while the other
two — Flanders and Bryce, wasn’t it — whosslept in the middle should have
suffocated in there? Naseby said he shouted at them and shook them
violently. Maybe he could have shouted and shaken all night without
result. Maybe they were already unconscious — or dead. Maybe they had
seen Naseby or Hewson or both removing food supplies and had been
silenced. Or maybe they had been silenced before anything had been
removed. And don’t forget the gun. It was hidden in the petrol tank of
the tractor, a pretty damn’ funny place for a man to hide anything. But
nothing funny about the idea occurring to Hewson, was there? He was
the tractor-driver. And he seems to have taken his time about getting
around to warn Captain Folsom. He said he had to make a wide circuit
to avoid the flames but apparently Naseby didn’t find it so bad when he
went to the radio room. Another thing, a pretty telling point, I think, he
said that when he was on the way to the bunkhouse the oil drums in the
fuel store started exploding. If they only started exploding then how
come all the huts - the five that were eventually destroyed, that is — were
already uncontrollably on fire. They were uncontrollably on fire because
they were saturated by flying oil so the first explosions must have come
a long time before then. And, apart from warning Folsom — who had
already been warned — Hewson doesn’t seem to have done very much
after the fire started.’

‘You'd make a pretty good prosecuting counsel yourself, Commander.
But wouldn’t you think there is just too much superficially against
Hewson? That a clever man wouldn’t have allowed so much superficial
evidence to accumulate against him? You would have thought that, at
least, he would have indulged in a little fire-fighting heroics to call
attention to himself?’

‘No. You’re overlooking the fact that he would never have had reason
to expect that there would be any investigation into the causes of the fire.
That the situation would never arise where he — or anyone else, for that
matter — would have to justify their actions and behaviour if accusations
were to be levelled against them.’

‘T've said it before and I say it again. People like that never take a
chance. They always act on the assumption that they may be found out.’
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I assume you are a highly skilled investigator. But I was puzzled by one
omission in your questioning. A vital question, I should have thought.’

‘Who suggested moving the corpses into the lab. knowing that by
doing so he would be making his hiding-place for the cached material a
hundred per cent foolproof?’

‘I apologise.” He smiled faintly. ‘You had your reasons, of course.’

‘Of course. You’re not sure whether or not the killer is on to the fact
that we are on to him. I’'m sure. I know he’s not. But had I asked that
question, he’d have known immediately that there could be only one
reason for my asking it. Then he would have known I was on to him.
Anyway, it’s my guess that Captain Folsom gave the order, but the
original suggestion, carefully camouflaged so that Folsom may no longer
be able to pin it down, would have come from another quarter.’

Had it been a few months earlier with the summer Arctic sun riding in
the sky, it would have been a brilliant day. As it was, there was no sun,
not in that latitude and so late in the year, but for all that the weather
was about as perfect as it was possible for it to be. Thirty-six hours — the
time that had elapsed since Hansen and I had made that savage trip back
to the Dolphin — had brought about a change that seemed pretty close to
miraculous. The knifing east wind had died, completely. That flying sea
of ice-spicules was no more. The temperature had risen at least twenty
degrees and the visibility was as perfect as visibility on the winter ice-
pack ever is.

Swanson, sharing Benson’s viewpoint on the crew’s over-sedentary
mode of existence and taking advantage of the fine weather, had advised
everyone not engaged in actual watch-keeping to take advantage of the
opportunity offered to stretch their legs in the fresh air. It said much for
Swanson’s powers of persuasion that by eleven that morning the Dolphin
was practically deserted; and of course the crew, to whom Drift Ice
Station Zebra was only so many words, were understandably curious to
see the place, even the shell of the place, that had brought them to the top
of the world.

I took my place at the end of the small queue being treated by Dr.
Jolly. It was close on noon before he got round to me. He was making
light of his own burns and frost-bite and was in tremendous form,
bustling happily about the sick-bay as if it had been his own private
domain for years.

‘Well,’ I'said, ‘the pill-rolling competition wasn’t so fierce after all, was
it? I'm damned glad there was a third doctor around. How are things on
the medical front?’

‘Coming along not too badly, old boy,” he said cheerfully. ‘Benson’s
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picking up very nicely, pulse, respiration, blood-pressure close to normal,
level of unconsciousness very slight now, I should say. Captain Folsom’s
still in considerable pain, but no actual danger, of course. The rest have
improved a hundred per cent, little thanks to the medical fraternity:
excellent food, warm beds and the knowledge that they’re safe have done
them more good than anything we could ever do. Anywayj, it’s done me
a lot of good, by jove?’

‘And then,” I agreed, ‘all your friends except Folsom and the
Harrington twins have followed most of the crew on to the ice and I'll
wager that if you had suggested to them forty-eight hours ago that they’d
willingly go out there again in so short a time, they’d have called for a
strait-jacket.’

‘The physical and mental recuperative power of homo sapiens,” Jolly
said jovially. ‘Beyond belief at times, old lad, beyond belief. Now, let’s
have a look at that broken wing of yours.’

So he had a look, and because I was a colleague and therefore inured
to human suffering he didn’t spend any too much time in molly-coddling
me, but by hanging on to the arm of my chair and the shreds of my
professional pride I kept the roof from falling in on me. When he was
finished he said: ‘Well, that’s the lot, except for Brownell and Bolton, the
two lads out on the ice.’

‘I’ll come with you,” I said. ‘Commander Swanson is waiting pretty
anxiously to hear what we have to say. He wants to get away from here
as soon as possible.’

‘Me, too,’” Jolly said fervently. ‘But what’s the commander so anxious
about?” .

‘Ice. You never know the hour or minute it starts to close in. Want to
spend the next year or two up here?

Jolly grinned, thought over it for a bit, then stopped grinning. He said
apprehensively: ‘How long are we going to be under this damned ice?
Before we reach the open sea, I mean?’

‘Twenty-four hours, Swanson says. Don’t look so worried, Jolly.
Believe me, it’s far safer under this stuff than among it.’

With a very unconvinced look on his face Jolly picked up his medical
kit and led the way from the sick-bay. Swanson was waiting for us in the
control room. We climbed up the hatches, dropped down over the side
and walked over to the Drift Station.

Most of the crew had already made their way out there. We passed
numbers of them on the way back and most of them looked grim or sick
or both and didn’t even glance up as we passed. I didn’t have to guess
why they looked as they did; they’d been opening doors that they should
have left closed.
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The afternoon and evening passed quickly and pleasantly enough.
Closing our hatches and dropping down from our hardly won foothold
in that lead had had a symbolic significance at least as important as the
actual fact of leaving itself. The thick ceiling of ice closing over the hull
of the Dolphin was a curtain being drawn across the eye of the mind. We
had severed all physical connection with Drift Ice Station Zebra, a home
of the dead that might continue to circle slowly about the Pole for
mindless centuries to come; and with the severance had come an abrupt
diminution of the horror and the shock which had hung pall-like over
ship and its crew for the past twenty-four hours. A dark door had swung
to behind us and we had turned our backs on it. Mission accomplished,
duty done, we were heading for home again and the sudden upsurge of
relief and happiness among the crew to be on their way again, their high
anticipation of port and leave, was an almost tangible thing. The mood
of the ship was close to that of lighthearted gaiety. But there was no
gaiety in my mind, and no peace: I was leaving too much behind. Nor
could there be any peace in the minds of Swanson and Hansen, of
Rawlings and Zabrinski: they knew we were carrying a killer aboard, a
killer who had killed many times. Dr. Benson knew also, but for the
moment Dr. Benson did not count : he still had not regained consciousness
and I held the very unprofessional hope that he wouldn’t for some time
to come. In the twilit world of emergence from coma a man can start
babbling and say all too much.

Some of the Zebra survivors had asked if they could see around the
ship and Swanson agreed. In light of what I had told him in his cabin
~ that morning, he must have agreed very reluctantly indeed, but no trace
of this reluctance showed in his calmly smiling face. To have refused
their request would have been rather a churlish gesture, for all the secrets
of the Dolphin were completely hidden from the eye of the layman. But it
wasn’t good manners that made Swanson give his consent: refusing a
reasonable request could have been responsible for making someone very
suspicious indeed.

Hansen took them around the ship and I accompanied them, less for
the exercise or interest involved than for the opportunity it gave me to
keep a very close eye indeed on their reactions to their tour. We made a
complete circuit of the ship, missing out only the reactor room, which no
one could visit, anyway, and the inertial navigation-room which had
been barred to me also. As we moved around I watched them all, and
especially two of them, as closely as it is possible to watch anyone without
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making him aware of your observation, and I learned precisely what I
had expected to learn - nothing. I'd been crazy even to hope I'd learn
anything; our pal with the gun was wearing a mask that had been forged
into shape and riveted into position. But I'd had to do it, anyway:
playing in this senior league I couldn’t pass up the one chance in a
million.

Supper over, I helped Jolly as best I could with his evening surgery.
Whatever else Jolly was, he was a damn’ good doctor. Quickly and
efficiently he checked and where necessary rebandaged the walking
cases, examined and treated Benson and Folsom, then asked me to come
right aft with him to the nucleonics laboratory in the stern room which
had been cleared of deck gear to accommodate the four other bed
patients, the Harrington twins, Brownell and Bolton. The sick-bay itself
had only two cots for invalids and Benson and Folsom had those.

Bolton, despite Jolly’s dire predictions, hadn’t suffered a relapse
because of his transfer from the hut to the ship — which had been due
largely to Jolly’s extremely skilful and careful handling of the patient
and the stretcher into which he had been lashed. Bolton, in fact, was
conscious now and complaining of severe pain in his badly burned right
forearm. Jolly removed the burn covering and Bolton’s arm was a mess
all right, no skin left worth speaking of, showing an angry violent red
between areas of suppuration. Different doctors have different ideas as to
the treatment of burns: Jolly favoured a salve-coated aluminium foil
which he smoothed across the entire burn area then lightly bandaged in
place. He then gave him a pain-killing injection and some sleeping
tablets, and briskly informed the enlisted man who was keeping watch
that he was to be informed immediately of any change or deterioration
in Bolton’s condition. A brief inspection of the three others, a changed
bandage here and there and he was through for the night.

So was I. For two nights now I had had practically no sleep — what
little had been left for me the previous night had been ruined by the pain
in my left hand. I was exhausted. When I got to my cabin, Hansen was
already asleep and the engineer officer gone.

I didn’t need any of Jolly’s sleeping pills that night.

I awoke at two o’clock. I was sleep-drugged, still exhausted and felt as if
I had been in bed about five minutes. But I awoke in an instant and in
that instant I was fully awake.

Only a dead man wouldn’t have stirred. The racket issuing from the
squawk box just above Hansen’s bunk was appalling: a high-pitched,
shrieking, atonic whistle, two tones and altering pitch every half-second,
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it drilled stiletto-like against my cringing ear-drums. A banshee in its
death agonies could never have hoped to compete with that lot.

Hansen already had his feet on the deck and was pulling on clothes
and shoes in desperate haste. I had never thought to see that slow-
speaking laconic Texan in such a tearing hurry, but I was seeing it now.

‘What in hell’s name is the matter” I demanded. 7 had to shout to
make myself heard above the shrieking of the alarm whistle.

‘Fire!” His face was shocked and grim. “The ship’s on fire. And under
this goddamned ice?”

Still buttoning his shirt, he hurdled my cot, crashed the door back on
its hinges and was gone.

The atonic screeching of the whistle stopped abruptly and the silence
fell like a blow. Then I was conscious of something more than silence -
I was conscious of a complete lack of vibration throughout the ship. The
great engines had stopped. And then I was conscious of something else
again: feathery fingers of ice brushing up and down my spine. Why had
the engines stopped ? What could make a nuclear engine stop so quickly
and what happened once it did? My God, I thought, maybe the fire is
coming from the reactor room itself. I'd looked into the heart of the
uranium atomic pile through a heavily leaded glass inspection port and
seen the indescribable unearthly radiance of it, a nightmarish coalescence
of green and violet and blue, the new ‘dreadful light’ of mankind. What
happened when this dreadful light ran amok? I didn’t know, but I
suspected I didn’t want to be around when it happened.

I dressed slowly, not hurrying. My damaged hand didn’t help me
much but that wasn’t why I took my time. Maybe the ship was on fire,
maybe the nuclear power plant had gone out of kilter. But if Swanson’s
superbly trained crew couldn’t cope with every emergency that could
conceivably arise then matters weren’t going to be improved any by
Carpenter running around in circles shouting : ‘Where’s the fire”’

Three minutes after Hansen had gone I walked along to the control
room and peered in: if I was going to be in the way then this was as far
as I was going to go. Dark acrid smoke billowed past me and a voice —
Swanson’s — said sharply : ‘Inside and close that door.’

I pulled the door to and looked around the control room. At least, I
tried to. It wasn’t easy. My eyes were already streaming as if someone
had thrown a bag of pepper into them and what little sight was left them
didn’t help me much. The room was filled with black evil-smelling
smoke, denser by far and more throat-catching than the worst London
fog. Visibility was no more than a few feet, but what little I could see
showed me men still at their stations. Some were gasping, some were
half-choking, some were cursing softly, all had badly watering eyes, but
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there was no trace of panic.

‘You'd have been better on the other side of that door,” Swanson said
dryly. ‘Sorry to have barked at you, Doctor, but we want to limit the
spread of the smoke as much as possible.’

‘Where’s the fire?

‘In the engine-room.” Swanson could have been sitting on his front
porch at home discussing the weather. ‘Where in the engine-room we
don’t know. It’s pretty bad. At least, the smoke is. The extent of the fire
we don’t know, because we can’t locate it. Engineer officer says it’s
impossible to see your hand in front of your face.’

“The engines,’” I said. “They’ve stopped. Has anything gone wrong?

He rubbed his eyes with a handkerchief, spoke to a man who was
pulling on a heavy rubber suit and a smoke-mask, then turned back to
me.

‘We’re not going to be vaporised, if that’s what you mean.’ I could
have sworn he was smiling. ‘The atomic pile can only fail safe no matter
what happens. If anything goes wrong the uranium rods slam down in
very quick time indeed — a fraction under one-thousandth of a second —
stopping the whole reaction. In this case, though, we shut it off ourselves.
The men in the manceuvring-room could no longer see either the reactor
dials or the governor for the control rods. No option but to shut it down.
The engine-room crew have been forced to abandon the engine and
manceuvring-rooms and take shelter in the stern room.’

Well, that was something at least. We weren’t going to be blown to
pieces, ignobly vaporised on the altar of nuclear advancement : good old-
fashioned suffocation, that was to be our lot.

‘So what do we do?’ I asked. :

‘What we should do is surface immediately. With fourteen feet of ice
overhead that’s not easy. Excuse me, will you?’

He spoke to the now completely masked and suited man who was
carrying a small dialled box in his hands. They walked together past the
navigator’s chart desk and ice-machine to the heavy door opening on the
passage that led to the engine-room over the top of the reactor
compartment. They unclipped the door, pushed it open. A dense blinding
cloud of dark smoke rolled into the room as the masked man stepped
quickly into the passageway and swung the door to behind him. Swanson
clamped the door shut, walked, temporarily blinded, back to the control
position and fumbled down a roof microphone.

‘Captain speaking.” His voice echoed emptily through the control
centre. “The fire is located in the engine-room. We do not know yet
whether it is electrical, chemical or fuel oil: the source of the fire has not
been pin-pointed. Acting on the principle of being prepared for the
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worst, we are now testing for a radiation leak.” So that was what the
masked man had been carrying, a Geiger counter. ‘If that proves
negative, we shall try for a steam leak; and if that is negative we shall
carry out an intensive search to locate the fire. It will not be easy as I'm
told visibility is almost zero. We have already shut down all electrical
circuits in the engine-room, lighting included, to prevent an explosion in
the event of atomised fuel being present in the atmosphere. We have
closed the oxygen intake valves and isolated the engine-room from the
air-cleaning system in the hope that the fire will consume all available
oxygen and burn itself out.

‘All smoking is prohibited until further notice. Heaters, fans and all
electrical circuits other than communication lines to be switched off -
and that includes the juke-box and the ice-cream machine. All lamps to
be switched off except those absolutely essential All movement is to be
restricted to a minimum. I shall keep you informed of any progress we
may make.’

I became aware of someone standing by my side. It was Dr. Jolly, his
normally jovial face puckered and woebegone, the tears flowing down
his face. Plaintively he said to me: “This s a bit thick, old boy, what? I'm
not sure that I’'m so happy now about being rescued. And all those
prohibitions — no smoking, no power to be used, no moving around — do
those mean what I take them to mean?

‘I'm afraid they do indeed.” It was Swanson who answered Jolly’s
question for him. ‘This, I'm afraid, is every nuclear submarine captain’s
nightmare come true — fire under the ice. At one stroke we’re not only
reduced to the level of a conventional submarine — we’re two stages
worse. In the first place, a conventional submarine wouldn’t be under the
ice, anyway. In the second place, it has huge banks of storage batteries,
and even if it were beneath the ice it would have sufficient reserve power
to steam far enough south to get clear of the ice. Our reserve storage
battery is so small that it wouldn’t take us a fraction of the way.’

‘Yes, yes,” Jolly nodded. ‘But this no smoking, no moving

‘That same very small battery I'm afraid, is the only source left to us
for power for the air-purifying machines, for lighting, ventilation,
heating — I’'m afraid the Dolphin is going to get very cold in a short time
— so we have to curtail its expenditure of energy on those things. So no
smoking, minimum movement — the less carbon dioxide breathed into
the atmosphere the better. But the real reason for conserving electric
energy is that we need it to power the heater, pumps and motors that
have to be used to start up the reactor again. If that battery exhausts itself
before we get the reactor going — well, I don’t have to draw a diagram.’

‘You’re not very encouraging, are you, Commander? Jolly
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when - and if — the air gets really bad, we’ll start up the air-purifying
systems again but blank off every place except the lab. and sick-bay.” He
broke off and turned round as a fresh wave of dark smoke rolled in from
the suddenly opened after door. The man with the smoke mask was back
from the engine-room and even with my eyes streaming in that smoke-
filled acrid atmosphere I could see he was in a pretty bad way. Swanson
and two others rushed to meet him, two of them catching him as he
staggered into the control room, the third quickly swinging the heavy
door shut against the darkly-evil clouds of smoke.

Swanson pulled off the man’s smoke mask. It was Murphy, the man
who had accompanied me when we’d closed the torpedo tube door.
People like Murphy and Rawlings, I thought, always got picked for jobs
like this.

His face was white and he was gasping for air, his eyes upturned in his
head. He was hardly more than half-conscious, but even that foul
atmosphere in the control centre must have seemed to him like the purest
mountain air compared to what he had just been breathing for within
thirty seconds his head had begun to clear and he was able to grin up
painfully from where he’d been lowered into a chair.

‘Sorry, Captain,” he gasped. ‘This smoke-mask was never meant to
cope with the stuff that’s in the engine-room. Pretty hellish in there, I tell
you.” He grinned again. ‘Good news, Captain. No radiation leak.’

‘Where’s the Geiger counter ?” Swanson asked quietly.

‘It’s had it, I'm afraid, sir. I couldn’t see where I was going in there,
honest, sir, you can’t see three inches in front of your face. I tripped and
damn’ near fell down into the machinery space. The counter did fall
down. But I'd a clear check before then. Nothing at all.” He reached up
to his shoulder and unclipped his film badge. “This’ll show, sir.’

‘Have that developed immediately. That was very well done, Murphy,’
he said warmly. ‘Now nip for’ard to the mess room. You’ll find some
really clear air there.

The film badge was developed and brought back in minutes. Swanson
took it, glanced at it briefly, smiled and let out his breath in a long slow
whistle of relief. ‘Murphy was right. No radiation leak. Thank God for
that, anyway. If there had been — well, that was that, 'm afraid.’

The for’ard door of the control room opened, a man passed through,
and the door was as quickly closed. I guessed who it was before I could see
him properly.

‘Permission from Chief Torpedoman Patterson to approach you, sir,’
Rawlings said with brisk formality. ‘We’ve just seen Murphy, pretty
groggy he is, and both the Chief and I think that youngsters like that
shouldn’t be——
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‘You stay right here. I'm not

He broke off as the after door opened with a crash and two men came
staggering out — rather, one staggering, the other supporting him. The
door was heaved shut and the men’s masks removed. One man I
recognised as an enlisted man who had accompanied Raeburn: the other
was Cartwright, the main propulsion officer.

‘Lieutenant Raeburn sent me out with the lieutenant here,’ the enlisted
man said. ‘He’s not so good, I think, Captain.’

It was a pretty fair diagnosis. He wasn’t so good and that was a fact. He
was barely conscious but none the less fighting grimly to hang on to what
few shreds of consciousness were left him.

‘Ringman,’ he jerked out. ‘Five minutes — five minutes ago. We were
going back ’

‘Ringman,” Swanson prompted with a gentle insistence. ‘What about
Ringman?’

‘He fell. Down into the machinery space. I — I went after him, tried to
lift him up the ladder. He screamed. God, he screamed. I - he ’

He slumped in his chair, was caught before he fell to the floor. I said:
‘Ringman. Either a major fracture or internal injuries.’

‘Damn!” Swanson swore softly. ‘Damn and blast. A fracture. Down
there. John, have Cartwright carried through to the crew’s mess. A
fracture?

‘Please have a mask and suit ready for me,” Jolly said briskly. ‘I’ll fetch
Dr. Benson’s emergency kit from the sick-bay.’

‘You? Swanson shook his head. ‘Damned decent, Jolly. I appreciate it
but I can’t let you

‘Just for once, old boy, the hell with your navy regulations,” Jolly said
politely. “The main thing to remember, Commander, is that I’'m aboard
this ship too. Let us remember that we all — um - sink or swim together.
No joke intended.’

‘But you don’t know how to operate those sets

‘I can learn, can’t I?’ Jolly said with some asperity. He turned and left.

Swanson looked at me. He was wearing goggles, but they couldn’t hide
the concern in his face. He said, curiously hesitant: ‘Do you think ’

‘Of course Jolly’s right. You’ve no option. If Benson were fit you know
very well you’d have him down there in jig-time. Besides, Jolly is a
damned fine doctor.’

‘You haven’t been down there, Carpenter. It’s a metal jungle. There
isn’t room to splint a broken finger far less

‘I don’t think Dr. Jolly will try to fix or splint anything. He’ll just give
Ringman a jab that will lay him out so that he can be brought up here
without screaming in agony in all the way.’

3










178 ICE STATION ZEBRA

white foam - carbon dioxide released under pressure immediately freezes
anything with which it comes in contact. As the man with the
extinguisher stepped back, three others moved forward in the swirling
gloom and started hacking and tearing away at the insulation. As soon
as a sizable strip was dragged loose the exposed lagging below
immediately burst into flame reaching the height of a man’s head,
throwing into sharp relief weird masked figures leaping backwards to
avoid being scorched by the flames. And then the man with the CO,
would approach again, press his trigger, the blaze would shrink down,
flicker and die, and a coat of creamy-white foam would bloom where the
fire had been. Then the entire process would be repeated all over again.
The whole scene with the repetitively stylised movements of the
participants highlit against a smoky oil-veined background of flickering
crimson was somehow weirdly suggestive of the priests of a long-dead
and alien culture offering up some burnt sacrifice on their bloodstained
pagan altar.

It also made me see Swanson’s point: at the painfully but necessarily
slow rate at which those men were making progress, four hours would be
excellent par for the course. I tried not to think what the air inside the
Dolphin would be like in four hours’ time.

The man with the extinguisher — it was Raeburn — caught sight of us,
came across and led me through a tangled maze of steam pipes and
condensers to where Ringman was lying. He was on his back, very still,
but conscious: I could see the movement of the whites of his eyes behind
his goggles. I bent down till my mask was touching his.

‘Your leg?’ I shouted.

He nodded. ‘Left?

He nodded again, reached out gingerly and touched a spot half-way
down the shin-bone. I opened the medical case, pulled out scissors,
pinched the clothes on his upper arm between finger and thumb and cut
a piece of the material away. The hypodermic came next and within two
minutes he was asleep. With Rawlings’s help I laid splints against his leg
and bandaged them roughly in place. Two of the fire-fighters stopped
work long enough to help us drag him up the ladder and then Rawlings
and I took him through the passage above the reactor room. I became
aware that my breathing was now distressed, my legs shaking and my
whole body bathed in sweat.

Once in the control centre I took off my mask and immediately began
to cough and sneeze uncontrollably, tears streaming down my cheeks.
Even in the few minutes we had been gone the air in the control room
had deteriorated to a frightening extent.

Swanson said: ‘Thank you, Doctor. What’s it like in there?
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As a ship, the Dolphin was already dead. All the sounds we associated
with a living vessel, the murmurous pulsation of great engines, the high-
pitched whine of generators, the deep hum of the air-conditioning unit,
the unmistakable transmission from the sonar, the clickety-clack from
the radio room, the soft hiss of air, the brassy jingle from the juke-box, the
whirring of fans, the rattle of pots from the galley, the movement of men,
the talking of men - all those were gone. All those vital sounds, the heart-
beats of a living vessel, were gone; but in their place was not silence but
something worse than silence, something that bespoke not living but
dying, the frighteningly rapid, hoarse, gasping breathing of lung-
tortured men fighting for air and for life.

Fighting for air. The was the irony of it. Fighting for air while there
were still many days’ supply of oxygen in the giant tanks. There were
some breathing sets aboard, similar to the British Built-in Breathing
System which takes a direct oxy-nitrogen mixture from tanks, but only
a few, and all members of the crew had had a turn at those, but only for
two minutes at a time. For the rest, for the more than ninety per cent
without those systems, there was only the panting straining agony that
leads eventually to death. Some portable closed-circuit sets were still left,
but those were reserved exclusively for the fire-fighters.

Oxygen was occasionally bled from the tanks directly into the living
spaces and it just didn’t do any good at all; the only effect it seemed to
have was to make breathing even more cruelly difficult by heightening
the atmospheric pressure. All the oxygen in the world was going to be of
little avail as long as the level of carbon dioxide given oft by our
anguished breathing mounted steadily with the passing of each minute.
Normally, the air in the Dolphin was cleaned and circulated throughout
the ship every two minutes, but the giant 200-ton air-conditioner
responsible for this was a glutton for the electric power that drove it; and
the electricians’ estimate was that the reserve of power in the stand-by
battery, which alone could reactivate the nuclear power plant, was
already dangerously low. So the concentration of carbon dioxide
increased steadily towards lethal levels and there was nothing we could
do about it.

Increasing, too, in what passed now for air, were the Freon fumes from
the refrigerating machinery and the hydrogen fumes from the batteries.
Worse still, the smoke was now so thick that visibility, even in the for’ard
parts of the ship, was down to a few feet, but that smoke had to remain
also, there was no power to operate the electrostatic precipitators and
even when those had been tried they had proved totally inadequate to
cope with the concentration of billions of carbon particles held in
suspension in the air. Each time the door to the engine-room was opened
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my head, trying to remember what it was that I had been going to say
next, then remembered. ‘In an hour and a half one out of every four of
your men will be gone.’

Swanson smiled. He actually, incredibly, smiled. He said : ‘As Sherlock
used to say to Moriarty, I think not, Doctor. Nobody’s going to die of
monoxide poisoning. In fifteen minutes’ time we’ll have fresh breathable
air thoughout the ship.’

Hansen glanced at me just as I glanced at him. The strain had been too
much, the old man had gone off his rocker. Swanson caught our
interchange of looks and laughed, the laugh changing abruptly to a bout
of convulsive coughing as he inhaled too much of that poisoned smoke-
laden atmosphere. He coughed for a long time then gradually quietened
down.

‘Serves me right,” he gasped. ‘Your faces ... Why do you think I
ordered the watertight doors opened, Doctor ’

‘No idea’

‘John?

Hansen shook his head. Swanson looked at him quizzically and said:
‘Speak to the engine-room. Tell them to light up the diesel.’

"Yes, sir,” Hansen said woodenly. He made no move.

‘Lieutenant Hansen is wondering whether he should fetch a strait-
jacket,” Swanson said. ‘Lieutenant Hansen knows that a diesel engine is
never never lit up when a submarine is submerged — unless with a snorkel
which is useless under ice — for a diesel not only uses air straight from the
engine-room atmosphere, it gulps it down in great draughts and would
soon clear away all the air in the ship. Which is what I want. We bleed
compressed air under fairly high pressure into the forepart of the ship.
Nice clean fresh air. We light up the diesel in the after part — it will run
rough at first because of the low concentration of oxygen in this poisonous
muck — but it will run. It will suck up much of this filthy air, exhausting
its gases over the side, and as it does it will lower the atmospheric pressure
aft and the fresh air will make its way through from for’ard. To have
done this before now would have been suicidal, the fresh air would only
have fed the flames until the fire was out of control. But we can do it now.
We can run it for a few minutes only, of course, but a few minutes will
be ample. You are with me, Lieutenant Hansen ?

fHansen was with him all right, but he didn’t answer. He had already
left.

Three minutes passed, then we heard, through the now open
passageway above the reactor room, the erratic sound of a diesel starting,
fading, coughing, then catching again — we learned later that the
engineers had had to bleed off several ether bottles in the vicinity of the
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air intake to get the engine to catch. For a minute or two it ran roughly
and erratically and seemed to be making no impression at all on that
poisonous air: then, imperceptibly, almost, at first, then with an
increasing degree of definition, we could see the smoke in the control
room, illuminated by the single lamp still left burning there, begin to
drift and eddy towards the reactor passage. Smoke began tostir and eddy
in the corners of the control room as the diesel sucked the fumes aft, and
more smoke-laden air, a shade lighter in colour, began to move in from
the wardroom passageway, pulled in by the decreasing pressure in the
control room, pushed in by the gradual build-up of fresh air in the
forepart of the submarine as compressed air was bled into the living
spaces.

A few more minutes made the miracle. The diesel thudded away in the
engine-room, running more sweetly and strongly as air with a higher
concentration of oxygen reached its intake, and the smoke in the control
room drained steadily away to be replaced by a thin greyish mist from
the forepart of the ship that was hardly deserving of the name of smoke
at all. And that mist carried with it air, an air with fresh life-giving
oxygen, an air with a proportion of carbon dioxide and carbon monoxide
that was now almost negligible. Or so it seemed to us.

The effect upon the crew was just within the limits of credibility. It was
as if a wizard had passed through the length of the ship and touched them
with the wand of life. Unconscious men, men for whom death had been
less than half an hour away, began to stir, some to open their eyes: sick,
exhausted, nauseated and pain-racked men who had been lying or sitting
on the decks in attitudes of huddled despair sat up straight or stood, their
faces breaking into expressions of almost comical wonderment and
disbelief as they drew great draughts down into their aching lungs and
found that it was not poisonous gases they were inhaling but fresh
breathable air: men who had made up their minds for death began to
wonder how they could ever have thought that way. As air went, I
suppose, it was pretty sub-standard stuff and the Factory Acts would
have had something to say about it; but, for us, no pine-clad mountain
air ever tasted half so sweet.

Swanson kept a careful eye on the gauges recording the air pressure in
the submarine. Gradully it sank down to the fifteen pounds at which the
atmosphere was normally kept, then below it; he ordered the compressed
air to be released under higher pressure and then when the atmospheric
pressure was back to normal ordered the diesel stopped and the
compressed air shut off.

‘Commander Swanson,’ I said. ‘If you ever want to make admiral you
can apply to me for a reference any time.’
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to sleep they slept at once, like dead men.

I didn’t sleep. Not then, not at four o’clock. I couldn’t sleep. I had too
much to think about, like how it had been primarily my fault, through
mistake, miscalculation or sheer pig-headedness, that the Dolphin and her
crew had been brought to such desperate straits: like what Commander
Swanson was going to say when he found out how much I'd kept from
him, how little Id told him. Still, if I had kept him in the dark so long, I
couldn’t see that there would be much harm in it if  kept him in the dark
just that little time longer. It would be time enough in the morning to tell
him all I knew. His reactions would be interesting, to say the least. He
might be striking some medals for Rawlings, but I had the feeling that he
wouldn’t be striking any for me. Not after I'd told him what I'd have to.

Rawlings. That was the man I wanted now. I went to see him, told him
what I had in mind and asked him if he would mind sacrificing a few
hours’ sleep during the night. As always, Rawlings was co-operation
itself.

Later that evening I had a look at one or two of the patients. Jolly,
exhausted by his Herculean efforts of the previous night, was fathoms
deep in slumber, so Swanson had asked if I would deputise for him. So I
did, but I didn’t try very hard. With only one exception they were sound
asleep and none of them was in so urgent need of medical attention that
there would have been any justification for waking him up. The sole
exception was Dr. Benson, who had recovered consciousness late that
afternoon. He was obviously on the mend but complained that his head
felt like a pumpkin with someone at work on it with a riveting gun so I
fed him some pills and that was the extent of the treatment. I asked him
if he had any idea as to what had been the cause of his fall from the top
of the sail, but he was either too woozy to remember or just didn’t know.
Not that it mattered now. I already knew the answer.

I slept for nine hours after that, which was pretty selfish of me
considering that I had asked Rawlings to keep awake half the night; but
then I hadn’t had much option about that, for Rawlings was in the
position to perform for me an essential task that I couldn’t perform for
myself.

Some time during the night we passed out from under the ice-cap into
the open Arctic Ocean again.

I awoke shortly after seven, washed, shaved and dressed as carefully as
I could with one hand out of commission, for I believe a judge owes it to
his public to be decently turned out when he goes to conduct a trial, then
breakfasted well in the wardroom. Shortly before nine o’clock I walked
into the control room. Hansen had the watch. I went up to him and said
quietly so that I couldn’t be overheard: ‘Where is Commander Swanson ”’
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‘In his cabin’

‘I'd like to speak to him and yourself. Privately.’

Hansen looked at me speculatively, nodded, handed over the watch to
the navigator and led the way to Swanson’s cabin. We knocked, went in
and closed the door behind us. I didn’t waste any time in preamble.

‘I know who the killer is,” I said. ‘I’ve no proof but I’'m going to get it
now. I would like you to be on hand. If you can spare the time.’

They’d used up all their emotional responses and reactions during the
previous thirty hours so they didn’t throw up their hands or do startled
double-takes or make any of the other standard signs of incredulousness.
Instead Swanson just looked thoughtfully at Hansen, rose from his table,
folded the chart he’d been studying and said dryly: ‘I think we might
spare the time, Dr. Carpenter. I have never met a murderer.” His tone
was impersonal, even light, but the clear grey eyes had gone very cold
indeed. ‘It will be quite an experience to meet a man with eight deaths
on his conscience.’

‘You can count yourself lucky that it is only eight,’ I said. ‘He almost
brought it up to the hundred mark yesterday morning.’

This time I did get them. Swanson stared at me, then said softly : ‘What
do you mean?’

‘Our pal with the gun also carried a box of matches around with him,’
I said. ‘He was busy with them in the engine-room in the early hours of
yesterday morning.’

‘Someone deliberately tried to set the ship on fire?” Hansen looked at me
in open disbelief. ‘I don’t buy that, Doc.’

‘I buy it,” Swanson said. ‘I buy anything Dr. Carpenter says. We’re
dealing with a madman, Doctor. Only a madman would risk losing his
life along with the lives of a hundred others.’

‘He miscalculated,’ I said mildly. ‘Come along.’

They were waiting for us in the wardroom as I'd arranged, eleven of
them in all - Rawlings, Zabrinski, Captain Folsom, Dr. Jolly, the two
Harrington twins, who were now just barely well enough to be out of
bed, Naseby, Hewson, Hassard, Kinnaird and Jeremy. Most of them
were seated round the wardroom table except for Rawlings, who opened
the door for us, and Zabrinski, his foot still in the cast, who was sitting in
a chair in one corner of the room, studying an issue of the Dolphin Daze,
the submarine’s own mimeographed newspaper. Some of them made to
get to their feet as we came in but Swanson waved them down. They sat,
silently, all except Dr. Jolly who boomed out a cheerful : ‘Good morning,
Captain. Well, well, this is an intriguing summons. Most intriguing.
What is it you want to see us about, Captain ?’

I cleared my throat. ‘You must forgive a small deception. It is I who
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even if they did manage to slow up the satellite sufficiently for it to leave
orbit, they had no idea where it would go. But the damnably awkward
part of it from the Russians’ viewpoint was that nowhere in its orbit of
the earth did the satellite pass over the Soviet Union or any sphere of
Communist influence whatsoever. Worse, ninety per cent of its travel
was over open sea and if they brought it down there they would never see
their films again as the capsule is so heavily coated with aluminium and
Pyroceram to withstand the heat of re-entry into the atmosphere that it
was much heavier than water. And as I said, they had never developed
the American know-how of snatching falling capsules out of the air — and
you will appreciate that they couldn’t very well ask the Americans to do
the job for them.

‘So they decided to bring it down in the only safe place open to them
— either the polar ice-cap in the north or the Antarctic in the south. You
will remember, Captain, that I told you that I had just returned from the
Antarctic. The Russians have a couple of geophysical stations there and,
up until a few days ago, we thought that there was a fifty-fifty chance
that the capsule might be brought down there. But we were wrong.
Their nearest station in the Antarctic was 300 miles from the path of
orbit — and no field parties were stirring from home.’

‘So they decided to bring it down in the vicinity of Drift Ice Station
Zebra? Jolly asked quietly. It was a sign of his perturbation that he
didn’t even call me ‘old boy’.

‘Drift Ice Station Zebra wasn’t even in existence at the time the
satellite went haywire, although all preparations were complete. We had
arranged for Canada to lend us a St. Lawrence ice-breaker to set up the
station but the Russians in a burst of friendly goodwill and international
co-operation offered us the atomic-powered Lenin, the finest ice-breaker
in the world. They wanted to make good and sure that Zebra was set up
and set up in good time. It was. The east-west drift of the ice-cap was
unusually slow this year and almost eight weeks elapsed after the setting
up of the station until it was directly beneath the flight trajectory of the
satellite.

‘You knew what the Russians had in mind? Hansen asked.

‘We knew. But the Russians had no idea whatsoever that we were on
to them. They had no idea that one of the pieces of equipment which was
landed at Zebra was a satellite monitor which would tell Major Halliwell
when the satellite received the radio signal to eject the capsule.’ I looked
slowly round the Zebra survivors. ‘I'll wager none of you knew that. But
Major Halliwell did — and the three other men who slept in his hut where
this machine was located.

‘What we did not know was the identity of the member of Zebra’s
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company that had been suborned by the Russians. We were certain
someone must have been but had no idea who it was. Every one of you
had first-class security clearances. But someone was suborned — and that
someone, when he arrived back in Britain, would have been a wealthy
man for the rest of his days. In addition to leaving what was in effect an
enemy agent planted in Zebra, the Soviets also left a portable monitor
— an electronic device for tuning in on a particular radio signal which
would be activated inside the capsule at the moment of its ejection from
the satellite. A capsule can be so accurately ejected 300 miles up that it
will land within a mile of its target, but the ice-cap is pretty rough
territory and dark most of the time, so this monitor would enable our
friend to locate the capsule which would keep on emitting its signal for
at least, I suppose, twenty-four hours after landing. Our friend took the
monitor and went out looking for the capsule. He found it, released it
from its drogue and brought it back to the station. You are still with me,
gentlemen? Especially one particular gentleman?’

‘I think we are all with you, Dr. Carpenter,” Commander Swanson
said softly. ‘Every last one of us.’

‘Fine. Well, unfortunately, Major Halliwell and his three companions
also knew that the satellite had ejected its capsule — don’t forget that they
were monitoring this satellite twenty-four hours a day. They knew that
someone was going to go looking for it pretty soon, but who that someone
would be they had no idea. Anyway, Major Halliwell posted one of his
men to keep watch. It was a wild night, bitterly cold, with a gale blowing
an ice-storm before it, but he kept a pretty good watch all the same. He
either bumped into our friend returning with the capsule or, more
probably, saw a light in a cabin, investigated, found our friend stripping
the film from the capsule and, instead of going quietly away and
reporting to Major Halliwell, he went in and challenged this man. If that
was the way of it, it was a bad mistake, the last he ever made. He got a
knife between the ribs.’ I gazed at all the Zebra survivors in turn. ‘I
wonder which one of you did it? Whoever it was, he wasn’t very expert.
He broke off the blade inside the chest. I found it there.” I was looking at
Swanson and he didn’t bat an eyelid. He knew I hadn’t found the blade
there: he had found the haft in the petrol tank. But there was time
enough to tell them that.

‘When the man he had posted didn’t turn up, Major Halliwell got
worried. It must have been something like that. I don’t know and it
doesn’t matter. Our friend with the broken knife was on the alert now,
he knew someone was on to him — it must have come as a pretty severe
shock, he’d thought himself completely unsuspected - and when the
second man the Major sent turned up he was ready for him. He had to
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kill him — for the first man was lying dead in his cabin. Apart from his
broken knife he’d also a gun. He used it.

‘Both those men had come from Halliwell’s cabin, the killer knew that
Halliwell must have sent them and that he and the other man still in the
major’s cabin would be around in double quick time if the second watcher
didn’t report back immediately. He decided not to wait for that — he’d
burnt his boats anyway. He took his gun, went into Major Halliwell’s
cabin and shot him and the other man as they lay on their beds. I know
that because the bullets in their heads entered low from the front and
emerged high at the back - the angle the bullets would naturally take if
the killer was standing at the foot of their beds and fired at them as they
were lying down. I suppose this is as good a time as any to say that my
name is not really Carpenter. It’s Halliwell. Major Halliwell was my
elder brother.’

‘Good God" Dr. Jolly whispered. ‘Good God above!”

‘One thing the killer knew it was essential to do right away — to
conceal the traces of his crime. There was only one way — burn the bodies
out of all recognition. So he dragged a couple of drums of oil out of the
fuel store, poured them against the walls of Major Halliwell’s hut — he’d
already pulled in there the first two men he’d killed — and set fire to it.
For good measure he also set fire to the fuel store. A thorough type, my
friends, a man who never did anything by halves.’

The men seated around the wordroom table were dazed and shocked,
uncomprehending and incredulous. But they were only incredulous
because the enormity of the whole thing was beyond them. But not
beyond them all.

‘'m a man with a curious turn of mind,’ I went on. ‘I wondered why
sick, burnt, exhausted men had wasted their time and their little strength
in shifting the dead men into the lab. Because someone had suggested
that it might be a good thing to do, the decent thing to do. The real
reason, of course, was to discourage anyone from going there. I looked
under the floor-boards and what did I find? Forty Nife cells in first-class
condition, stores of food, a radio-sonde balloon and a hydrogen cylinder
for inflating the balloon. I had expected to find the Nife cells — Kinnaird,
here, has told us that there were a good many reserves, but Nife cells
won’t be destroyed in a fire. Buckled and bent a bit, but not destroyed. I
hadn’t expected to find the other items of equipment, but they made
everything clear.

‘The killer had had bad luck on two counts — being found out and with
the weather. The weather really put the crimp on all his plans. The idea
was that when conditions were favourable he’d send the films up into the
sky attached to a radio-sonde balloon which could be swept up by a
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Russian plane: snatching a falling capsule out of the sky is very tricky
indeed ; snaring a stationary balloon is dead easy. The relatively unused
Nife cells our friend used for keeping in radio touch with his pals to let
them know when the weather had cleared and when he was going to
send the balloon up. There is no privacy on the air-waves, so he used a
special code; when he no longer had any need for it he destroyed the code
by the only safe method of destruction in the Arctic — firc. I found scores
of pieces of charred paper imbedded in the walls of one of the huts where
the wind had carried them from the met. office after our friend had
thrown the ashes away.

“The killer also made sure that only those few worn-out Nife cells were
used to send the S. O.S.s and to contact the Dolphin. By losing contact with
us so frequently, and by sending such a blurred transmission, he tried to
delay our arrival here so as to give the weather a chance to clear up and
let him fly off his balloon. Incidentally you may have heard radio reports
— it was in all the British newspapers — that Russian as well as American
and British planes scoured this area immediately after the fire. The
British and Americans were looking for Zebra: the Russians were
looking for a radio-sonde balloon. So was the ice-breaker Dvina when it
tried to smash its way through here a few days ago. But there have been
no more Russian planes: our friend radioed /s friends to say that there
was no hope of the weather clearing, that the Dolphin had arrived and
that they would have to take the films back with them on the submarine.’

‘One moment, Dr. Carpenter,” Swanson interrupted in a careful sort
of voice. ‘Are you saying that those films are aboard this ship now?’

‘I’ll be very much surprised if they aren’t, Commander. The other
attempt to delay us, of course, was by making a direct attack on the
Dolphin itself. When it became known that the Dolphin was to make an
attempt to reach Zebra, orders went through to Scotland to cripple the
ship. Red Clydeside is no more red than any other maritime centre in
Britain, but you’ll find Communists in practically every shipyard in the
country — and, more often than not, their mates don’t know what they
are. There was no intention, of course, of causing any fatal accident —
and, as far as whoever was responsible for leaving the tube doors open
was concerned, there was no reason why there should be. International
espionage in peacetime shuns violence — which is why our friend here is
going to be very unpopular with his masters. Like Britain or America,
they’ll adopt any legitimate or illegitimate tactic to gain their espionage
end — but they stop short of murder, just as we do. Murder was no part
of the Soviet plan.’

‘Who is it, Dr. Carpenter ?” Jeremy said very quietly. ‘For God’s sake,
who is it? There’s nine of us here and — do you know who it is?’
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‘I know. And only six, not nine, can be under suspicion. The ones who
kept radio watches after the disaster. Captain Folsom and the two
Harringtons here were completely immobilised. We have the word of all
of you for that. So that, Jeremy, just leaves yourself, Kinnaird, Dr. Jolly,
Hassard, Naseby and Hewson. Murder for gain, and high treason.
There’s only one answer for that. The trial will be over the day it begins:
three weeks later it will all be over. You’re a very clever man, my friend.
You’re more than that, you’re brilliant. But I'm afraid it’s the end of the
road for you, Dr. Jolly.’

They didn’t get it. For long seconds they didn’t get it. They were too
shocked, too stunned. They’d heard my words all right, but the meaning
hadn’t registered immediately. But it was beginning to register now for
like marionettes under the guidance of a master puppeteer they all
slowly turned their heads and stared at Jolly. Jolly himself rose slowly to
his feet and took two paces towards me, his eyes wide, his face shocked,
his mouth working.

‘Me? His voice was low and hoarse and unbelieving. ‘Me? Are you -
are you mad, Dr. Carpenter? In the name of God, man

I hit him. I don’t know why I hit him, a crimson haze seemed to blur
my vision, and Jolly was staggering back to crash on the deck, holding
both hands to smashed lips and nose, before I could realise what I had
done. I think if T had had a knife or a gun in my hand then, I would have
killed him. I would have killed him the way I would have killed a fer-de-
lance, a black widow spider or any other such dark and evil and deadly
thing, without thought or compunction or mercy. Gradually the haze
cleared from my eyes. No one had stirred. No one had stirred an inch.
Jolly pushed himself painfully to his knees and then his feet and collapsed
heavily in his seat by the table. He was holding a blood-soaked
handkerchief to his face. There was utter silence in the room.

‘My brother, Jolly,’ I'said. ‘My brother and all the dead men on Zebra.
Do you know what I hope?’ I said. ‘I hope that something goes wrong
with the hangman’s rope and that you take a long, long time to die.’

He took the handkerchief from his mouth.

‘You’re a crazy man,” he whispered between smashed and already
puffing lips. ‘You don’t know what you are saying.’

‘The jury at the Old Bailey will be the best judge of that. I've been on
to you now, Jolly, for almost exactly sixty hours.’

. ‘What did you say?” Swanson demanded. ‘You’ve known for sixty
ours!

‘I knew I'd have to face your wrath some time or other, Commander,’
I said. Unaccountably, I was beginning to feel very tired, weary and
heart-sick of the whole business. ‘But if you had known who he was you’d
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have locked him up straightaway. You said so in so many words. I
wanted to see where the trail led to in Britain, who his associates and
contacts would be. I had splendid visions of smashing a whole spy ring.
But I'm afraid the trail is cold. It ends right here. Please hear me out.

‘Tell me, did no one think it strange that when Jolly came staggering
out of his hut when it caught fire that he should have collapsed and
remained that way? Jolly claimed that he had been asphyxiated. Well,
he wasn’t asphyxiated inside the hut because he managed to come out
under his own steam. Then he collapsed. Curious. Fresh air invariably
revives people. But not Jolly. He’s a special breed. He wanted to make it
clear to everyone that he had nothing to do with the fire. Just to drive
home the point, he has repeatedly emphasised that he is not a man of
action. If he isn’t, then I’ve never met one.’

‘You can hardly call that proof of guilt,” Swanson interrupted.

‘I’'m not adducing evidence,’ I said wearily. ‘I’'m merely introducing
pointers. Pointer number two. You, Naseby, felt pretty bad about your
failure to wake up your two friends, Flanders and Bryce. You could have
shaken them for an hour and not woken them up. Jolly, here, used either
ether or chloroform to lay them out. This was after he had killed Major
Halliwell and the three others; but before he started getting busy with
matches. He realised that if he burnt the place down there might be a
long, long wait before rescue came and he was going to make damned
certain that he wasn’t going to go hungry. If the rest of you had died from
starvation — well, that wasjust your bad luck. But Flanders and Bryce lay
between him and the food. Didn’t it strike you as very strange, Naseby,
that your shouting and shaking had no effect? The only reason could be
that they had been drugged — and only one man had access to drugs.
Also, you said that both Hewson and yourself felt pretty groggy. No
wonder. It was a pretty small hut and the chloroform or ether fumes had
reached and affected Hewson and yourself — normally you’d have smelt
it on waking up, but the stink of burning diesel obliterates every other
smell. Again, I know this is not proof of any kind.

‘Third pointer. I asked Captain Folsom this morning who had given
the orders for the dead men to be put in the lab. He said he had. But, he
remembered, it was Jolly’s suggestion to him. Something learnedly
medical about helping the morale of the survivors by putting the charred
corpses out of sight.

‘Fourth pointer. Jolly said that how the fire started was unimportant.
A crude attempt to side-track me. Jolly knew as well as I did that it was
all-important. I suppose, by the way, Jolly, that you deliberately jammed
all the fire-extinguishers you could before you started the fire. About that
fire, Commander. Remember you were a bit suspicious of Hewson, here,
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because he said the fuel drums hadn’t started exploding until he was on
his way to the main bunkhouse. He was telling the truth. There were no
fewer than four drums in the fuel stores that didn’t explode — the ones
Jolly, here, used to pour against the huts to start the fire. How am I doing
Dr. Jolly? ‘

‘It’s all a nightmare,” he said very quietly. ‘It’s a nightmare. Before
God, I know nothing of any of this.’

‘Pointer number five. For some reason that is unclear to me Jolly
wanted to delay the Dolphin on its return trip. He could best do this, he
reckoned, if Bolton and Brownell, the two very sick men still left out on
the station could be judged to be too sick to be transferred to the Dolphin.
The snag was, there were two other doctors around who might say that
they were fit to be transferred. So he tried, with a fair measure of success,
to eliminate us.

‘First Benson. Didn’t it strike you as strange, Commander, that the
request for the survivors to be allowed to attend the funeral of Grant and
Lieutenant Mills should have come from Naseby in the first place, then
Kinnaird? Jolly, as the senior man of the party with Captain Folsom,
here, temporarily unfit, was the obvious man to make the approach — but
he didn’t want to go calling too much attention to himself. Doubtless by
dropping hints, he engineered it so that someone else should do it for him.
Now Jolly had noticed how glass-smooth and slippery the ice-banked
sides of the sail were and he made a point of seeing that Benson went up
the rope immediately ahead of him. You must remember it was almost
pitch dark — just light enough for Jolly to make out the vague outline of
Benson’s head from the wash of light from the bridge as it cleared the top
of the rail. A swift outward tug on the rope and Benson overbalanced. It
seemed that he had fallen on top of Jolly. But only seemed. The loud
sharp crack I heard a fraction of a second after Benson’s body struck was
not caused by his head hitting the ice — it was caused by Jolly, here,
trying to kick his head off. Did you hurt your toes much, Jolly?’

‘You’re mad,” he said mechanically. ‘this is utter nonsense. Even if it
wasn’t nonsense, you couldn’t prove a word of it.’

‘We’ll see. Jolly claimed that Benson fell on top of him. He even flung
himself on the ice and cracked his head to give some verisimilitude to his
story — our pal never misses any of the angles. I felt the slight bump on
his head. But he wasn’t laid out. He was faking. He recovered just that
little bit too quickly and easily when he got back to the sick-bay. And it
was then that he made his first mistake, the mistake that put me on to him
- and should have put me on guard for an attack against myself. You
were there, Commander.’

‘T’'ve missed everything else,” Swanson said bitterly. ‘Do you want me
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checked with the engine-room staff after the fire. The engineer officer
was on watch and two others were in the manceuvring-room but an
engineman carrying out a routine lubrication job saw him passing
through the engine-room about 1.30 a.m. in answer to a call from the
man watching over the patients. He took the opportunity to drop his
little chemical fuse as he was passing by the machinery space. What he
didn’t know was that his little toy lodged on or near the oil-saturated
lagging on the housing of the starboard turbo-generator and that when
it went off it would generate sufficient heat to set the lagging on fire.’

Swanson looked at Jolly, bleakly and for a long time, then turned to
me and shook his head. ‘I can’t wear that, Dr. Carpenter. This phone call
because a patient just happens to turn sick. Jolly is not the man to leave
anything to chance.

‘He isn’t,’ I agreed. ‘He didn’t. Up in the refrigerator in the sick-bay
I have an exhibit for the Old Bailey. A sheet of aluminimum foil liberally
covered with Jolly’s fingerprints. Smeared on this foil is the remains of a
salve. That foil was what Jolly had bandaged on to Bolton’s burnt
forearm that night, just after he had given him pain-killing shots —
Bolton was suffering very badly. But before Jolly put the salve on the foil
he spread on something else first - a layer of sodium chloride — common
or garden household salt. Jolly knew that the drugs he had given Bolton
would keep him under for three or four hours; he also knew that by the
time Bolton had regained consciousness body heat would have thinned
the salve and brought the salt into contact with the raw flesh on the
forearm. Bolton, he knew, when he came out from the effects of the
drugs, would come out screaming in agony. Can you imagine what it
must have been like : the whole forearm a mass of raw flesh — and covered
with salt? When he died soon after, he died from shock. Our good healer
here — a lovable little lad, isn’t he?

‘Well, that’s Jolly. Incidentally, you can discount most of the gallant
doctor’s heroism during the fire — although he was understandably as
anxious as any of us that we survive. The first time he went into the
engine-room it was too damned hot and uncomfortable for his liking so
he just lay down on the floor and let someone carry him for’ard to where
the fresh air was. Later ’

‘He’d his mask off,” Hansen objected.

‘He took it off. You can hold your breath for ten or fifteen seconds —
don’t you think Jolly can too? Later on, when he was performing his
heroics in the engine-room it was because conditions there were better,
conditions outside were worse — and because by going into the engine-
room he was entitled to a closed-circuit breathing set. Jolly got more
clean air last night than any of us. He doesn’t mind if he causes someone
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astonishingly spacious. The nave arcades were superb, great Norman
pillars soaring up to an incredible wooden roof, richly carved with an
assortment of figures, human and animal, which were really in quite
remarkable condition. A row of round, clerestory windows on either side
at roof level were responsible for a great deal of the light which had so
surprised me.

There was a beautiful stone font and on the wall beside it, a painted
board listed all the priests who had served over the years, starting with
a Rafe de Courcey in 1132 and ending with Vereker again, who had
taken over in 1943.

Beyond was a small, dark chapel, candles flickering in front of an
image of the Virgin Mary that seemed to float there in the half-light. I
walked past it and down the centre aisle between the pews. It was very
quiet, only the ruby light of the sanctuary lamp, a fifteenth-century
Christ high on his cross down by the altar, rain drumming against the
high windows.

There was a scrape of a foot on stone behind me and a dry, firm voice
said, ‘Can I help you?

I turned and found a priest standing in the entrance of the Lady
Chapel, a tall, gaunt man in a faded black cassock. He had iron-grey hair
cropped close to the skull and the eyes were set deep in their sockets as if
he had been recently ill, an impression heightened by the tightness of the
skin across the cheekbones. It was a strange face. Soldier or scholar, this
man could have been either, but that didn’t surprise me, remembering
from the notice board that he was a Jesuit. But it was also a face that lived
with pain as a constant companion if I was any judge and, as he came
forward, I saw that he leaned heavily on a blackthorn stick and dragged
his left foot.

‘Father Vereker?’

‘That’s right.’

‘I was talking to the old man out there, the sexton.’

‘Ah, yes, Laker Armsby.’

‘If that’s his name. He thought you might be able to help me.’ I held
out my hand. ‘My name’s Higgins, by the way. Jack Higgins. 'm a
writer.’

He hesitated slightly before shaking hands, but only because he had to
switch the blackthorn from his right hand to his left. Even so, there was
a definite reserve, or so it seemed to me. ‘And how can I help you, Mr.
Higgins?’

Tm doing a series of articles for an American magazine,’ I said.
‘Historical stuff. I was over at St. Margaret’s at Cley, yesterday.’

‘A beautiful church.” He sat down in the nearest pew. ‘Forgive me, I
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Command decided to form such a unit. Skorzeny, a young SS lieutenant,
was kicking his heels in Berlin at the time after being invalided out of his
regiment. He was promoted captain and made Chief of German Special
Forces, none of which meant very much, which was exactly what the
High Command intended.

Unfortunately for them, Skorzeny proved to be a brilliant soldier,
uniquely gifted for the task in hand. And events were soon to give him
a chance to prove it.

On 3 September 1943 Italy surrendered, Mussolini was deposed and
Marshal Badoglio had him arrested and spirited away. Hitler insisted
that his former ally be found and set free. It seemed an impossible task
and even the great Erwin Rommel himself commented that he could see
no good in the idea and hoped that it wouldn’t be put on to his plate.

It wasn’t, for Hitler gave it to Skorzeny personally who threw himself
into the task with energy and determination and soon discovered that
Mussolini was being held in the Sports Hotel on top of the ten-thousand-
foot Gran Sasso in the Abruzzi, guarded by two hundred and fifty men.

Skorzeny landed by glider with fifty paratroopers, stormed the hotel
and freed Mussolini. He was flown out 1n a tiny Stork spotter plane to
Rome, then transhipped by Dornier to the Wolf’s Lair, Hitler’s
headquarters for the Eastern Front, which was situated at Rastenburg in
a gloomy, damp and heavily-wooded part of East Prussia.

The feat earned Skorzeny a hatful of medals, including the Knight’s
Cross, and started him on a career that was to embrace countless similar
daring exploits and make him a legend in his own time. The High
Command, as suspicious of such irregular methods as senior officers the
world over, remained unimpressed.

Not so the Fiihrer. He was in his seventh heaven, transported with
delight, danced as he had not danced since the fall of Paris and this mood
was still with him on the evening of the Wednesday following Mussolini’s
arrival at Rastenburg, when he held a meeting in the conference hut to
discuss events in Italy and the Duce’s future role.

The map room was surprisingly pleasant, with pine walls and ceiling.
There was a circular table at one end surrounded by eleven rush chairs,
flowers in a vase in the centre. At the other end of the room was the long
map table. The small group of men who stood beside it discussing the
situation on the Italian front included Mussolini himself, Josef Goebbels,
Reich Minister of Propaganda and Minister for Total War, Heinrich
Himmler, Reichfiihrer of the SS, Chief of the State Police and of the State
Secret Police, amongst other things, and Admiral Wilhelm Canaris,
Chief of Military Intelligence, the Abwehr.

When Hitler entered the room they all stiffened to attention. He was
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lieutenant in the Artillery and in 1936 had answered the call for
volunteers to do parachute training at Stendhal, more to relieve the
boredom of military life than anything else.

It had become obvious immediately that he had a talent for that kind
of freebooter soldiery. He’d seen ground action in Poland and parachuted
into Narvik in the Norwegian campaign. As a full lieutenant he’d crash-
landed by glider with the group that took the Albert Canal in 1940
during the big push for Belgium and had been wounded in the arm.

Greece came next — the Corinth Canal, and then a new kind of hell.
May, 1941, a captain by then, in the big drop over Crete, severely
wounded in savage fighting for Maleme airfield.

Afterwards, the Winter War. Radl was aware of a sudden chill in his
bones at the very name. God, will we ever forget Russia? he asked himself.
Those of us who were there then?

As an acting major Steiner had led a special assault group of three
hundred volunteers, dropped by night to contact and lead out two
divisions cut off during the battle for Leningrad. He had emerged from
that affair with a bullet in the right leg which had left him with a slight
limp, a Knight’s Cross and a reputation for that kind of cutting-out
operation.

He had been in charge of two further affairs of a similar nature and
had been promoted lieutenant-colonel in time to go to Stalingrad where
he had lost half his men, but had been ordered out several weeks before
the end when there were still planes running. In January, he and the one
hundred and sixty-seven survivors of his original assault group were
dropped near Kiev, once again to contact and lead out two infantry
divisions which had been cut off. The end product was a fighting retreat
for three hundred bloodstained miles and during the last week in April
Kurt Steiner had crossed into German lines with only thirty survivors of
his original assault force.

There was an immediate award of the Oak Leaves to his Knight’s
Cross and Steiner and his men had been packed off to Germany by train
as soon as possible, passing through Warsaw on the morning of the Ist of
May. He had left it with his men that same evening under close arrest by
order of Jurgen Stroop, SS Brigadefiihrer and Major-General of Police.

There had been a court martial the following week. The details were
missing, only the verdict was on file. Steiner and his men had been
sentenced to serve as a penal unit to work on Operation Swordfish on
Alderney in the German-occupied Channel Islands. Radl sat looking at
the file for a moment, then closed it and pressed the buzzer for Hofer who

came in at once.
‘Herr Oberst?’
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explosives, had sustained damage to her steering in a bad storm near
Land’s End three days earlier. Her difficulties in this direction and the
heavy fog had conspired to put her off course.

North of Burhou, Steiner slowed, jerking on the lifelines to alert his
companions. A few moments later, they coasted out of the fog on either
side to join him. Ritter Neumann’s face was blue with cold in the black
cowl of his rubber suit. ‘We’re close, Herr Oberst,” he said. ‘I’'m sure I can
hear them.’

Sergeant Lemke drifted in to join them. The curly black beard, of
which he was very proud, was a special dispensation from Steiner in view
of the fact that Lemke’s chin was badly deformed by a Russian high-
velocity bullet. He was very excited, eyes sparkling, and obviously looked
upon the whole thing as a great adventure.

‘I, too, Herr Oberst.’

Steiner raised a hand tosilence him and listened. The muted throbbing
was quite close now for the joseph Johnson was taking it very steady
indeed.

‘An easy one, Herr Oberst.” Lemke grinned in spite of the fact that his
teeth were chattering in the cold. “The best touch we’ve had yet. She
won’t even know what’s hit her.’

‘You speak for yourself, Lemke,” Ritter Neumann said. ‘If there’s one
thing I've learned in my short and unhappy life it’s never to expect
anything and to be particularly suspicious of that which is apparently
served up on a plate.’

As if to prove his words, a sudden flurry of wind tore a hole in the
curtain of the fog. Behind them was the grey-green sweep of Alderney,
the old Admiralty breakwater poking out like a granite finger for a
thousand yards from Braye, the Victorian naval fortification of Fort
Albert clearly visible.

No more than a hundred and fifty yards away, the foseph Johnson
moved on a north-westerly course for the open Channel at a steady eight
or ten knots. It could only be a matter of moments before they were seen,
Steiner acted instantly. ‘All right, straight in, release torpedoes at fifty
yards and out again and no stupid heroics, Lemke. There aren’t any
medals to be had in the penal regiments, remember. Only coffins.’

He increased power and surged forward, crouching behind the cupola
as waves started breaking over his head. He was aware of Ritter
Neumann on his right, roughly abreast of him, but Lemke had surged on
and was already fifteen or twenty yards in front.

“The silly young bastard,” Steiner thought. ‘What does he think this is,
the Charge of the Light Brigade?”’

Two of the men at the rail of the Joseph Johnson had rifles in their hands
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and an officer came out of the wheelhouse and stood on the bridge firing
a Thompson sub-machine gun with a drum magazine. The ship was
picking up speed now, driving through a light curtain of mist, as the
blanket of fog began to settle again. Within another few moments she
would have disappeared altogether. The riflemen at the rail were having
difficulty in taking aim on a heaving deck at a target so low in the water
and their shots were very wide of the mark. The Thompson, not too
accurate at the best of times, was doing no better and making a great deal
of noise about it.

Lemke reached the fifty-yard line several lengths in front of the others
and kept right on going. There wasn’t a thing Steiner could do about it.
The riflemen started to get the range and a bullet ricocheted from the
body of his torpedo in front of the cupola.

He turned and waved to Neumann. ‘Now! he cried and fired his
torpedo.

The one upon which he was seated, released from the weight it had
been carrying, sprang forward with new energy and he turned to
starboard quickly, following Neumann round in a great sweeping curve
intended to take them away from the ship as fast as possible.

Lemke was turning away now also, no more than twenty-five yards
from the Joseph Johnson, the men at the rail firing at him for all they were
worth. Presumably one of them scored a hit, although Steiner could
never be sure. The only certain thing was that one moment Lemke was
crouched astride his torpedo, surging away from danger. The next, he
wasn’t there any more.

A second later one of the three torpedoes scored a direct hit close to the
stern and the stern hold contained hundreds of tons of high explosive
bombs destined for use by Flying Fortresses of bombardment groups of
the Ist Air Division of the American 8th Air Force in Britain. As the
Joseph johnson was swallowed by the fog, she exploded, the sound re-
echoing from the island again and again. Steiner crouched low as the
blast swept over, swerving when an enormous piece of twisted metal
hurtled into the sea in front of him.

Debris cascaded down. The air was full of it and something struck
Neumann a glancing blow on the head. He threw up his hands with a cry
and catapulted backwards into the sea, his torpedo running away from
him, plunging over the next wave and disappearing.

Although unconscious, blood on his forehead from a nasty gash, he
was kept afloat by his inflatable jacket. Steiner coasted in beside him,
looped one end of of a line under the lieutenant’s jacket and kept on
going, pushing towards the breakwater and Braye, already fading as the
fog rolled in towards the island again.
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these days that I don’t know about. Does that surprise you? For example,
I am aware that on the twenty-second of this month you were shown a
routine report from an Abwehr agent in England, a Mrs. Joanna Grey,
in which the magic name of Winston Churchill figured.’

‘Herr Reichsfiihrer, I don’t know what to say,” Radl told him.

‘Even more fascinating, you had all her files transferred from Abwehr
One into your custody, and relieved Captain Meyer, who had been this
lady’s link man for many years, of duty. I understand he’s most upset.’
Himmler placed a hand on the briefcase. ‘Come, Herr Oberst, we’re too
old to play games. You know what I’'m talking about. Now, what have
you got to tell me?

Max Radl was a realist. He had no choice at all in the matter. He said,
‘In the briefcase, the Reichsfithrer will find all that there is to know
except for one item.’

‘The court martial papers of Lieutenant-Colonel Kurt Steiner of the
Parachute Regiment?” Himmler picked up the top file from the pile at
the side of his desk and handed it over. ‘A fair exchange. I suggest you
read it outside.’” He opened the briefcase and started to extract the
contents. ‘I'll send for you when I need you.’

Radl almost raised his arm, but one last stubborn grain of self-respect
turned it into a smart, if conventional salute. He turned on his heel,
opened the door and went out into the ante-room.

Rossman sprawled in an easy chair reading a copy of Signal, the
Wehrmacht magazine. He glanced up in surprise. ‘Leaving us already ?’

‘No such luck.” Radl dropped the file on to a low coffee table and
started to unbuckle his belt. ‘It seems I’ve got some reading to do.’

Rossman smiled amiably. ‘I’ll see if I can find us some coffee. It looks
to me as if you could be with us for quite some time.’

He went out and Radl lit another cigarette, sat down and opened the
file.

The date chosen for the final erasing of the Warsaw Ghetto from the face
of the earth was the 1gth April. Hitler’s birthday was on the 20th and
Himmler hoped to present him with the good news as a suitable present.
Unfortunately when the commander of the operation, SS Oberfiihrer
von Sammern-Frankenegg and his men marched in, they were chased
out again by the Jewish Combat Organisation, under the command of
Mordechai Anielewicz.

Himmler immediately replaced him with SS Brigadefiihrer and
Major-General of Police, Jurgen Stroop, who, aided by a mixed force of
SS and renegade Poles and Ukrainians, applied himself seriously to the
task in hand: to leave not one brick standing, not one Jew alive. To be
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‘Who is?

‘A special task force. SS and various other groups commanded by
Brigadefiihrer Jurgen Stroop. Jewish bandits, Herr Oberst. They’ve been
fighting from house to house, in the cellars, in the sewers, for thirteen
days now. So we’re burning them out. Best way to exterminate lice.’

During convalescent leave after being wounded at Leningrad, Steiner
had visited his father in France and had found him considerably
changed. The General had had his doubts about the new order for some
considerable time. Six months earlier he had visited a concentration
camp at Auschwitz in Poland.

“The commander was a swine named Rudolf Hoess, Kurt. Would you
believe it, a murderer serving a life sentence and released from gaol in
the amnesty of nineteen twenty-eight. He was killing Jews by the
thousand in specially constructed gas chambers, disposing of their bodies
in huge ovens. After extracting such minor items as gold teeth and so
forth.’

The old general had been drunk by then and yet not drunk. ‘Is this
what we’re fighting for, Kurt? To protect swine like Hoess? And what
will the rest of the world say when the time comes? That we are all
guilty? That Germany is guilty because we stood by? Decent and
honourable men stood by and did nothing? Well, not me, by God. I
couldn’t live with myself.’

Standing there in the entrance to Warsaw Station, the memory of all
this welling up inside, Kurt Steiner produced an expression on his face
that sent the major back a couple of steps. “That’s better,” Steiner said,
‘and if you could make it downwind as well I'd be obliged.’

Major Frank’s look of astonishment quickly turned to anger as Steiner
walked past him, Neumann at his side. ‘Easy, Herr Oberst. Easy,’
Neumann said.

On the platform at the other side of the track, a group of SS were
herding a line of ragged and filthy human beings against a wall. It was
virtually impossible to differentiate between the sexes and as Steiner
watched, they all started to take their clothes off.

A military policeman stood on the edge of the platform watching and
Steiner said, ‘What’s going on over there?’

‘Jews, Herr Oberst,” the man replied. “This morning’s crop from the
Ghetto. They’ll be shipped out to Treblinka to finish them off later
today. They make them strip like that before a search mainly because of
the women. Some of them have been carrying loaded pistols inside their

ants.’
P There was brutal laughter from across the track and someone cried out
in pain. Steiner turned to Neumann in disgust and found the lieutenant
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None of the German agents sent to Ireland had achieved anything
worth having. Only one had remained at large for any length of time,
Captain Goertz, who had been parachuted from a Heinkel over Meath
in May, 1940, and who had succeeded in remaining at large for nineteen
months.

Goertz found the IRA exasperatingly amateur and unwilling to take
any kind of advice. As he was to comment years later, they knew how to
die for Ireland, but not how to fight for her and German hopes of regular
attacks on British military installations in Ulster faded away.

Radl was familiar with all this. What really interested him was the
man who called himself Liam Devlin. Devlin had actually parachuted
into Ireland for the Abwehr, had not only survived, but had eventually
made his way back to Germany, a unique achievement.

Liam Devlin had been born in Lismore in County Down in the North
of Ireland in July, 1908, the son of a small tenant farmer who had been
executed in 1921 during the Anglo-Irish War for serving with an IRA
flying column. The boy’s mother had gone to keep house for her brother,
a Catholic priest in the Falls Road area of Belfast, and he had arranged
for him to attend a Jesuit boarding school in the South. From there
Devlin had moved to Trinity College, Dublin, where he had taken an
excellent degree in English Literature.

He’d had a little poetry published, was interested in a career in
journalism, would probably have made a successful writer if it had not
been for one single incident which had altered the course of his entire life.
In 1931, while visiting his home in Belfast during a period of serious
sectarian rioting, he had witnessed an Orange mob sack his uncle’s
church. The old priest had been so badly beaten that he lost an eye. From
that moment Devlin had given himself completely to the Republican
cause.

In a bank raid in Derry in 1932 to gather funds for the movement, he
was wounded in a gun battle with the police and sentenced to ten years
imprisonment. He had escaped from the Crumlin Road Gaol in 1934
and while on the run, led the defence of Catholic areas in Belfast during
the rioting of 1935.

Later that year he had been sent to New York to execute an informer
who had been put on a boat to America by the police for his own good
after selling information which had led to the arrest and hanging of a
young IRA volunteer named Michael Reilly. Devlin had accomplished
this mission with an efficiency that could only enhance a reputation that
was already becoming legendary. Later that year he repeated the
performance. Once in London and again in America, although this time
the venue was Boston.
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very pretty hat, Herr Oberst, but you've been polishing a chair with
your backside for so long up there in Berlin that you’ve forgotten how
real soldiers feel. You’ve come to the wrong place if you’re hoping for a
chorus from the Horst Wessel.’

‘Excellent,’ Radl said. ‘However, your completely incorrect reading of
the present situation argues a lack of wit which I, for one, find deplorable
in someone of your rank.’

He dumped his briefcase on the counter, opened the buttons of his coat
with his good hand and shrugged it off. Sturm’s jaw dropped as he saw
the Knight’s Cross, the Winter War ribbon. Radl moved straight into the
attack.

‘Attention!” he barked. ‘On your feet, all of you.” There was an instant
burst of activity and in the same moment the door swung open and
Brandt rushed in. ‘And you, Sergeant-Major,” Radl snarled.

There was pin-drop silence as every man stood rigidly to attention and
Devlin, thoroughly enjoying this new turn events had taken, pulled
himself up on to the bar and lit a cigarette.

Radl said, ‘You think you are German soldiers, a natural error in view
of the uniforms you wear, but you are mistaken.” He moved from one
man to another, pausing as if committing each face to memory. ‘Shall 1
tell you what you are?’

Which he did in simple and direct terms that made Sturm look like a
beginner. When he paused for breath after two or three minutes, there
was a polite cough from the open doorway and he turned to find Steiner
there, Ilse Neuhoff behind him.

‘I couldn’t have put it better myself, Colonel Radl. I can only hope
that you are willing to put down anything which has happened here to
misguided enthusiasm and let it go at that. Their feet won’t touch the
ground when I get through with them, I promise you.” He held out his
hand and smiled with considerable charm. ‘Kurt Steiner.’

Radl was always to remember that first meeting. Steiner possessed that
strange quality to be found in the airborne troops of every country. A
kind of arrogant self-sufficiency bred of the hazards of the calling. He
was wearing a blue-grey flying blouse with the yellow collar patches
bearing the wreath and two stylised wings of his rank, jump trousers and
the kind of sidecap known as a Schiff, an affectation of many of the old-
timers. The rest, for a man who had every conceivable decoration in the
book, was extraordinary simple. The Kreta cuff title, the ribbon for the
Winter War and the silver and gold eagle of the paratroopers’
qualification badge. The Knight’s Cross with Oak Leaves was concealed
by a silk scarf tied loosely about his neck.

“T'o be honest, €olonel Steiner, I've rather enjoyed putting these rogues
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ship and an agent on land. Far better than anything we’ve got. Obviously
used by agents to talk them in before a landing. I'm sick of singing its
praises at Naval Headquarters in Jersey. Nobody takes the slightest
interest. No wonder we're . ..

He stopped himself just in time. Radl glanced at him and said calmly,
‘At what range does this remarkable gadget function?’

‘Up to fifteen miles on a good day; for reliability I'd only claim half
that distance, but at that range it’s as good as a telephone call.’

Radl stood there for a long moment, thinking about it all and then he
nodded abruptly. ‘Thank you, Koenig,” he said and went out.

He found Devlin in Koenig’s cabin, flat on his back, eyes closed, hands
folded over the bottle of Bushmills. Radl frowned, annoyance and even
a certain alarm stirring inside him and then saw that the seal on the
bottle was unbroken.

‘It’s all right, Colonel dear,” Devlin said without apparently opening
his eyes. “The Devil hasn’t got me by the big toe yet.’

‘Did you bring my briefcase with you?

Devlin squirmed to pull it from underneath him. ‘Guarding it with my
life.’

‘Good.” Radl moved back to the door. ‘They’ve got a wireless in the
wheelhouse that I'd like you to look at before we land.’

‘Wireless?” Devlin grunted.

‘Oh, never mind,’ Radl said. ‘T'll explain later.’

When he went back to the bridge Koenig was seated at the chart table
in a swivel chair drinking coffee from a tin mug. Muller still had the
wheel.

Koenig got up, obviously surprised, and Radl said, ‘The officer
commanding naval forces in Jersey — what’s his name ?

‘Kapitan zur See Hans Olbricht.’

‘I see — can you get us to St. Helier half an hour earlier than your
estimated time of arrival?

Koenig glanced dubiously at Muller. ‘I'm not sure, Herr Oberst. We
could try. Is it essential ?’

‘Absolutely. I must have time to see Olbricht to arrange your transfer.’

Koenig looked at him in astonishment. ‘Transfer, Herr Oberst? To
which command?’

‘My command.” Radl took the manilla envelope from his pocket and
produced the Fiihrer directive. ‘Read that.’

He turned away impatiently and lit a cigarette. When he turned
again, Koenig’s eyes were wide. ‘My God!” he whispered.

‘I hardly think He enters into the matter.” Radl took the letter from
him and replaced it in the envelope. He nodded at Muller. ‘This big ox
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from a chain around her neck and unlocked the door. A short wooden
stairway gave access to a cubby-hole loft under the roof. Here she had a
radio receiver and transmitter. She sat down at an old deal table, opened
a drawer in it, pushing a loaded Luger to one side and rummaged for a
pencil, then took out her code books and got to work.

When she sat back an hour later her face was pinched with excitement.
‘My God" she said to herself in Afrikaans. “They meant it — they actually
meant it.’

Then she took a deep breath, pulled herself together and went back
downstairs. Patch was waiting patiently at the door and followed at her
heels all the way to the sitting-room where she picked up the telephone
and dialled the number of Studley Grange. Sir Henry Willoughby
himself answered.

She said, ‘Henry — it’s Joanna Grey.’

His voice warmed immediately. ‘Hello there, my dear. I hope you’re
not ringing to say you won’t be coming over for bridge or something.
You hadn’t forgotten? Eight-thirty ?”’

She had, but that didn’t matter. She said, ‘Of course not, Henry. It’s
just that I’'ve got a little favour to ask and I wanted to speak to you
privately about it.’

His voice deepened. ‘Fire away, old girl. Anything I can do.’

‘Well, I’'ve heard from some Irish friends of my late husband and
they’ve asked me to try and do something for their nephew. In fact,
they’re sending him over. He’ll be arriving in the next few days.’

‘Do what exactly ?’

‘His name is Devlin — Liam Devlin, and the thing is, Henry, the poor
man was very badly wounded serving with the British Army in France.
He received a medical discharge and he’s been convalescing for almost
a year. He’s quite fit now though and ready for work, but it needs to be
the outdoor variety.’

‘And you thought I might be able to fix him up? said Sir Henry
jovially. ‘No difficulty there, old girl. You know what it’s like getting any
kind of workers for the estate these days.’

‘He wouldn’t be able to do much at first,” she said. ‘Actually I was
wondering about the marsh warden’s job at Hobs End. That’s been
vacant since young Tom King went off to the Army two years ago,
hasn’t it, and there’s the house standing empty? It would be good to have
somebody in. It’s getting very run down.’

‘I'll tell you what, Joanna, I think you might have something there.
We'll go into the whole thing in depth. No sense in discussing it over
bridge with other people there. Are you free tomorrow afternoon ?’

‘Of course,’ she said. “You know, it’s so good of you to help in this way,
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westerly course from there will take them to Ireland without the necessity
of passing over English soil. At twenty-five thousand feet for most of the
way they should have no trouble.’

‘And the Irish Air Force?”

‘What air force, Herr Reichsfiihrer?

‘I see.” Himmler closed the file. ‘So, things seem to be really moving at
last. 'm very pleased with you, Radl. Continue to keep me informed.’

He picked up his pen in a dismissive gesture and Radl said, “There is
one other matter.’

Himmler looked up. ‘And what is that?

‘Major-General Steiner.’

Himmler laid down his pen. ‘What about him?’

Radl didn’t know hov to put it, but he had to make the point somehow.
He owed it to Steiner. In fact, considering the circumstances, the intensity
with which he wanted to keep that promise surprised him. ‘It was the
Reichsfiihrer himself who suggested I make it clear to Colonel Steiner
that his conduct in this affair could have a significant effect on his father’s
case.’

‘That is so,” Himmler said calmly. ‘But what is the problem?’

‘I promised Colonel Steiner, Herr Reichsfiihrer,” Radl said lamely.
‘Gave him an assurance that . .. that...

‘Which you had no authority to offer,” Himmler said. ‘However, under
the circumstances, you may give Steiner that assurance in my name.’ He
picked up his pen again. ‘You may go now and tell Preston to remain. I
want another word with him. I’ll have him report to you tomorrow.’

When Radl went out into the ante-room, Devlin was standing at the
window peering through a chink in the curtains and Preston was sitting
in one of the armchairs. ‘Raining cats and dogs out there,” he said
cheerfully. Still, it might keep the RAF at home for a change. Are we

oing?”’

Radl nodded and said to Preston, ‘You stay. He wants you. And don’t
come to Abwehr Headquarters tomorrow. I'll get in touch with you.’

Preston was on his feet, very military again, arm raised. ‘Very well,
Herr Oberst. Heil Hitler!?

Radl and Devlin moved to the door and as they went out, the Irishman
raised a thumb and grinned amiably. ‘Up the Republic, me old son!

Preston dropped his arm and swore viciously. Devlin closed the door
and followed Radl down the stairs. ‘Where in the hell did they find him?
Himmler must have lost his wits entirely.’

‘God knows,” Radl said as they paused beside the SS guards in the main
entrance to turn up their collars against the heavy rain. ‘There is some
merit in the idea of another officer who is obviously English, but this
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Preston.” He shook his head. ‘A badly flawed man. Second-rate actor,
petty criminal. A man who has spent most of his life living some sort of
private fantasy.’

‘And we’re stuck with him,” Devlin said. ‘I wonder what Steiner will
make of it?’

They ran through the rain as Radl’s staff car approached and settled
themselves in the back. ‘Steiner will cope,” Radl said. ‘Men like Steiner
always do. But now to business. We fly to Paris tomorrow afternoon.’

“Then what?

‘T’ve important business in Holland. As I told you, the entire operation
will be based on Landsvoort, which is the right kind of end-of-the-world
spot. During the operational period I shall be there myself| so, my friend,
if you make a transmission, you’ll know who is on the other end. As I was
saying, I’ll leave you in Paris when I fly to Amsterdam. You, in your
turn, will be ferried down to the airfield at Laville near Brest. You take
off at ten o’clock on Sunday night.’

‘Will you be there?” Devlin asked.

‘I’ll try, but it may not be possible.’

They arrived at Tirpitz Ufer a moment later and hurried through the
rain to the entrance just as Hofer, in cap and heavy greatcoat, was
emerging. He saluted and Radl said, ‘Going off duty, Karl? Anything
for me?’

‘Yes, Herr Oberst, a signal from Mrs Grey.’

Radl was filled with excitement. ‘What is it, man, what does she say

‘Message received and understood, Herr Oberst and the question of
Herr Devlin’s employment has been taken care of.’

Radl turned triumphantly to Devlin, rain dripping from the peak of
his mountain cap. ‘And what do you have to say to that, my friend”

‘Up the Republic,” Devlin said morosely. ‘Right up! Is that patriotic
enough for you? If so, could I go in now and have a drink?’

When the office door clicked open Preston was sitting in the corner
reading an English-language edition of Signal. He glanced up and finding
Himmler there watching him, jumped to his feet. ‘Your pardon, Herr
Reichsfiihrer.’

‘For what?” Himmler said. ‘Come with me. I want to show you
something.’

Puzzled and also faintly alarmed, Preston followed him downstairs
and along the ground floor corridor to the iron door guarded by two
Gestapo men. One of them got the door open, they sprang to attention,
Himmler nodded and started down the steps.

The white-painted corridor seemed quiet enough and then Preston
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let’s get down to business.’

He led the way across to the first hangar which was guarded by
another military policeman complete with Alsatian. Radl nodded and
the man pulled back one of the sliding doors. .

It was damp and rather cold inside, rain drifting in through a hole in
the roof. The twin-engined aircraft which stood there looked lonely and
rather forlorn, and very definitely far from home. Gericke prided himself
that he had long since got past being surprised at anything in this life, but
not that morning.

The aircraft was a Douglas DC3, the famous Dakota, probably one of
the most successful general transport planes ever built, as much a
workhorse for the Allied Forces during the war as was the Junkers 52 to
the German Army. The interesting thing about this one was that it
carried Luftwaffe insignia on the wings and a Swastika on the tail.

Peter Gericke loved aeroplanes as some men love horses, with a deep
and unswerving passion. He reached up and touched a wing gently and
his voice was soft when he said, ‘You old beauty.’

‘You know this aircraft?’ Radl said.

‘Better than any woman.’

‘Six months with the Landros Air Freight Company in Brazil from
June to November, nineteen thirty-eight. Nine hundred and thirty flying
hours. Quite something for a nineteen-year-old. That must have been
hard flying.’

‘So that’s why I was chosen?

‘All on your records.’

‘Where did you get her?’

‘RAF Transport Command, dropping supplies to the Dutch Resistance
four months ago. One of your night fighter friends got her. Superficial
engine damage only. Something to do with the fuel pump, I understand.
The observer was too badly wounded to jump so the pilot managed to
bring her down in a ploughed field. Unfortunately for him he was next
door to an SS barracks. By the time he got his friend out, it was too late
to blow her up.’

The door was open and Gericke pulled himself inside. In the cockpit,
he sat behind the controls and for a moment he was back in Brazil, green
jungle below, the Amazon twisting through it like a great, silver snake
from Manaus down to the sea.

Radl took the other seat. He produced a silver case and offered Gericke
one of his Russian cigarettes. ‘You could fly this thing, then?’

‘Where to?’

‘Not very far. Across the North Sea to Norfolk. Straight in, straight
out.’
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a sheep farmer of Conroy in County Monaghan was endeavouring to
find his way home across a stretch of open moorland. And making a bad
job of it.

! Which was understandable enough for when one is seventy-six, friends
have a tendency to disappear with monotonous regularity and Seumas
O’Broin was on his way home from a funeral wake for one who had just
departed — a wake which had lasted for seventeen hours.

He had not only, as the Irish so delightfully put it, drink taken. He had
consumed quantities so vast that he was not certain whether he was in
this world or the next; so that when what he took to be a large, white bird
sailed out of the darkness over his head without a sound and plunged into
the field beyond the next wall, he felt no fear at all, only a mild curiosity.

Devlin made an excellent landing, the supply bag dangling twenty
feet below from a line clipped to his belt, hitting the ground first, warning
him to be ready. He followed a split second later, rolling in springy Irish
turf, scrambling to his feet instantly and unfastening his harness.

The clouds parted at that moment, exposing a quarter-moon which
gave him exactly the right amount of light to do what had to be done. He
opened the supply bag, took out a small trenching shovel, his dark
raincoat, a tweed cap, a pair of shoes and a large, leather Gladstone bag.

There was a thorn hedge nearby, a ditch beside it and he quickly
scraped a hole in the bottom with the shovel. Then he unzipped his flying
overalls. Underneath he was wearing a tweed suit and he transferred the
Walther which he had carried in his belt to his right-hand pocket. He
pulled on his shoes and then put the overalls, the parachute and the
flying boots into the bag and dropped it into the hole, raking the soil back
into place quickly. He scraped a mass of dry leaves and twigs over
everything, just to finish things off and tossed the spade into a nearby
copse.

He pulled on his raincoat, picked up the Gladstone bag and turned to
find Seumas O’Broin leaning on the wall watching him. Devlin moved
fast, his hand on the butt of the Walther. But then the aroma of good Irish
whiskey, the slurred speech told him all he needed to know.

‘What are ye, man or divil?’ the old farmer demanded, each word slow
and distinct. ‘Of this world or the next?

‘God save us, old man, but from the smell of you, if one of us lit a match
right now we’d be in hell together soon enough. As for your question, I'm
a little of both. A simple Irish boy, trying a new way of coming home
after years in foreign parts.’

‘Is that a fact?” O’Broin said.

‘Aren’t I telling you?

The old man laughed delightedly. ‘Cead mile failte sa bhaile romhat,’ he
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‘T accept that completely.’

“Then how on earth do you expect them to function with an outsider
at this stage, especially one like Preston?’ He picked up the file Radl had
given him and shook it. ‘A petty criminal, a poseur who’s acted since the
day he was born, even to himself.’ He threw the file down in disgust. ‘He
doesn’t even know what real soldiering is.’

‘What’s more to the point at the moment, or so it seems to me,” Ritter
Neumann put in, ‘he’s never jumped out of an aeroplane in his life.’

Radl took out one of his Russian cigarettes and Neumann lit it for him.
‘I wonder, Kurt, whether you’re letting your emotions run away with
you in this matter.’

‘All right,” Steiner said. ‘So my American half hates his lousy guts
because he’s a traitor and a turncoat and my German half isn’t too keen
on him either.” He shook his head in exasperation. ‘Look, Max, have you
any idea what jump training is like?”” He turned to Neumann. ‘Tell him,
Ritter.’

‘Six jumps go into the paratrooper’s qualification badge and after that,
never less than six a year if he wants to keep it,’ Neumann said. ‘And that
applies to everyone from private to general officer. Jump pay is sixty-five
to one hundred and twenty Reichsmarks per month, according to rank.’

‘So?’ Radl said.

“To earn it you train on the ground for two months, make your first
jump alone from six hundred feet. After that, five jumps in groups and in
varying light conditions, including darkness, bringing the altitude down
all the time and then the grand finale. Nine plane-loads dropping
together in battle conditions at under four hundred feet.’

‘Very impressive,” Radl said. ‘On the other hand, Preston has to jump
only once, admittedly at night, but to a large and very lonely beach. A
perfect dropping zone as you have admitted yourselves. I would have
thought it not beyond the bounds of possibility to train him sufficiently
for that single occasion.’

Neumann turned in despair to Steiner. ‘What more can I say?’

‘Nothing,” Radl said, ‘because he goes. He goes because the
Reichsfiihrer thinks it a good idea.’

‘For God’s sake,’ Steiner said. ‘It’s impossible, Max, can’t you see that ?’

‘I'm returning to Berlin in the morning.’ Radl replied. ‘Come with me
and tell him yourself if that’s how you feel. Or would you rather not?

Steiner’s face was pale. ‘Damn you to hell, Max, you know I can’t and
you know why.” For a moment he seemed to have difficulty in speaking.
‘My father — he’s all right? You’ve seen him?’

‘No,” Radl said, ‘But the Reichsfiihrer instructed me to tell you that
you have his personal assurance in this matter.’
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staggering into the barn entrance again.

When he turned, Devlin was reaching for him, no longer smiling, the
white killing face on him now. ‘All right, Arthur. Let’s get it over with.
I’m hungry.’

Seymour tried to rush him again and Devlin circled, driving him
across the yard, giving him neither quarter nor peace, evading his great
swinging punches with ease, driving his knuckles into the face again and
again until it was a mask of blood.

There was an old zinc water trough near the back door and Devlin
pushed him towards it relentlessly. ‘And now you will listen to me, you
bastard! he said. “Touch that girl again, harm her in any way and I'll
take the shears to you myself. Do you understand me?’ He punched
under the ribs again and Seymour groaned, his hands coming down.
‘And in future, if you are in a room and I enter, you get up and walk out.
Do you understand that too?

His right connected twice with the unprotected jaw and Seymour fell
across the trough and rolled on to his back.

Devlin dropped to his knees and pushed his face into the rain-water in
the trough. He surfaced for air to find Molly crouched beside him, and
Father Vereker bending over Seymour. ‘My God, Devlin, you might
have killed him,’ the priest said.

‘Not that one,” Devlin said. ‘Unfortunately.’

As if anxious to prove him right, Seymour groaned and tried to sit up.
At the same moment Mrs. Prior came out of the house with a double-
barrelled shotgun in her hands. ‘You get him out of here,’ she told
Vereker. ‘And tell him from me, when his brains are unscrambled, that
if he comes back here bothering my girl again, I’ll shoot him like a dog
and answer for it.’

Laker Armsby dipped an old enamel bucket into the trough and
emptied it over Seymour. ‘There you go, Arthur,’ he said cheerfully.
‘First bath you’ve had since Michaelmas, I dare say.’

Seymour groaned and grabbed for the trough to pull himself up.
Father Vereker said, ‘Help me, Laker,” and they took him between them
across to the Morris.

Quite suddenly, the earth moved for Devlin, like the sea turning over.
He closed his eyes. He was aware of Molly’s cry of alarm, her strong,
young shoulder under his arm and then her mother was on the other side
of him and they were walking him towards the house between them.

He surfaced to find himself in the kitchen chair by the fire, his face
against Molly’s breasts, while she held a damp cloth to his forehead. ‘You
can let me go now, I'm fine,” he told her.

She looked down at him, face anxious. ‘God, but I thought he’d split












THE EAGLE HAS LANDED 357

Steiner said, ‘I'd better claim that honour, mainly because I’ve things
to do elsewhere.’

Ritter helped him into the harness, then Brandt and four others got on
the other end of the rope and hauled him up to the loft. He paused on the
edge for a moment or so, Ritter signalled and Steiner swung out into
space. The other end of the rope went up, taking three of the men with
it, but Brandt and Sergeant Sturm hung on, cursing. Steiner hit the dirt,
rolled over in a perfect fall and sprang to his feet.

‘All right,” he told Ritter. ‘Usual stick formation. I've time to see
everyone do it once. Then I must go.’

He moved to the rear of the group and lit a cigarette as Neumann
buckled himself into the harness. From the back of the barn it looked
reasonably hair-raising as the Oberleutnant was hoisted up to the loft,
but there was a roar of laughter when Ritter made a mess of his landing
and ended up flat on his back.

‘See?’ Private Klugl said to Werner Briegel. “That’s what riding those
damn torpedoes does for you. The Herr Leutnant’s forgotten everything
he ever knew.’

Brandt went next and Steiner observed Preston closely. The
Englishman was very pale, sweat on his face — obviously terrified. The
group worked through with varying success, the men on the end of the
rope in one unfortunate lapse mistaking the signal and leaving go at the
wrong moment so that Private Hagl descended the full fifteen feet under
his own power with all the grace of a sack of potatoes. But he picked
himself up, none the worse for his experience.

Finally, it was Preston’s turn. The good humour faded abruptly.

Steiner nodded to Brandt. ‘Up with him.’

The five men on the end of the rope hauled with a will and Preston
shot up, banging against the loft on the way, finishing just below the roof.
They lowered him till he stood on the edge, gazing down at them wildly.

‘All right, English,” Brandt called. ‘Remember what I told you. Jump
when I signal’

He turned to instruct the men on the rope, and there was a cry of
alarm from Briegel as Preston simply fell forward into space. Ritter
Neumann jumped for the rope. Preston came to rest three feet above the
ground, swinging like a pendulum, arms hanging at his side, head down.

Brandt put a hand under the chin and looked into the Englishman’s
face. ‘He’s fainted.’

‘So it would appear,’ Steiner said.

‘What do we do with him, Herr Oberst?’ Ritter Neumann demanded.

‘Bring him round,” Steiner said calmly. “Then put him up again. As
many times as it takes until he can do it satisfactorily — or breaks a leg.’
He saluted. ‘Carry on, please,” turned and went out.
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Operations thought it was a good idea.’

‘Don’t you?’ she said.

He seemed to evade the question. ‘During the past nine months, men
from the Twenty-first have raided across the Channel on no fewer than
fourteen separate occasions.’

‘But that’s incredible.’

‘Which includes’, he carried on, ‘the destruction of an empty lighthouse
in Normandy and several landings on uninhabited French islands.’

‘You don’t think much of him, it seems?’

‘The great American public certainly does. Three months ago some
war reporter, in London and short of a story, heard how Shafto had
captured the crew of a lightship off the Belgian coast. There were six of
them and as they happened to be German soldiers, it looked pretty good,
especially the photos of the landing craft coming into Dover in the grey
dawn, Shafto and his boys, one helmet strap dangling, the prisoners
looking suitably cowed. Straight off Stage Ten at MGM.’ He shook his
head. ‘How the folks back home bought that one. Shafto’s Raiders. Life,
Colliers, Saturday Evening Post. You name it, he was in there someplace.
The people’s hero. Two DSCs, Silver Star with Oak Leaf clusters.
Everything but the Congressional Medal of Honour and he’ll have that
before he’s through, even if he has to kill the lot of us doing it.’

She said stiffly, ‘Why did you join this unit, Major Kane

‘Stuck behind a desk,” he said. “That about sums it up. Guess I'd have
done just about anything to get out — and did.’

‘So you weren’t on any of the raids you mention?’

‘No, ma’am.’

‘Then I suggest you think twice in future before dismissing so lightly
the actions of a brave man, especially from the vantage point of a desk.’

He pulled into the side of the road and braked to a halt. He turned to
her, smiling cheerfully. ‘Heh, I like that. Mind if I write it down to use
in that great novel we journalists are always going to write?’

‘Damn you, Harry Kane.’

She raised a hand as if to strike him, and he pulled out a pack of
Camels and shook one out. ‘Have a cigarette instead. Soothes the nerves.’

She took it and the light which followed and inhaled deeply, staring
out over the salt marsh towards the sea. ‘Sorry, I suppose I am reacting
too strongly, but this war has become very personal for me.’

‘Your brother?’

‘Not only that. My job. When I was on duty yesterday afternoon, I got
a fighter pilot on the RT. Badly shot up in a dogfight over the North Sea.
His Hurricane was on fire and he was trapped in the cockpit. He
screamed all the way down.’
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‘All right. You all know where you’re going. Every stick, every stone
of it, which has been the object of the exercise for the past few weeks.
What you don’t know is what we’re supposed to do when we get there.’

He paused, glancing at each face in turn, tense, expectant. Even
Preston, who, after all, had known for some time, seemed caught by the
drama of the occasion.

So Steiner told them.

Peter Gericke could hear the roar from as far away as the hangar.

‘Now what’s happening, for God’s sake?” Bohmler said.

‘Don’t ask me, Gericke replied sourly. ‘Nobody tells me anything
around here.’ The bitterness suddenly overflowed. ‘If we’re good enough
to risk our necks flying the sods in, you’d think we might at least be told
what it’s all about.’

‘Ifit’s as important as that,” Bohmler said, ‘I'm not sure I want to know.
I’m going to check the Lichtenstein set.’

He climbed into the plane and Gericke lit a cigarette and moved a
little further away, looking the Dakota over again. Sergeant Witt had
done a lovely job on the RAF roundels. He turned and saw the field car
moving across the airstrip towards him, Ritter Neumann at the wheel,
Steiner beside him, Radl in the rear. It braked to a halt a yard or two
away. No one got out.

Steiner said, ‘You don’t look too pleased with life, Peter.’

‘Why should I?” Gericke said. ‘A whole month I’'ve spent in this dump,
worked all the hours God sends on that plane in there and for what?’ His
gesture took in the mist, the rain, the entire sky. ‘In this kind of shit I’ll
never even get off the ground.’

‘Oh, we have every confidence that a man of your very special calibre
will be able to accomplish that.’

They started to get out of the field wagon and Ritter particularly was
having the greatest difficulty in holding back his laughter. ‘Look, what’s
going on here? Gericke said truculently. ‘What’s it all about ?’

‘Why, it’s really quite simple, you poor, miserable, hard-done-to son
of a bitch,” Radl said. ‘I have the honour to inform you that you have just
been awarded the Knight’s Cross.”

Gericke stared at him, open-mouthed and Steiner said gently, ‘So, you
see, my dear Peter, you get your weekend at Karinhall after all.’

Koenig leaned over the chart table with Steiner and Radl and Chief
Petty Officer Muller stood at a respectful distance, but missing nothing.

The young lieutenant said, ‘Four months ago a British armed trawler
was torpedoed off the Hebrides by a U-boat under the command of Horst
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“Thank you, Wanderer. Estimated time of arrival, six minutes.’

Devlin shoved the S-phone into Joanna Grey’s hand. ‘Hang on to that
while I lay out the markers.’

Inside his rucksack he had a dozen cycle lamps. He hurried along the
beach, putting them down at intervals of fifteen yards in a line following
the direction of the wind, switching each one on. Then he turned and
went back in a parallel line at a distance of twenty yards.

When he rejoined Joanna Grey he was slightly breathless. He took out
a large and powerful spotlight and ran a hand over his forehead to wipe
sweat from his eyes.

‘Oh, this damn fog.’ she said. ‘They’ll never see us. I know they won’t.’

It was the first time he’d seen her crack in any way and he put a hand
on her arm. ‘Be still, girl.’

Faintly, in the distance, there was the rumble of engines.

The Dakota was down to a thousand feet and descending through
intermittent fog. Gericke said over his shoulder, ‘One pass, that’s all I’ll
get, so make it good.’

‘We will,” Steiner told him.

‘Luck, Herr Oberst. I've got a bottle of Dom Perignon back there at
Landsvoort on ice, remember. We’ll drink it together, Sunday morning.’

Steiner clapped him on the shoulder and went out. He nodded
to Ritter who gave the order. Everyone stood and clipped his static
line to the anchor cable. Brandt slid back the Exit door and as fog and
cold air billowed in, Steiner moved down the line checking each man
personally.

Gericke went in very low, so low that Bohmler could see the white of
waves breaking in the gloom. Ahead was only fog and more darkness.
‘Come on!” Bohmler whispered, hammering his clenched fist on his knee.
‘Come on, damn you!

As if some unseen power had decided to take a hand, a sudden gust of
wind tore a hole in the grey curtain and revealed Devlin’s parallel lines
of cycle lamps, clear in the night, a little to starboard.

Gericke nodded. Bohmler pressed the switch and the red light in the
cabin flashed above Steiner’s head. ‘Ready! he cried.

Gericke banked to starboard, throttled back until his airspeed indicator
stood at a hundred and made his pass along the beach at three hundred
and fifty feet. The green light flashed, Ritter Neumann jumped into
darkness, Brandt followed, the rest of the men tumbled after them.
Steiner could feel the wind on his face, smell the salt tang of the sea and
waited for Preston to falter. The Englishman stepped into space without
a second’s hesitation. It was a good omen. Steiner clipped on to the
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intermittent fog. The Dutch coast couldn’t be far away. There were ships
down there, at least two. A line of tracer arched up towards him. Some
bloody E-boat showing it had teeth. It was really very funny.

He tried to move in his seat and found that his left foot was trapped by
a piece of twisted fuselage. Not that it mattered, for by now he was too
far down to jump. He was only three hundred feet above the sea, aware
of the E-boat to starboard racing him like a greyhound, firing with
everything it had got, cannon shells ripping into the Dakota.

‘Bastards!” Gericke shouted. ‘Stupid bastards” He laughed weakly
again and said softly, as if Bohmler was still there on his left. “‘Who in the
hell am I supposed to be fighting, anyway ?’

Quite suddenly, the smoke was torn away in a violent crosswind and
he saw the sea no more than a hundred feet below and coming up to meet
him fast.

At that moment he became a great pilot for the only time in his life
when it really mattered. Every instinct for survival surged up to give
him new strength. He pulled on the column and in spite of the agony in
his left arm throttled back and dropped what was left of his flaps.

The Dakota almost stalled, the tail started to fall. He gave a final burst
of power to straighten her up as she dropped into the waves and pulled
hard on the column again. She bounced three times, skimming the water
like a gigantic surfboard and came to a halt, the burning engine hissing
angrily as a wave slopped across it.

Gericke sat there for a moment. Everything wrong, nothing by the
book and yet he had done it and against every conceivable odds. There
was water around his ankles. He tried to get up, but his left foot was
securely held. He pulled the fire axe on his right from its holding clip and
smashed at the crumpled fuselage, and his foot, breaking the ankle in the
_process. By then he was beyond reason.

It came as no surprise to find himself standing, the foot free. He got the
hatch open — no trouble at all, and fell out into the water, bumping
against the wing clumsily, pulling at the quick release ring on his life-
jacket. It inflated satisfactorily and he kicked out at the wing, pushing
himself away as the Dakota started to go under.

When the E-boat arrived behind him he didn’t even bother to turn,
but floated there watching the Dakota slide under the surface.

‘You did all right, old girl. All right,” he said.

A rope splashed into the water beside him and someone called in
English with a heavy German accent, ‘Catch hold, Tommi, and we’ll haul
you in. You’re safe now.’

Gericke turned and looked up at the young German naval lieutenant
and half a dozen sailors who leaned over the rail above him.
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Rogan pushed back his chair and went to the window. He flexed the
fingers of both hands, full of tension. ‘Right, you bastard,” he said softly.
‘Let’s see if you're as good as they say you are.’

It was just before noon Philip Vereker opened the door at the end of the
presbytery hall under the back stairs and went down to the cellar. His
foot was giving him hell and he had hardly slept at all during the night.
That was his own fault. The doctor had offered a plentiful supply of
morphine tablets, but Vereker had a morbid fear of becoming addicted.

So he suffered. At least Pamela was coming for the weekend. She’d
telephoned early that morning, not only to confirm it, but to tell him that
Harry Kane had offered to pick her up from Pangbourne. At least it
saved Vereker a gallon of petrol, and that was something. And he liked
Kane. Had done instinctively, which was rare for him. It was nice to see
Pamela taking an interest in someone at last.

A large torch hung from a nail at the bottom of the cellar steps.
Vereker took it down, then opened an ancient, black, oak cupboard
opposite, stepped inside and closed the door. He switched on the torch,
felt for a hidden catch and the back of the cupboard swung open to
reveal a long, dark tunnel with Norfolk flint walls that glistened with
moisture.

It was one of the finest remaining examples of such a structure in the
country, a priest’s tunnel linking the presbytery with the church, a relic
of the days of Roman Catholic persecution under Elizabeth Tudor. The
secret of it was handed on from one incumbent to the next. From
Vereker’s point of view it was simply a very great convenience.

At the end of the tunnel, he mounted a flight of stone steps and paused
in surprise, listening carefully. Yes, there could be no mistake. Someone
was playing the organ, and very well indeed. He went up the rest of the
stairs, opened the door at the top (which was in fact a section of the oak-
panelled wall in the sacristy), closed it behind him, opened the other door
and moved into the church.

When Vereker went up the aisle he saw to his astonishment that a
paratrooper sergeant in camouflaged jump jacket was sitting at the
organ, his red beret on the seat beside him. He was playing a Bach choral
prelude, one highly appropriate to the season, for it was usually sung to
the old Advent hymn Gottes Sohn ist kommen.

Hans Altmann was thoroughly enjoying himself. A superb instrument,
a lovely church. Then he glanced up and in the organist’s mirror saw
Vereker at the bottom of the chancel steps. He stopped playing abruptly
and turned.

‘I'msorry, Father, but I just couldn’t help myself.” He spread his hands.
‘One doesn’t often get the chance in my — my present occupation.” His
























426 THE EAGLE HAS LANDED

Steiner, who had been sitting in the jeep examining the wheel with
interest, turned to watch Brandt correcting young Jansen’s technique in
the prone firing position. Higher up the stream above the weir, Father
Vereker and the two children also watched. George Wilde’s son, Graham,
was eleven and considerably excited by the activities of the paratroops.

‘What are they doing now, Father?” he asked Vereker.

‘Well, Graham, it’s a question of having the elbows in the right
position,” Vereker said. ‘Otherwise he won’t be able to get a steady aim.
See, now he’s demonstrating the leopard crawl.’

Susan Turner was bored with the entire proceedings and, hardly
surprising in a five-year-old girl, was more interested in the wooden doll
her grandfather had made for her the evening before. She was a pretty,
fair-haired child, an evacuee from Birmingham. Her grandparents, Ted
and Agnes Turner, ran the village Post Office and general store and
small telephone exchange. She’d been with them for a year now.

She crossed to the other side of the footbridge, ducked under the rail
and squatted at the edge. The floodwaters rushed past not more than two
feet below, brown and foam-flecked. She dangled the doll by one of its
movable arms just above the surface, chuckling as water splashed across
its feet. She leaned still lower, clutching the rail above her head, dipping
the doll’s legs right into the water now. The rail snapped and with a
scream she went head first into the water.

Vereker and the boy turned in time to see her disappear. Before the
priest could move she was swept under the bridge. Graham, more by
instinct than courage, jumped in after her. At that point the water was
usually no more than a couple of feet deep. During the summer he had
fished there for tadpoles. But now all was changed. He grabbed the tail
of Susan’s coat and hung on tight. His feet were scrabbling for the
bottom, but there was no bottom and he cried out in fear as the current
swept them towards the weir above the bridge.

Vereker, frozen with horror, had not uttered a sound, but Graham’s
cry alerted Steiner and his men instantly. As they all turned to see what
the trouble was the two children went over the edge of the weir and slid
down the concrete apron into the mill pool.

Sergeant Sturm was on his feet and running for the edge of the pool,
tearing off his equipment. He had no time to unzip his jump jacket. The
children, with Graham still hanging on to Susan, were being carried
relentlessly by the current into the path of the water wheel.

Sturm plunged in without hesitation and struck out towards them. He
grabbed Graham by the arm. Brandt plunged waist deep into the water
behind him. As Sturm pulled Graham in, the boy’s head dipped
momentarily under the water. He panicked, kicking and struggling,
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releasing his grip on the girl. Sturm swung him round in an arc so that
Brandt could catch hold of him, then plunged on after Susan.

She had been saved by the enormous force of the current, which had
kept her on the surface. She was screaming as Sturm’s hand fastened on
her coat. He pulled her into his arms and tried to stand. But he went right
under and when he surfaced again, he felt himself being drawn
inexorably into the path of the water wheel.

He was aware of a cry above the roaring, turned and saw that his
comrades on the bank had the boy, that Brandt was back in the water
again and pushing towards him. Walter Sturm summoned up everything
he had, every ounce of strength and hurled the child bodily through the
air to the safety of Brandt’s arms. A moment later and the current took
him in a giant hand and swept him in. The wheel thundered down and
he went under.

George Wilde had gone into the pub to get a bucket of water to swill the
front step. He came out again in time to see the children go over the weir.
He dropped the bucket, called out to his wife and ran across the road to
the bridge. Harvey Preston and his section, who had also witnessed the
mishap, followed.

Except for being soaked to the skin, Graham Wilde seemed none the
worse for his experience. The same held true for Susan, though she was
crying hysterically. Brandt thrust the child into George Wilde’s arms
and ran along the bank to join Steiner and the others, searching beyond
the water wheel for Sturm. Suddenly he floated to the surface in calm
water. Brandt plunged in and reached for him.

Except for a slight bruise on the forehead there wasn’t a mark on him,
but his eyes were closed, his lips slightly parted. Brandt waded out of the
water holding him in his arms, and everyone seemed to arrive at once.
Vereker, then Harvey Preston and his men and finally, Mrs. Wilde, who
took Susan from her husband.

‘Is he all right? Vereker demanded.

Brandt ripped the front of the jump jacket open and got a hand inside
the blouse, feeling for the heart. He touched the small bruise on the
forehead and the skin was immediately suffused with blood, the flesh and
bone soft as jelly. In spite of this Brandt remained sufficiently in control
to remember where he was.

He looked up at Steiner and said in fair English, ‘P'm sorry, sir, but his
skull is crushed.’

For a moment, the only sound was the mill wheel’s eerie creaking. It
was Graham Wilde who broke the silence, saying loudly, ‘Look at his
uniform, Dad. Is that what the Poles wear?’
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repair man. When the child is suitably changed, send her and her
grandmother up to the church. Keep Turner himself on the switchboard.
If there are any incoming calls, he’s to say that whoever they want isn’t
in or something like that. It should do for the moment. Now get to it and
try not to be melodramatic about it.’

Preston turned to Betty Wilde. Susan had stopped crying and he held
out his hands and said with a dazzling smile. ‘Come on, beautiful, I'll give
you a piggyback.” The child responded instinctively with a delighted
smile. “This way, Mrs. Wilde, if you’d be so kind.’

Betty Wilde, after a desperate glance at her husband, went after him,
holding her son by the hand. The rest of Preston’s section, Dinter, Meyer,
Riedel and Berg followed a yard or two behind.

Wilde said hoarsely, ‘If anything happens to my wife . . .’

Steiner ignored him. He said to Brande, ‘Take Father Vereker and
Mr. Wilde up to the church and hold them there. Becker and Jansen can
go with you. Hagl, you come with me.’

Ritter Neumann and his section had arrived at the bridge. Preston
had just reached them and was obviously telling the Oberleutnant what
had happened.

Philip Vereker said, ‘Colonel, I've a good mind to call your bluff. If I
walk off now you can’t afford to shoot me out of hand. You’ll arouse the
whole village.’

Steiner turned to face him. ‘There are sixteen houses or cottages in
Studley Constable, Father. Forty-seven people in all and most of the men
aren’t even here. They are working on any one of a dozen farms within
a radius of five miles from here. Apart from that...” He turned to
Brandt. ‘Give him a demonstration.’

Brandt took Corporal Becker’s Mk IIS Sten from him, turned and
fired from the hip, spraying the surface of the mill pool. Fountains of
water spurted high into the air, but the only sound was the metallic
chattering as the bolt reciprocated.

‘Remarkable, you must admit,” Steiner said. ‘And a British invention.
But there’s an even surer way, Father. Brandt puts a knife under your
ribs in just the right way to kill you instantly and without a sound. He
knows how, believe me. He’s done it many times. Then we walk you to
the jeep between us, set you up in the passenger seat and drive off with
you. Is that ruthless enough for you?

‘It will do to be going on with, I fancy,” Vereker said.

‘Excellent.” Steiner nodded to Brandt. ‘Get going, I'll be up in a few
minutes.’

He turned and hurried towards the bridge, walking very fast so that
Hagl had to trot to keep up with him. Ritter came to meet them. ‘Not so
























THE EAGLE HAS LANDED 437

‘You'll have to keep an eye out for her as well, then,” Steiner said.

‘Have you seen Mrs. Grey”’

‘I'm afraid not.” Steiner explained what had happened. ‘I made a bad
mistake there. I should have allowed you to go and see her when you
suggested it. I can only hope she returns soon.’

‘Perhaps she’s gone to see Devlin?

‘That’s a point. Worth checking on. We’ll have to let him know what’s
happening anyway.” He slapped the swagger stick agains his palm.

There was a crash of breaking glass and a chair came through the
window of Turner’s shop. Steiner and Ritter Neumann drew their
Brownings and ran across the road.

For most of the day Arthur Seymour had been felling the trees of a small
plantation on a farm to the east of Studley Constable. He sold the logs to
his own benefit in and around the village: Mrs. Turner had given him an
order only that morning. When he was finished at the plantation, he
filled a couple of sacks, put them on his handcart and went down to the
village across the field tracks, coming into the yard at the back of the
Turner’s shop from the rear.

He kicked open the kitchen door without knocking and walked in, a
sack of logs on his shoulder - and came face to face with Dinter and Berg
who were sitting on the edge of the table drinking coffee. If anything
they were more surprised than Seymour.

‘Here, what’s going on?’ he demanded.

Dinter, who had his Sten slung across his chest, moved it on target and
Berg picked up his M1. At the same moment Harvey Preston appeared
in the door. He stood there, hands on hips, looking Seymour over. ‘My
God,” he said. “The original walking ape.’

Something stirred in Seymour’s dark mad eyes. ‘You watch your
mouth, soldier boy.’

‘It can talk as well,” Preston said. ‘Wonders will never cease. All right,
put him with the others.’

He turned to go back into the exchange and Seymour tossed the sack
of logs at Dinter and Berg and jumped on him, one arm clamping around
Preston’s throat, a knee in his back. He snarled like an animal. Berg got
to his feet and slammed the butt of his M1 into Seymour’s kidneys. The
big man cried out in pain, released his hold on Preston and launched
himself at Berg with such force that they went through the open door
behind into the shop, a display cabinet collapsing beneath them.

Berg lost his rifle but managed to get to his feet and back away.
Seymour advanced on him, sweeping the counter clear of the pyramids
of tinned goods and packages, growling deep in his throat. Berg picked
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to Joanna’s only she’s one of them. She shot me and I - I locked her in the
cellar.’ She frowned, trying hard. “Then I took her car and came here.’

There was a sudden release that was almost physical in its intensity. It
was as if she had been holding herself together by willpower alone and
now it didn’t matter. She lay back against the pillow and closed her eyes.
Kane said, ‘But how did you get away from the church, Pamela?

She opened her eyes and stared at him, dazed, uncomprehending. ‘The
church? Oh, the - the usual way.” Her voice was the merest whisper.
‘And then I went to Joanna’s and she shot me.” She closed her eyes again.
‘I’'m so tired, Harry.’

Kane stood up and Shafto led the way back into the other room. He
adjusted his sidecap in the mirror. ‘Well, what do you think? That Grey
woman for a start. She must be the great original bitch of all time.’

‘Who have we notified? The War Office and GOC East Anglia for a
startand ...

Shafto cut right in. ‘Have you any idea how long I'd be on the phone
while those chair-bound bastards at Staff try to decide whether I've got
it right or not?” He slammed a fist down on the table. ‘No, by Godfrey.
I’'m going to nail these Krauts myself, here and now, and I’'ve got the men
to do it. Action this day!” He laughed harshly. ‘Churchill’s personal
motto. I'd say that’s rather appropriate.’

Kane saw it all then. To Shafto it must have seemed like a dispensation
from the gods themselves. Not only the salvaging of his career, but the
making of it. The man who had saved Churchill. A feat of arms that
would take its place in the history books. Let the Pentagon try to keep
that general’s star from him after this and there would be rioting in the
streets.

‘Look, sir,” Kane said stubbornly. ‘If what Pamela said is true, this
must be just about the hottest potato of all time. If I might respectfully
suggest, the British War Office won’t take too kindly ..

Shafto’s fist slammed down on the desk again. ‘What’s got into you?
Maybe those Gestapo boys did a better job than they knew?’ He turned
to the window restlessly, then swung back as quickly, smiling like a
contrite schoolboy. ‘Sorry, Harry, that was uncalled for. You're right, of
course.’

‘Okays, sir, what do we do?’

Shafto looked at his watch. ‘Four-fifteen. That means the Prime
Minister must be getting close. We know the road he’s coming on. I think
it might be a good idea if you took a jeep and headed him off. From what
the girl said you should be able to catch him this side of Walsingham.’

‘I agree, sir. At least we can offer him one hundred and ten per cent
security here.’
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ring from California to Maine. Now get ready to move out.’

There was an instant burst of activity as engines roared into life.
Shafto went down the steps and said to Mallory, ‘Make sure they go over
those maps on the way. No time for any fancy briefing when we get
there.” Mallory hurried away and Shafto turned to Chalmers. ‘Hold the
fort, boy, until Major Kane gets back.” He slapped him on the shoulder.
‘Don’t look too disappointed. He’ll have Mr. Churchill with him. You see
he gets the hospitality of the house.” He jumped into the lead jeep and
nodded to the driver. ‘Okay, son, let’s move out.’

They roared down the drive, the sentries on the massive front gate had
got it open fast and the convoy turned into the road. A couple of hundred
yards farther on, Shafto waved them to a halt and told his driver to pull
in close to the nearest telephone pole. He turned to Sergeant Hustler in
the rear seat. ‘Give me that Thompson gun.’

___Hustler handed it over. Shafto cocked it, took aim and sprayed the top
of the pole, reducing the crossbars to matchwood. The telephone lines
parted, springing wildly through the air.

Shafto handed the Thompson back to Hustler. ‘I guess that takes care
of any unauthorised phone calls for a while.” He slapped the side of the
vehicle. ‘Okay, let’s go, let’s go, let’s go?

Garvey handled the jeep like a man possessed, roaring along the narrow
country lanes at the kind of speed which assumed that nothing was
coming the other way. Even then, they almost missed their target, for as
they drove along the final stretch to join the Walsingham road, the small
convoy flashed past at the end of the lane. Two military policemen on
motor-cycles leading the way, two Humber saloon cars, two more
policemen bringing up the rear.

‘I’s him! Kane cried.

The jeep skidded into the main road, Garvey rammed his foot down
hard. It was only a matter of moments before they caught up the convoy.
As they roared up behind, the two military policemen at the rear glanced
over their shoulders. One waved them back.

Kane said, ‘Sergeant, pull out and overtake and if you can’t stop them
any other way you have my permission to ram that front car.’

Dexter Garvey grinned. ‘Major, I'm going to tell you something. If
this goes wrong we’ll end up in that Leavenworth stockade so fast you
won’t know which day it is.’

He swerved out to the right past the motor-cyclists and pulled
alongside the rear Humber. Kane couldn’t see much of the man in the
back seat because the side curtains were pulled forward just sufficiently
to ensure privacy. The driver, who was in dark blue chauffeur’s uniform,
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thing you can do about it except run while you have the chance’

He released her and said wryly. ‘Sure and it would be the sensible
thing to do, but I was never one for that.’

He pulled on his cap and goggles, his trenchcoat, and belted it around
his waist. He crossed to the fireplace and felt under a pile of old
newspapers behind the log basket. There were two hand grenades there
which Ritter Neumann had given him. He primed them and placed
them carefully inside the front flap of his trenchcoat. He put the Mauser
into his right pocket and lengthened the sling to his Sten, suspending it
around his neck almost to waist level so that he could fire it one-handed
if necessary.

Molly said, ‘What are you going to do?

‘Into the valley of death, Molly, my love, rode the six hundred and all
that sort of good old British rubbish.” He poured himself a glass of
Bushmills and saw the look of amazement on her face. ‘Did you think I'd
run for the hills and leave Steiner in the lurch?’ He shook his head. ‘God,
girl, and I thought you knew something about me.’

‘You can’t go up there.” There was panic in her voice now. ‘Liam, you
won’t stand a chance.” She caught hold of him by the arm.

‘Oh, but I must, my pet.” He kissed her on the mouth and pushed her
firmly to one side. He turned at the door. ‘For what it’s worth, I wrote
you a letter. No much, I’'m afraid, but if you’re interested, it’s on the
mantelpiece.’ .

The door banged, she stood there rigid, frozen. Somewhere in another
world the engine roared into life and moved away.

She found the letter and opened it feverishly. It said : Molly, my own true
love. As a great man once said, I have suffered a sea-change and nothing can ever be
the same again. I came to Norfolk to do a job, not to fall in love for the first and last
time in my life with an ugly little peasant girl that should have known better. By now
you’ll know the worst of me, but try not to think it. To leave you is punishment
enough. Let it end there. As they say in Ireland, we knew the two days. Liam.

The words blurred, there were tears in her eyes. She stuffed the letter
into her pocket and stumbled outside. Her horse was at the hitching ring.
She untied him quickly, scrambled up on his back and urged him into a
gallop, beating her clenched fist against his neck. At the end of the dyke
she took him straight across the road, jumped the hedge and galloped for
the village, taking the shortest route across the fields.

Otto Brandt sat on the parapet of the bridge and lit a cigarette as if he
didn’t have a care in the world. ‘So what do we do, run for it?’

‘Where to?’ Ritter looked at his watch. “Twenty to five. It should be
dark by six-thirty at the latest. If we can hang on until then, we could
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purely for effect. He took his time over lighting it, then got out of the jeep
and came forward. He stopped a yard or two away from Ritter and
stood, legs apart, looking him over.

Ritter noted the collar tabs and saluted formally. ‘Colonel.’

Shafto returned the salute. His glance took in the two Iron Crosses, the
Winter War ribbon, the wound badge in silver, the combat badge for
distinguished service in ground battles, the paratrooper’s qualification
badge, and knew that in this fresh-faced young man he was looking on
a hardened veteran.

‘So, no more pretence, Herr Oberleutnant? Where’s Steiner ? Tell him
Colonel Robert E. Shafto, in command Twenty-first Specialist Raiding
Force, would like to speak with him.’

‘I am in charge here, Herr Oberst. You must deal with me.’

Shafto’s eyes took in the barrel of the Bren poking through the
drainage hole in the bridge parapet, swivelled to the Post Office, the first
floor of the Studley Arms where two bedroom windows stood open.
Ritter said politely, ‘Is there anything else, Colonel, or have you seen
enough?

‘What happened to Steiner? Has he run out on you or something?’
Ritter made no reply and Shafto went on, ‘Okay, son, I know how many
men you have under your command and if I have to bring my boys in
here you won’t last ten minutes. Why not be practical and throw in the
towel ”’

‘So sorry,’ Ritter said, ‘But the fact is I left in such a hurry that I forgot
to put one in my overnight bag.’

Shafto tapped ash from his cigar. “Ten minutes, that’s all T'll give you,
then we come in.’

‘And I'll give you two, Colonel,” Ritter said. ‘To get to hell out of here
before my men open fire.’

There was the metallic click of weapons being cocked. Shafto looked
up at the windows and said grimly, ‘Okay, sonny, you asked for it.’

He dropped the cigar, stamped it very deliberately into the ground,
walked back to the jeep and got behind the wheel. As he drove away he
reached for the mike on the field radio. ‘This is Sugar One. Twenty
seconds and counting. Nineteen, eighteen, seventeen . .’

He was passing Joanna Grey’s cottage at twelve, disappeared round
the bend in the road on ten.

She watched him go from the bedroom window, turned and went into
the study. She opened the secret door to the cubbyhole loft, closed it
behind her and locked it. She went upstairs, sat down at the radio, took
the Luger from the drawer and laid it down on the table where she could
reach it quickly. Strange, but now that it had come to this she wasn’t in
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the least afraid. She reached for a bottle of Scotch and as she poured a
large one, firing started outside.

The lead jeep in Shafto’s section roared round the corner into the straight.
There were four men inside and the two in the rear were standing up
working a Browning machine-gun. As they passed the garden of the
cottage next to Joanna Grey’s, Dinter and Berg stood up together, Dinter
supporting the barrel of a Bren gun across his shoulder while Berg did
the firing. He loosed one long continuous burst that knocked the two men
at the Browning off their feet. The jeep bounced over the verge and
rolled over, coming to rest upside down in the stream.

The next jeep in line swerved away wildly, the driver taking it round
in a circle over the grass bank that almost had it into the stream with the
other. Berg swung the barrel of the Bren, continuing to fire in short
bursts, driving one of the jeep’s machine gun crew over the side of the
vehicle and smashing its windscreen before it scrambled round the corner
to safety.

In the rubble of Stalingrad, Dinter and Berg had learned that the
essence of success in such situations was to make your hit, then get out
fast. They exited immediately through a wrought-iron gate in the wall
and worked their way back to the Post Office, using the cover of the back
garden hedges at the rear of the cottages.

Shafto, who had witnessed the entire debacle from a rise in the woods
further down the road, ground his teeth with rage. It had suddenly
become all too obvious that Ritter had let him see exactly what he had
wanted him to see. ‘Why, that little bastard was setting me up,” he said
softly.

The jeep which had just been shot-up pulled in at the side of the road
in front of number three. Its driver had a bad cut on the face. A sergeant
named Thomas was putting a field dressing on it. Shafto shouted down,
‘For Christ’s sake, Sergeant, what are you playing at? There’s a machine-
gun behind the wall of the garden of the second cottage along. Go
forward with three men on foot now and take care of it.’

Krukowski, who waited behind him with the field telephone, winced.
Five minutes ago we were thirteen. Now it’s nine. What in the hell does he think he’s
playing at?

There was heavy firing from the other side of the village. Shafto raised
his fieldglasses, but could see little except for a piece of the road curving
beyond the bridge and the roof of the mill standing up beyond the end
houses. He snapped a finger and Krukowski passed him the phone.
‘Mallory, do you read me?

Mallory answered instantly. ‘Affirmative, Colonel.’
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door at the last moment. The effect had been catastrophic. From behind
the hedges further up the road the Americans poured in a considerable
amount of fire to little effect because of those massive stone walls.

‘I don’t know who’s in charge down there, but he doesn’t know his
business,” Walther observed as he reloaded his M 1.

‘Well, what would you have done?” Brandt asked him, squinting along
the barrel of the Bren as he loosed off a quick burst.

‘There’s the stream, isn’t there? No windows on that side. They should
be moving in from the rear ...

Brandt held up his hand. ‘Everyone stop firing.’

‘Why ?” Walther demanded.

‘Because they have, or hadn’t you noticed ”’

There was a deathly silence and Brandt said softly, ‘I'm not sure I
really believe this, but get ready.’

A moment later, with a rousing battlecry, Mallory and eight or nine
men emerged from shelter and ran for the next ditch, firing from the hip.
In spite of the fact that they were getting covering fire from the
Brownings of the two remaining jeeps on the other side of the hedge, it
was an incredible act of folly.

‘My God?" Brandt said. ‘Where do they think they are? The Somme?’

He put a long, almost leisurely burst into Mallory and killed him
instantly. Three more went down as the Germans all fired at once. One
of them picked himself up and staggered back to the safety of the first
hedge as the survivors retreated.

In the quiet which followed, Brandt reached for a cigarette. ‘I make
that seven. Eight if you count the one who dragged himself back.’

‘Crazy,” Walther said. ‘Suicide. I mean, why are they in such a hurry?
All they have to do is wait.’

Kane and Colonel Corcoran sat in a jeep two hundred yards down the
road from the main gate at Meltham House and looked up at the
shattered telephone pole. ‘Good God!” Corcoran said. ‘It’s really quite
incredible. What on earth was he thinking of?’

Kane could have told him, but refrained. He said, ‘I don’t know,
Colonel. Maybe some notion he had about security. He sure was anxious
to get to grips with those paratroopers.’

A jeep turned out of the main gate and moved towards them. Garvey
was at the wheel and when he braked, his face was serious. ‘We just got
a message in the radio room.’

‘From Shafto?

Garvey shook his head. ‘Krukowski, of all people. He asked for you,
Major, personally. It’s a mess down there. He says they walked right into
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hundred yards west of the church at the top of the hill and the whole
panorama was spread below. Steiner raised his field glasses, took in the
mill and Mallory’s detail in the field beyond. He moved on, noting the
Rangers behind the hedges at the rear of the Post Office and the Studley
Arms and Ritter, young Hagl beside him, pinned down behind the
bridge by the heavy concentration of machine-gun fire from the
Brownings of Shafto’s two remaining jeeps. One of them had been sited
alongside Joanna Grey’s garden wall from where the gun crew were able
to fire over the top and yet remain in good cover. The other employed
the same technique against the wall of the next cottage.

Steiner tried the Grauman again. ‘This is Eagle One. Do you read
me?’

On the first floor of the mill, his voice crackled in the ear of Riedel,
who had just switched on during a lull in the fighting. ‘It’s the Colonel,’
he cried to Brandt and said into the phone. ‘This is Eagle Three, in the
water mill. Where are you?

‘On the hill above the church,’ Steiner said. ‘What is your situation ?

Several bullets passed through the glassless windows and ricocheted
from the wall. ‘Give it to me! Brandt called from his position flat on the
floor behind the Bren.

‘He’s on the hill,’” Riedel said. “Trust Steiner to turn up to pull us out
of the shit.” He crawled along to the loft door above the waterwheel and
kicked it open.

‘Come back here,” Brandt called.

Riedel crouched to peer outside. He laughed excitedly and raised the
Grauman to his mouth. ‘I can see you, Herr Oberst, we'’re . . .

There was a heavy burst of automatic fire from outside, blood and
brains sprayed across the wall as the back of Riedel’s skull disintegrated
and he went head-first out of the loft, still clutching the field phone.

Brandt flung himself across the room and peered over the edge. Riedel
had fallen on top of the waterwheel. It kept on turning, carrying him
with it, down into the churning waters. When it came round again, he
was gone.

On the hill, Werner tapped Steiner on the shoulder. ‘Below, Herr Oberst,
in the wood on the right. Soldiers.’

Steiner swung his field glasses. With the height advantage the hill gave
him it was just possible to see down into one section of the sunken track
through Hawks Wood about half-way along. Sergeant Hustler and his
men were passing through.

Steiner made his decision and acted on it. ‘It seems we’re Fallschirm-
jager again, boys.’
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he could light it, heavy firing started again from outside.

Shafto crouched in the shelter of the wall in Joanna Grey’s front garden,
stunned by the enormity of the news one of the survivors of Hustler’s
section had just brought him. The catastrophe seemed complete. In little
over half-an-hour he had lost at least twenty-two men dead or wounded.
More than half his command. The consequences now were too appalling
to contemplate.

Krukowski, crouching behind him with the field telephone, said,
‘What are you going to do, Colonel

‘What do you mean, what am / going to do?’ Shafto demanded. ‘It’s
always me when it comes right down to it. Leave things to other people,
people with no conception of discipline or duty, and see what happens.’

He slumped against the wall and looked up. At that exact moment
Joanna Grey peered from behind the bedroom curtain. She drew back
instantly, too late. Shafto growled deep in his throat. ‘My God,
Krukowski, that Goddamned, double-dealing bitch is still in the house.’

He pointed up at the window as he scrambled to his feet. Krukowski
said, ‘I can’t see anyone, sir.’

‘You soon will, boy!” Shafto cried, drawing his pearl-handled Colt.
‘Come on!” and he ran up the path to the front door.

Joanna Grey locked the secret door and went up the stairs quickly to the
cubbyhole loft. She sat down at the radio and started to transmit on the
Landsvoort channel. She could hear noise downstairs. Doors were flung
open and furniture knocked over as Shafto ransacked the house. He was
very close now, stamping about in the study. She heard his cry of rage
quite clearly as he went out on the stairs.

‘She’s got to be in here someplace.’

A voice echoed up the stairs. ‘Heh, Colonel, there was this dog locked
in the cellar. He’s on his way up to you now like a bat out of hell.’

Joanna Grey reached for the Luger and cocked it, continuing to
transmit without faltering. On the landing, Shafto stood to one side as
Patch scurried past him. He followed the retriever into the study and
found him scratching at the panelling in the corner.

Shafto examined it quickly and found the tiny keyhole almost at once.
‘She’s here, Krukowski!” There was a savage, almost insane joy in his
voice. ‘I’ve got her?

He fired three shots point blank in the general area of the keyhole. The
wood splintered as the lock disintegrated and the door swung open of its
own accord, just as Krukowski entered the room, his M1 ready.
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halt behind the bridge where Steiner still crouched with the machine-
un.

¢ Steiner didn’t say a word. He simply stood up, holding the Browning
in both hands and emptied it in a long burst of such savagery that it sent
Corporal Bleeker diving for cover behind the garden wall. In the same
moment, Steiner tossed the Browning to one side and swung a leg over
the pillion. Devlin gunned the motor, swerved across the bridge and
went straight up the hill as the White Scout Car nosed round the corner
of Joanna Grey’s cottage. Harry Kane stood to watch them go.

‘And what in the hell was that?” Garvey demanded.

Corporal Bleeker fell out of his jeep and stumbled towards them, blood
on his face. ‘Is there a medic there, sir? I think maybe I lost my right eye.
I can’t see a thing.’

Someone jumped down to hold him and Kane surveyed the shambles
of the village. “The crazy, stupid bastard,” he whispered.

Krukowski came out of the front gate and saluted. ‘Where’s the
Colonel?”” Kane asked.

‘Dead, sir, upstairs in the house. The lady in there — she shot him.’

Kane got down in a hurry. ‘Where is she?

‘T - I killed her, Major,” Krukowski said, and there were tears in his
eyes.

Kane couldn’t think of a single damn thing to say. He patted
Krukowski on the shoulder and went up the path to the cottage.

At the top of the hill, Ritter and his two comrades were still firing from
behind the wall at the Rangers in the wood when Devlin and Steiner
arrived on the scene. The Irishman changed gear, got his foot down and
let the bike drift, turning at just the right moment for a clear run through
the lychgate and up the path to the porch. Ritter, Altmann and Werner
retreated steadily using the tombstones for cover and finally made the
safety of the porch without further casualties.

Corporal Becker had the door open, they all passed inside and he
slammed it shut and bolted it. The firing resumed outside with renewed
intensity. The villagers huddled together, tense and anxious. Philip
Vereker limped down the aisle to confront Devlin, his face white with
anger. ‘Another damned traitor?’

Devlin grinned. ‘Ah, well,” he said. ‘It’s nice to be back amongst
friends.’

In the mill everything was quiet. ‘I don’t like it,” Walther commented.
‘You never do,” Brandt said and frowned. ‘What’s that?
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hysterically as they rushed past. Betty Wilde came last with Graham and
Ritter Neumann supported her husband, who looked dazed and ill.
Garvey hurried back up the path and got an arm round him and Betty
Wilde reached for Graham’s hand and turned to Ritter.

‘He’ll be all right, Mrs. Wilde,” the young Oberleutnant said. ‘I'm
sorry about what happened in there, believe me.’

“That’s all right,” she said. ‘It wasn’t your fault. Would you do
something for me? Would you tell me your name?

‘Neumann,’ he said. ‘Ritter Neumann.’

‘Thank you,’ she said simply. ‘I’'m sorry I said the things I did.” She
turned to Steiner. ‘And I want to thank you and your men for Graham.’

‘He’s a brave boy,’ Steiner said. ‘He didn’t even hesitate. He jumped
straight in. That takes courage and courage is something that never goes
out of fashion.’

The boy stared up at him. ‘Why are you a German? he demanded.
‘Why aren’t you on our side?’

Steiner laughed out loud. ‘Go on, get him out of here,” he said to Betty
Wilde. ‘Before he completely corrupts me.’

She took the boy by the hand and hurried away. Beyond the wall the
women streamed down the hill. At that moment the White Scout Car
emerged from the Hawks Wood track and stopped, its anti-aircraft gun
and heavy machine-gun traversing on to the porch.

Steiner nodded wryly. ‘So, Major, the final act. Let battle commence
then.” He saluted and went back into the porch where Devlin had been
standing throughout the entire conversation without saying a word.

‘I don’t think I’'ve ever heard yousilent for so long before,” Steiner said.

Devlin grinned. ‘To tell you the truth I couldn’t think of a single
damned thing to say except Help. Can I go in now and pray?

From her vantage point on the heath Molly watched Devlin disappear
inside the porch with Steiner and her heart sank like a stone. Oh, God, she
thought, I must do something. She got to her feet and at the same moment,
a dozen Rangers, headed by the big black sergeant, cut across the road
from the wood well up from the church where they couldn’t be seen.
They ran back along the wall and entered the presbytery garden through
the wicket gate.

But they didn’t go into the house. They slipped over the wall into the
cemetery, approaching the church from the tower end and worked their
way round to the porch. The big sergeant had a coil of rope over his
shoulder and as she watched, he jumped for the porch guttering and
pulled himself over, then scrambled fifteen feet up the ivy vine to the
lower leads. Once there, he uncoiled the rope and tossed the end down
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lying on the other side of the table. Devlin picked up the Browning andl
stuffed it in his waistband, then went to the door, took down the carrier:
back and emptied the potatoes on the floor. The small canvas bag at the:
bottom contained the S-phone and a few other odds and ends and he:
slung it over his shoulder.

‘Why don’t you kill me as well?”” Fergus Grant asked weakly.

“‘You’re nicer than he was,” Devlin said. ‘I'd find a better class of work,,
son, if I was you.’

He went out quickly. When he opened the front door, Molly was:
standing against the wall. “Thank God!’ she said, but he put a hand to her:
mouth and hurried her away. They reached the wall where Ritter:
waited. Molly said, ‘What happened ?’

‘I killed a man, wounded another, that’s what happened,” Devlin told!
her. “Two Special Branch detectives.’

‘I helped you do that?

‘Yes,” he said. ‘Will you go now, Molly, while you still can?

She turned from him suddenly and started to run back along the dyke.
Devlin hesitated and then, unable to contain himself, went after her. He
caught her within a few yards and pulled her into his arms. Her hands:
went to his neck, she kissed him with a passion that was all-consuming. .
He pushed her away. ‘Go now, girl, and God go with you.’

She turned without a word and ran into the night and Devlin went:
back to Ritter Neumann. ‘A very remarkable young woman,” the
Oberleutnant said.

‘Yes, you could say that,” Devlin told him, ‘And you’d be making the
understatement of the age.’” He got the S-phone out of the bag and
switched on to channel. ‘Eagle to Wanderer. Eagle to Wanderer. Come-
in, please.’

On the bridge of the E-boat where the S-phone receiver had been
situated, his voice sounded as clearly as if he was just outside the door.
Koenig reached for the mike quickly, his heart beating. ‘Eagle, this is
Wanderer. What is your situation?’ ‘

‘Two fledglings still in the nest,” Devlin said. ‘Can you come
immediately ?’

‘We’re on our way,” Koenig told him. ‘Over and out.” He put the mike
back on its hook and turned to Muller. ‘Right, Erich, switch to silencers
and break out the White Ensign. We’re going in.’

As Devlin and Neumann reached the trees, the Irishman glanced back
and saw car headlights turn out of the main road and move along the
dyke path. Ritter said, ‘Who do you think it is?

‘God knows,” Devlin told him.
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accident. Recollection told him otherwise. He had gone to bed in his own
flat in Hampstead in the normal way, after perhaps a couple of drinks too
many the previous evening. Those extra couple of drinks had become a
habit after Beth died.

His fingers caressed the softness of the silk. Not a hospital, he decided;
these were not National Health issue — not with an embroidered
monogram on the pocket. He twisted his head to see the letters but the
embroidery was complex and the monogram upside down and he could
not make it out.

He stood up and looked about the room and knew immediately he was
in a hotel. There were expensive-looking suitcases and in no other place
but a hotel room could you find special racks on which to put them. He
walked three paces and stroked the fine-grained leather which had
hardly a scuff mark. The initials on the side of the suitcase were plain and
unmonogrammed - H.F.M.

His head throbbed with the beginning of a headache — the legacy of
those extra couple of drinks — and his mouth was parched. He glanced
around the room and noted the unrumpled companion bed, the jacket
hanging tidily on the back of a chair and the scatter of personal
possessions on the dressing-table. He was about to cross to the dressing-
table when the pressure in his bladder became intolerable and he knew
he had to find a bathroom.

He turned and stumbled into the small hall off the bedroom. One side
was panelled in wood and he swung a door open to find a wardrobe full
of hung clothes. He turned again and found a door on the other side
which opened into darkness. He fumbled for a switch, found it, and light
sprang up in a white-tiled bathroom.

While he was relieving himself his mind worried about the electric
switch, wondering what was strange about it, and then he realised that
it was reversed — an upward movement to turn on the light instead of the
more normal down pressure.

He flushed the toilet and turned to the hand basin seeking water. Two
glasses stood on a shelf, wrapped in translucent paper. He took one down,
ripped off the paper and, filling it with water from the green-topped tap,
he drank thirstily. Up to this moment he had been awake for, perhaps,
three minutes.

He put down the glass and rubbed his left eye which was sore. Then
he looked into the mirror above the basin and, for the first time in his life,
experienced sheer terror.
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the coin over to find a prancing horse and the inscription: 1 KRONE.
NORGE.

Norway!

Denison began to feel his mind spin again and he bent forward as a
sudden stomach cramp hit him. He laid down the coin and held his head
in his hands until he felt better. Not a lot better, but marginally so.

When he had recovered enough he took the wallet and went through
the pockets quickly, tossing the contents into a heap on the table top. The
wallet emptied, he put it aside after noting its fine quality and began to
examine the papers. There was an English driving licence in the name
of Harold Feltham Meyrick of Lippscott House, near Brackley,
Buckinghamshire. Hair prickled at the nape of Denison’s neck as he
looked at the signature. It was in his own handwriting. It was not his
name but it was his penmanship — of that he was certain.

He stretched out his hand and took a pen, one of a matched set of
fountain pen and ballpoint. He looked around for something on which
to write, saw nothing, and opened the drawer in front of him where he
found a folder containing writing paper and envelopes. He paused for a
moment when he saw the letter heading — HOTEL CONTINENTAL, STORTINGS
GATA, OSLO.

His hand trembled as the pen approached the paper but he scribbled
his signature firmly enough — Giles Denison. He looked at the familiar
loops and curlicues and felt immeasurably better, then he wrote another
signature — H. F. Meyrick. He took the driving licence and compared it
with what he had just written. It confirmed what he already knew; the
signature in the driving licence was in his own handwriting.

So were the signatures in a fat book of Cook’s traveller’s cheques. He
counted the cheques - nineteen of them at £50 each — £950 in all. If he
was indeed Meyrick he was pretty well breeched. His headache grew
worse.

There were a dozen engraved visiting cards with Meyrick’s name and
address and a fat sheaf of Norwegian currency in the note-case which he
did not bother to count. He dropped it on to the desk and held his
throbbing head in his hands. In spite of the fact that he had just woken
up he felt tired and light-headed. He knew he was in danger of going into
psychological retreat again; it would be so easy to curl up on the bed and
reject this crazy, impossible thing that had happened to him, taking
refuge in sleep with the hope that it would prove to be a dream and that
when he woke he would be back in bed in his own flat in Hampstead, a
thousand miles away.

He opened the drawer a fraction, put his fingers inside, and then
smashed the drawer closed with the heel of his other hand. He gasped
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turnings. The first time he did this he cruised on and got hopelessly lost
and had to retrace his path laboriously. Thereafter when he missed a
turn he reversed immediately so as not to lose his way again.

He was quite unaware of the man following him in the Swedish Volvo.
Denison’s erratic course across the city of Oslo was causing him a lot of
trouble, especially when Denison did his quick and unexpected reversals.
The man, whose name was Armstrong, swore freely and frequently, and
his language became indescribable when the drizzle intensified into a
downpour of heavy driving rain.

Denison eventually got out of the centre of the city and on to a six-lane
highway, three lanes each way. The windscreen wipers had to work hard
to cope with the rain, but it was better when he fiddled with a switch and
discovered they had two speeds. Resolutely he stuck to the centre lane,
reassured from time to time by the name pRAMMEN which appeared on
overhead gantries.

To his left was the sea, the deeply penetrating arm of Oslofjord, but
then the road veered away and headed inland. Presently the rain stopped,
although no sun appeared, and he even began to enjoy himself, having
got command of the unfamiliar car. And suddenly he was in Drammen,
where he parked and studied the plan on the back of the leaflet.

In spite of the plan he missed the narrow turning to the right and had
to carry on for some way before he found an opportunity to reverse the
car, but eventually he drove up to the entrance of the tunnel where he
stopped to pay the two kroner charge.

He put the car into gear and moved forward slowly. At first the tunnel
was straight, and then it began to climb, turning to the left. There was
dim illumination but he switched on his headlights in the dipped position
and saw the reflection from the wetness of the rough stone wall. The
gradient was regular, as was the radius of the spiral, and by the time he
came to a board marked | he had got the hang of’it. All he had to do was
to keep the wheel at a fixed lock to correspond with the radius of the
spiral and grind upwards in low gear.

All the same, it was quite an experience — driving upwards through
the middle of a mountain. Just after he passed level 3 a car passed him
going downwards and momentarily blinded him, but that was all the
trouble he had. He took the precaution of steering nearer to the outer
curve and closer to the wall.

Soon after passing level 6 he came out of the tunnel into a dazzle of
light and on to level ground. To his left there was a large car park, empty
of cars, and beyond it was the roof of a large wooden building constructed
in chalet style. He parked as close to the building as he could, and got out
of the car and locked it.
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The chalet was obviously the Spiraltoppen Restaurant, but it was
barely in business. He looked through a glass door and saw two women
mopping the floor. It was still very early in the morning. He retreated a
few steps and saw a giant Spiralen Doll outside the entrance, a leering
figure nearly as big as a man.

He looked about him and saw steps leading down towards the edge of
a cliff where there was a low stone wall and a coin-in-the-slot telescope.
He walked down the path to where he could get a view of the Drammen
Valley. The clouds were lifting and the sun broke through and
illuminated the river so far below. The air was crystal clear.

Very pretty, he thought sourly ; but what the hell am I doing here > What do
1 expect to find > Drammen Dolly, where are you?

Perhaps the answer lay in the restaurant. He looked at the view for a
long time, made nothing of it from his personal point of view, and then
returned to the restaurant where the floor mopping operation had been
completed.

He went inside and sat down, looking around hopefully. It was a
curiously ad hoc building, all odd angles and discrepancies as though the
architect — if there had been an architect — had radically changed his
mind during construction. Presently a waitress came and took his order
without displaying much interest in him, and later returned with his
coffee. She went away without giving him the secret password, so he sat
and sipped the coffee gloomily.

After a while he pulled out the leaflet and studied it. He was on the top
of Bragernesdsen which was ‘the threshold of the unspoilt country of
Drammensmarka, an eldorado for hikers in summer, and skiers in winter,
who have the benefit of floodlit trails.” There might be something there,
he thought; so he paid for his coffee and left.

Another car had arrived and stood on the other side of the car park.
A man sat behind the wheel reading a newspaper. He glanced across
incuriously as the restaurant door slammed behind Denison and then
returned to his reading. Denison pulled the topcoat closer about him
against the suddenly cold wind and walked away from the cliff towards
the unspoilt country of Drammensmarka.

It was a wooded area with tall conifers and equally tall deciduous trees
with whitish trunks which he assumed to be birches, although he could
have been wrong, botany not being his subject. There was a trail leading
away from the car park which appeared to be well trodden. Soon the
trees closed around him and, on looking back, the restaurant was out of
sight. The trail forked and, tossing a mental coin, he took the route to the
right. After walking for a further ten minutes he stopped and again
wondered what the hell he was doing. Just because he had found a crude
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doll in a car he was walking through a forest on a mountain in Norway.
It was bloody ridiculous.

It had been the redhead’s casual theory that the doll had been left in
the car by a previous hirer. But what previous hirer? The car was
obviously new. The doll had been left in a prominent position and there
was the note to go with it with the significant reference to the ‘Drammen
Dolly’.

Early morning — that’s what the note had said. But how early was
early ? Come out, come out, wherever you are, my little Drammen Dolly. Wave your
magic wand and take me back to Hampstead.

He turned around and trudged back to the fork in the path and this
time took the route to the left. The air was fresh and clean after the rain.
Drops of water sparkled prismatically on the leaves as the sun struck
them and occasionally, as he passed under a tree, a miniature shower
would sprinkle him.

And he saw nothing but trees.

He came to another fork in the trail and stopped, wondering what to
do. There was a sound behind him as of a twig breaking and he swung
around and stared back along the trail but saw nothing as he peered into
the dappled forest, shading his eyes from the sun. He turned away but
heard another sound to his right and out of the corner of his eye saw
something dark moving very fast among the trees.

Behind him he heard footsteps and whirled around to find himself
under savage attack. Almost upon him was a big man, a six-footer with
broad shoulders, his right hand uplifted and holding what appeared to
be a short club.

Denison was thirty-six, which is no age to indulge in serious fisticufs.
He also led a sedentary life which meant that his wind was not too good,
although it was better than it might have been because he did not smoke.
Yet his reflexes were fast enough. What really saved him, though, was
that in his time he had been a middling-good middleweight boxer who
had won most of his amateur fights by sheer driving aggression.

The last two days had been frustrating for a man of his aggressive
tendencies. He had been in a mist with nothing visible to fight and this
had gnawed at him. Now that he had something to fight — someone to
fight — his instincts took over.

Which is why, instead of jumping back under the attack, unexpectedly
he went in low, blocked the descending arm with his own left arm and
sank in his right fist into his attacker’s belly just below the sternum. The
man’s breath came out of him with a gasp and he doubled up on the
ground wheezing and making retching noises.

Denison wasted no time, but ran for it back to the car park, aware that
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he took off — always provided he could find that damned key.

His fingers brushed against it and he grabbed it, brought it up, and
rammed it into the ignition lock. Cool logic evaporated fast when he saw
the man stand back and produce an automatic pistol. Denison frantically
pumped his foot on the clutch, slammed into first gear, and took off in a
tyre-burning squeal even before he had a finger on the wheel. The car
weaved drunkenly across the car park than straightened out and dived
into the Spiralen tunnel like a rabbit down a hole.

Denison’s last glimpse of daylight in the rear-view mirror showed him
the other car beginning to move with two doors open and his pursuers
piling in. That would be the ferret after the rabbit.

It took him about ten seconds, after he hit the curve, to know he was
going too fast. The gradient was one in ten and the curve radius only a
hundred and fifteen feet, turning away to the right so that he was on the
inside. His speed was such that centrifugal force tended to throw the car
sideways over the centre line, and if anything was coming up he would
surely hit it.

He could be compared to a man on a bobsled going down the Cresta
Run - with some important differences. The Cresta Run is designed so
that the walls can be climbed; here the walls were of jagged, untrimmed
rock and one touch at speed would surely wreck the car. The Cresta Run
does not have two-way traffic with a continuous blind corner a mile long,
and the competitors are not pursued by men with guns — if they were,
more records might be broken.

So Denison reluctantly eased his foot on the accelerator and risked a
glance in his mirror. The driver of the car behind was more foolhardy
than he and was not worrying about up-traffic. He was barrelling down
the centre line and catching up fast. Denison fed more fuel to the engine,
twisted the wheel and wondered if he could sustain a sideways drift a
mile long.

The walls of the tunnel were a blur and the lights flicked by and he
caught sight of an illuminated number 5. Four more circuits to go before
the bottom. The car jolted and pitched suddenly and he fought the wheel
which had taken on a life of its own. It did it again and he heard a nasty
sound from the rear. He was being rammed. There was another sound as
sheet metal ripped and the car slewed across the whole width of the
tunnel.

He heard — and felt - the crunch as the rear off-side of the car slammed
into the opposite wall, but Denison was not particularly worried about
the property of the Hertz Company at that moment because he saw the
dipped headlights of a vehicle coming up the Spiralen towards him. He
juggled madly with wheel, clutch and accelerator and shot off to the
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other side of the tunnel again, scraping across the front of the tour bus
that was coming up. There was a brief vignette of the driver of the bus,
his mouth open and his eyes staring, and then he was gone.

The front fender scraped along the nearside tunnel wall in a shower
of sparks and Denison wrenched the wheel over and nearly clipped the
rear of the bus as it went by. He wobbled crazily from side to side of the
tunnel for about a hundred and fifty yards before he had proper control,
and it was only by the grace of God that the bus had not been the first in
a procession of vehicles.

Level 2 passed in a flash and a flicker of light in Denison’s eyes,
reflected from the rear-view mirror, told him that the car behind had
also avoided the bus and was catching up again. He increased speed
again and the tyres protested noisily with a rending squeal; the whole of
the Spiralen would be filled with the stench of burning rubber.

Level 1. A brightness ahead warned of the approach of another vehicle
and Denison tensed his muscles, but the tunnel straightened and he saw
it was the daylight of the exit. He rammed down his foot and the car
surged forward and came out of the tunnel like a shell from a gun. The
fee-collector threw up his arms and jumped aside as the car shot past him.
Denison screwed up his eyes against the sudden bright glare of sunlight
and hurtled down the hill towards the main street of Drammen at top
speed.

At the bottom of the hill he jammed on his brakes and wrenched the
wheel sideways. The car heeled violently as it turned the corner and the
tyres screamed again, leaving black rubber on the road. Then he literally
stood on the brake pedal, rising in his seat, to avoid ploughing into a file
of the good people of Drammen crossing the street at a traffic light. The
car’s nose sank and the rear came up as it juddered to a halt, just grazing
the thigh of a policeman who stood in the middle of the road with his
back to Denison.

The policeman turned, his face expressionless. Denison sagged back
into his seat and twisted his head to look back along the road. He saw the
pursuing car break the other way and head down the road at high speed
out of Drammen.

The policeman knocked on the car window and Denison wound it
down to be met by a blast of hot Norwegian. He shook his head, and said
loudly. ‘I have no Norwegian. Do you speak English?

The policeman halted in mid-spate with his mouth open. He shut it
firmly, took a deep breath, and said, ‘What you think you do?’

Denison pointed back. ‘It was those damn fools. I might have been
killed.’

The policeman stood back and did a slow circumnavigation of the car,
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‘What did you say he called himself?’

‘Giles Denison from Hampstead. Hampstead, for Christ’s sake!

‘I’ll be back in a minute,” said McCready. He left the room.

Carey loosened his tie with a jerk and sat biting his thumbnail. He
looked up as McCready came back holding a book. ‘What have you got
there?’

‘London telephone directory.’

‘Give me that,’ said Carey, and grabbed it. ‘Let’s see — Dennis, Dennis,
Dennis . . . Dennison. There’s a George and two plain Gs — neither in
Hampstead.” He sat back, looking pleased.

McCready took the book and flipped the pages. After a minute he said,
‘Denison, Giles . . . Hampstead. He spells it with one “n”.

‘Oh, Christ! said Carey, looking stricken. He recovered. ‘Doesn’t mean
a thing. He picked the name of someone he knows. His daughter’s boy-
friend, perhaps.’

‘Perhaps,” said McCarthy non-committally.

Carey drummed his fingers on the desk. ‘I’ll stake my life that this is
Meyrick; anything else would be too ridiculous.’” His fingers were
suddenly stilled. ‘Mrs. Hansen,” he said. ‘She’s been closer to him than
anybody. Did she have anything to say?

‘She reported last night that she’d met him. He’d broken a date with
her in the morning and excused it by pleading illness. Said he’d been in
bed all morning.’

‘Had he?

‘Yes.’

‘Did she notice anything about him — anything odd or unusual ?’

‘Only that he had a cold and that he’d stopped smoking. He said
cigarettes tasted like straw.’

Carey, a pipe-smoker, grunted. ‘“They taste like straw to me without a
cold. But he recognised her.’

‘They had a drink and a conversation — about morals and religion, she
said.’

‘That does it,’ said Carey. ‘Meyrick is ready to pontificate about
anything at the drop of a hat, whether he knows anything about it or
not.” He rubbed his chin and said grudgingly, ‘Trouble is, he usually
talks sense — he has a good brain. No, this is Meyrick, and Meyrick is as
flabby as a bladder of lard — that’s why we have to coddle him on this
operation. Do you really think Meyrick could stand up against four men
with guns and knives and coshes? The man could hardly break the skin
on the top of a custard. He’s gone out of his tiny, scientific mind and his
tale of improbable violence is just to save his precious superiority, as I
said before.’
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‘Just coming in.” She put out her hand and covered his. ‘Do you want
to be bothered by them, darling? He’s a bit of a bore, really.’

Denison looked at the tall, fleshy man who was escorting a petite
woman. Jack Kidder was the name Diana Hansen had mentioned when
he had bumped into her outside the bookshop. If she did not want to mix
with the Kidders it was all right with him; he had enough to cope with
already. He said, ‘You're right. I don’t think I could cope with a bore
tonight.’

SEC laughed, ‘Thanks for the compliment — hidden though it was. I’ll
put him off tactfully if he comes across.’ She sighed theatrically. ‘But if he
says that damned slogan of his again I'll scream.’

‘What’s that?

‘You must have heard it, It’s when he pulls off one of his dreadful
jokes.” She burlesqued an American accent. ‘“You know me — Kidder by
name and kidder by nature.”’

‘Jack was always the life and soul of the party,’ said Denison drily.

‘T don’t know how Lucy puts up with him,’ said Diana. ‘If you can talk
about a hen-pecked husband, can you refer to a cock-pecked wife?’

Denison grinned. ‘It sounds rude.” Diana Hansen was making things
very easy for him. She had just given him a thumbnail sketch of the
Kidders, including names and temperaments. It could not have been
better if done deliberately.

The waiter put the drinks on the table and Denison found he had a
scotch on the rocks, a desecration of good malt. He did not feel like
making a fuss about it so he raised his glass. ‘Sk6//” He sipped the whisky
and reflected that this was the first real drink he had had since his
transformation into Meyrick.

The familiar taste bit at his tongue and somehow released a wave of
memories which washed through him tumultuously, tantalisingly close
to the surface of his mind. And with the memories, unrealised though
they were, came the fear and the terror which set his heart thumping in
his chest. Hastily he set down the glass, knowing he was close to panic.

Diana Hansen looked at his shaking fingers. ‘What’s the matter,
Harry?

Denison covered up. ‘I don’t think a drink is a good idea, after all. I've
Jjust remembered I'm stuffed full of pills.’ He managed a smile. ‘If you
shook me I'd rattle. I don’t think they’d mix with alcohol.’

She put down her glass. “Then let’s have dinner before the Kidders
catch up with us.” She stood up and took her handbag from the table.
Denison arose and they moved towards the entrance, but then she turned
her head and murmured, ‘Too late, I'm afraid.’

Kidder was also standing up, his big body blocking the way. ‘Hey,
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Harding gave him a look of dislike. ‘No more than yourself, Mr.
McCready,’ he said tartly. ‘But I think something had happened which
threw him off balance.’

‘Something did happen,’ said Carey. ‘He lost his job.” He took a thin
sheaf of papers from the file. ‘I didn’t have time to discuss this with you
before, but this is what we have on Denison. There’ll be more coming but
this is what we’ve got now.’

Harding studied the typed sheets, reading slowly and carefully. He
said, ‘I wish I'd seen this before I went in to Denison ; it would have saved
a lot of trouble.’

‘He was a film director for a small specialist outfit making documentary
and advertising films,’ said Carey. ‘Apparently he went off the rails and
cost the firm a packet of money. They thought his drinking had got out
of hand, so they fired him.’

Harding shook his head. ‘That wasn’t what threw him off balance.
The drinking must have been a symptom, not a cause.” He turned back
a page. ‘I see that his wife died three years ago. She must have been quite
young. Have you any idea how she died ?”’

‘Not yet,’ said Carey. ‘But I can find out.’

‘It would be advisable. I wonder if it was about that time he started to
drink heavily.’

‘That isn’t the present point at issue,’ said Carey.

Harding’s voice took on an edge. ‘It is for me,” he said curtly. ‘I have
to treat the man.’

Carey’s voice was soothing. ‘I know, Doctor ; and you shall have all the
relevant information as soon as we get it ourselves. But my present
interest is in what was done to Denison and how it was done.’

Harding was placated. ‘Very well. Denison was literally dismantled.
All he retained was a name and a location — and the location wasn’t very
exact. Giles Denison of Hampstead. They could, of course, have induced
complete amnesia, but that wouldn’t do because Denison had to substitute
for Meyrick and he would need enough active personality to carry out
the role. Why Denison had to act as Meyrick I don’t know.’

‘I have ideas on that,’ said Carey. ‘Go on, Doctor.’

‘At the same time Denison must not retain too much personality,
certainly not enough for him to reject the persona that had been thrust
upon him. He had to be kept in a sort of limbo. There were some very
strong blocks inserted into his mind to the effect that he should not
question his origins. In addition, to confuse the issue, he has been given
selective false memories. For instance, he distinctly remembers playing
a game of golf, but at the same time he knows that he has never played
a game of golf in his life. So he is a very confused man and this leads to
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McCready grinned. ‘I don’t see how you can get out of it.”

‘I have to know,” said Denison. ‘if ’m going to carry on with this
impersonation.’

‘I trust Mrs. Hansen and she doesn’t know,’ said Carey. ‘Not the whole
story. I work on the “need to know” principle.” He sighed. ‘I suppose you
need to know, so here goes. The first thing to know about Meyrick is that
he’s a Finn.’

‘With a name like that?

‘Oddly enough, it’s his own name. In 1609 the English sent a diplomat
to the court of Michael, the first Romanov Czar, to negotiate a trade
treaty and to open up the fur trade. The courtiers of James I had to get
their bloody ermine somewhere. The name of the diplomat was John
Merick — or Meyrick - and he was highly philoprogenitive. He left by-
blows all over the Baltic and Harry Meyrick is the end result of that.’

‘It seems that Harry takes after his ancestor,” commented McCready.

Carey ignored him. ‘Of course, Meyrick’s name was a bit different in
Finnish, but when he went to England he reverted to the family name.
But that’s by the way.” He laid down his pipe. ‘More to the point,
Meyrick is a Karelian Finn; to be pedantic, if he’d stayed at home in the
town where he was born he’d now be a Russian. How good is your
modern history?’

‘Average I suppose,’ said Denison.

‘And that means bloody awful,” observed Carey. ‘All right; in 1939
Russia attacked Finland and the Finns held them off in what was known
as the Winter War. In 1941 Germany attacked Russia and the Finns
thought it a good opportunity to have another go at the Russkies, which
was a pity because that put them on the losing side. Still, it’s difficult to
see what else they could have done.

‘At the end of this war, which the Finns know as the Continuation
War, there was a peace treaty and the frontier was withdrawn. The old
frontier was too close to Leningrad, which had the Russians edgy. An
artilleryman could stand in Finland and lob shells right into the middle
of Leningrad, so the Russians took over the whole of the Karelian
I[sthmus, together with a few other bits and pieces. This put Meyrick’s
home town, Enso, on the Russian side, and the Russians renamed it
Svetogorsk.’

Carey sucked on his pipe which had gone out. It gurgled unpleasantly.
‘Am I making myself clear?’

, ‘You're clear enough,’ said Denison. ‘But I want more than a history
esson.’

‘We’re getting there,’ said Carey. ‘Meyrick was seventeen at the end
of the war. Finland wasin a hell of a mess; all the Karelian Finns cleared
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out of the isthmus because they didn’t want to live under the Russians
and this put the pressure on the rest of Finland because there was
nowhere for them to go. The Finns had to work so bloody hard producing
the reparations the Russians demanded that there was no money or men
or time left over to build housing. So they turned to the Swedes and asked
calmly if they’d take 100,000 immigrants.” Carey snapped his fingers.
Just like that — and the Swedes agreed.’

Denison said, ‘Noble of them.’

Carey nodded. ‘So young Meyrick went to Sweden. He didn’t stay
long because he came here, to Oslo, where he lived until he was twenty-
four. Then he went to England. He was quite alone all this time — his
family had been killed during the war — but as soon as he arrived in
England he married his first wife. She had what he needed, which was
money.’

‘Who doesn’t need money ?’” asked McCready cynically.

‘We’ll get on faster if you stop asking silly questions,’ said Carey. “The
second thing you have to know about Meyrick is that he’s a bright boy.
He has a flair for invention, particularly in electronics, and he has
something else which the run-of-the-mill inventor doesn’t have — the
ability to turn his inventions into money. The first Mrs. Meyrick had a
few thousand quid which was all he needed to get started. When they got
divorced he’d turned her into a millionairess and he’d made as much for
himself. And he went on making it.’

Carey struck a match and applied it to his pipe. ‘By this time he was
a big boy as well as a bright boy. He owned a couple of factories and was
deep in defence contracts. There’s a lot of his electronics in the Anglo-
French Jaguar fighter as well as in Concorde. He also did some bits and
pieces for the Chieftain main battle tank. He’s now at the stage where he
heads special committees on technical matters concerning defence, and
the Prime Minister has pulled him into a Think Tank. He’s a hell of a big
boy but the man-in-the-street knows nothing about him. Got the picture ?’

‘I think so,’ said Denison. ‘But it doesn’t help me a damn.’

Carey blew a plume of smoke into the air. ‘I think Meyrick inherited
his brains from his father, so let’s take a look at the old boy.’

Denison sighed. ‘Must we ?’

‘It’s relevant,’ said Carey flatly. ‘Hannu Merikken was a physicist and,
by all accounts, a good one. The way the story runs is that if he hadn’t
been killed during the war he’d have been in line for the Nobel Prize.
The war put a stop to his immediate researches and he went to work for
the Finnish government in Viipuri, which was then the second biggest
city in Finland. But it’s in Karelia and it’s now a Russian city and the
Russians call it Vyborg.” He looked at Denison’s closed eyes, and said
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blinding flare and a deafening explosion the man reeled away and
dropped it.

Denison dived for it and came up again quickly. The door banged
closed and the recorder chattered insanely. He made for the door and
opened it, to find himself in a narrow corridor with another door at the
end. As he ran for it he heard Diana Hansen say, from behind him, ‘Lyn,
if you take this attitude it will be the worse for you.’

He heard the words but they made little sense and he had no time to
evaluate them. He burst through the door and found himself in the
brightly lit hotel corridor. There was no one to be seen, so he ran to the
corner where the corridor turned and came to the lifts, and skidded to a
halt in front of an astonished couple in evening dress. One lift was going
down.

He made for the stairs, hearing a startled scream from behind him,
and ran down two flights of stairs, causing quite a commotion as he
emerged into the lobby yelling for the police and wearing nothing but a
pair of handcuffs and an automatic pistol.

17

‘Incredible!’ said Carey. His voice was dead as though he, himself, did
not believe what he was saying, and the single word made no echo in the
quiet room.

‘That’s what happened,’ said Denison simply.

McCready stirred. ‘It would seem that more than water was thrown
on to the hot stones in the sauna.’

‘Yes,” said Carey. ‘I have heard that some Finns, in an experimental
mood, have used koskenkorva as lgyly.’

‘What’s that?” asked Denison.

‘A sort of Finnish vodka.’ Carey put down his dead pipe. ‘I dare say
some smart chemist could come up with a vaporising knock-out mixture.
I accept that.” He frowned and shook his head. ‘Could you repeat what
you told this fellow about your bloody decoder?

‘I’s engraved on my memory,’ said Denison bitterly. ‘I said, “It’s a
stochastic process — a development of the Monte Carlo method. The
Russian output is repeatedly sampled and put through a series of
transformations at random. Each transformation is compared with a
store held in a computer memory - if a match is made a tree branching
takes place leading to a further set of transformations. There are a lot of
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McCready said, ‘Lyn was in the hotel lounge yesterday afternoon and
a chap sat at the table and began to pump her. Either the flower pot or
the ashtray was bugged and the conversation recorded. Diana Hansen
was around and caught on to what was happening and butted in, spoiling
the game. Of course, she didn’t know about the bug at the time.’

A look of comprehension came over Denison’s face. ‘I heard Diana’s
voice on the tape. She was threatening Lyn, too.’

McCready grinned. ‘When this character was foiled he went away,
and Diana and Lyn had a row. The bug was still there so that, too, was
picked up on the tape. It seems that your daughter is trying to protect her
father against the wiles of a wicked woman of the world.’

‘Oh, no!” moaned Denison.

‘You’ll have to come the heavy father,” McCready advised.

‘Does Lyn know what happened?’

Carey grunted and glanced at his watch. ‘Six in the morning — she’ll
still be asleep. When you went missing I had Mrs. Hansen tell her that
the two of you were going on the town and you’d be late back. I didn’t
want her alarmed’’

‘She’s certain to find out,’ said McCready. ‘This is too good a story to
suppress — the eminent Dr. Meyrick capering in the lobby of the city’s
best hotel as naked as the day he was born and waving a gun. Impossible
to keep out of the papers.’

‘Why in hell did you do it?” demanded Carey. ‘You were bawling for
the police, too.’

‘T thought I could catch the chap,” said Denison. ‘When I didn’t I
thought of what Meyrick would have done - the real Meyrick. If an
innocent man is threatened with a gun the first thing he does is to yell for
the coppers. An innocent Meyrick would be bloody outraged - so I blew
my top in the hotel lobby.’

‘Still logical,” muttered Carey. He raised his voice. ‘All right; the man
in the sauna. Description?’

‘He was hairy — he had a pelt like a bear.

‘I don’t care if he was as hairy as Esau,’ said Carey caustically. ‘We
can’t go stripping the clothes off suspects to find how hairy they are. His
face, man?

‘Brown eyes,’ said Denison tiredly. ‘Square face — a bit battered. Nose
on one side. Dimple in chin.’

‘That’s the bloke who was quizzing Lyn Meyrick,’ said McCready.

‘The other man - the one with the gun.’

‘I never saw him,’ said Denison. ‘The room was darkened and when I
got my hands on him I found he was wearing some kind of a mask. But
I... He stopped on a doubtful note.
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days those were. Drink up?

It was late before Carey and Armstrong were able to leave because
they had to listen to a monologue from Virtanen about his war
experiences, interspersed with glasses of vodka. But at last they got away.
Armstrong got behind the wheel of the car and looked eloquently at
Carey. ‘I know,” said Carey heavily. ‘Drunken and unreliable. 'm not
surprised they’re getting nowhere.’

“That man lives in the past,” said Armstrong.

‘There’s a lot like him in England — men who’ve never really lived
since the war. Never mind the Virtanens — they’re staying here. It’s
Huovinen we have to rely on to get to the other side.’

‘He was packing the stuff away as though he wanted to start a drought
in vodka,’ said Armstrong dispiritedly.

‘I know — but they’re all we've got.” Carey took out his pipe. ‘I wonder
how McCready and company are doing up north. They can’t be doing
worse than we are.’

26

‘I’m tired,’ said Harding. ‘But I don’t think I'll sleep.’

Denison inspected the narrow patch of ground for stones before he
unrolled his sleeping bag. He flicked an offender aside and said, ‘Why
not?”

‘I can’t get used to broad daylight in the middle of the night.’

Denison grinned. ‘Why don’t you prescribe yourself a sleeping pill

‘I might do that.” Harding picked a blade of grass and chewed it. ‘How
are you sleeping these days?’

‘Not bad.’

‘Dream much?

‘Not that I can remember. Why?’

Harding smiled. ‘I’m your resident head-watcher — appointed by that
chit over there.” He nodded towards Lyn who was peering dubiously into
a camp kettle.

. Dpenison unrolled his sleeping bag and sat on it. ‘What do you think of
er?”

‘Personally or professionally ?’

‘Maybe a bit of both.’

‘She seems to be a well-balanced young woman.” There was amusement
in Harding’s voice. ‘She certainly knew how to handle Carey - she
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‘Leave it. Leave everything except your gun. Get moving.’

He hauled Lyn to her feet and they ran for it, up the hill and over the
top of the ridge, a matter of some three hundred yards. There they
waited, breathless, until Diana and Harding caught up. Three more
shots were fired in rapid succession, and Denison said, ‘It sounds like a
bloody battle.’

‘We’ve got to get lost,” said Diana. “There’s cover over there.’

They ran for it.

On the other side of the river, at the water’s edge, McCready watched
and smiled. As he had figured, neither of the groups had time to find out
where the shots had come from. They had taken cover immediately in
the manner of professionals, and now they were dodging about on each
side of the bluff in skirmish lines, ready for defence or attack. Kidder, on
the left, caught a glimpse of a man on the right, and fired. He missed but,
in firing, he exposed himself and someone took a shot at him. Another
miss.

Kidder pulled back and unslung his pack which was hampering him.
As the others did the same McCready smiled. A typical battle situation
was developing in miniature. Kidder, to improve mobility, was divesting
himself of supplies, which might be a good idea considering he
outnumbered the opposition - although he could not know that. But if he
lost and was overrun and had to retreat then his supplies would be lost.

McCready patted his rifle again and withdrew, to worm himself up
the ravine and back into his original position in the stand of stunted trees.
On the way he heard three more shots fired. He picked up the glasses and
studied the situation. Denison was gone from the rock and the camp was
deserted, so it was likely that they had pulled back over the hill and gone
to ground, which was the sensible thing to do.

He looked down at the river. The narrow strip of sand between the
bluff and the water’s edge was held at each end by two men, and both
sides were engaged in a classic out-flanking action. Kidder and another
man were climbing the bluff on the left, obviously intending to come out
on top. There they would have the advantage of height and dropping
fire as well as greater numbers.

The only snag was that the opposition was doing the same with one
man and he had got the idea first. McCready, enjoying his grandstand
seat, watched their progress with interest and estimated that the deserted
camp on top of the bluff would be the next battleground. If the single
man on the right could get himself established on top of the bluff before
Kidder and his friend arrived he would stand a good chance despite the
two to one odds.
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‘I know,’ said McCready. ‘But I'd like to get back to the cars and away
while they’re still licking their wounds. We can leave plenty of signs to
indicate where we’ve gone. They’ll beat around here for a while - if
we’re lucky they’ll have another shooting match — and then they’ll
follow. It’s still gaining time for Carey and it’s less risk for us.’

Diana thought about it. ‘All right.’

McCready cocked his head on one side and regarded Denison. ‘The
leader of the American mob was your old pal, Kidder.’

‘Kidder! said Denison incredulously.

‘I thought he turned up a bit too opportunely in Helsinki,’ said Diana.
‘But the man sounded such a fool I discounted him.’

‘If it’s any consolation, so did I, said McCready. ‘But you know what
it means — our cousins of the C.I.A. are muscling in.” He took a pair of dry
socks from a plastic bag. ‘Unless he’s a renegade or a double agent. 1
fancy the C.ILA. myself’ He looked up at Denison who was deep in
thought. ‘What’s the matter with you? You look as though you’ve just
been sandbagged.’

‘For God’s sake! said Denison. ‘It was Kidder” He shook his head in a
bewildered manner. ‘The man who questioned me after I was knocked
out in the sauna. I thought I recognised the voice but I couldn’t place it
because the American accent had gone.’

‘Are you sure? Diana’s voice was sharp.

‘I'm certain. I didn’t associate the man with Kidder because we’d left
him behind in Oslo. He hadn’t appeared in Helsinki at that time. Is it
important?’

‘Could be,’ said McCready. ‘There’s one bunch who knows you’re not
Meyrick — the crowd who snatched you from Hampstead. But the man
who questioned you assumed you were Meyrick. If it was Kidder then
the C.I.A. weren’t responsible for the resculpturing of that unlovely face
of yours. All these bits of jigsaw come in handy.’

‘Dr. Harding and Lyn will be wondering what happened to us,” said
Diana.

Denison turned. ‘T’ll bring them back.” He started to walk up to the top
of the ridge but then veered over to the rock where he had kept watch.
Something niggled at the back of his mind — he wondered how McCready
could have got from one side of the camp to the other. The first movement
he had seen from the top of the ridge had been by the rock, but McCready
had come up the other side from the river.

Denison walked around the rock keeping his eyes on the ground.
When McCready had come up his boots had been wet — waterfilled — and
he had left a line of damp footprints over a smooth rock outcrop. Here
there was also an outcrop but no footprints. He went to the other side of
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broad Slavic features. He felt a sudden tightening in his belly as he
realised he was in Russia. He had been in Russia many times before, but
not as an illegal entry — and that had been the subject of a discussion with
Carey.

Armstrong had argued for going into Russia quite legitimately
through Leningrad. ‘Why do we have to be illegal about it ?” he asked.

‘Because we’d have to be illegal anyway,’ said Carey. ‘We couldn’t get
to Enso legally — the Russkies don’t like foreigners wandering loose about
their frontier areas. And they keep a watch on foreigners in Leningrad;
if you’re not back at the Europa Hotel they start looking for you. No, this
is the best way. Over the border and back - short and sharp — without
them even knowing we’ve been there.’

Black smoke streamed overhead from the factory chimneys as the bus
trundled through Enso. It traversed the streets for some minutes and then
went through a gateway and halted outside a very long, low building.
The passengers gathered up their belongings and stood up. Carey looked
at Huovinen who nodded, so he nudged Armstrong and they got up and
joined the file behind Huovinen.

They went into the building through an uncompleted wall and
emerged into an immense hall. At first Armstrong could not take in what
he was seeing; not only was the sight unfamiliar but he had to follow
Huovinen who veered abruptly to the right and out of the main stream.
He led them around the end of a great machine and stopped where there
was no one in sight. He was sweating slightly. ‘I should be getting twice
what you’re paying me,” he said.

‘Take it easy,” counselled Carey. ‘What now ?’

‘I have to be around for the next hour,’ said Huovinen. ‘Laying out the
work and a fifteen-minute conference with Dzotenidze. I have to put up
with that every morning.” He coughed and spat on the floor. ‘I can’t lead
you out before then.’

‘So we wait an hour,’ said Carey. ‘Where?

Huovinen pointed. ‘In the machine — where else™

Carey turned and looked at the half-constructed machine. Designed
for continuous paper-making it was over three hundred yards long and
about fifty feet wide. ‘Get in the middle of there and take your coats off,’
said Huovinen. ‘I'll bring you some tools in about ten minutes. If anyone
looks in at you be tightening bolts or something.’

Carey looked up at a crane from which a big steel roller hung. ‘Just see
that you don’t drop that on my head,” he said. ‘And don’t be longer than
an hour. Come on, Ivan.’

Armstrong followed Carey as he climbed inside the machine. When he
looked back Huovinen had gone. They found a place where there was
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‘Not at all,” said Carey reassuringly. He lifted the detector. ‘I have this
- a new invention that can trace pipes without digging. It might be
necessary to dig a small hole if we find a junction, but I don’t think it will
happen.’

‘Very well,” she said unwillingly. ‘But try not to step on the flower
beds. I know we’re being pushed out of the house this year but the flowers
are at their best just now, and my husband does try to make a nice
display.’

‘We’ll try not to disturb the flowers,” said Carey. ‘We’ll just go around
to the back.’

He jerked his head at Armstrong and they walked around the house
followed by the small boy. Armstrong said in a low voice, ‘We’ve got to
get rid of the audience.’

‘No trouble; just be boring.” Carey stopped as he rounded the corner
of the house and saw the garden shed at the bottom of the garden; it was
large and stoutly constructed of birch logs. “That’s not on the plan,” he
said. ‘I hope what we’re looking for isn’t under there.’

Armstrong stuck his spade upright in the soil at the edge of a flower
bed, and Carey unfolded a plan of the garden. “That’s the remaining tree
there,” he said. ‘One of the four Meyrick picked out. I'll have a go at that
first.” He donned the earphones, switched on the detector, and made a
slow run up to the tree. He spent some time exploring the area about the
tree, much hampered by the small boy, then called, ‘Nothing here.’

‘Perhaps the pipe runs down the middle,’ said Armstrong.

‘It’s possible. I really think I’ll have to search the whole area’

Which he proceeded to do. For the benefit of the small boy every so
often he would call out a number and Armstrong would dutifully record
it on the plan. After half an hour of this the boy became bored and went
away. Carey winked at Armstrong and carried on, and it took him well
over an hour to search the garden thoroughly.

He glanced at his watch and went back to Armstrong. ‘We have two
possibilities. A strong reading — very strong — on the edge of the lawn
there, and a weaker reading in the middle of that flower bed. I suggest we
have a go at the lawn first.

Armstrong looked past him. ‘Mrs. K. is coming.’

The woman was just coming out of the house. As she approached she
said, ‘Have you found anything ?’

‘We may have found a junction,’ said Carey, and pointed. ‘Just there.
We'll have to dig - just a small hole, Grazhdanke Kunayova, you
understand. And we’ll be tidy and replace the turf’

She looked down at the straggly lawn. ‘I don’t suppose it matters,’ she
said dispiritedly. ‘My husband says the grass doesn’t grow as well here as
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He, too, appeared to have stopped and Denison thought he was doing a
search with field glasses — and not just to look at the view. If beauty is in
the eye of the beholder then, as far as McCready was concerned, this
view would be bleak indeed. There were far too many places for a man
—or even a regiment — to hide.

Denison hitched his pack to a more comfortable position and set off
again, keeping up a fast pace so as to catch up with the others. He drew
abreast of Lyn, and said, ‘It’s lucky no one took a crack at us when we
were leaving Kevo. I was so woozy I wouldn’t have been much help.’

Lyn looked at him worriedly. ‘How are you feeling now ?’

‘Fine,” he said lightly. ‘I feel a lot better now I can remember things.
This morning I remembered the name of the man in the flat above mine;
Paterson - a nice chap.’

‘And you remember being a film director ?’

‘Yes.” He laughed. ‘Don’t run away with the idea that I was one of your
big-time movie moguls - my stuff wasn’t shown in the West End. I make
educational films mostly.” He frowned. ‘Or, at least, I did. I was fired
from my job.’

‘Don’t worry about that, Giles, she said quietly.

‘’'m not worrying; I have more important things on my mind at the
moment. All the same,” he said, looking into his past. ‘I don’t seem to have
been a nice character.’

There was violence in her voice. ‘Forget it! she said crossly.

He glanced at her face in profile. ‘You worry about me, don’t you?
There was a tinge of wonder in his voice; it had been a long time since
anyone had worried about what happened to him. All Fortescue had
worried about was whether the job would get done - he hadn’t given a
damn about Denison himself.

‘What do you expect me to do? Cheer when you get slugged on the
head? She walked on a few more paces. ‘You should never have agreed
to this mad scheme.’

‘Carey talked me into it — he’s a very persuasive man. But you talked
yourself into it. Nobody asked you to come. Now why did you do that?’

She offered him a wan smile. ‘You know, you’re rather like Hamlet;
you let yourself be pushed around.’

He grinned. ‘Ah, the fair Ophelia.’

‘Don’t class me with that damned ninny,’ she snapped. ‘I'm not going
to go mad in white satin. But I'still think that if Hamlet had had someone
to give him advice, to put some backbone into him, things would have
turned out differently. As it was, all he had was that wet, Horatio.’

He felt suddenly depressed. ‘Are you offering to supply backbone?

‘All I'm saying is that you mustn’t depend on this gang of Whitehall





































































668 THE TIGHTROPE MEN

heart could stand it. And no one goes outside that door except on my say-
s0.”

Denison stretched his arms. ‘I think I'll try to sleep for a while. Wake
me when it’s my watch.’ He lay on his side on the bunk and for a while
regarded Harding who had struggled in with the punt gun. He had some
paper and appeared to be making small paper bags.

Denison’s eyelids drooped and presently he slept.

He was awakened by Harding shaking his shoulder. ‘Wake up, Giles;
your watch.’

Denison yawned. ‘Anything happening ?”’

‘Not a thing to be seen.’

Denison got up and went to the window. Harding said, ‘I think I've
figured out the gun. I’ve even made up some cartridges. I wish I could try
it.” There was a wistful note in his voice.

Denison looked about the room. The others were asleep which was not
surprising because it was midnight. ‘You’d better rest. When we move
we’ll probably move quickly.’

Harding lay on his bunk and Denison inspected the view from the
window. The sun shone in his eyes, just dipping over the horizon far over
the marsh; that was the lowest it would set and from then on it would be
rising. He shaded his eyes. The sun seemed to be slightly veiled as though
there was a thickening in the air over the marsh, the slightest of hazes.
Probably a forest fire somewhere, he thought, and turned to the table to
find the results of Harding’s handiwork.

Harding had made up six cartridges, crude cylindrical paper bags tied
at the top with cotton thread. Denison picked one up and could feel the
small shot through the paper. The cartridges were very heavy; he
bounced one in his hand and thought its weight was not far short of two
pounds. A pity Harding could not get his wish but, as McCready had
pointed out, firing the gun was impossible.

He bent down and picked up the punt gun, straining his back and
staggering under the weight. He cradled it in his arms and attempted to
bring the butt to his shoulder. The muzzle swung erratically in a wild
arc. It was impossible to aim and the recoil as two pounds of shot left the
barrel would flatten the man who fired it. He shook his head and laid it
down.

An hour later the view from the window was quite different. The
sunshine had gone to be replaced by a diffuse light and the haze over the
marsh had thickened into a light mist. He could still see the boathouse
where the punt lay, and the reeds at the marsh edge, but farther out the
light was gone from the water and beyond that was a pearly greyness.
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we’ll take a chance.’

“Then you take it on your own,’ said Denison flatly. ‘If you think I'm
going to go stumbling around out there when there are four men armed
with automatic rifles you’re crazy. They might not want to kill us by
design but they could sure as hell kill us by accident. I don’t go — nor does
Lyn. Nor does Harding, if I have any say.’

‘A chance like this and you won’t take it,” said McCready disgustedly.

‘I’m not in the chance-taking business, and in this case it doesn’t make
sense. Tell me; suppose you leave this hut — what would you do?

‘Head back to Vuotso,” said McCready. ‘We couldn’t miss it if we
skirted the edge of the marsh.’

‘No, you couldn’t,” agreed Denison. ‘And neither could the Czechs miss
you. You’d be doing the obvious. Come over here.” He walked over to the
table and spread out the map, using Harding’s cartridges to hold down
the corners. ‘I’'m not recommending leaving the hut at all — not the way
things are now — but if it’s necessary that’s the way to go.’

McCready looked at the way Denison’s finger pointed. ‘Over the
marsh! You’re crazy.’

‘What’s so crazy about it? It’s the unexpected direction. They wouldn’t
think of following us across there.’

‘You're still out of your mind,’ said McCready. ‘I had a good look at
that marsh from up on the mountain. You can’t tell where the land
begins and the water ends, and where there’s water you don’t know how
deep it is. You’d stand a damned good chance of drowning, especially if
you couldn’t see ten yards ahead.’

‘Not if you took the punt,’ said Denison. ‘The two girls and one man
in the punt — two men alongside pushing. Where the water becomes deep
they hang on and are towed while the people in the punt paddle.” He
tapped the map. ‘The marsh is two miles across; even in pitch darkness
you could get through in under four hours. Once you’re across you head
west and you can’t help but hit the main road north from Rovaniemi.’
He bent over the map. “You’d strike it somewhere between Vuotso and
Tankapirtti, and the whole journey wouldn’t take you more than seven
or eight hours. .

‘Well, I'll be damned? said McCready. ‘You’ve really been working
all this out, haven’t you?

Just in case of emergency,” said Denison. He straightened. ‘The
emergency hasn’t happened yet. We’re a bloody sight safer here than we
would be out there. If there was a life and death reason for getting out of
here I’d be in favour of it, but right now I don’t see it.’

‘You’re a really cool logical bastard,’ said McCready. ‘I wonder what
it takes to make you angry. Don’t you feel even annoyed that we’re being
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Harding shook his head. ‘I don’t think you realise yet what sort of gun
this is. If your knees are in contact with the punt when the recoil comes
you’re likely to have a couple of shattered kneecaps. Watch it.’

‘God Almighty! said Denison. He looked at Harding curiously. ‘Why
did you pick me instead of McCready ?’

‘McCready knows too much about guns,’ said Harding. ‘He might fall
into the error that he knows about this one. I want somebody who’ll do
exactly as I say without contaminating it with what he thinks.” He smiled
wryly. ‘I don’t know whether we’re going to fire this gun — under the
circumstances I hope not — but, believe me — when you pull that trigger
you’ll probably be just as surprised as the man you’re shooting at.’

‘Let’s hope it never happens,’ said Denison. ‘How’s your arm?’

Harding looked down at the improvised sling. ‘It’ll be fine as long as
the drug holds out. I'm leaving my kit but I have a syringe loaded with
pain-killer in my pocket. Just one more thing. If we shoot in the marsh
1t’s going to be difficult to reload the gun. It will have to be done in
shallow water with McCready at the front of the punt with a ramrod. I’ll
have a word with him about that.’

He went to McCready and Denison bent to examine the gun. It was
suddenly much more real, no longer looking like an old piece of iron
piping but a weapon deadly of purpose. He straightened to find Lyn at
his side. ‘An extra sweater,’ she said, holding it out. ‘It’s always cold on
the water.’

“Thanks,” he said, and took it from her. ‘If’ll be even colder in it. You
shouldn’t have come, Lyn; this is no place for you. Will you promise me
something ?’

“That depends.’

‘If we get into trouble out there — shooting, perhaps — promise to duck
out of it. Get down among the reeds and out of sight. Don’t take any
chances you don’t have to.’

She nodded towards Harding. ‘And what about him?’

‘Leave him to the professionals. They’ll look after him.’

‘If it weren’t for me he wouldn’t be here,’ she said sombrely. ‘And
you’re a fine one to talk about not taking chances.’

He shrugged. ‘All right — but there is something you can do for me.
Find a ball of string. Harding might know where there is some.’

McCready came over. ‘We’re ready to move. Help me with the gun.’
As they lifted it they heard several shots. ‘What the hell’s going on out
there? said McCready. ‘We’re not being shot at — so who is?’

Denison took the strain at the butt end of the gun. ‘Who cares? Let’s
take advantage.’

It was better this second time despite the hampering weight of the
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