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'Sometimes you should show that you are frightened, or obsessedd
or crazy for something. It's human, and it's a sign that you care.
When you're so calm all the time #e think it's because ydu don't
give a damn.'

Vandam said:! 'Well, people should know better. Lovers should
know better, and so should friends, and bosses if they're any good.'
He said this honestly, but in the back of his mind he realised
that there was indeed an element of ruthlessmess, of cold-héartedness,
in his famous equanimity.

'And if they don't know better ... ?' She had stopped crying
now.

'I should be different? No.' He wanted to be honest with
her now. He could have told her a lie to make her happy! Yes,
you're right, I'll try to be different., But what was the point?
If he could not be himself with her, it was all worthless, he would
be manipulating her the way all men had maniipulated her, the way
he manipulated people he did not love. So he told her the truth.
'You see, this is the way I win. I mesn, win everything ... the
game of life -~ so to speak.' He gave a wry gtin. 'I am detached.
I look at eveyything from a distance. I do care, but I refuse to
do pointless things, symbolic gestures, empty fits of rage. Either
we love each other or we don't, and all the flowers in the world
won't make any difference. But the work I did today could affect
whether we live or die. I did think of you, all day; but each
time I thought of you, I turned my mind to more urgent things.
I work efficiently, I set priorities, and I don't worry about you
when I know you're okay. Can you imagine yourself getting used
to that?!

She gave him a watery smile. 'I'll gxxmxtk try.'

And all the time, in the back of his mind, he was thinking:
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For how long? Do I want this woman forever? What if I donYt?

He pushed the thought down. Right now it was low priority.
'What I want to say, after all that, is: Forget about tongght,
don't go, we'll manage without you. But I can't. We need you,
and it's terribly important.'

'That's okay, I understand.'

"But first of all, may I kiss you Hello?'

'Yes, please."'

Kneeling beside the arm of her chair, he took her face in
his big hadd, and kissedhher lips. Her mouth was soft and ykelding,
and slightly moist. He savoured the feel and the taste of her.
Never had he felt like this, as thoughk he could go on kissing,
Just so, all night and never get pired.

Eventually she drew back, took a deep breath, and said:

My, my, I do believe you mean it.'

'You may be sure of that.'

She laughed. 'When you said that, you were the old Major
Vandam for a moment - the one I used to know before I knew you.'

'And your 'My, my," in that provocative voice was the old
Elene.'

'Brief me, Major.!

'I'1l have to get out of kissing distance.'

'Sit over there and cross your legs. Anyway, what were you
doing today?'

Vandam crossed the room to the drinks cupboard and found the
gin. 'A major in Intelligence has disappeared - along with a
briefcase full of secrets.'

'"Wolfr?!*

'Could be. It turns out that this major has been disappearing

at lunch time, a couple of times a week, and nobody knows where he's
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been going. I've a hunch that he might have been meeting Wolff.'

'So why would he disappear?’

Vandam shrugged. 'Something went wrong.'

'What was in his briefcase today?'

Vandam wondered how much to tell her. .'A rundown of our
defences which was 80 complete that we think it could alter the
resfiit of the next battle.'! Smith had 41so been in possession of
Vandam's proposed deception plan, but Vandam did not tell Elene
Bhis: he trusted her all the way, but he also had security instincts.
He finished: 'So, we'd better catch Wolff tonight.'

'But it might be too late already!'’

'No. We found the decrypt of one of Wolff's signals, a while
back. It was timed at midnight. Spies have a set time for
reporting, generally the same time every day. At other times their
masters won't be listening - at least, not on the right wavelength -
so even i1f they do signal nobody picks it up. Therefore, I think
wkxx Wolff will send this information tonight at midnight - unless
I catch him first.' He hesitated, then changed his mind about
security and decided she ought to know the full importance of what
she was doing. 'There's something else. He's using a code based
on a novel called Rebecca. I've got a copy of the novel. If I
can get the key to the code - !

'"What's that?!

'Just a piece of paper telling him how to use the book to
encode signals.'

'Go on.'

'If I can get the key to the Rebecca code, I can impersonate
Wolff over the radio and send false information to Rommel. It could
turn the tables completely - it could save Egypt. But I must have
they key.'

'All right. What's tonight's plan?'
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'*It's the smme as before, only more so. I'll be in the
restaurant with Jakes, and we'll both have pistols.!'

Her eyes widened. 'You've got a gun?'

'I haven't got it now. Jakes 1is bringing it to the restaurant.
Anyway, there will be two other men in the restaurant, and six more
outside on the pavement, trying to look inconspicuous. YThere will
also be ciwvilian cars ready to block all exits from the street at
the sound of a whistle. No matter what Wolff does tonight,tif
he wants to see you he's going to be caught.!

There was a knock at the apsrtment door.

Vandam said?: 'Wh&t's that?!

'The door - '

'Yes, I know, are you expecting someone? Or something?!

'No, of cousse not, it's almost time for me to leave.'

Vandam frowned. Alarm bells were sounding. 'I don't like
this., Don't answer.'

'All right,' Elene said. Then she changed her mind. 'I
have to answer. It might be my father. Or news of him.'‘

'Okay, answer 1it.'

Elene went out of the living-room. Vandam sat listening.

The knock came again, then she opened the door.

Vandam heard her say: 'Alex!!

Vandam whispered: 'Christ!’

He heard Wolff's voice. 'You're all ready. How delightful.’
It was a deep, confident volce, thd drawled English spoken with
only the faintest trace of an unidentifiable accent.

Elene said: 'But we were to meet in the restaurant - '

'I know, May I come in?!

Vandam leaped over the back of the sofa and lay on the floor

behind 1it.
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Elene said: 'Of course ... !

Wolff's voice came closer. 'My dear, you look exquisite
tonight.!

Vandam thought: Smooth bastard.

The front door slammed shut.

Wolff sald: 'This way?!

'Um ... yes ... '

Vandam heard the two of them enter the room. Wolff s&id:
'What a lovely apartment; Mikis Aristopoulos must pay you well.'

'Oh, I don't work there regularly. He's a distant relation,
it's family, I help out.!

'Uncle. He must be your uncle.'

'Oh ... great-uncle, second cousin, something. He calls me
his niece for simplicity.’

WWell. These are for you.'

'Oh, flowers. Thankyou.'

Vandam thought: Fuck that.

Wolff said: 'May I sit down?'

'0f course.'

Vandam felt the sofa shift as Wolff lowered his wiight on
to it. Wolff was a big man. Vandam remembered grappling with him
in the alley. He also remembered the knife, and his hand went to
the wound on his cheek. He thought: What can I do?

He could jump Wolff now. The spy was here, practically in
his hands! They were about the same weight, and evenly matched -
except for the knife. Wolff had had the kdAfe that night when he
had been dining with Sonja, so presumably he took it everywhere
with him, and had it now.

If they fought, and Wolff had the advantage of the knife,
Wolff would win. It had happened before, in the alley. Vandam
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touched his cheek again.

He thought: Why didn't I bring the gun here?

If they fought, and Wolff won, what would happen then? Seeing
Vandam in Elene's apartment, Wolff would know whe had been trying
to trap him. What would he do to her? In Istanbul, in a similar
situation, he had s8lit the girl's throat.

Vandam blinked to shut out the awful image.

Wolff said: 'I see you were having a drink befose I arrived.
May I join you??

'0f course,'! Elene said again. 'What would you like?!

'What's that?' Wolff sniffed. 'Oh, a little gin would be
very nice.!

Vandam thought: That was my drink. Thank God Elene didn't
have a drink as well - two glasses would have given the game away.
He heard ice clink.

"Cheers!' Wolff said.

'Cheers.'

'You don't seem to like it.'

'The ice has melted.'!

Vandam knew why she had made a face when she sipped his drink:
it had been straight gin. She was coping so well with the situation,
he thought. What did she think he, Vandam, was planning to do?

She must have gueesed by now where he was hiding. She would be
trying desperately not to look in this direction. Poor Elene!
Once again she had got more than she bargained for.

Vandam hoped she would be passive, take the line of least
resistance, and trust him.

Did Wolff still plan to go to the Oasis restaurant? Perhaps
he did. If only I could be sure of that, Vandam thought, I could
leave it all to Jakes.
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Wolff said: 'You seem nervous, Elene. Did I confuse your
plans by coming here? If you want to go and finish getting ready,
or something - not that you look a white less than perfect right
now - just leave me here with the gin bottle.'

'No, no ... Well, we d4id say we'd meet at the restaurant ...

'And here I am, altering everything at the last minute again.
Tobbe truthful, I'm bored with restaurants, and yet they are, so
to speak, the conventional meeting-place; so I arrange to h&ve
dinner with people then when the time comes I can't face it, and
I think of something else to do.!

So they're not going to the Oasis, Vandam thought. Damn.

Elene said: 'What do you want to do?!

'May I surprise youmagain?!

Vandam thought: Make him tell you!

Elene said: 'All right.!

Vandam groaned inwardly. If Wolff would reveal where they
were going, Vandam could contact Jakes and have the whole ambush
moved to the new venue. Elene was not thinking the right way.

It was understandable: she sounded terrified.

Wolff said: 'Shall we go?!

'All right.’

The sofa creaked as Wolff got up. Vandam thought:! I could go
for him now!

Too risky.

He heard them leave the room. He stayed where he was for a
moment. He heard Wolff, in the hallway, say: 'After you.' Then
the front door was slammed shut.

Vandam stood up. He would have to follow them, and take the
first available opportunity of calling GHQ and contacfing Jakes.
Elene did not have a telephone, not many people did in Cairo.
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Even 1f she had there was no time now. He went to the front door
and listened. He heard nothing. He opened it a fraction: they
had gone. He went out, closed the door, and hurried along the
corridor and down the stairs.

As he stepped out of the building he saw them on the other
side of the road. WoAff was holding open a car door for Elene to
get in. It was not a taxi: Wolff must have rented, borrowed or
stolen a car for the evening. Wolff closed the door on Elene and
walked around to the driver's side. Elene looked out of the window
and caught Vandam's eye. She stared at him. He looked awa§ from
her, afraid to make any kind of gesture in case Wolff should see
it.

Vandam walked to his motorcycle, climbed on, and started the
engine.

Wolff's car pulled away, and Vandam followed.

The city traffic was still heavy. Vandam was able to keep
five or six cars between himself and Wolff without risking losing
Wolff. It was dusk, but few cars had their lights on.

Vandam wondered where Wolff was going. They were sure to stop
somewhere, unless the man intended to drive around all night. If
only they would stop someplace where there was a telephone ...

They headed out of the city, toward Giza. Darkness fell
and Wolff illuminated the lights of the car. Vandam left his
motorcyde lights off, so that Wolff would not be able to see that
he was being followed.

It was a nightmare ridee Even in daylight, in the city,
riding a motorcycle was a little hair-raising: the roads were strewn
with bumps, potholes, and treacherous patches of oil, and Vandam
found he had to watch the surface as much as the traffic. The desert

road was worse, and yet he now had to drive without lights and
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keep an eye on the car ahead. Three or four times he almost came
off the bike.

He was cold. Not anticipating this ride, hb had wornm only
a short-sleeved uniform shirt, and at speed the wind cut through
it. How far was Wolff planning to go?

The pyramids loomed ahead.

Vandam thought: No phone there.

Wolff's car slowed down. They were going to pienic by the
pyramids, Vandam cut the motorcycle engine and coasted to a halt.
Before Wolff had a chance to get out ¢f the car, Vandam wheeled
his bike off the road on to the sand. The desert was not level,
except when seen from a distance, and he found a rocky hump behind
which to lay down the motorcycle. He lay in the sand beside the
hump and watched the car.

Nothing happened.

The car stayed still, its engine off, its interlor dark.
What were they doing in there? Vandam was seized by Jealousy.

He told himself not to be stupid ~ they were eating, that was all.
Elene had told him about the last picnic?! the smoked salmon, the
cold chicken, the champagne. You could not kiss a girl with a
mouthful of fish., Still, thets fingers would touch as he handed
her the %ine ...

Shut up.

He decided to risk a cigarette., He moved behind the hump to
light it, then cupped it in his hand, army fashion, to hide the
glow as he returned to his vantage point.

Five cigaretéss lader the car doors opened.

The cloud had cleared and the moon was out. The whole
landscape was dark-blue and silver, the complex shadow-work of

the pyramids rising out of shining sand. Two dark figures got out
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of the car and walked toward the nearest of the ancient tombs.

Vandam could see that Elene walked with her arms #olded across

her chest, as if she were cold, or perhaps because she did not

want to hold Wolff's hand. Wolff put an arm lightly across her
shoulders, and she made no move to resist him.

They stopped at the base of the monument and talked. Wolff
pointed upward, and Elene seemed to shake her head}! Vandam guessed
she did not want to climb. They walked around the base and
disappeared behind the pyramid.

Vandam waited for them to emerge on the other side. They
seemed to take a very long time. What were they doing behind there?
The urge to go and see was almost irresistible.

He could get to the car now. He toyed with the idea of
sabotaging it, rushing back to the city, and returning with his
team., But Wolff would not be here when Vandam got backj it would
be impossible to search the desest at night; by the morning Wolff
might be miles away.

It was almost unbearable to watch and wait and do nothing,
but Vandam knew it was the best course.

At last Wolff and Elene came back into view. He still had
his arm around her. They returned to the car, and stood beside
the door. Wolff put his hands on Elene's shoulders, said something,
and leaned forward to kiss her.

Vandam stood up.

Eleme gave Wolff her cheek, then turned away, slipping out
of his grasp, and got into the car.

Vandam lay down on the sand again.

The desert silmmce was broken by the roar of Wolff's car.
Vandam watched it turn in a wide circle and take the road. The
headlights came on, and Vandam ducked his head involuntarily,
although he was well concealed. The car passed him, heading toward
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Cairo.

Vandam jumped up, wheeled his cycle on to the road, and
kicked the starter. The engine would not turn over. Vandam cursed:
he was terrifipd he might have got sand in the carburettor. He
ttted again, and this time it fired. He got on and followed the
car.

The moonlight made it easier for him to spot the holes and
bumps in the road surface, but it also made him more visible. He
stayed well behind Wolff's car, knowing there was nowhere to go
but Cairo. He wondered what Wolff planned next. Would he take
Elene home? 1If so, where would he go afterward? He might lead
Vandam to his base.

Vandam thought: I wish I had that gun.

Would Wolff take Elene to hig home? The man had to be staying
somewhere, had to have a bed in a room in a building in the city.
Vandam was sure Wolff was planning to seduce Elene. Wolff had been
rather patient and gentlemanly with her, but Vandam knew that in
reality he was a man who liked to get his way quickly. Seduction
might be the least of the dangers Elene faced. Vandam thought:
What woulad't I give for a phone!

Kexixkkxthayxhxdxai X xpxxxnd Theyreached the outskirts of the
city, and Vandam wassobliged to pull up closer to the car, but
fortunately there was plenty of traffic about. He contemplated
stopping and giving a message to a policeman, or an officer, but
Wolff was driving fast, and anyway, what would the message say?
Vandam still did not know where Wolff was going.

He began to suspect the answer when they crossed the bridge
to Zamalek. This was where the dancer, Sonja, had her houseboat.
It was surely not possible that Wolff was living there, Vandanm
thought, for the place had been under surveillance for days. But
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perhaps he was reluctant to take Elene tohhis real home, and so
was borrowing the houseboat.

Wolff parked in a street and got out. Vandam stood his
motorcycle againat a wall and hurriedly chained the wheel to prevent
theft - he might need the bike again tonight.

He followed Wolff and Elene from the street to the towpath.
From behind a bush he watched as they walked a short distance along
the path. He wondered what Eleme was thinking. Had she expected to
be rescued before this? Would she trust that Vandam was still
watching her? Would she now lose hope?

They stopped beside one of the boats - Vandam noted carefully
which one - and Wolff helped Elene on to the gangplank. Vandam
thought: Has it not occurred to Wolff th&t the houseboat might be
under survelllance? Obviously not. Wolff followed Elene on to
the deck, then opened a hatch. The two of them disappeared below.

Vandam thought: What now? This was surely his best chance
to fetch help. Wolff must be intending to spend some time on the
boat. But supposing that did not happen? Suppose, while Vandam
was dashing to a phone, something went wrong -~ Elene insisted on
being taken home, Wolff changed his plans, or they d#&cided to go
to a nightclub?

I could still lose the bastard, Vandam thought.

There must be appoliceman around here somewhere,

'Hey!' he said in a stage whisper. 'Is anybody there? Police?
This is Major Vandam. Hey, where are - '

A dark figure materialised from behind a tree. An Arab voice
said: 'Yes?'

'Hello. I'm Major Vandam, Are you the police officer watching
the heameboat?!

'Yes, sir.'!

'0kay, listen. The man we're chasing is on the boat now. Do
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you have a gun?!

'No, sir.!

'Damn.' Vandam considered whether he and the Arab could raid
the boat on their own, and decided they could not: the Arab could
not be trusted to fight enthusiastically, and in that confined
space Wolff's knife could wreak havoc. 'Right, I want $ou to go
to the nearest :lephone, ring GHQ, and get a message through to
Captain Jakes or Colonel Bogge, absolutely top priority: they are
to come here in force and raid the houseboat immediately. Is that
clsar?!

‘Captain Jakes or Colonel Bogge, GHQ, they are to raid the
houseboat immediately. Yes, sir.'

'All right. Be quick!'’

The Arab left at a trot.

Vandam found a position in which he was concealed from view
but could still watch the houseboat and the towpath. A few minutes
later the figure of a woman came along the path. Vandam thought
she looked familiar. She boarded the houseboat, and Vindam realised
she was Sonja.

He was relieved: at least Wolff could not molest Elene while
there was another woman on the boat.

He settled down to wait.
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The Arab was worried. 'Go to the neareat telephone,' the Englishman
had said. Well, there were telephones in some of the nearby houses.
But houses with phones were occupied by Europeans, who would not
take kindly to an Egyptian - even a police officer - banging on
their doors at eleven o'clock at night and dmmanding to use the
phone. They would almost certainly refuse, with oaths and curses:
it would be a humiliating experience. He was not in uniform, not
even wearing his usual plain-clothes outfit of white shirt and
black trousers, but was dressed like a fellah. They would not even
believe he was a policeman.

There were no public phones on Zamalek that he knew of.

That left him only one optiont to phone fromthe station house. He
headed that way, still trotting.

He was also worried about calling GHQ, It was an unwritten
rule for Egypsian officials in Cairo that no one ever voluntarily
contacted the British. It always meant trouble. The switchboard
at GHQ would refuse to put through the call, or they would leave
the message until morning - then deny they had ever received it -
or they would tell himtto call back later. And if anythlng went
wrong there would be hell to pay. How, anyway, did he know that
the man on the towpath had been genuine? He did kmam not know
Major Vandam from Adam, and anyone could put on the uniform shirt
of a major. Suppose it was a hoax? There was a certain type of
young English officer who Just loved to play practical jokes on
well-meaning Egyptians.

He had a standard response to situations like this? pass the
buck. Anyway, he had been instructed to report to his superior

officer and no one else on this case. He would go to the station
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house and from there, he decided, he would call Superindendent
Kemel at home.

Kemel would know what to do.

2

Elene stepped off the ladder and looked nervously around the
interior of the houseboat. She had expected the deoor to be
sparse and nautical. In fact if was luxurious, if a little
over-ripe. There were thick rugs, low divans, a couple of elegant
occasional tables, and rich velvet floor-to-ceiling curtains which
divided this area from the other half of the boat, which was
presumably the bedroom. Opposite the curtains, where the boat
narrowed to what had been its stern, was a tiny kitchen with small
but modern fittings.

'Is this yours?' she asked Wolff.

'It beléngs to a friend,' he saild. XfikkxdewmxX *Do sit down.'

Elene felt trapped. Where the hell was William Vandam?
Several times during the evening she had thought there was a
motorcycle behind Bhe car, but she had been unable to look carefully
for fear of alerting Wolff. Every second, she had been expecting
soldiers to surround the car, arrest Wolff, and set her freej and
as the seconds turned into hours she had begun to wonder if it
was all a dream, if William Vandam existed at all.

Now Wolff was going to the icebox, taking out a bottle of
champagge, finding two glasses, unwrapping the silver foil from
the top of the bottle, unwinding the wire fastening, pulling the
cork with a loud pop, and pouring the champagne into the glasses
and where the hell was William?

She was terrified of Wolff. She had had many liaisons with
men, some of them casual, but she had always trfisted the man,
always known he would be kind, or if not kind, at least considerate.
It was her body she was frightened for: if she let Wolff play with
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her body, what kind of games would he invent? Her skin was
sensitive, she was soft inside, so easy to hurt, so vulneradble
lying on her back with her legs apart ... Tobbe like that with
someone who loved her, someone who would be as gentle with her
body as she herself, would be a Joy - but with Wolff, who wanted
only to use her body ... she shuddered.

'Are you cold?' WoXff said as he handed her a glass.

'No, I wasn't shivering ... '

He raised his glass. 'Your health.'

Her mouth was dry. She sipped the cold wine, then took a
gulp. It made her feel a little better.

He sat beside her on the couch and twisted around to look
at her. 'What a super evening,' he said. 'l enjoy your company
so much. You're an enchantress.'

Here it comes, she thought.

He put his hand on her knee.

She froze.

'"You're enigmatic,' he said. ‘'Desirable, rather aloof, very
beautiful, someitmes naive and sometimes so knowing ... will you
tell me something?'

'I expect so.' She did not look at him.

With his fingertip he traced the silhouette of her face!
foskhead, nose, lips, chin. He said: 'Why do you go out withmme?'

What did he mean? Was it possible he suspected what she was
really doing? Or was this Just the next move in the game?

She looked at him and said: '"You're a very attractive man.'

'I'm glad you think so.' He put his hand on her knee again,
and leaned forward to kiss her. She offered him her cheek, as she
had done once before this evening. His 1lips brushed her skin, theb
he whispered: 'Why are you frightened of me?'
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There was a noise up on deck -~ quick. light footsteps - and
then the hatch opened.

Elene thought: William!

A high~heeled shoe and a woman's foot appeared. The woman
came down, clsing the hatch above her, and stepped off the ladder.
Elene saw her face and recognised her as Sonja, the belly-dancer.

She thought: What on earth is going on?

*

'All right, Bergeant,' Kemel said into the telephone. 'You did

exactly the right thing in contacttng me. I'll deal with
everything myself. In fact, you may go off duty now.'!
tThankyou, sir,' said the sergeant. 'Goodnight.'
'Goodnight.!' Kemel hung up. This was a catastrophe. The
British had followed Alex Wolff to the houseboat, and Vandam was
trying to organise a raid. The consequences would be twofold.

Firat,tthe prospect of the Free Officers using the German's radio

would vanish, and then there would be no possibility of negotiations

with the Reich before Rommel conquered Egypt. ¥zecond, once the
British discovered that the houseboat was a nest of sples, they
would quickly figure out that Kemel had been concealing the facta
and protecting the agents. Kemel regretted that he had not pushed
Sonja harder, forced her to arrange a meeting within hours instead
of days3 but it was too late for regrets. What was he going to do
now?

He went back into the bedroom and dressed quickly. From the
bed his wife said softly! 'What 1s 1t?'

Work, ' he whispered.
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'Oh, no.! She turned over.

He tookhhis pistol from the locked drawer 1n the desk and
put it in his jacket pocket, then he kissed his wife and .left the
house quietly. He got into his car and startedtthe engine. He
sat thinking for a minute. He had to consult Sadat about this,
but that would take time. In the meanwhile Vandam migirt grow
impatient, waiting at the houseboat, and do something precipitate.
Vandam would have to be dealt with first, quickly; then he could go
to Sadat's house.

Kemel pulled away, heading for Zamalek. He wanted time to
think, slowl)¥ and clearly, but time was what he lacked. Should he
kill Vandam? He had neverkkilled a man and did hot know whether he
would be capable of it. It was years since he had so much as hit
a man. And how would he cover up his involvement in all this? It
might be days yet before the Germans reeched Cairo - indeed it was
possible, even at this stage, bhat they might be repulsed. Then
there would be an investigation into what had happened on the towpath
tonight, and sooner or later the blame would be laid at Kemel's
door. He would probably be shot.

'Courage,' he said aloud, remembering the way Imam's stolen
plane had burst into flames as it crash~landed in the desert.

He parked near the towpath. From the trunk of the car he
took a length of rope. He stuffed the rope into the pocket of his
Jacket, and carried the gun in his right hand.

Hehheld the gun reversed, for clubbing. How long since he
had used 1t? Six years, he thought, not counting occasional target
practice.

He reached the river bank. He looked at the sllver Nile,
the black shapes of the houseboats, the dimlline of the towpath,
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and the darkness of the bushes. Vandam would be in the bushes
somewhere. Kemel stepped forward, walking softly.
»

Vandam looked at his wristwatch in the glow of his cigarette.
It was eleven-thirty. Clearly something had gone wrong. Either
the Arab policeman had given the wrong messgge, or GHQ had been
unable to locate Jakes, or Bogge had somehow fouled everything
up. Vandam could not take the chance of letting Wolff get on
the radio with the information he had now. There was nothing for
it but to go abaord the houseboat himself, and risk everything.

He put out his cigarette, then he heard a footstep somewhere
in the bushes. 'Who 18 it?' he hissed. 'Jakes?!’

A dark figure emerged and whispered: 'It's me.'

Vandam could not recognise the whispered voice, nor could
he see the face. 'Who?'!

The figure stepped nearer and raised an arm. Vandam said:
'Who ~ ' then he realised that the arm was sweeping down in a blow.
He jerked sideways, and something hit the side of his head and
bounced on his shoulder. Vindam shouted wkh $ain, and his right
arm went numb: The arm was lifted again. Vandam stepped @orward,
reaching clumbsily for his assailant with his left hand. The
figure stepped back and struck again, and this time the blow landed
squarely on top of Vandam's head. There was a moment of intense
pain, then Vandam lost consciousness.

perkeated

tapbend $e gun
Kemel dropped—tho—tmsuneheon and knelt beside Bandam's prone figure.

First he touched Vandam's chest, and wa: relieved to feel a strong

*

heartbeat. Working quickly, he took off Vandam's sandals, removed
the socks, rolled them into a ball and stuffed them into the
unconscious man's mouth. That should stop him calling out. NKext

he rolled Vandam over, crossed his wrists behind his back, and
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tied them together with the rope. With the other end of the rope
he bound Vandam's ankles. Finally he tied the rope to a tree.

Vandam would come round in a few minutes, but he would find
it impossible to move. Nor could he cry out. He would remain
there until somebody stumbled on him. How soon was that likely
to happen? Normally there might have been people in these bushes,
young men with their sweethearts and soldiers with their girils,
but tonight there had surely been enough comings and going here
to frighten them away. There was a chance that a latecoming couple
would see Vandam, or perhaps hear him groaning ... Kemel would
have to take that chance, there was no point standing around and
worrying.

He decided to take a quick look at the houseboat. He walked
light-footedly along the towpath to the Jihan. There were lights
on inside, but little curtains were drawn across the portholes.

He was tempted to go aboard, tut he wanted to consult with Sadat
first, for he was not sure what should be done.

He turned around and headed back toward his car.

#*
Sonja said: 'Alex has told me all about you, Elene.' She smiled.

Elene smiled back. Was this the ftéend of Wolff's who owned
the houseboat? Was Wolff living with her? Had he not expected
her back so early? Why was neither of them angry, or pusaled,
or embarrassed? Just for something to say, Elene asked her: 'Have
you just come from the Cha-Cha Club?’

'Yes.'

'How was 1t?'

'As always - exhausting, thrilling, successful.'

Sonja was not a humble woman, clearly.

Wolff handed Sonja a glass of champagne. She took it without
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looking at him, and said to Elene! 'So you work in Mikis' shop?'

'No, I don't,' Elene said, thinking: Are you really
interested in this? 'I helped him for a few days, that's all.
We're rellled.'

'So you're Greek?!

'"That's right.' The small talk was giving Elene confidence.
Her fear receded. Whatever happened, Wolff was not likely to rape
her at knife point in front of one of the most famous women in
Egypt. Sonja gave her a breathing-space, at least. Willima was
détermined to capture Wolff before midnight -

Midnight!

She had almost forgotten. At midnight Wolff was to contact
the enemy by wireless, and hand ofer the details of the defence
line. But where was the radio? Was it here, on the boat? If
it was somewhere else, Wolff would have to leave soon. If it
was here, would he send his message in front of Elene and Bonja?
What was in his mind?

He sat down beside Elene. She felt vaguely threatened, with
the two of them elither side of her. Wolff said: 'What a lucky
man I am, to be sitting here with the two most beautiful women in
Cairo.'

Elene looked straight ahead, not knowing what to say.

Wolff said: 'Isn't she beautiful, Sonja?'

'Oh, yes.' Sonja touched Elene's face, then took her chin
and turned her head. 'Do you think I'm beautiful, Elene?'

'0f course.' Elene frowned. This was getting weird. It
was almost as if -

'I'm so glad,' Sonja said, and she put her hand on Elene's
knee.

And then Elene understood.
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Everything fell into place! Wolff's patience, his phoney
courtliness, the houseboat, the unexpected appearance of Sonja ...
Elene realised she was not safe at all. Her fear of Wolff came
back, stronger than before. The ppir of them wanted to use her,
and she would have no choice, she would have to lie there, mute
and unresisting, while they did whatever they wanted, Wolff with
the knife in one hand -

Stop 1it.

I won't be afraid. I can stand being mauled about by a
pair of depraved old fools. There's more at stake here. Forget
about your precious little body, think about the radio, and how
to stop Wolff using ut.

This threesome might be turned to advantage.

She looked furtively at her wristwatch. It was a quarter to
midnight. Too late, now, to rely on William. She, Elene, was
the only one who could stop Wolff,

And she thought she knew how.

A l3ok passed between Sonja and Wolff like a signal. Each
with a hand on one of Elene's thighs, they leaned across her and
kissed each other in front of her eyes.

She looked at them. It was a long, lascivious kiss. She
thought: What do they expect me to do?

They drew apart.

Wolff kissed Elene the same way. Elene was unresistant.
Then she felt Sonja's hand on her chin. Sonja turned Elene's face
toward her and kissed her lips.

Elene thmumghkt closed her eyes, thinking: It won't hurt me,
it won't hurt.

It did not hurt, but it was gtrange, to be kissed so tenderly

by a woman's mouth.
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Elene thought: Somehow I have to get control of this scene.

Sonja pulled open her own blouse. She had big brown breasts.
Wolff bent his head and took a nipple into his mouth. Elene felt
Sonja pushing her head down. She realised she was supposed to
follow Wolff's example. She did so. Sonja moaned.

All this was for Sonja's benefit: it was clearly her fantasy,
her kinkj; she was the one who was panting and groaning now, not
Wolff. Elene was afraid that any minute now Wolff might bréak away
and go to his radio. As she went mechanically through the motions
of making lwve to Sonja, she cast about in her mind for wappsto
drive Wolff out of his mind with lust,

But the whole scene was so silly, so farcical, that everything
she thought of doing seemed merely comical.

I've got to keep Wolff from that radio.

What's the key to all this? What do they really want?

She moved her face away from Sonja and kissed Wolff. He
tumned his mouth to hers. She found his hand, and pressed it between
her thighs. He breahbed deeply, and Elene thought: At least he's
interested.

Sonja tried to push them apart.

Walff looked at Sonja, then slapped her face, hard.

Elene gasped with surprise. Was this the key? It must be a
game they play, it must be.

Wolff turned his attention back to Elene. Sonja tried to get
between them again.

This time Elene slapped her.

Sonja moaned deep in her throat.

Elene thought: I've done it, I've guessed the game, I'm in

coptrol.
She saw Wolff look at his wristwatch,
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Suddenly she stood up. They both stared at her. She lifted
her arms then, slowly, she pulled her dress up over her head, threw
i1t to one stde, and stood there in her black underwear and
stockings. She raised her left foot, planted a high-heeled shoe
between Sonja's breagts, and pushed Sonja bakkward. Then she
grasped Wolff's head and drew it to her belly.

Sonja started kissing Elene's foot.

Wolff buried his face between Elene's thighs.

Elene looked at her watch.

It was midnight.
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Elene lay on her back in the bed, naked. She was quite still,
rigid, her muscles tense, staring straight up at the blank ceiling.
On her right was Sonja, face down, arms and legs spread all wapy
over the sheets, fast asleep, snoring. Sonja's right hand rested
limply on Elene's hip. Wolff was on Elene's left., He lay on his
side, facing her, sleepily stroking her body.

Elene was thinking: Well, it didn't kill me.

The game had been all about rejecting and accepting Sonja.
The more Elene and Wolff rejected her and abused her, the more
rassionate she became, until in the denoument Wolff rejected Elene
and made love to Sonja. It was a script that Wolff and Sonja
obviously knew well: they had plgyed it before.

It had given Elene very little pleasure, but she was not
sickened or humiliated or disgusted. What she felt was that she
had been betrayed, and betrayed by herself. It was like pawning
a Jewel given by a lover, or having your long hair cut off to sell
for money, or sending a small child to work in a mill. She had
abused herself. Worst of all, what she had done was the logical
culmination of the life she had been living: in the eight years
since she had left home she had been on the slippery slope that
ended in prostitution, and now she felt she had arrived there.

The stroking stopped, and she glanced sideways at Wolff's
face. His eyes were closed. He was falling asleep.

She wondered what had happened to Vandam.

Something had gone wrong. Perhaps Vandam had lost sight of
Wolff's car in Cairo. Maybe he had had an accident in the traffic.
Whatever the reason, Vandam was no longer watching over her. She
was on her own.

She had succeeded in making Wolff forget his midnight
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transmission to Rommel - but what now was to stop him sending the
message another night? Elene would have to get to GHQ and tell
Jakes where Wolff was to be found. She would have to slip away,
right now, find Jakes, get him to pull his team out of bed ...

It would take too long. Wolff might wake, find she was gone,
and vanish again.

Was his radio here, on the houseboat, or somewhere else?

That might make all the difference.

She remembered something Vandam had said last evening - was
it really only a few hours ago? 'If I can get the key to the
Rebecca code, I can impersonate him over the radio ... it could
turn the tables completely ... '

Elene thought: Perhaps I can find the key.

He had said it was a sheet of paper expldining how to use the
book to encode messages.

Elene realised that she now had a chance to Tocate the radio
and the key to the code.

She had to search the houseboat.

She did not move. She was frightened again. If Wolff shoudd
discover her searching ... She remembered his theory of human
nature! the world is divided into masters and slaves. A slave's
life was worth nothing.

No, she thought; I'1l leave here in the morning, quite
normally, and then I'll tell the British where Wolff is to be found,
and they'll raid the houseboat, and -

And what if Wolff had gone by then? What if the radio was not
here?

Then it would all have been for nothing.

Wolff's breathing was now slow and even: he was fast asleep.

Elene reached down, gently picked up Sonja's limp hand, and moved it
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from her thigh on to the sheet. Sonja did not stir.

Now neither of them was touching Elene. It was a great relief.

Slowly, she sat upright.

The shift of weight on the mattress disturbed both of the
other two. Sonja grunted, lifted her head, turned it the other way,
and fell to snoring again. Wolff rolled over on his back without
opening his eyes.

Moving slowly, wincing with every movement of the mattresss,
Elene turned around so that she was on her hands and kesmes, facing
the head of the bemd. She began painfully to crawl backward: right
knee, left hand, left knee, right hand. She watched the two
sleeping faces. The foot of the bed seemed miles away. The silence
rang in her ears like thunder. The houseboat itself rocked from
side to side on the wash of a passing barge, and Elene backed off the
bed quickly under cover of the disturbance. She stood there, rooted
to the spot, watching the other two, until the boat stopped moving.
They stayed asleep.

Where should the search start? Elene decided to be
methodical, and begin at the front and work backward. In the prow
of the boat was the bathroom. Suddenly she realised she had to go
there snyway. She tiptoed across the bedroom and went into the tiny
bathroom.

Sitting on the toilet, she looked around. Where might a radio
be hidden? She did not really know how big it would be: the size
of a suitcase? A briefcase? A handbag? Here there was a basin,

a small tub, and a cupbaerd on the wall. She stood up and opened
the cupbeerd. It contained shaving tackle, pills, and a small
roll of bandage.

The radio was not in the bathroom.

She did not have the courage to sessch the bedroom while they
slept, not yet. She crossed it and passed through the curtains
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into the living-room. She looked quickly all around. She felt

the need to hurry, and forced herself to be calm and careful.

She began on the starboard side. Here there was a divan couch.

Sge tapped its base gently: it seemed hollow. The radio might

be underneath. She tried to 1lift it, and could not. Looking around
its edge, she saw that it was screwed to the floor. The screws were
tight. The radio would not be there. Next there was a tall
cupboard. She opened it gently. It squeaked a little, and she
froze. She heard a grunt from the bedroom. She walted for Wolff
to come bounding through the curtains and catch her red-handed.
Nothing happened.

She looked in the cupboard. There was a broom, and some
dusters, and cleaning materials, and a torch. No radio. She
closed the door. It squeaked again.

She moved into the kitchen area. She had to open six
smaller cupboards. They contained crockery, tinned food, saucepans,
glasseé, supplies af coffee and rice and tea, and towels. Under
the sink there was a bucket for kitchen waste. Elene looked in
the icebox. It contained one bottle of champagne. There were
several drawers. Would the radio be small enough to fit in a drawer?
She opened one. The rattle of cutlery shredded her nerves. No
radio. Another: a massive selection of bottled spices and
flavourings,,from vanilla essence to curry powder - somebody liked
to cook. Another drawer: kitchen knives.

Next to the kitchen was a small escritoire with a fold-down
desk-top. Benath it was a small suitcase. Elene picked up the
suitcase. It was heavy. She opened it. Thereewas the radio.

Her heart skipped.

It was an ordinary, plain suitcase, with two catches, a

leather handle, and reinforced cornerw. The radio fitted inside
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recessed
exactly, as if it had been designed that way. The xxkama 1id

left a little room on top of the radio, and here there was a book.
Its board covers had been torn off to make it fit into the space
in the 1lid. Elene picked up the book and looked inside. She read!
'Last night I dreamt I went to Manderley again.' It was Rebecca.
Bhe flicked the pages of the book. In the middle there was

something between the pages. She let the book fall epen and a

sheet of paper dropped to the floor. She bent down and picked it
up. It was a list of numbers and dates, with some words in German.
This was surely the key to the code.

She held hn her hand what Vandam needed to turn the tide of
the war.

Suddenly the respond#bility weighéd her down.

Without this, she thought, Wolff cannot send messages to
Rommel - or if he sends messages in plain language the Germans will
suspect their authenticity and also worry that the Allies have
overheard them ... Without this, Wolff 1s useless. With this,
Vandam can win the war.

She had to run away, now, taking the key with her.

She remembered that she was stark naked.

She broke out of her trance. Her dress was on the couch,
crumpled and wrinkled. She crossed the boat, put down the book
and the key to the code, picked up her dress and slipped 1t over
her head.

The bed creaked.

From behind the curtains came the unmistakable sound of
someone getting up, someone heavy, it had to be him. Elene stood
still, paralysed. She heard Wolff walk toward the curtains, then
away again. She heard the bathroom door.

She stepped into her shoes. There was no time to put her
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knickers on. She picked up her bag and the book with the key inside.
She heard Wolff come out of the bathroom. She want to the ladder
and ran up it, her high-heeled shoes clattering on the wooden steps
likk gunfire. Glancing down, she saw Wolff appear between the
curtains and glance up at her in astonishment. His eyes went to
the sulitcase opened on the floor. Elene looked away from him to
the h&sch. It was secured on the inside with two bolts. Spe slid
them both back. From the corner of her eye she saw Wolff dash to
the ladder. She pushed up the hatch and scrambled out. As she
stood upright on the deck she saw Wolff scrambling up the ladder.
She bent swiftly and lifted the heavy wooden hatch. As Wolff's
right hand grasped the rim of the opening, Elene slammed the hatch
down on his figners with all her might. There was a roar of pain.
Elene ran across the deck and down the gangplank.

It was just that: a plank, leading from the deck to the
river bank. She stooped, picked up the end of the plank, and
threw it into the river.

Wolff came up through the hatch, his face a mask of pain and
fury.

Elene panicked as she saw him come across the deck at a run.
She thought: he's naked, he can't chase me! He took a flying Jump
over the rail of the boat.

He can't make 1it!

He landed on the very edge of the river-bank, his arms
windmilling for balance. With a sudden acceas of courgge Elene
ran at him and, while he was still off-balance, pushed hém backward
into the water.

She turned and ran along the towpath.

When she reached the lower end of the pathway that led to
the street, she stopped and looked back. Already her heart was
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pounding and she was breathing in long, shuddering gasps. She
felt elated when she waw Wolff, dripping wet and naked, climbing
out of the water up the muddy river bank. It was getting light:
he could not chase her far in that state. She spun around toward
the street, broke into a run, and crashed into someone.

Strong arms caught her in a tight grip. She struggled
desperately, got free, and was seized again. She slumped in
defeat: after all that, she thought; after all that.

She was turned around, grapped by the arms, and marched toward
the houseboat. She saw Wolff walking toward her. She struggled
again, and the man holding her got an arm around her throat. She
opened her mouth to scream for help, but before she could make a
sound the man had thrust his fingers down her throat, mak#ng her
retch.

Wolff came up and said: 'Who are you?'

'I'm Kemel. TYou must be Wolff,'!

" 'Thank God you were there.'

'You're in trouble, Wolff,' said the man called Kemel.

'You'd better come aboard - oh, shit, she threw away the
fucking plank.' Wolff looked down at the river and saw the plank
floating beside the houseboat. 'I can't get any wetter,' he said.
He s1id down the bank and into the water, grabbed the plank, shoved
it up on to the bank, and climbed up after it. He picked it up
again and laid it ecross the gap between the houseboat and the bank.

'This way,' he said.

Kemel marched Elene across the plank, over the deck and down
the ladder.

'Put her over there,' Wolff said, pointing to the couch.

Kemel pushed Elene over to the couch, not ungently, and made

her sit down.
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Wolff went through the curtains and came back a moment later
with a big towel. He proceeded to rub himself dry with it. He
seemed quite unembarrassed by his nkkedness.

Elene was gmikm surprised to see that Kemel was quite a small
man. From the way he had grabbed her, she had imaghned he was
Wolff's build. He was a handsome, dark-skinned Arab. He was
looking away from Wolff uneasily.

Wolff wrapped the towel around his waist and sat down. He
examined his hand. 'She nearly broke my fingers,' he sald. He
looked at Elene with a mixture of anger and amusement.

Kemel sald: 'Where's Sonja?'

'In bed,' Wolff said, Jerking his head toward the curtains.
'She sleeps through earthquakes, especially after a night of lust.'

Kemel was uncomfortable with such talk, Elene observed, and
perhaps also impatient with Wolff's levity. 'You're in trouble,’
he said again.

'I know,' Wolff said. 'I suppose she's working for Vandam.'

'I don't know about that. I got a call in the middle of the
night from my man on the towpath. Vandam had come along and sent
my man to fetch help.'

Wolff was shocked. 'We came close!' he said. He looked
worried. ‘'Where's Vandam now?'

"Out there still. I knocked him on the head and tied him up.'

Elene's heart sank. Vandam was out there in the bushes, hurt
and incapacitated - and nobody else knew where she was. It had all
been for nothing, after all.

Wolff nodded. 'Vandam followed her here. That's two people
who know about this place. If I stay here I'll have to kill them
both.'

Elene shuddered: he talked of killing people so lightly.
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Masters and slaves, she remembered.

"Not good enough,' Kemel said.
will eventually be blamed on me,
live in this town.'

'If you kill Vandam the murder

You can go away, but L have to

He paused, watching Wolff with narrowed eyes.

'And if you were to kill me, that would still leave the man who
called me last night.'
n
SO oo ' Wolff frowned and made an agry noise.

"There's
I have to go.

no choice. Damn.'!

Kemel nodded. 'If you disappear, I think I can cover up.
But I want something from you.

Remember the reason we've been
helping you.'

'You want to talk to Rommel.'!
'Yes.'

'I'11 be sending a message tomorrow night - tonight, I mean,
damn, I've hardly slept.~ Tell me what you want to say, and I'll - !
'Not good enough$' Kemel interrupted. 'We want to do it
ourselves., We want your radio.'

Wolff frowned., Elene realised that Kemel was a nationalist

rebel, co-operating or trying to co-operate with the Germans.

Kemel added: 'We could send your message for you ... '

'Not necessary,' Wolff said.

He seemed to have reached a
decision.

'I have another radio.'

'It's agreed, then.'

'There's the radio.' Wolff pointed to the open case, still
on the flosr where Elene had left it.

'It's already tuned to the

correct wavelength. All you have to do is broadcast at midnight,

any night.'

Kemel went over to the radio and examined it.

Elene wondered
why Wolff had said nothing about the Rebecca code.

Wolff did not
care whether Kemel got through to Rommel or not, she decided; and
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to give him the code would be to risk that he might give it to
someone else. Wolff was playing safe again.

Wolff said: 'Where does Vandam live?'

Kemel told him the address.

Elene thought: Now what is he after?

Wolff said: 'He's married, I suppose.'

'No. ?

'A bachelor. Damn.'

'Not a bachelor,' Kemel said, still looking at the wireless
transmitter. 'A widower. His wife was killed in Crete last year.'

'Any children?!

'Yes,' Kemel said. 'A small boy called Billy, so I'm told.
Why?!

Wolff shrugged. 'I'm interested, a little obsessed, with
the man who's come so close to catching me.!

Elene was sure he was lying.

Kemel closed the suitcase, apparently satisfied. Wolff said
to him: 'Keep an eye om her for a minute, would you?'

'0f course.'

Wolff turned away, then turned back. He had noticed that
Elene still had Rebecca in her hand. He reached down and took it
from her. He disappeared through the curtains.

Elene thought: If I tell Kemel about the code, then maybe
Kemel will make Wolff give it to him, and maybe then Vandam will
get it from Wolff - but what will happen to me?

Kemel said to hert: 'What - ' He stopped abruptly as Wolff
came back, carrying his clothes, and began to dress,

Kemel said to him! '"Do you have a call-sign?'

'Sphinx, ! Wolff said shortly.

'A code?!
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'No code.'

'What was in that book?'

Wolff looked angry. ‘A code,' he said. 'But you ocan't have
it.!

'"We need it.'

Wolff

'I can't give 1t to you,' Xamiam said. 'You'll have to take
your chance, and broadcast in clear.'!

Kemel nodded.

Suddenly Wolff's knife was in his hand. 'Don't argue,' he
sald. 'I know you've got a gun in your pocket. Remember, if you
shoot, you'll have to explain the bullet to the British. You'd
better go now.!

Kemel turned, without speaking, and went up the ladder and
through the hatch. Elene heard his footsteps above. Wolff went
to the porthole and watched him walkm away along the towpath.

Wolff put his knife away and buttoned his shért over the
sheath. He put on his shoes and laced them tightly. He got the
book from the next room, extracted from it the sheet of paper bearing
the key to the code, crumpled the paper, dropped it into a large
glass ashtray, took a box of matches from a kitchen drawer, and
set fire to the paper.

He must have another key with the other radio, Elene thought.

Wolff watched the flames to make sure the paper was entirely
burned. He looked at the book, as if contemplating burning that too,
then he opened a ppethole and dropped it into the river.

He took a small suitcase from a cupbeerd and began to pack a
few things into 1it.

'Where are you going?' Elene said.

'"You'll find out - you're coming.'

'0h, no.' What would he do with her? He had caught her
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deceiving him - had he dreamed up some appropriate punishment?

She felt very weary and afraid. Nothing she had done had @urned

out well. At one time she had been afraid merely that she would have
to have sex with him. How much more there was to fear now. She
thought of trying again to run away - she had almost made it last
time - but she no longer had the spirit.

Wolff contéinued packing his case. Elene saw some of her own
clothes on the floor, and remembered that she had not dressed
properly. There were her knickess, her stockings and her brassiere.
She decided to put them on. She stood up and pulled her dress over
her head. She bent down to pick up her underwear. As she stood
up Wolff embraced her. He pressed a rough kiss against her 1lips,
not seemming to care that she was completely unresponsive. He
reached between her legs and tkrust a finger inside her. He
withdrew his finger from her vagina and shoved it into her anus,

She tensed. He pushed his finger in farther, and she gasped with
apin,

He looked into her eyes. 'Do you know, I think I'd take you
with me even if I didn't have 2 use for you.'

She closed her eyes, humiliated. He turned from her abruptly
and returned to his packing.

She put on her clothes,

When he was ready, he took 2 last look around and said: 'Let's
go.'

Elene followed him up on to the deck, wondering what he planned
to do about Sonja,

As if he knew what she was thinking, he said: 'I hate to
distmmb Sonja's beauty sleep.' He gihnned. 'Get moving.'

They walked along the towpath. Why was he leaving Sonja
behind? Elene wondered. She could not figure it out, but she knew
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it was callous. Wolff was a completely unscrupulous man, she
decidedy and the thought made her shudder, for she was in his power.

She wondered whether she could kill him.

He carried his case in his left hand and gripped her arm
with his right. They turned on to the footpath, walked to the
street, and went to his car. He unlocked the door on the drixder's
side and made her climb in over the gearstick to the passenger
side. He got in beside her and started the car.

It was a miracle the car was still in one plece after being
left on the road all night: normally anything detachable would have
been stolen, including wheels. He gets all the luck there 1is,
Elene thought.

They drove away. Elene wondered where they were going.
Wherever it was, Wolff's second radio was there, along with another
copy of Rebecca and another key to the code. When we get there,
I'1l have to try again, she thought wearily. It was all up to her
Nnow. Wolff had left the houseboat, so there was nothing Vandam
could do even after somebody untied him. Elene, on her own, had
to try to stop Wolff contaciing Rommel, and if possible steal the
key to the code. The idea was ridiculous, shooting for the moon.
All she really wanted tm was to get away from this evil, dangerous
man, to go home, to forget about sples and codes and war, to feel
safe again.

She thought of her father, walking to Jerusalem, and she
knew she had to try.

Wolff stopped the car. Elene realised where they were.

She said: 'This is Vandam's house!'
'Yes.'
She gazed at Wolff, trying to read the expression on his

face. 8he sald: 'But Vandam isn't there.'
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'No.!'! Wolff smiled bleakly., 'But Billy is.'
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Anwar el-Sadat was delighted with the radio.

'It's a Hallicrafter/Skychallenger,' he told Kemel.
'American.' He plugged it in to test it, and prononnmed it very
powerfil.

Kemel explained that he had to broadcast at midnight on the
pre-set wavelength, and that the call-sign was S8phinx. He said
that Wolff had refused to give him the code, and that they would
have to take the risk of broadcasting in clear.

They hid the radio in the ovem in the kitchen of the little
house. oy

Kemel left Sadat's home and wedited from Kubri al-Qubbah
back to Zamalek. On the way he considered how he was to cover up
his role in the events of the night.

His story would have to tally with that of the sergeant whom
Vandam had sent for help, so he would have to admit that he had
received the phone call. Perhaps he would say that, before alerting
the British, he had gone to the houseboat himself to investigate,
in case 'Major V ndam' was an impostor. What then? He had searched
the towpath and the bushes for Vandam, and then he, too, had been
knocked on the head. The snag was that he would not have stayed
unconscious all these hours. So he would have to say that he had
been tied up. Yes, he would say he had been tied up and had just
managed to free himself. Then he aad ¥andam would board the
houseboat - and find it empty.

It would serve.

He parked his car and went cautiously down to the towpath.
Looking into the shrubbery, he figured out roughly where he had
left Vandam. He went into the bushes thirty or forty yards away

from that spot. He lay down on theground and rolled over, to make
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his clothes dirty, then he rubbed some of the sandky soil on his
face and ran his fingers through his hair. Then, rubbing his wrists
to make them look sore, he went in search of Vandam.

He found him exactly where he had left him. The bonds were
still tight and the gag still in place. Vandam looked at Kemel
with wide, staring eyes.

Kemel said: 'My God, they got you, too!'

He bent down, removed the gag, and began to untie Vandam.

'The sergeant contacted me,' he explained. 'I came down here looking
for you, and the next thing I knew, I woke up bound and gagged with
a headache. That was hours ago. I just got fmee.'

Vandam said nothing.

Kemel threw the rope aside. Vandam stood up stiffly.

Kemel said: 'How do you feel?'

'I'm all right.'

'Let's board the houseboat and see what we can find,' Kemel
said. He turned around.

*
As soon as Kemel turned his back, Vandam stepped forward and hit
him as hard as he pessibly could with an edge-of-the-hand blow
to the back of the neck. It might have killed Kemel, but Vandam
did not care. Vandam had been bound and gagged, and he had been
unable to see the towpath; but he had been able to hear: 'I'm Kemel.
You must be Wolff.' That was how he knew that Kemel had betrayed
him. Kemel had not thought of that possibility, obviously. Since
overhearing those words, Vandam had been seething, and all his
pent-up anger had gone into the blow.

Kemel lay on the ground, stunned. Vandam rolled him over,
searched him, and found the gun. He used the rope that had bound
his own hands to tie Kemel's hands behind his back. Then he slapped
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Kemei's face until he came round.

'Get up,' Vandam said.

Kemel looked blank, then fear came into his eyes. . 'What are
you doing?!

Vandam kicked him. 'Kicking you,' he said. 'Get up.'

Kemel struggled to his feet.

'Turn around.'

Kemel turned around. Vandam took hold of Kemel's collar
with his left hand, keeping the gun in his right.

'Move.'

They walked to the houseboat. Vandam pushed Kemel ahead,
up the gangplank and across the deck.

'Open the hatch.!

Kemel put the toe of his shoe into the handle of the hatch
and l1lifted it open.

'Go down.'

.Awkwnrdly, with his hands tied, Kemel descended the ladder.
Vandam bent down to look inside. There was nobody there. He went
quicﬁy down the ladder. Pushing Kemel to one side, he pulled back
the curtain, covering the space behind with the gun.

He saw Sonja in bed, sleeping.

'Get in there,' he told Kemel.

Kemel went through and stood beside the head of the bed.

"Wake her.'

Kemel grasped Sonja's shoulder and shook her. She turned
over, rolling away from him, without opening her eyes. Vandam
realised vaguely that she was naked. Kemel reached over and tweaked
her nose. She opened her eyes and sat up immediately, looking
cross. She recognised Kemel, then she saw Vandam with the gun.

She saild: 'What's going on?'
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Then she and Vandmm said simultaneously?! 'Where's Wolff?!

Vandam was quite sure she was not dissembling. It was clear
now that Kemel had warned Wolff, and Wolff had fled without waking
Sonja. Presumably he had taken Elene with him - although Vandam
could not imagine why.

Vandam walked around the bed to stand on the side opposite
Kemel. He put the gun to Sonja's chest, just below her left breast.
He spoke to Kemel. 'I'm going to ask you a question. If you give
the wrong answer, she dles. Underatand?'

Kemel nodded tensely.

Vandam said: YDid Wolff send a radio message at midnight
last night?!

'No!' Sonja screamed. 'No, he didn't, he didn't!?®

'What dild happen here?! Vandam asked, dreading the answer.

'We went to bed.!

*Who 4i4?’

*Wolff, Elene, and me.'

'*Together?!

'Yes.'

8o th&t was it. And Vandam had thought she was safe, because
there was another woman around! That explained Wolff's continuing
interest in Elene: they had wanted her for their threesome. Vandam
was sick with disgust, not because of what they had done, but because
he had caused Elene to be forced to be part of it.

He put the thought out of his mind., Was Sonja telling the
truth - had Wolff failed to radio Rommel last night? Vandam could
not think of 2 way to check. He could only hope it was true.

'Get dressed,' he told Son]ja.

She got off the bed and hurriedly put on a dress. Keeping
both of them covered with the gun, Vandam went to the prow of the
boat and looked through the little doorway. He saw a tiny bathroom
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with two small portholes.

'Get in there, both of you.'

Kemel and Sonja went into the bathroom. Vandam closed the
door on them and began to scarch the houseboat. e opened all the
cupboards and drawers, throwling their contents on to the floor.

He stripped the bed. With a sharp knife from the kitchen he slashed
the mattress and the uppolstery of the couch. He went through all

the papers in the escritoire. He found a large glass ashtray full

of charred paper and poked through it, but all the paper was completely
burned up. He emptied the 1cebox. He went up on deck and cleared

out the lockers. He checked all around the outside of the hull,
looking for a rope dangling into the water.

After half an hour he was sure that the houseboat contained
no radio, no copy of Rebecca, and no code key.

He got the two prisoners out of the bathroom. In one of the
deck lockers he had found a length of rope. He tied Sonja's hands,
then roped Sonja and Kemel togehher,

ﬁe marched them off the boat, along the towpath and up to the
street. They wllked to the bridge, wheee he halled a taxi. He put
Sonja and Kemel in the back then, kegping the gun pointed at them,
he got in the front beside the wide-eyed, frightened Arab driver.

'GHQ,' he told the driver.

The two prisoners would have to be interrogated, bui really
there we-e only two questions to be asked:

Where was Wolf{?

And where was Elene?

*
S8itting in the car, Wolff{ took hold of Elene's wrist. She tried
to pull away but his grip was too strong., He drew out his knife

and ran its blade lightly across the bakk of her hand. The knife
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was very sharpt Elene stared at her hand in horror. At first
there was just & line like a pencil mark. Then blood welled up
in the cut, and there was a sharp pain. She gasped.

Wolff said: 'You're to stay very close to me and say nothing.'

Suddaaly Elene hated him. She looked into his eyes. 'Otherwise
you'll cut me?' she said with all the scorn she could muster.

'No,' he said. ‘'Otherwise I'll cut Billy.'

He released her wrist and got out of the car. Elene sat
still, feeling helpless. What could she do against this strong,
ruthless man? She took a little handkerchief from her bag and
wrapped it around her bleeding hand.

Impatiently, Wolff came around to her side of the car and
pulled open the door. He took hold of her upper arm and made her
get out of the car. Then, still holding her, he crossed the road
to Vandam's house.

They walked up the short drive and rang the bell. Elene
remembered the last time she had stood in this portico waiting for
the door to open. It seemed years ago, but it was only days.

Since then she had learned that Vandam had been married, and that
his wife had died; and she had made love to Vandamj; and he had
failed to send her flowers - how could she have made such a fuss
about that? - and they had found Wolff; and -

The door opened. Elene recognised Gaafar. The servant
rememberedhher, too, and said: 'Good morning, Miss Fon#ana.'

'Hello, Gaafar.'!

Wolff said: 'Good morning, Gaafar. I'm Captain Alexmnder.

The major asked me to come round. Let us in, would you?'

'0f course, sir.!' Gaafar stood aside. Wolff, still gripping

Blene's arm, stepped into the house. Gaafar closed the door. Elene

remembered this tiled hall. Gaafar said: 'I hope the major is
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all right ... '

'Yes, he's fine,' Wolff said. 'But he can't get home this
morning, so he asked me to come round, tell you that he's well,
and drive Billy to school.'

Elene was aghast, It was awful - Wolff was going to kidnap
Billy. She should have guessed that as soon as Wolff mentioned
the boy's name - but it was unthinkable, she must not let it happen!
What could she do? She wanted to shout No, Gaafar, he's lying,
take Billy and get away, run, run! But Wolff had the knife, and
Gaafar was old, and Wolff would get Billy anyway.

Gaafar seemed to hesitate. Wolff said: 'All right, Gaafar,
snap it up. We haven't got all day.'

pYes, sir,'! Gaafar said, reacting with the reflex of an
. Egyptian servant addressed in an authoritative manner by a European.
'Billy is just finishing his breakfast. Would you wait in here
for a moment?' He opened the drawing-room door.

‘Wolff propelled Elene into the room and at last let go of
her arm. Elene looked at the upholstery, the wallpaper, the marble
fireplace and thd Tatler photograph of Angela Vandam: these things
had the earie look of familier objects seen in a nightmare. Angela
would have known what to do, Elene thought miserably. 'Don't be
ridiculous!' she would have saidj then, raising an imperious arm,
she would have told Wolff to get out of her house. Elene shook her
head to dispel the fansasy! Angela would have been as helpless as
she.

Wolff sat down at the writing-desk. He opened a drawer,
took out a writing-pad and a pencill, and began to write.

Elene wondered what Gaafar might do. Was it possible he
might call GHQ to check with Billy's father? Egyptians were very

reluctant to make phone calls to GHQ, Elene knew: Gaafar would have
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trouble getting past the switchboard operators and secretaries.
She looked around, and saw that anyway the phone was here in this
room, so that if Waafar tried, Wolff would know and stop him.

'Why did you bring me here?' she cried. Frustration and
fear made her voice shrill.

Wolff looked up from his writing. 'To keep the boy quiet.
We've got a long way to go.'

'"Leave Billy here,' she pleaded. 'He's a child.'

'Vandam's child,' Wolff said with a smile.

'You don't need him.'

'"Vandam may be able to guess where I'm going,' Wolff said.
'I want to make sure he doesn't come after me.'

'Do you really think he'll sit at home while you have his
son??

Wolff appeared to consider the point. 'I hope s0,' he said
finally. ‘'Anyway, what have I got to lose? If I don't take the
boy he'll definitely come after me.'

Elene fought back tears. ‘'Haven't you got any plty?!

'Pity is a decadent emotion,' Wolff said with a gleam in his
eye. 'Scepticism regarding morality is what 1is decisive. The end
of the moral inderpretation of the world, which no longer has any
sanction ... ' He seemed to be quoting.

Elene said: 'I don't think you're doing this to make Vandam
stay home. I think you're doing it out of spite. You're thinking
about the anguish you'll cause him, and you love it. You're a
crude, twisted, loathsome man.'

tPerhaps you're right.'

"You're sick.?

'"That's enough!' Wolff reddened slightly. He appeared to
calm himself with an effort. 'Shut up while I'm wrifing.'
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Elene forced herself to concentrate. They were going on a
long Jjourney. He was afraid Vandam would follow them. He had
told Kemel he had another wireless set. Vandam might be able to
-guess where they were going. At the end of the journey, surely,
there was the spare radio, with a copy of Rebecca and a copy of
the key to the code. Somehow she had to help Vandam follow thenm,
so that he could rescue them and capture the key. If Vandam could
guess the destination, Elene thought, then so could I. Where would
Wolff have kept 2 spare radio? It was a long journey away. He
might have hidden one somewhere before he reached Cairo. It might
be somewhere in the desert, or somewhere between here and Asssyut.
Maybe -

Billy came in. ‘Hello,' he said to Elene. 'Did you bring
me that bokk?'

She did not know what he was talking about. 'Book?! She
stared at him, thinking that he was still very much a2 child, despite
his grown-up ways. He wore gray fMAdnel shorts and a white shirt,
and there was no hair on the smooth skin of his bare forearm.

He was carrying a school satchel and wearing a school tie.

'You forgot,' he saild, and looked betrayed. 'You were going
to lend me a detective story by Simeaon.'!

'I did forget. I'm sorry.’

'Will you bring it next time you come?!

'0f course.’

Wolff had been staring at Billy all this time, like a miser
looking into his treasure-chest. Now he stood up. 'Hello, Billy,'
he said with a smile. 'I'm C ptain Alexander.'

Billy shook hands and sald: 'How do you do, sir.'

'Your father asked me to tell you that he's very busy indeed.'

'He always comes home for breakfast,' Billy saild.
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'Not today. He's pretty busy coping with old Rommel, you
know. !

'Has he been in another fight?!

Wolff hesitated. 'Matter of fact he has, but he's okay.

He got a bump on the head.'

Billy seemed more proud than worried, Elene observed.

Gaafar came in and spoke to Wolff. 'You are sure, sir, that
the major sald you were to take the boy to school?!

He jis suspicious, mlene thought.

'0f course,' Wolff said. 'Is something wrong?'

'No, but I am responsible for Billy, and we don't actually
know you ...

'But you know ¥¥mmm Miss Fontana,' Wolff said. 'She was with
me when Major Vandam spoke to me, weren't you, Elene?' Wolff stared
at her and touched himself under the left arm, where the knife was
sheathed.

'Yes,' Elene said miserably.

Wolff said: 'However, you're quite right to be cautious,
Gaafar. Perhaps you should call GHQ and speak to the major yourself.'
He indicatad the phone.

Elene thought: No, don't, Gaafar, he'll kill you before you
finish dialling.

Gaafar hesitated, then said: 'I'm sure that won't be necessary,
sir. As you say, we know Miss Fontana.'

Elene thought: It's all my fault.

Gaafar went out.

Wolff spoke to Elene in rapid Arabic. 'Keep the boy quiet
for a minute.' He continued writing.

Elene looked at Billy's satchel, and had the glimmer of an

idea. 'Show me your school books,' she said.
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Billy looked at her as if she were crazy.

'Come on,' she said. The satchel was open, and an atlas
stuck out. She reached for it. 'What are you doing in Geography?'
. 'The Norwegian fjords.'

Elene saw Wolff finish writing and put the sheet of paper
in an envelope. ¥e licked the flap, sealed the envelope, and put
it in his pocket.

'Let's find Norway,' Elene salid. She flipped the pages of
the atlas.

Wolff picked up the telephone and dialled. He looked at
Elene, then looked away, out of the window.

Elene found the map of Egypt.

Billy said: 'But that's - !

Quickly, Elene touched his lips with her finger. He stopped
speaking and frowned at her.

She thought: Please, little boy, be quiet and leave this to
me.

She said: 'Scandinavia, yes, but Norway is in Scandinavia,
look.! She unwrapped the handkerchief from around her hand. Billy
stared at the cut. With her fingernail Elene opened the cut and
made it bleed again. Billy turned white. He secmed about to speak,
so Elene touched his lips and shook her head with a pleading look.

Elene wasssure Wolff was going to Assyut. It was a likely
guess, and Wolff had said he was afraid Vandam would correctly guess
their destination. As sh- thought this, she heard Wolff say into
the phone: YHello? Give me the time of the train to Assyut.'

I was right! she thought. She dipped her finger in the blood
from her hand. With three stroked, she drew an arrow in blood on
the map of Egypt, with the point of the arrow on the town of Assyut,

teee huadi®d pilen South dY lairo .
She closed the atdds. She used her handkerchief to smear blood on



344

the cover of the book, then pushed the book behind her.

Wolff sald: 'Yes - and what time does it arrive?!

; Elene said! 'But why are there fjords in Norway and not in
Egypt?!

Billy seemed dubstruck. He was staring at her hand. She
had to make him snap out of it before he have her away. She said:
tListen, did you ever read an Agatha Christie story called The
Clue of the Bloodstained Atlas?!

'No, there's no such - !

'It's very clever, the way the detective 1s able to figure
everything out on the basis of that one clue.'

He frowned at her, but instead of the frown of the utterly
amazed, it was the frown of one who is working something out.

Wolff put down the phone and stood up. 'Let's go,' he said.
*You don't want to be late for school, Billy.' He went to the
door and opened it.

Billy picked up his =k satchel and went out. Elene stood
up, dreading that Wolff would spot the atlas.

'Come on,' he said impatiently.

She went through the door and he followed her. Billy was
on the poreh already. There was a little pile of letters on a
dim kédney-shaped takle in the hall. Elene saw Wolff drop his
envelope on top of the pile.

They went out through the front door.

Wolff asked Elene: 'Can youdrive?!

'Yes,' she answered, then cursed herself for thinking slwwly -~
she should have said No.

'You tww get in the front,' Wolff instructed. He got in the
back.

As she pulled away, Elene saw Wolff lean forward. He said!
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'See this?'
She looked down. He was showing the knife to Billy.
'Yes,' Billy said in an unsteady voice.
Wolff said: 'If you make trouble, I'll cut your head off.'
Billy began to cry.
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tStand to attention!' Jakes barked in his sergeant-major's voice.
Keme Kemel stood to attention.

: The interrogation room was bare but for a table. Vandam
followed Jakes in, carrying a chair in one hand and a cup of tea
in the other. He sat down.

Vandam said: 'Where is Alex Wolff?'

'I don't know,' said Kemel, relaxing slightly.

'Attention!' Jakes yelled. 'Stand straight, boy!'

Kemel came to attention again.

Vandam sipped his tea. It was part of the act, a way of
saying that he had all the time in the world and was not very
concerned about anything, whereas the prisoner was in real trouble.
It was the reverse of the truth.

He said: 'Last night you received a call from the officer
on surveillance at houseboat Jihan.'

Jakes shouted: 'An:er the major!!'

'Yes, ' Kemel said.

'What did he say to you?'

'He sdid that Major Vandam had come to the towpath and sent
him to summon assistance.'

'Sir!' said Jakes. 'To summon assistance, sir!'’

'To summon assistmmce, sir!’

'To summon assistance, sir.!

Vandam said: 'And what did you do?'!

'I went personally to the towpath to investigate, sir.'

'And then?'

'I was struck on the head ag knocked unconscious. When I

recowered I was bound hand and foot. It took me several hours to

free myself. Then I freed Major Vandam, whereupon he attacked me.'
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Jakes went close to Kemel. 'You're a bloody lying little
bloody wog!' Kemel took a pace back. 'Stand forward!' Jakes shouted.
*You're a lying little wog, what are you?' Kemel said nothing.

Vandam said: 'Listen, Kemel. As things stand you're going
to be shot for spying. If youttell us all you know, you could
get off with a prison sentence. Be sensible. Now, you came to
the towpath and knocked me out, didn't you?!

'No, sir.!

Vandam sighed. Kemel had his story and he was sticking to it.
Even if he knew, or could guess, where Wolff had gone, he would not
reveal 1t while he was pretending innocence.

Vandam said: 'What i1s your wife's involvement in all this?!

Kemel said nothing, but he looked scared.

Vandam said: 'If you won't answer my questions, I'll have to
ask her.'

Kemel's lips were pressed together in a hard line.

Vandam stood up. 'All right, Jakes,' he said. 'Bring in the
wife oﬁ suspicion of spying.!'

Kemel said: 'Typical British justice.'

Vandam looked at him. 'Where is Wolffr?'

'I don't know.'

Vandam went out. He waited outside the door for Jakes.

When the cpptain came out, Vandam said: 'He's a policeman, he knows
the techniques. He'll break, but not today.' And Vandam had to
£ind Wolff today.

Jakes asked: 'Do you want me to arrest the wife?!

'Not yet. Maybe later.' And where was Elene?

They walked a few yards to another cell, Vandam said: 'Is
everything ready here?'

Tes.?
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'Okayv.' He opened the door and went in. This room was not
80 bare. Sonja sat on a hard chailr, wearing a coarse geey prison
dress. Beside her stood a woman army officer who would have scared
Vandam, had he been her prisoner. She was short and stout, with a
hard masculine face and short grey hair. There was a cot in one
corner of the cell and 2 cold-water basin in the other.

As Vandam walked in the woman officer said: 'Stand up!’

Vandam and Jakes sat down. Vandam said: 'Sit down, Sonja.'

The woman officer pushed Sonja into the chair.

Vandam studied Sonja for a minute. He had interrogated her
once before, 2nd she had been stronger than he. It would be different
this time: Elene's safety was in the balance, and Vandam had few
scruples left.

He said: 'Where is Alex Wolff?!

'I don't know.'

"Where is Elene Fontana?'

fI don't know.'

'"Wolff is a German spy, and you have been helping him.'

'Ridiculous.’

'You're gmimgxkaxkexsRatxfaxxapytrgxt in trouble.'

She said nothing. Vandam watched her face. She was proud,
confident, unafraid. Vandam wondered what, exactly, had happened
on the houseboat this morning. Surkly, Wolff had gone off without
warning Sonja. Did she not feel betrayed?

"Wolff betrayed you,' Vandam said. 'Kemel, the policeman,
wamned Wolff of the danger; but Wolff left you sleeping and wamt
off with another woman. Are you going to protect him after that?'

She said nothing.

'"Wolff kept his radio on your boat. He sent messages to

Rommel at midnight. You knew this, so you were an accessory to
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espionage. You're going to be shot for spying.'

'Al1l1 Cairo will riot! You wouldn't dare!’

'"You think so? What do we care if Cairo rRots now? The
Germans are at the gates - let them put down the rebellion.'

'You dare not touch me.'

"Where has Wolff gone?!

'I don't know.'

t*Can you guess?'

'No.!

"You're not being helpful, Sonja. It will make things worse
for you.'‘

'You can't touch me.!

'I think I'd better ppove to you that I can.' Vandam nodded
to the woman officer.

The woman held Sonja still while Jakes tied her to the chair.
She struggled for a2 moment, but it was hopeless. She looked at
Vandam, and for the first time there was 2 hint of fear in her
eyes. .She sald: 'What are you doing, you bastards?!'

The woman officer took a large pair of scissors from her
bag. She lifted a hank of Sonja's long, thick hair and cut it
off.

'"You can't do this!' Sonja shrieked.

Swiftly, the woman cut Sonja's hair. As the heavy locks fell
away the woman dropped them in Sonja's lap. ©Sonja screamed, cursing
Vandam and Jakes and the British in language which Vandam had never
heard from a woman,

The woman officer took a smaller pair of scissors and cropped
Sonja's Rair close to the scalp.

Sonja's screams subsided into tears, When he could be heard

Vandam said: 'You see, we don't care much about legality and justice
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any more, nor do we care about Egyptian public opinion. We've got
ou backs to the wall. We may all be killed soon. g're desperate.!

The woman took soap and a shaving-brush and lathered Sonja's
head, then began to shave her scalp:’

Vandam said: 'Wolff was getting information from someone
at GHQ. Who?!

*You're evil,' said Sonja.

Finally the woman officer took a mirror from her bag and
held it in front of Sonja's face. At first Sonja would not look
in the zlass, but after a moment she gave in. She gasped when
she swv the reflection of her totally bald head. 'No,' she said.
'It's not me.' She burst into tears.

All the hatred was gone, now; she was completely demoralisdd.
Vandam said softly! 'Where was Wolff getting his information?!

'From Major Smith,' Sonja replied.

Vandam heaved a sigh of relief. She had broken: thank God.

.'First name?! he asked.

'Sandy Smith.'

Vandam glanced at Jakes, That was the name of the Major from
MI6 who had disappeared - it was as they had feared.

'How did he get the information?!

'Sandy came to the houseboat in his lunch break to visit me.
While we were in bed Alex went througzh his briefcase.

Ag simple as that, Vandam thought. Jesus, I feel tired.
Smith was lliaison man between the Secret Intelligence Service -
also known as MI6 - and GHQ, and in that role he had been privy
to all strategic planning, for MI6 needed to know what the army
was doing so that it could tell its sphkés what information to look
for. Smith had been going straight from the morning conferences

at GHQ to the houseboat, with a briefcase full of secrets. Vandam
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had already learned that Smith had been telling people at GHQ he

was lunching at the MI6 office, and telling his superiors at MI6

he was lunching at GHQ, so that nobody would know he was screwing

a dancer. Vandam had previously assumed Wolff was bribing or
blackmailing someone! it had never occurred to him that Wolff might
be getting infommation from someone without that someone's knowledge.

Vandam said: 'Where is Smith now?!

'He caught Alex going through his briefcase. Alex killed
him.*

'Where's the body?!

'In the river by the houseboat.'

Vandam nodded to Jakes, and Jakes went out.

Vandam said to Sonja: 'Tell me about Kemel.'

She was in full flood now, cager to tell 2ll she knew, her
resistance quite crushed; she would do anything to make people be
nice to her. 'He came and told me you had asked him to have the
houseboat watched. He said he would censor his surveillance reports
1f I would arrange a meeting between Hmkff Alex and Sadat.!

*Alex and whom?!

'Anwar el-Sadat., He's a captain in the army.'

'"Why did he want to meet Wolff?'

'So the Free Officers could send a message to Rommel,®

Huxff Vandam thoughtt: there are elements to this that I never
thought of, He said: 'Where does Sadat live?!

'Kubri al-Qubbah.'

'The address?!

'I don't know.'

Vandam said to the woman officer?! 'Go and find out the exact
adgess of Captain Anwar el-Sadat.’

'Yes, sir.' The woman's face broke into a smile that was
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astonishingly pretty. She went out.

Vandam said?: *'Wolff kept his radio on your houseboat.'

'Yes.'

'He used 2 code for his messages.'

'Yes, he had an English novel which he used to use to make
up the codewords.'

'Rebecca.'

'Yes.!

'And he had a key to the code.'

'A key??

'A pilece of paper telling him which pages of the book to
use.'

She nodded slowly. 'Yes, I think he did.'

'The radio, the book and the key have gone. Do you jmow
where?!

'No,!' she said. She got scared. 'Honestly, no, I don't know,
I'm tedling the truth - '

'It's all right, I believe you. Do you know where Wolff might
have gone??

'He has 2 house ... Villa les Olfviers.'

'Good idea. Any other suggestions?!

Abdullah. He might have gone to Abdullah.'

'Yes. Any more?!

'His cousins, in the desert.'

'And where would they be found?!

'No one knows, They're nomads.'

'Might Wolff know their movaments?'

'I supposc he might.'

Vandam sat looking at her for a little vhile longer. She was

no actress: she could not have faked this, She was totally broken
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down, not only willing but eager to betray her friends and tell
all her secrets. She was telling the truth.

'I'11 see you again,' Vandam said, and went out.

The woman officer handed him a slip of paper with Sadat's
address on it, then went into the cell. Vandam hurried to the
muster room. Jakes was waiting., 'The Navy 18 lending us & couple
of divers,' Jakes said. 'They'll be here in a few minutes.'

'Good.' Wandam 1lit a cigarette. 'I want youto raid Abdullah's
place. I'm going to arrest this Sadat fellow. Send a small team
to the Villa les Olftiers, Just in case - I don't suppose they'll
find anything. Has everyone been briefed?’

Jakes nodded. 'They know we're looking for a wireless
transmitter, a copy of Rebecca, and a set of coding instructions.'

Vandam looked around, and noticed for the first time that
there were Egyptian policemen in the room. 'Why have we got bloody
Arabs on the team?' he said angrily.

'Protocol, sir,' Jakes replied formally. 'Colnnel'x Bogge's
idea.’

Vandam bit back a retort. B 'After you've done Abdullah,
meet me at the houseboat.'

'Yes, sir.!

Vandam stubbed his cigarette. ‘Let's go.'

They went out into the morning sunshine. A dozen or more
Jeeps were lined up, their engines idling. Jakes gave instructions
to the sergeants in the raiding partles, then nodded to Vandam.

The men boarded the Jeeps, and the teams pulled out.

Sadat lived in a suburb three miles out of Cairo in the
direction of Heliopolis. His home was an ordinary family house
in a small garden. Four Jeeps roared up outside, and the soldiers

immediately surrounded the house and began to semrch the garden.
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Vandam rapped on the front door. A dog began to bark loudly.
Vandam knocked azain. The door was opened.

'Captain Anwar el-Sadat?!

'Yes.,'

Sadat was a thin, serious young man of medium height. His
curly brown hair was already receding. He wore his captain's
uniform and fez, am if he was about to go out.

. 'You're under arrest,' Vandam said, and pushed past him into
the house. Another young man appeared in a doorway. 'Who is he?!
Vandam demanded.

My brother, Tal'at,' said Sadat.

Vandam looked at Sadat. The Arab was calm and dignified,
but he was hiding some tension. He's afraid, Vaddam thought; but
he's not afraid of me, 2nd he's not afraid of going to prisons
he's afraid of something else.

What kind of deal had Kemel done with Wolff this morning?
The rebels needed Wolff to help them get in touch with Rommel.
Were they hiding Wolff somewhere?

Vandam said?! 'Which is your room, Captain?!

Sadat pointed. Vandam went into the room. It was a simple
bedroom, with 2 mattress on the flopr and a galabiya hanging from
a hook. Vandam pointed to two British soldiers and an Egyptian
policeman, and said! 'All right, go ahead.' They began to search
the room.

'"What is the meaning of this?' Sadat sald quietly.

'You know Alex Wolff,' Vandam said.

'No.!

'He also calls himself Achmed Rahmha, but he's a European.'

'I've never heard of him,'

Clearly Sadat was a falrly toush personality, not the kind
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to break down and confess everything just because a few burly
soldiers started messing up his house. Vandam pointed across the
hall. 'What's that room?'

My study -~ *

Vandam went to the door.

Sadat sald: 'But the women of the family are in there, you

must let me warn them -~ !
| '"They know we're here. Open the door.'

Vandam let Sadat enter the room first. There were no women
inside, but a back door was open as if someone had Just stepped
out. That was okay: the garden was full of soldiers, no one would
escape. Vandam saw an army pistol on the desk holding down some
sheets of paper covered with Arabic script. He went to the bookshelf
and examined the books: Rebecca was not there.

A shout came from another part of the house! 'Major Vandam!'

Vandam followed the sound into the kitchen. A sergeant MP
was standing beside the oven, with the house dog yapping at his
booted feet. The oven door stood open, and the sergeant lifted
out a sultcase-radio.

Vandam looked at Sadat, who had followed him into the kitchen.
The Arab's face was twisted with bitterness and disappointment.

So this was the deal they had done: they warned Wolff, and in
exchange they zot his radio. Did that mean he had another? Or
had Wolff arranged to comehhere, to Sadat's house, to broadcast?

Vandam spoke to his sergeant. YWell done. Take Captain
Sadat to GHQ.'

'I protest,' Sadat said. 'The law states that officers in
the Egyptian Army may be detained only in the officers' mess and
must be guarded by a fellow-officer.'

The senior Egyptian policeman was standing nearby. 'This
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is correct,' he said.

Once again Vandam cursed Bogge for bringing the Egyptians
into this. 'The law also states that sples are to be shot,' he
told Sadat. He turned to the sergeant. 'Send out my driver.

Finish searching the house. Then have Sadat charzed with espionage.'

He looked again at Sadat. The bitterness and disappointmamt
_ had gone from his face, to be replaced by a calculating look. He's
figuring out how to make the mo#t of 2ll this, Vandam thouéht; he's
preparing to play martyr. He's very adaptable - he should be a
politigian.

Vandam left the house and went out to the jeep. A few moments
later his driver came running out and jumped into the seat beside
him, Vandam said: 'To Zamalek.'

'Yes, sir.' The driver started the Jeep and pulled away.

When Vandam reached the houseboat the divers had done their
work and were standing on the towpath getting out of their gear.

Two soldiers were hauling something extremely grisly out of the
Nile. The divers had attached ropes to the body they had found
on the bottom and then washed their hands of the affair.

Jakes came over to Vandam. 'Look at this, sir.' He hadded
him a waterlogzzed book. The board covers had been torn off. Vandam
examined the book: it was Rebecca.

The radio went to Sadat; the code book went into the river.
Vandam remembered the ashtray full of charred paper in the housebeet:
had Wolff burned the key to the code?

Why had he got rid of the radio, the book and the key, when
he had 2 vital message to send to Rommel? The conclusion was
inescapable: he had apother radio, book and key hidden away sommwhere.

The soldiers got the body on to the bank and then stepped
back as if they wanted nothing more to do with it. Vandam stood
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over it. The throat had been cut and the head was almost severed
from the body. A briefcase was roped to the waist. Vandam bent
down and gingerly opened the case. 1t was full of bottles of
champagne.

Xandmxxhexxd Jakes said: "My God.'

'Ugly, isn't it,' Vandam said. 'Throat cut, then dumped in
the river with a case of champagne to weigh him down.'

: 'Codl bastard.'

'And damn Quick with that knife.' Vandam touched kthe his
cheek: the dressing had been taken off, now, and severalx days'
growth of beard hid the wound. Bu E t th
please. 'I gather you haven't found him.'

'I haven't found anything. I've had Abdullah brought in,
Just on general principles, but there was nothing at his house.

And I called in at the Villa les Oliviers on the way back - same
story.!'

*And at Captain Sadat's house.' Suddenly Vandam felt utterly
drainéd. It seemed that Wolff outwitted him at every turn. It
occurred to him that he might simply not be smart enough to catch
this sly, evasive spy. TPerhaps we've lost,' he said. He rubbed
his face. He had not slept for more than twenty~-four hours. He
wondered what he was doing here, standing over the hideous corpse
of Major Smmady Smith. There was no more to be learned from it.

'I think 1'1l1l go home and take a nap,' he said. Jakes looked surprised.
Vandam added: 'It might halp me think more clearly. This afternoon
we'll interrogate all the prisoners again.'

Wery good, sir.!

Vandam walked back to his vehicle. Driving across the bridge
from Zamalek to the mainland, he recalled that Sonja had mentioned

one other possibility: Wolff's nomad cousins. He looked at the



358

boats on the wide, slow river. The current took them downstream

and the wind blew them upstream - a coincidence of enormous importance
to Egypt. The boatmen were s8till using the single triangular sail,
a design which had been perfected ... How long ago? Thousands

of years, perhaps. So many things in this country were done the way
they had been done for thousands of years. Vandam closed his eyes
_and saw Wolff, in a felucca, sailing up river, manipulating the
tréfngular sall with one hand while with theother he tapped out
messgges to Rommel on the transmitter, The car stopped suddenly

and Vandam opened his eyes, realising he had been daydreaming, or
dozing. Vhy would Wolff go upriver? To find his nomad cousins.

But who could tell where they would be? Wolff might be able to

find them, if they followed some annual pattern in their wanderings.

The jeep had sbopped outside Vandam's house. He got out.

'I want you to wait for me,' he told the driver. 'You'd better
come in.,' He led the way into the house, then directed the driver
to the kitchen. 'My servant, Gaafar, will give you something to
eat, so long as you don't treat him like a wog."'

'Thankyou very much, sir,' said the driver.

There was a small stack of mail on the hall table. The top
envelope had no stamp, and was addressed to Vandam in 2 vaguely
familiar hand., It had 'Hrgent' scribbled in the top left-hand
oorner. Vandam picked it up.

There was more he should do, he realised. VWolff could well
be heading south now. Road blocks should be set up at all major
towns on the route. There should be someone at every stop on the
railway line, looking for Wolff. And the river 1itself ... There
had to be some way of checking the river, in case Wolff really had
gone by boat, as in the daydream. Vandam was finding it hard to

concentrate, We could set up riverblocks on the same principle as
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roadblocks, he thought; why not? None of it would be any good if
Wolff had simply gone to ground in Cairo. Suppose he were hiding
in the cemeteries? Many Muslims buried their dead in timy houses,
and there were acres of such empty buildings in the city: Vandam
would have needed a thousand men to search them all. Perhaps I
should do it anyway, he thought. But Wolff might have gone north,
toward Alexandriaj or east or west into the desert ...

He went into the drawing-room, looking for a 1etter-o§ener.
Somehow the search had to be narrowed down. Vandam did not have
thousands of men at his disposal - they were all in the deae}t,
fighting. He had to decide what was the best bet. He remembered
whese all this had sterted: Assyut. PFPerhaps he should contact
Captain Newman in Assyut. That seemed to be where Wolff had come
in from the desert, so maybe he would go out that way. Maybe his
cousins were in that vicinity. Vandam looked indecisively at the
telephone. Where was that damned letter-opener? He went to the
door and called: 'Gaafar!' He came back into the room, and saw
Billy's school atlas on a chair. It looked mucky. The boy had
dropped it in a puddle, or something. He picked it up. It was
sticky. Vandam realised there was blood on it. He felt as if he
were in a nightmare. What was going on? No &etter-opener, blood
on the atlas, nomads at Assyut ...

Gaafar came in. Vandam said: *'What's this mess?!

Gaafar looked. 'I'm sorry, sir, I don't know. They were
looking at it while Captain Alexander was here - '

'Who's they? Who's @aptain Alexander?’

'The officer you sent to take Billy to school, sir. His name
was ~ !

'Stop.! A terrible fear cleared Vandam's brain in an instant.

'A British Army captain came here this morning and took Billy away?'
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'Yes, sir, he took him to school. He said you sent him - !
'Gaafar, 1 sent nobody.'
The servant's brown face turned grey.
Vandam said: 'Didn't you check that he was genuine?'
'But, sir, MAss Fontana was with him, so it seemed all right.'
'*Oh, my God.' Vandam looked at the envelope in his hand.
Now he knew why the handwriting was familiar: it was the same as
-that on the note that Wolff had sent to Elene. He ripped open the

envelope. Inside was a message in the same hand:

Dear Major Vandam,

Billy is with me. Elene is taking care of him. He will
be quiie all right as long as I am safe. 1 advise you to stay
where you are and do nothing. We do not make war on children,
and I have no wish to harm the boy. All the same, the life of
one child 18 as nothing beside the future of my two nations,
Egypt and Germany; so be assured that if itswults my purpose I
will kill Billy.

Yours truly,

Alex Wolff.

It was a letter from a madman: the pdlite salutations, the
correct English, the smmi-colon, the attempt to justify the kidnapping
of an innocent child ... Now Vandam knew that, somewhere deep down
inside, Wolff was insane.

And he had Billy.

Vandam handed the note to Gaafar, who put on his spectacles
with a shaky hand. Wolff had taken Elene with him when he left
the houseboat. It would not have been difficult to coerce her into
helping him: all he had to do was threaten Billy, and she would have
been helpless. But what was the point of the kidnap, really? And
where had they gone? And why the blood?
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Gaafar was weeping openly. Vandam said: *'Who was hurt?
Who was bleeding?!

'There was no violence,' Gaafar said. 'I think Miss Fontana
had cut her hsad.'

And she had smeared blood on Billy's atlas and left it on
the chair. It was a sign, a message of some kind. Vandam ~held the
book in his hands and let it fall open. Immediately he saw the
'map of Egypt with a blotted red arrow roughly drawn. It pointed to
Assyut.

Vandam picked up the phone and dialled GHQ. When the switchboard
answered he hung up. He thought: If I report this, what will happen?
Bogge will order a squad of light infantry to arrest Wolff at
Assyut. There will be a fight. VWolff will know he had lost, know
he is to be shot for spying, not to mention kidnapping and murder -
and what will he do then?

He 1s insane, Vandam thought; he will kill my son.

Be felt paralysed by fear. Of course that was what Wolff
wanted, that was his aim in taking Billy, to paralyse Vandam. That
was how kidnapping worked.

If Vandam brought the Army in, there would be a shootout.
Wolff might kill Billy out of mad spite. So there was only one
option.

Vandam had to go after them alone.

'Get me two botRles of water,' he told Gaafar. The servant
went off. Vandmm went into the hall and put on his motorcycle
goggles, then found a scarf and wound it around his mouth and neck.
Gaafar came from the kitchen with the bottles of water. Vandam
left the house and went to his mpborcycle. He put the bottles in
the pannier and climbed on the bike., He kicked it into life and
revved the engine. The fuel tank was full. Gaafar stood beside
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him, still weeping. Vandam touched the old man's shoulder. 'I'll
bring them.back,' he said. He rocked the blke off its standp drove

into the street, and surned south.
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My God, the station was a shambles. I suppose everyone wants to
get out of Cairo in case it gets bombed. No first-class seats on
the trains to Palestine - not even standing room. The wives and
children of the British are running like rats. Fortunately southbound
trains are less in demand. The booking office still claimed there
"were no seats, but they always say that; a few piastres here and

e few more there always gets a seat, or three. I was afraid I might
lose Elene and the boy on the platform, among all the hundreds of
peasants, barefoot in their dirty galabiyas, carrying boxes tied
with string, chickens in crates, sitting on the platform eating
their breakfast, a fat mother in black handing out boiled eggs and
pitta bread and caked rice to her husband and sons, cousins and
daughters and in-laws; smart idea of mmim mine, to hold the boy's
hand - 1f I keep him close by, Elene will follow; smart idea, I
have smart ideas, Christ I'm smart, smarter than Vandam, eat your
heart out, Major Vandam, I've got your son. Somebody had a goat

on a lead. Fancy taking a goat on a train ride. I never had to
travel economy with the peasants and their goats. What a Job, to
clean the economy coach at the end of the journey, I wonder who

does it, some poor fellah, a different breed, a different race,

born slaves, thank God we got first-class seats, I travel first-class
through life, I hate dirt, God th&t station was dirty. Vendors on
the platform!: cigarettes, newspapers, a man with a huge baske@ of
bread on his head. I like the women when they carry baskets on
their heads, looking 8o graceful and proud, makes you want to do it
to them there and then, standing up, I like women when they like to
do it, when they lose their minds with pleasure, when they screanm,
gesundheit! Look at Elene, sitting there beside the boy, so
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frightened, so beautiful, I want to do it with her again soon,
forget Sonja, I'd like to do it with Elene right now, here on the
train, in front of all these people, humiliate her, with Vandam's
son watching, terrified, ha! Look at the mud-brick suburbs, houses
leaning against one another for support, cows and sheep in the
narrow dusty stret®ts, I always wondered what they ate, those city
sheep with their fat tails, where do they graze? No plumbing in
those dark little houses beside the rajilway line. Vomen in the
doorways peeling vegetables, sitting cross-legged on the dusty
ground. Cats. So graceful, the cats. PEuropean cats are different,
slower and much fatter; no wonder cats are sacred here, they are

80 beautiful, a kitten dbrings luck. The English like dogs.
Disgustine animals, dogs: unclean, undignified, slobbering, fwwning,
sniffing. A cat is superior, and knows it. It is so important to
be superior. One is a master or a slave. I hold my head up, like
a cat; I walk about, iggoring the hoi-polloi, intent on my own
mysterious tasks, using people the way a cat uses its owner, giving
no thénks and accepting no affection, taking what they offer as a
right, not a f£ix gift. I'm a master, a German Nazi; an Egyptian
Bedouin, a born ruler. How many hours to Assyut, eight, kxmx ten?
Must move fast. Find Ishmael. He should be at the widkl, or not
far away. Pick up the radio. Broadcast at midnight tonight.
Complete British defence, what a coup, they'll give me medals.
Germans in charge in Cairo. Oh, boy, we'll get the place into shape.
What a combination, Germans and Egyptians, efficiency by day and
sensuality by night, Teutonic technology and Bedouin savagery,
Beethoven and hashish., If I can survive, make it to Assyut, contact
Rommel; then Rommel can cross the last bridge, destroy the last
line of defence, dash to Cairo, annihilate the British, what a
victory that will be. If I can make it., What a triumph! What
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a triumph! What a triumph!

»

I will not be sick, I will not be gick, I will not be sji¢k. The
train says it for me, rattling on the tracks. I'm too 0ld to throw
up on trains now, I used to do that when I was eight. Dad took
me to Alexandrie, bought me candy and oranges and lemonade, I ate
too much, don't think aboutiit, it makes me 11l to think about it,
'Dad said it wasn't my fault it was his, but I always used té feel
sick even if I didn't eat, today Elene bought chocolate but I said
No, thanks, I'm pretty grown-up to say No toechocolate, kids never
say No to chocolddte, look, I can see the pyramids, one, two, and
the little one makes three, this must be Giza. Where are we going?
He was supposed to take me to school. Then he got out the knife.
It's curved. He'll cut off my head, where's Dad? I should be in
school, we have geography in the first period today, a test on
Norwegian fjords,
the Emxkumremfckhmdxizxhxes, I lcomned 4t 2ll last night, 1 learned
it allnlast night, I needn't have bothered, I've missed the test.
They've Rlready finished it by now, Mr Johnstone collecting up the

papers, You call that a map, Higagins? Looks more like a drawing

of your ear, boy! Everybody laughs. Smythe can't spell

Moskenstraumen, Write it fifty times, lad, Everyone 1s gzlad he
isn't Smythe. 014 Johstone opens the textbook. Next, the Arctic
tundra. I wish I was in school. I wish Elene would put her arm

round me., I wish the man would stop looking at me, staring at me

like that, so pleased with himself, I think he's crazy, wheee's

Dad? If I don't think about the knife, it will be jJust{ as 1if it
wasn't there. I mustn't think about the knife, If I concentrate

on not thinkins about the knife, that's the same as thinking about

the knife. It's impossible to deliberately not think about something.
How does anyéne stop thinking of something? Accidentally. Accidental
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thoughts. All thoughts are accidental. There, I stopped thinking
about the knife for a second. If I see 2 policeman, I'1l rush up
to him and yell Save me, save me! I'11l be so quick that he won't
be able to stop me. I can run like the wind, I'm quick. I might
see an officer. I might sece a general. I'll shout, Good morning,
General! He'll look at me, surprised, and say Well, young
fellow-me-lad, vou're a2 fine boy! Pardon me, sir, I'1l say, I'm
‘Major Vandam'e son, and this man is taking me away, =2nd my father
doesn't know, I'm sorry to trouble you, but I need help. What? says
the general. Look here, sir, you can't @o this to the son of a
British officer! Not cricket, you know! Just clear off, d'you
hear? Who the devil d'you think you are? And you needn't flash
that 1little penknife at me, I've got a pistol! You're 2 brave
lad, Billy., I'm a2 brave lad. All day men get Billed in the desert.
Bombs fall, Baclk Home. Ships in the Atlantic get sunk by U-boats,
men fall into the icy water and drown. RAF chaps shot down over
France. ZEverybody 1s brave. Chin up! Damn this war. That's what
they séy: Damn this war. Then they climb into the cockpit, hurry
down the air-raid shelter, attack the next dune, fire torpedoes at
the U~boats, write letters home. I used to think it was exciting.
Now I know better. It isn't exciting at all. It makes you feel
sick.

»
Billy is so pale. He looks 11l. He's trying to be brave. He
shouldn't, he should act like a child, he should scream and ecry
and throw a tantrum, Wolff couldn't cope with that: but he won't,
of course, for he has been taught to be tough, to blte back the
ery, to suppress the tears, to have self-control. IHe knows how
his father would be, what else does a boy do but copy his father?

Look at Egypt. A canal alongséde the railway line., A grove of
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date palms. A man crouching in a field, his galabiya hitched up
above his long white undershorts, doing something to the cropsi an
ass grazing, so muAg much healthier than the miserable specimens

you see pulling carts in the city: three women sitting beside the
canal, washing clothes, pounding them on stones to get them cleans

a man on horseback, galloping, must be the local effendi, only the
richest peasants have horsesy in the distance, the lush green
'countryside ends wmbruptly in a range of dusty tan hills. ZEgypp is
only thirty miles wide, really: the rest 18 desert. What am I going
to d0? That chill, deep in my chest, every time I look at Wolff.
The way he stares at Billy. The gleam in his eye. His restlessness?
the way he looks out of the window, then around the carriage, then
at Bil®y, then at me, then at Billy again, always with that gleam
in his eye, the look of t{riumph. I should comfort Billy. I wish

I knew more about boys, I had four sisters. What a poor stepmother
I should be for Billy. I'd 1like to touch him, put my arm around
him, give him a quick squeeze, or even a cuddle, but I'm not sure
th&t's.what he wants, it might makehim feel worse. Perhaps I could
take his mind off things by playing a game. What a ridiculous idea.
Perhaps not so ridiculous. Here is his school satchel. Here 18 an
exercise book. He looks at me curiously, What game? DNoughts and
crosses. Four lines £k for the grids my cross in the centre. The
way he looks at me as he takes the pencil, I do believe he's going
along with this crazy idea/%g gggggrt me! His nought in the corner.
Wolff snatches the book, looks at it, shrugs, and gives it back. My
cposs, Billy's nought; it will be a drawn game. I should let him
win next time. I can play this game without thinking, more's the
pity. Wolff has a spare radio at Assyut. Perhaps I should stay
with him, and try to prevent him using the radlo. Some hope! I

have to get Billy away, then contact Vandam and tell him where I am,
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I hope Vandam saw the atles. Perhaps the servant saw it, and called
GHQ. Perhaps it will 1lie on the chair all day, unnoticed. Perhaps
Vandam will not go home today. I have to get Billy away from Wolff,

away from that knife. Bllly makes 2 cross in the centre of a new

grid. I make a nought, then scribble hastily: We must escape - be
ready, Billy makes another cross, and?:! OK. My nought. Billy's

cross and When? My nought and Next station. Billy's third cross
»makes a line. He scores through the line of crosses, then smiles
up at me Jubilantly., He has won. The train slows down.

*
Vandam knew the train was st1ll ahead of him. He had stopped at
the station at Giza, close to the pyramids, &0 ask how long ago
the train had passed through: then he had stopped and asked the
same question at three subsequent stations. Now, after travelling
for an hour, he had no need to stop and ask, for the road and the
rallway line ran parallel, on either side of a canal, and he would
see the train when he caught up with 1it.

Each time he stopped he had taken a drink of water. With
his uniform cap, his goggles and the scarf around his mouth and
neck, he was protected from the worst of the dust; but the sun was
terribly hot and he was conthnually thirsty. Eventually he realised
he was running a slight fever., He thought he must have caught cold,
last night, lying on the ground beside the river for hours. His
breath was hot in #his throat, and the muscles of his back ached.

He had to concentrate on the road., It was the only road
which ran the lengthoof Egypt, from Cairo to Aswam, and commequently
much of it was paved} and in recent months the Army had done some
repalr work? but he still had to watch for bumps and potholes.
Fortunately the road ran straight as an arrow, so he cofild see,

far ahead, the hazards of cattle, wagons, camel trains and flocks
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of sheep. He drove very fast, except through the villages and
towns, where at any moment people might wander out into the road:
he would not kill 2 child to save a child, not even to save his
own child.

So far he had passed only two cars - a ponderous Rolls-Royce
and a battered Ford. The Rolls had been drivem by a uniformed
chauffemr, with an elderly English couple in the back seat; and
the old Ford had contained at least a dozen Arabs. By now ¥axff Vandam
was fairliy sure Wolff was travelling by train.

Suddenly he heard a distant hoot. ILooking ahead and to his
left he saw,aat least a mile away, a rising plume of white smoke
which was unnistakablp that of a steam engine. Billy! he thought.
Elene! He wenti faster.

Paradoxically, the engine smoke made him think of England,
of gentle slopes, endless green [ields, a square church tower peeping
over the tops of a cluster of ocak {rees, and a2 rallway line through
the valley with a puffing engine dlsappearing Into the distance.

For a moment he was 4in that English valley, tasting the damp air
of mornings then the vision passed, and he saw again the steel-blue
African sky, the paddy fields, the palm trees and the far brown cliffs.

The train was coming into a town. Vandam did not know the
names of the places any more! his geography was not that good, and
he had rather lost track of the distance he had travelled., It was
a small town. I{ would have three or four brick bulldings and a
market.

The train was going to get there before him. He had made his
plans, he knew what he was going to do3 but he needed time, it was
impossible for him to rush intc the station and jump on the train
without making preparations. He reached the town and slowed right

down. The street was blocked by a small flock of sheep. From a
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doorway an old man smoking an hookah watched Vandam: a European
on a motorcycle would be a s#re, but not unknown, sight. An ass
tied to a tree snarled at the blke. A water-buffalo drinking from
a bucket did not even look up. Two filthy children in rags ran
alongside, holding imaginary handlebars and saying 'Brrrm, brrrm,'
in imitation. Vandam saw the station. He would wait outside until
the train left, Just in case Wolff gzot off; then he would go ahead,
‘and reach the next stop in plenty of time. He brought the motorcycle
to a half and killed the engine.
¥

The train rolled slowly over a level crossing. Elene saw the
pateiknt faces of the people behind the zate, walting for the train
to pass so that they could cross the line:! a fat man on a donkey,
a very small boy leading a camel, a horse-drawn cab, a group of
silent old women. The camel couched, the boy began to beat it
about the face with a stick, and then the scene slid sideways out
of view. In a moment the train would be in the station. Elene's
couragé deserted her. Not this time, she thought. 1 haven't had
time to think of 2 plan. The next station, let me leave it until
the next station. But she had told Billy they would try to get
away at this ssation. If she did nothing he would not trust her
any longer. It had to be this time.

She tried to devise a plan, Whai was her priowity? To get
Billy away from Wolff. That was the only thing that counted.
Give Billy a chance to run, then try to prevent Wolf{ {rom giving
chase. She had a sudden, vivid meimory of a chéldhood {ight in
a filthy slum street in Alexandria: 2 big boy, a bully, hitting
her, and another boy intervening a2 struggling kkmwith the bully,
the smaller boy shouting to her 'Run, run!' while she stood watching

the fight, horrified but fascinaled. She could not remember how
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it had ended.

She looked around. Think quickly! They were in an open
carriage, with fifteen or tweniy rows of scats. She aad Billy
sat side by side, facing forward. Volff was opposite them. Beside
him was an empty seat. Behind him was the exit door to the platform.
The other passengers were a mixture of Europeans and wealthy
Egyptians, all of them in western clothing. Everyone was hot,
weary and enervated. Several people were asleep., The trainmaster
was serving tea 1n glasses to a group of Egyptian Army officers
at the far end of the carriage.

Through the window she saw a small mosque, then a French
courthouse, the the station. A fww trees grew iIn the dusty soil
beside the concrete platform. An old man sat cross-legzed beneath
a tree, smoking a clgarette. S5Six boyish-lookinz Arab soldiers
were crowded on to one small bench. A pregnant woman carried a
baby in her arms. The train stopped.

~Not yet, Elene thought; not yet. The time (C move would be
when the train was about to pull out again - that would give Wolff
less time to catch them. She sat {everishly still. There was a
clock on the platform with Roman numerals. It had stopped at five
to five. A man came to the window offering fruit drinks, and Wolff
waved him away.

A priest in Coptic robes boarded the train and took the seat
next to Wolff, saying politely: 'Vous permettez, M'sieur?'

Wolff smiled charmingly and replied: 'Je vous en prie.'

&lene murmured to Billy: 'When the whistle blows, run for
the door and gct off the train.' Her heart beat [aster! now she
was committed.

Billy sald nothing. Wolff said: '"What was that?' Elene
looked away. The whistle blew.
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Billy looked at Elene, hesitating.

Wolff frowned.

Elene threw herself at Wolff, reaching for his face with
her hands. She was suddenly possessed by rage and hatred toward
him for the humiliation, anxiety and pain he had inflicted on her.
He put up his arms protectively, but they did not stop her rush.
.Her strength astonished her. She raked his face with her fingernails,
and saw blood spurt.

The priest gave a shout of surprise.

Over the back of Wolff's seat she saw Billy run to the door
and struggle to open it.

She collapsed on Wolfi, banging her face against his forehead.
She 1lifted herself again and mtried to scratch his eyes.

At last his found his voice, and roared with anger. He pushed
himself out of his seat, driving Elene backward. ©She grabbed at
him and caught hold of his shirt front with both hands. Then he
hit her. His hand came up from below his waist, bunched into a
fist, then struck the side of ner jawa oSne had not known a punch
could hurt so much. For an instant she could not sec. ©She lost
her grip on Wolff's shért, and fell back into her seat, Her vision
returned and she saw him heading for the door. §uc stood upe.

Billy had got the door open. She saw him ling ihwide and

Jump on to the platform. Wolff leaped after him. Llene ran to

the door.
Billy was racing along the platform, running like the wind.
Wolff was charging after him. The [ew Lgyptiens standing around

were looking on, mildly astonished, and doing nothing. “lene
stepped down from the train and ran aiter Wolff{. The {rain shuddered,
about to move. Wolff put on a burst of speced. Elene yelled: 'Run,

Billy, run!' Billy looked over his shoulder. He was almost at the
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exit now. A ticket collector in a raincoat stood there, looking

on open-mouthed. Elene thoupht: They won't let him out, he has

no ticket. It did not matter, she realised, for the train was now
inching forward, and wolff had to get back on it. Wolff looked at
the train, but did not slow his pace. Elene saw that Wolff was not
going to catch Billy, and she thought: We did 1t! Then Billy fell.

He had slipped on something, a2 patch of sand or a leaf,

He lost his balance completely, and went flying through the air,
carried by tnc momentum of his running, to hit the ground hard.
Wolff was on him in a flash, bending to 1ift him. Elene caught
up with them and Jjumped on Wolff's back. Wolfi stumbled, losing
his grip on Billy. Elene clung to Wolff. The train was moving
slowly but steadily. Wolff grabbed Elene's arms, broke her grip,
and shook his wide shoulders, throwing her to the ground.

For a moment she lay stunned. Looking up, she saw that Wolff
had thrown Billy across his shoulder. The boy was yelling and
hammering on Wolff's back, without effect. Wolff ran alongside
the moving train for a few paces, then Jumped in through an open
door. LElene wanted to stay wheee she was, never to see Wolff againg
but she could not leave Billy. She struggled to her feet.

She ran, stumbling, alongside the train. Someone reached
out a hand to her. She took 1t, and jumped. She was aboard.

She had [alled miserably. oShe was back where she started.
She felt crushed.

She followed Volff through the carrlages back to theilr seats.
She did not look at the facws of the people she passed. She saw
Wolff give bBilly one sharp smack on the bottom and dump him into
his seai. <IThe boy was crying siiently.

Wwolf{ turned to Elene. ‘iou're a silly, crazy girl,' he

said loudly, for the benefit of the other passengers. I¢ grabbed
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her arm and pulled her closer to him. He slapped her face with
the palm of his hand, then with the back, then with the palm, again
and again. It hurt, but Elene had no energy to resist. At last
the priest stood up, touched Wolff's shoulder, and saild something.
Wolff let her go and sat down. She looked around. They
were all staring at her. None of them would help her, for she was
not just an Egyptian, she was an Egyptian woman, and women, like
.camels, had to be beaten from time th time, As she met the eyes
of the other passengers they looked away, embarrassed, and turned
to their newspapers, their books, and the view from the windows.
No one spoke to her.
She fell into her seat. Useless, impokent rage boiled within
her. Almost, they had almost escaped.
She put her arm around the child and pulled him close. She

began mto stroke his hair. After a while he fell asleep.
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Vandam heard the train puff, pull, and puff again. It gathered
speed and moved out of the station. Vandam took anéther drink of
water. The bottle was empty. He put it back in his pannier. He
drew on his cigarette and threw away the butt. No one but a few
peasants had come out of the station. Vandam kicked his motorcycle
into 1life and drove away.

In a few moments he was out of the little town and back on
the straight, narrow raod beside the canal. Soon he had left the
train behind. It was noon: the sunshine was so hot it seemed tangible.
Vandam imggined that if he stuck out his arm the head would drag
on it like a viscous l1liquid. The road ahead stretched into a
shimmering infinity. Vandam thought: If I were @9 drive straight
into the canal, how cool and refreshing it would be!

Somewhere along the road he had made a decision. He had
set out from Cairo with no thought in his mind but to rescue Billys
but at some point he had realised that that was not his only duty.
There was still the war.,

Vandam was almost certain that Wolff had been too busy at
midnight last night to use his radio. This mornigg he had given
away the radio, thrown the book in the river, and burned the key
to the code. It was likely that he had another radio, another copy
of Rebecca and another key to the code; and that theplace ®whey were
all hidden was Assyut. If Vandam's deception plan were to be
implemented, he had to have the radio and the key - and that meant
he had to let Wolff get to Assyut and retrieve his spare set.

It ought to have been an agonising decision, but somehow
Vandam had taken it with equanimity. He had to rescue Billy and
Elene, yes; but after Wolff had picked up his ppare radio. It would
be tough on the boy, savagely tough, but the worst of it - the
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kidnapping - was already in the past and irreversibly, and living
under Nazi rule, with his father in a concentration camp, would
also be savagely tough.

Having made the decision, and hardened his heart, Bandam
needed to be certain that VWolff really was on that train. And in
figuring out how to check, he had thought of a way to make things
a little easier for Billy and £lene at the same tinme.

When he reached the next town he reckoned he was at least
fifteen minutes ahead of the train. It was the seme kind of place
as the last town: same animals, same dusty strects, same slow-moving
people, same handful of brikk buildings. The police station was
in a central square, opposite the rallway station, flanked by a
large mosque and a small church. Vandam pulled up outside and gave
a series oﬁ peremptory blasts on the horn of #&his bike.

Two/pg;?cemen came out of the buillding: a2 grey-haired man
in a whiteluniform with a pistol at his belt, and a boy of eighteen
or twenty years who was unarmed, The older man was buttoning his
shirt. Vandam got off the bike and bawled: 'Attention!' Both
men stood straight and saluted, Vandam returned the salute, then
shook the older man's hand. 'I'm chasing a dangerous criminal,
and I need your help,' he said dramatically. The man's eyes
glittered. 'Let's go inside.'

Vandam led the way. He fell he needed to keep the initiative
firmly in his own hands., He was by no means sure of his own status
here, and 1f theppolicemen were Lo choose to be uncooperative
there would be little he could do about it., He entered the building.
Thlough a doorway he saw a table with a telepBone. IHe went into
that room, and the policemen f{ollowed him,

Vandam said to the older mant 'Call British headquarters in

Cairo.' He gave him the number, and the man picked up the phone.
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Vandam turned to the younger policeman. 'Did you see the
motorcycle?!

'Yes, yes.' He nodded violently.

'Could you ride it?!

The boy was thrilled by the idea. 'l ride it very well.'

'Go out and try it.!

The bdy looked doubtfully at his superior, who was shouting
into the telephone.

'Go on,' Vandam said.

The boy went out.

The older man held the phone out to Vandam. 'This is GHQ.'

Vandam spoke into the phone. 'Connect/$:th Captain Jakes,
fast.! He waited.

Jakes' volce came on the line after a minute or two. 'Hello,
yes?!

'This 1s Vandam. I'm intthe south, following a hunch.'

'Ihere's a right panic on here since the brass heard what
happened las{ night - the Brigadier's having kittens and Bogge is
running around like a fart in a colander -whese in buggeration are
you? sir?!

'Never mind wheee exactly, I won't be here much longer and
I have to work alone at the moment. In order to assure the maximal
support of the indigenous constabulary - ' He spoke like this so
that the poiiceman would not be able to understand - '1 want you
to do your Dutch uncie act., Ready?'

Yes, sir.'!

Vandam gave the phone to the grey-haired policeman and stood
back. Ie could guess what Jakes was saying. The policeman
unconsciously stood siraighier and squared his shoulders as Jakes

instructed him, in no uncertain terms. to do everything Vandam
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wanted and do it fast. 'Yes, sir!' the policeman said, several
times. PFinally he said: 'Please be assured, sir and gentleman,
that we will do 21l in our power - ' He stopped abruptly. Vandam
guessed that Jkkes had hung up. The policeman glanced at Vandam
then sald 'Goodbye' to the empty wire.

Vandam went to the window and looked out. The young
policeman was driving round and round the square on the motorcycle,
. hooting the horn and over-revving the engimm. A small crowd had
gathered to watch him, and a bunch of children were rlinning behind
the bike. ‘he boy was grinning from ear to ear. He'll do, Vandam
thought.

'Listen,' he said. 'I'm going to get on the Assyut train
when 1t stops here in a few minutes. I'll get off at the next
station. I want your boy to drive by bike to the next station and
meet me there. Do you understand?!

t¥es, sir,' sald the man. 'The train will stop here, then?'

'Doesn't it usually?'

'The Assyut train does not stop here usually.'

'Then go to the station and tell them to stop 1it!!

'Yes, sir!' He went out at a run.

Vandam watched him cross the square. He could not hear the
train yet. He had time for one more phone call. He picked up the
recelver, waited for the operator, then asked for the Army base in
Assyut. 1t would be a miracle if the phone system worked properly
twice in a row. It did. Assyut answered, and Vandam asked for
Captain Newman, There was a long wait while they found him. At
last he came on the line,

'This is Vandam. I think I'm on the trail of your knife man.'

'Jolly good show, sir!' said Newman. 'Anything I can do?!

'Well, now, listen. W& have to go very softly. For all
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sorts of reasons which I'll explain to you later, I'm working
entirely on my own, and to go after Wolff with a bvig squad of
armed men would be worse than useless.'

'Understood. What do you need {rom me?'

'I'11 ve arriving in Assyui in a couple of hours. I need
a taxi, a large galabiya and a small boy. Will you meet me?'

'0f course, no problem. Are you coming by road?'

*I1'11 meet you at the city limits, how's that?'

'Fine.' Vandam heard a distant chuff-chuff-chuff. 'I have
to go.'

'I'1l be waiting for you.'!

Vandam hung up. ie put a {ive-pound note on the table beside
the telephone! a iittle baksheesh never hurt. Ile went out into the
square. Away to the north he could see the approaching smoke of
the train. The younger policmaman drove up to him on the bike.
Vandam sald: 'I'm getting on the train. You drive the motorcycle
to the next station and meetmme there. Okay?*

'Okay, okay!' He was delighted.

Vandam took out a pound note and tore it in half., The young
policeman's eyes widened. andam gave him half the note. 'You
get the other half when you meel me.!

'Okay!!

The train was almost in the station. Vandam ran across the
square. The older pgiceman met him, 'The stalionmaster 1s stopping
the train.!

Vandam shook his hand. ‘'Thankyou. What's your name?!

'Sergeant Nesbah.'

'I'11 tell them about you in Cairo. Goodbye.' Vandam hurried
into the station. He ran south along the platform, away from the

train, so that he could board it at the front end without any of
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the passengers seeing him through the windows.

The train came in, billowing smoke. The stationmaster came
along the platform to where Vandam was standing. VWhen the train
stopped the stationmaster spoke to the engine driver and the
footplateman. Vandam gave all three of them baksheesh and boarded
the train.

He found himself in an economy carriage. Wolff{ would surely
. travel first class. He mk began to walk along the train, picking
his way over the people sitling on the floor with their boxes and
crates and animals. He noticed that it was mainly women and children
on the floor: the slatted wooden seals were occupied by the men with
their bottles of beer and their cigarettes. The carriages were
unbearably hot and smelly. ©Some of the women were cooking on
makeshift stoves! surely that was dangerous! Vandam almost trod
on a tiny baby crawling on the filthy floor. He had a feeling
that if he had not avoid@d the chnild in the nick of time they would
have lynched hin.

.He passed through three economy carriages, then he was at
the door to a first-class coach. e found a guard Just outside,
sitting on a 1little wooden stood, drinking tea from a glass. The
guard stood up. 'Some tea, General?!

'No, thankyou.' Vandam had {o shout to make himself heard
over the noise of the wheels beneath them. 'I have to check the
papers ol all {irst-class passengers.'

'All in order, all very good,' sald the guard, trying to be
helpful.

'How many first-class carriages are there?!

A1l in order - !

Vandam bent to shout in the man's ear. 'How many first-class

coaches?!
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The guard held up two fingers.

Vandam nodded and unbent. He looked at the door. Suddenly
he was not sure that he had the nerve to go through with. this.

He thought that Wolff had never got a good look at him - they had
fought in the dark, in the alley - but he could not bec absalutely
sure. The gash on his cheek might have given him awgy, but it

was almost completely covered now by his beard; still he should try
. too keep that side of his face away from Wolff. Billy was the

real problem. Vandam had to warn his een, somehow, to keep quiet
and pretend not to recognise his father. There was no way to plan
it, that was the trouble. He Just had to go in there and think on
his feect.

He took a deep breath and opened the door.

Stepping through, he glanced quickly and nervously at the
first few seats and dild not recognise anyone. He turned his back
to the carriage as he closed the door, then turned around again.

His gaze swept the rows of seats qukckly: no Billy.

He spoke to the passengers nearest him. 'Your papers, please,
gaatlencn,!

'"What's this, Major?' sald an Egyptian Army officer, a Colonel.

'Routine check, sir,'! Vandam replied.

He moved slowly along the aisle, checking people's papers.

By the time he was half way down the carriage he had studled the
passengers well enoughtto be sure thmat Wolff, Elene and Billy were
not here. He felt he had to finish the pantomime of checking papers
before going on to the next coach. He began to wonder whether his
gueaswork might have gone wrong. Perhaps they weren't on the train
at all; perhaps they weeen't even heading for Assyut; perhaps the
atlas clue had been a trick ...

He reached the end of the carriage and passed through the
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door into the space between the coaches., If Wolff is on the train,
I'1l seec him now, he thought. If Billy is here - if Billy is here -

He opened the door.

He saw Billy immediately. He felt a pang of distress like
a wound. The boy was asleep in his seat, his feet only just{ reaching
the floor, his body slumped sideways, his hair falling over his
forehead. His mouth was open, and his jaws were moving slightly?
Vandam knew, for he had seen this before, that Billy was grinding
his teeth in his sleep.

The woman who had her arm around him, and on whose bosom his
head rested, was Elene. Vandam had a disorienting sense of dejJa
vu: it reminded him of the night he had come upon Elene kissing
Billy goodnight ...

Elene looked up.

She caught Vandam's eye., He saw her face begin to change
expression: her eyes widening, her mouthlng coming open for a cry
of surprise; and, because he was prepared for something like this,
he was.Very quick to ralse a finger to his 1lips in a hushing sign.
8he understood immediately, and dropped her eyess but Wolff had
caught her look, and he was turning his head to find out what she
had seen,

They were on Vandam's left, and it was his left cheek which
had been cut by Wolff's knife., Vandam turned around so that his

back was to the carriag

e, then he spoke to the people on the side of
the aisle opposite Wolff's. ‘'Your papers, please,'

He had not reckoned on Billy being asleep.

He had been ready to give the boy a quick sign, as he had
done with Elene, and he had hoped that Billy was alert enough to
maske his surprise ragilidly, as Elene had dome. But this was a

different situation. If Billy were to wake up and see his father
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standing there, he would probably give the game away before he had
time to collect his thoughts.

Vandam turned to Wolff and said: 'Pppers, please.'

It was the first time he had seen his enemy face to face.
Wolff was a handsome bastard. He big face had strong features?

& wide 8frehead, a hoodked nose, even white teeth, a broad Jaw.
Only around the eyes and the corners of the mouth was there a
hint of weakness, of self-indulgence, of dppravity. He handed
over his papers then looked out of the window, bored. The papers
identified him as John Wolff, of Villa les Oliviers, Garden City.
The man had remarkable nerve.

Vandam said: *Where are you going, sir?!

'Assyut.?

'On business?!

"To visit relations.' The voice was strong and deep, and
Vandam would not have notieed the accent i1f he had not been listening
for 1it.

~Vandam said: 'Are you people together?!?

'That's my son and his nanny, ' Wolff said.

VandamVandam took Elene's papers and glanced at them, He wanted to
take Wolff by the throat and shake him until his bones rattled.

Theat's mvy son and his nanny. You bastard.

He gave Elene her papers. 'No need to wake the child,' he
said. He looked at the priest sitting next to Wolff, and took the
proferred wallet.

Wolff said: 'What's this about, Major??

Vandam looked at him again, and noticed that he had a fresh
scratch on his chin, a long onet: perhaps Elene had put up some

resistance. 'Security, sir,!' Vandam replied.

The priest said: 'I'm going to Assyut, too.'
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tIndeed. You've heard of it, then.'

'The place where the Holy Family stayed after their sogdurn
intthe deserti.!

"Quite. Have you been there?’

'Not yet - perhaps I'll make it this time.!

*I hope so,' sald the priest.

Vandam handed back the papers. 'Thankyou.' He backed away,
along the aisle to the next row of seats, and continued to examine
papers. When he looked up he met Wolff's eyes. Wolff was watching
him expressionlessly. Vandam wondered whether he had done anything
suspiciocus. Next time he looked up, Wolff was ssar@ng out of the
window again.

What was Elene thinking? ©She must be wondering what I'm wup
to, Vandam thought. Perhaps she can guess my intentions. It must
be hard for her all the same, to sit still and see me walk by without
a word., At least now she knews she's not alone.

What was Wolff thinking? Perhaps he was impatient, or gloating,
or frightened, or eager ... No, he was none of those, Vandam
realised; he was bored.

He reached the end of the carriage and examined the last of
the papers. He was handing them back, about to retrace his steps
along the aisle, when he heard a cry that pierced his heart:

'THAT*S MY DAD}?

He looked up. Billy was running along the aisle toward him,
stumbling, swaying from side to side, bumping against the seats,
h&s arms outstretched.

Oh, God.

Beyond Billy, Vandam could see Wolff and Elene standing up,

watching; Wolff with intensity, Elene with fear., Vandam opened the
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door behind him, pretending to take no not8ce of Billy, and backed
through 1t. Billy came flying through. Vandam slammed the door. H
He took Billy in his arms.

tIt's all right,' Vandam said. 'It's all right.'

Wolff would be coming to investigate.

"They took me away!' Billy said. 'I missed geography and
I was really really scared!!

1It's all right now.! Vandam felt he could not leave Billy
nowy he would have to keep the boy and kill Wolff, he would have
to abandon his deception pAdn and the radio and the key to the
code ... No, i1t had to be domwe, 1t had to be done ... He fought
down his instincts. 'Listen,! he said. 'I'm here, and I'm watching
over you, but I have to catch that man, and I don't want him to
know who I am, He's the German spy I'm after, do you understand?®

'Yes, yes ... !

'Tisten, Can you pretend you made a mistake? Can you pretend
I'm not your father? Can you go back to him?!

Billy stared, open-mouthed. He said nothing, but his whole
expression said No, no, no!

Vandam said: 'This is a real-life tec story, Billy, and we're
in it, you and I. You have to go back to that man, and pretend
you made a mistakej but remember, I'1ll be nearby, and together we'll
catch the spy. Is that okay? Is it okay?!

Billy said nothing.

The door opened and Wolff came through.

"What's all this?' Wolff said.

Vandam made his face bland and forced a smile. 'He seems to
have woken up from a dream and mistaken me for his father, We're
the same build, you and I ... You did say you were his father,

didn't you?!
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Wolff looked at Biily. 'What nonsense!' he said brusquely.
*Come back to yvour seat at once,!?

Billy stood still.

Vandam put 2 hand on Billy's shoulder., 'Come on, young man,'
he said. 'Let's go and win the war.?

The old catch-phrase did the trick. Billy gave 2 brave grin.
'I'm sorry, sir,' he said. 'I must have been dreaming.’

Vandam felt as though his heart would breal,

Billy turned away and went back inside the coach. Wolff
went after him, and Vandam followed. As they walked along the alsle
the train slowed down. Vandam realised they were already approaching
the next station, where his motorevele would be waiting., Billy
reached his seat and sat down. Elene was staring at Vandam yyyy
uncomprehendingly. Billy touched her arm and said: 'It's okay,
I made a mistake, I must have been dreaming.'! ©She looked at Billy,
then at Vandam, and a strange light came into her eyes?! she seemed
on the point of tears.

A Vandam d1d not want to walk past them. He wanted to sit

dowm, to talk, to do anything to prolong the time he spent with then.
Outside the train windows, another dusty little town appeared.
Vandam yielded to temptation and paused at the carriage door.
"Have 2 good trip,' he said to Billy.

*Thankyou, sir.!

Vandam went out.

The train pulled into the station and stopped. Vandam got
off and walked forward along the platform a little way. He stood
in the shade of an awning and waited. Nobody else got off, but
two or three people boarded the economy coaches. There was a
whistle, and the train began to move., Vandam's eye was fixed on

the window which he knew ¢o be next to Billy's seat. As the window
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passed him, he saw Billy's face. Billy raised his hand in a little
wave., Vandam waved back, and the face was gone.

Vandam realised he was trembling all over.

He watched the train recede into the hazy distance. When
1t was almost out of sight he left the station. There outside was
his motorcyle, with the young policeman from the last town sitting
astride it explaining its mysteries to a small crowd of admirerms.
Vandam gave him the other half of the pound note. The young man
saluted.

Vandam climbed on the motorcycle and started it. He did not
kﬁow how the policeman was going to get home, and he did not care.
He drove out of town on the road sotith. The sun had passed its
zenith, but the heat was still terrific.

Soon Vandam passed the train. He would reach Assyut thirty
or forty minutes ahead of it, he calculated. Captain Newman would
be there to meet him. Vandam knew in outliem what he was going to
do thereafter, but the details would have to be improvised as he
went along.

He pulled ahead of the train which carried “1lly and Elene,
the only people he loved. He explained to himself again that he
had done the right thing, the best thing for everyone, the best
thing for Billys but in the back of his mind a voice said: Cruel,

eruel, cruel.
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The train entered the station and stopped. Elene saw 2 sigg which
said, in Arabic and English, Assyut., She realised with a shock that
they had arrived.

It hadfbeen an enormous relief to see Vandam's kind, worried
face on the train. For a while she had been euphoric?! surely, she
had felt, it was all over. She had watched his pantomime with the
papers, expectinz him at any moment to pull a gun, reveal his
identity, or attack Wolff. Gradually she had realised that it would
not be that simple. She had been astonished, and rather horrifiéd,
and the icy nerve with which V:.ndam had sent his own son back to
Wolff; and the courage of Billy himself had seemed incredible.

Her spirits had plunged farther when she saw Vandam on the station
platform, waving as the train pulled out. What zsame was he playing?

Of course, the Rebecca code was still on his mind., He must
have some scheme to rescue her and Billy and also cet the key to
the code. 38he wished she knew how. Fortunately Billy did not seem
to be troubled by such thoughts: his father had the situation under
control, and apparently the boy did not even entertain the idea that
his father's schemes could fail. He had perked up, takine an interest
in the countryside through which the train was passing, and had
even asked Wolff where he got his knife. Elene wished she had as
much faith in William Vandanm,

Wolff was also in good spirits. The incident with Billy had
scared him, and he had looked at Vandam with hostility and anxietys
but he seemed reassured when Vandam got off the téin. After that
his mood had ascillated between boredom and nervous excitement, and
now, hrriving in Assyut, the excitement became dominant. Some kind

of change had occurred in Wolff in the last twenty-four hours, she
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thought. When she first met him he had been a very poised, suave
man. His face had rarely shown any mxmxE spontaneous emotion other
than a faint arrogance, his feadiires had been generally rather still,
his movements had been almost languid., Now all that hsd.ﬁone.

He fidgeted, he looked about him restlessly, and everv few seconds
the corner of his mouth twitched almost imperceptibly, as if he were
about to grin, or perhaps to grimace, at his thoughts. The poise
which had once seemed to be part of his deepest nature now turned
out to be a cracked facade. She guessed this was because his fight
with Vandam had become vicious. What had begun as a deadly game

had turned into a deadly battle. It was curious that Wolff, the
ruthless one, was getting desperate while Vandmam just got cooler.

Elene thoughtt Just so long as he doesn't get too damn cool.

Wolff stood pp and took his case from the luggage rack.

Elene and Billy followed him from the train and on to the platform,
This town was bigger and busier than the others they had passed
through, and the station was crowded., As they stepped down from
the train they were jostled by peorle trying to get on. Wolff,

a head higher than most of the people, looked around for the exkt,
spotted it, and began to carve 2 path through the throng. Suddenly
a dirty boy in bare feet and green st#iped pyjamas snatched Wolff's
case, shouting: 'I get taxi! I get taxi!' Wolff would not let

go of the case, but neither would the boy. Wolff gave a good-humoured
shrug, touched with embarrassment, and let the boy pull him to the
gate.

They showed their tickets and went out into the sguare, It
wag late afternoon, but here in the south the sun was still very
hot. The sguare was line with quite tall buildings, one of them
called The Grand Hotel., Outside the station was a row of horse-drawn

cabs. Elene looked around, half-expecting a detachment of soldiery




290

ready to arrest Wolff. There was no sign of Vandam. Wolff told
the Arab boy: 'Motor taxi, I want a motor taxi.' There was one
such car, an old Morris parked a few yards behind the horse cabs.
The boy led them to it.
'Get in the front,!' Wolff told Elene. He gave the boy a
coin and got into the back of the car with Billy. The driver wore
dark glasses and an Arab headress to keep the sun off. 'Go south,
toward the convent,! Wolff told the driver in Arabic.
'Okay,' the driver said.
Elene's heart missed a beat. She knew that voice. She
stared at the driver. t was Vandam,
-
Vandam drove away from the station, thinking: So far, so good -
except for the Arabic. It had not occurred to him that Wolff would
speak to a taxi-driver in Arabic. Vandam's knowledge of the
was able
language was rudimentary, but he/midxkmmvexhawx to give - and therffore
to understand -~ directions. He could reply in monosyllables, or
grunts, or even in English, for those Arabs who spoke a little
English were always keen to use it, even when addressed by a
European in Arabic. He would be all right as long as Wolff did not
want to discuss the weather and the crops.
CaptainnNewman had come through with everything Vandam had
asked for, including déscretion. He had even loaned Vandam his
revolver, a six-shot Engleld .380 which was now in the pocket of
Vandam's trousers beneath his borrowed galabiya. While waiting
for the train Vandam had studfed Newman's map of Assyut and the
surrounding area, so he had some idea of how to find the southbound
road out of the city. He drove theough the souk, honking his horn
more or less continually in the Egyptian fashion, steering

dangerously close to the great wooden wheels of the carts, nudging
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sheep out of the way with his fenders. From the buildings on
elther side shops, cafes,and workshops spilled out into the street.
The unpaved road was surfaced with dust, rubbish and dung. Glaneing
intd his rear-view mirror Vandam saw that four or five children
were riding his back bumper.

Wolff said something, and this time Vandam did not understand.
He pretended not to have heard. Wolff repeated it. Vandam caught
the word for petrol, Wolff was pointing to a garage. Vandam
tapped the gauge on the dashbeerd, which showed a full tank.
'Kifaya,' he said. 'Enough.! Wolff seemed to accept that.

Pretending to adjust his mérror, Vandam stole a glance at
Billy, wondering if he had recognised his father. Billy was staring
at the back of Vandam's head with an expression of delight. Vandam
thought: Don't give the game away, for God's sake!l

Theyleft the town behind and headed south on a straight
desert road. On their left were the irrigated fields and groves
of trees; on their right, the wall of granite cliffs, coloured
belge by a layer of dupp$y sand. The atmosphere in the car was
peculiar. Vandam could sense Elene's tension, Billyps euphoria
and Wolff's impatience. He himself was very edgy. How much of
all that was getting $hrough to Wolff? The spy needed only to
take one good look at the taxi driver to realise he was the man
who had inspected papers on the train. Vandam hoped Wolff was
preoccupied with thoughts of his radio.

Wolff said: 'Ruh alyaminak.!

Vandam knew this meant 'Turn right.' Up ahead he aaw a
turn-off which seemed to lead straight to the cliff. He slowed
the car and took the turn, then saw that he was headed for a pass
through the hills.

Vandam was surprised. Farhher along the southbound road
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there were some villages and the famous convent, according to XaksaX
Newman's mapj but beyond these hills there was nothing but the
Western Desert. If Wolff had buried the radio in the sand he would
never find it again, Surely he knew better? Vandam hoped so, for
if Wolff's plans were to collapse, so would his.

The road began to climb, and the old car struggled to take
the gradient. Vandam changed down once, then again. The car made
the summit in second gear. Vandam looked out across an apparently
endless desert. He wished he had a jeep. He wondered how far
Wolff had to go. They had better get back to Assyut before nightfall.
He could not ask Wolff questions for fear of revealing his imgnorance
of Arablc,

The road became a track. Vandam drove across the desert,
going as fast as he dared, waiting for instructions from Wolff.
Directly ahead, the sun rolled down the edge of the sky. After
an hour they passed a small flock of sheep grazing on tufty,
sparse camel thoen, guarded by a man and a boy. Wolff sat up in
his seat and began to look about him. Soon afterward the road
intersected a wadi. Cautiously Vabdam let the car roll down the
bank of the dried-up river.

Wolff said: 'Ruh ashshimalak,'!

Vandam turned left. The going was firm. He was astonished
to see groups of people, tents and animals in the wadi., It was
like a secret community. A mile farther on they saw the explanationt
a well-head,

The mouth of the well was marked by a low circular wall of
mad brick. Four roughly dressed tree @runks leaned together over
the hole, supporting a crude winding mechaniem. Four or five men
hauled water continuously, emptying the buckets into four

radiating troughs around the wall-head. Camels and women crowded
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around the troughs.

Vandam drove close to the well. Wolff said: *Andak,' Vandam
stopped the car. The desert people were incurious, altheugh it
must have been rare for them to sce a motor vehicle: perhaps, Vandam
thought, their hard lives left them no time to investigate oddities.
Wolff was asking questions of one of the men in rapid A;abic.

There was a short exchange. The man pointed ahead. Volf{ said
to Vandam: 'Dughri.' Vandam drove on.

At last they came to a large encampment where Wolff made
Vandam stop. There were several tents in a cluster, some panned
sheep, several hobbled camels, and a couple of cooking fires. With
a sudden Qjuick movement Wolfi reached into the front of the car,
switched off the engine, and pulled out the key. Without a word
he got out of the car.

»
Ighmael was sitting by the fire, making tea. He looked up and
said: 'leace be with you,' as casually as if Wolff had dropped
in from the tent next door.

'And with you be healin and God's mercy and blessing,' VoXff
replied formally.

'How is thy health?!

'God bless theey I am well, thank God.' Wolff squatted in
the sand.

Ishmael handed him a cup. 'Take it.?

'God increase thmy good fortune,' Wolff said.

'And thy good fortune also,'

Wolff drank the tea. 1t was hot, sweet, and very strong.

He remembered how this drink had fortified him during his trek
through the desept ... was it only two months ago?

When Wolff had drunk, Ishmmel raised his hand to his head
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and said: 'lMay it agree with thee, sir.!

'God grant it may agree with thee.!

The formalities were done. Ishmael said: *What of. your
friends?' He nodded toward the taxi, parked in the middle of the
wadi, incongruous among the tents and camels.

'They are not friends,' Wolff said.

Ishmael nodded, He was incurious. For all the piite
inquiries about one's health, Wolff thought, the nomads were not
really interested in what city people did: their lives were &0
different as to be incomprehehg§ible.

Wolff said: 'You still have my box?!

1Y¥es,'

Ishmael would say Yes, whether he had it or not, Wolff
thought; that was the Arab way. Ishmael made no move to fetch
the suitcase. He was incapable of hurrying. 'Quickly' meant
'within the next few days'; 'immediately' meant 'tomorrow’'.

Wolff said: 'l must return to the city today.‘

"TBut you will sleep in my tent.!?!

'Alas, no.?

*Then you will join us in eating.'

'Twice alas. Already the sun is low, and I must be back
in the city before night falls.'

Ishmael shook his head sadly, with the look of one who
contemplates a hopeless case. 'You have come for your box.'!

'Yes. Please fetch it, my cousin.'

Ishmael spoke to a man standing behind him, who spoke to a
younger man, who told a child to fetch the case. Ishmael offered
Wolff a cigarette. Wolff took it out of politeness., Ishmael 1lit
the cigarettes with a twig from the fire. Wolff wondered where the

cigarettes had come from. The child brought the case and offered
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it to Ishmael. Ishmael pointed to Wolff.

Wolff took the case add opened it. A great sense of relief
flooded over him as he looked at the radio, the book and the key
to the code. On the long and tedious train Journey his euphoria
had vanished, but now it came back, and he felt intoxicated with
the sense of power and imminent victory. Once again he knew he
was going to win the war., His closed the 1id of the case., His
hands were unsteadyv.

Ishmael was looking at him through narrowed eyes. 'This 1is
very important to you, this box.?

'It's important to the world.?

Ishmael said! 'The sun rises, and the sun sets, Sometimms
it rains. Ve live, then we die.' He shrugged.

He would never understand, Wolff thoughts: but others would.
He stood up. 'I thank you, my cousin,?

'Go in safety.?

*May God protect thee.!

‘Wolff turned around and walked twward the taxi.

*
Elene saw Wolff walk away from the fire with a suitcase in his
hand. ‘'He's coming back,'! she said. *What now?®

*He'll want to go back to Assyut,'Vandam said, not looking
at her. 'Those radios have no batteries, they have to be plugged
in, he has to go somewhere where there's electricity, and that
means Assvut.!?!

Billy said: 'Can I come in the front??

*No, ! Vandam said. 'Quiet, now. Not much longer.?

'I'm scared of him,?

*So am I,?

Elene shuddered. Wolff got into the car., 'Assyut,' he said.



Vandam held out his hand, palm upward, and Wolff dropped the key
in it. Vandam started the car and turned it around.

They went along the wadi, past the well, and turned on to
the read. Llene was thinking aboul the case Wolff held on his
knees. it contained the radio, the book, and the key to the Rebecca
codes how absurd it was that so much should hang on the question
of who held tThat case in his hands, that she should have risked
her life for 1y, that Vandam should have jeopardised his son for
it. OShe felt very tired. The sun was low behind them now, and
the smallest objects - boulders, bushes, tufts of grass - cast
long shadows. ZEvening clouds were gathering over the hills ahead.

'Go faster,' Wolff said in Arabic. 'It's getting dark.'

Vandam seemed to understand, for he increased spped. The
car bounced and swayed on Uhe unmade road. After a couple of
minutes Bil¥y said: 'I feel sick,!

siene turned around to look at him., His iface was pale and
tense, and he was sitting vokt upright. 'Go slower,' she said to
thdaﬁ, then she repeated it in Arabic, as 1f she had just recalled
that he did not speak English.

Vandam slowed down for a moment, but Wolff said?! 'Go faster.'
He said to Elene! 'Forget about the child.'

Vandam went faster.

Llene looked at Billy again. e was as white as a sheet,
and seemed toc be on the brink of tears. 'You bastard,' she said
to Wolfl.

1Stop the car,'! Billy said.

Wolff ignored him, and Vandam had to pretend not to understamd
English.

There was a low hump in the road. Breasting it at speed,

the car rose a few inches intc the air, and came down again with
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a bump. Billy yelled: 'Dad, stop the car! Dadl'

Vandam slammed on the brakes.

Elene braced herself against the dashboard and turnped her
head to lcok at Wolfl.

For a split-second he was stunned with shock. His eyes went
to Vandam, then to Billy, then back to Vandam; and she-saw in his
expression first incomprehension, then astonishment, then fear.
She knew he was thinking about the incident on the train, and the
Arab boy at the railwaysstation, and the kaffiyeh that covered the
taxi-driver's face; and then she saw that he knew, he had understood
it all in a flash.

The car was screeching to a halt, throwing the passengers
forward. Wolff regained his balance. With a rapid movement he
threw his left arm around Billy and pulled the boy to him., Elene
saw his hand go inside hisshhirt, and then he pulled out the knife.

The car stopped.

Vandam looked around. At the same moment, Elene saw, his
hand went to the side-slit of his galabiya - and froze there as
he looked into the back seat. Elene turned too.

Wolff held the knife an inch from the soft skin of Billy's
throat. Billy was wild-eyed with fear. Vandam looked stricken.
At the corners of Wolff's mouth there was the hint of 2 madesmile.

"Damn it,' Wolff said. 'You almost had me.'?

They all stared at him in silence.

'Take off that foolish hat,! he said to Vandam.

Vandam removed the kaffiyeh.

'Let me guess,! said Wolff. 'Major Vandam.' He seeméd to
be enjoying the moment. 'What a good thing I took your son for
insurance.!

'It's finished, Wolff,' said Vandam., 'Half the British Army
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is on your trail. You can let me take you alive, or let them
kill you.!

'I don't believe you're telling the truth,!'! Wolff said.
'You wouldn't have brought the Army to look for your son. You'd
be afraid those cowboys would shoot the wrong people. I don't
think your superiors even know where you are.'!

Elene felt sure Wolff was right, and she was gripped by
despair. She had no idea what Wolff would do now, but she felt
sure Vandam had lost the battle. She looked at Vandam, and saw
defeat in his eyes.

Wolff said: 'Underneath his galabiya, Major Vandam is wearing
a pair of khakl trousers. In one of the pockets of the trousers,
or possibly in the waistband, you will find a gun. Take it out.'

Elene reacfed through the side-slit of Vandam's galabiya
and found the gun in his pocket. She thought: How did WoXff know?
and then: He guessed. She took the gun out.

She looked at Wolff. He could not take the gun from her
without releasing Billy, and if he released Billy, even for a moment,
Vandam would do something.

But Wolff had thought of that., 'Break the back of the gun,
80 that the barrel falls forward. Be careful not to pull the trigger
by mistake.'

She fiddled with the gun.

Wolff said: 'You'll probably find a catch alongside the
cylinder.'?

She found the catch and opened the gun.

'Take out the cartridges and drop them outside the car.'

She did so.

tPut the gun on the floor of the car,'

She put it down.
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Wolff seemed relieved. Now, once again, the only weapon
in the picture was his knife. He spoke to Vandam. 'Get out of
the car.'

Vandam sat motionless.

Get out,' Wolff repeated. With a sudden precise movement
he nicked the lobe of Billy's ear with the knife. A drop of blood
welled out.

Vandam got out of the car.

Wolff saild to Elene: 'Get into the driving seat.!

She climbed over the gear stick.

Vandam had left the car door open. Wolff said: 'Close the
door.' Elene closed the door. Vandam stood beside the car, staring
in.

Drive, ! Wolff said.

The car had stalled. Elene put the gearshift into neutral
and turned the key. The engine coughed and died. She hoped it
would not go. She turned the key againg again the starter falled.

Wolff said: 'Touch the accelerator pedal as you turn the key.!'

She did what he said. The engine caught and roared.

Drive, ' Wolff said.

She pulled away.

'Faster.!

She changed up.

Looking in the mirror she saw Wolff put the knife away and
release Billy. Behind the car, already fifty yards away, Vandam
stood on the desert road, his silhouette black against the sunset.
He was quite still.

Elene said: 'He's got no water!®

*No,!' Wolff replied.

Then Billy went beserk.
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Elene heard him scream:! 'You can't leave him behind!' She
turned around, forgetting about the road. Billy had leaped on
Wolff like an enraged wildcat, punching and scratching and, somehow,
kickings yelling incoherently, his face a mask of childish rage,
his body Jerking convulsively like one in a fit, Wolff, who had
relaxed, thinking the crisis was over, was mementarily powerless
to resist. In the confined space, with Billy so close to hinm,
he was unable to strike a proper blow, so he raised his arﬁs to
protect himself, and pushed against the boy.

Elene looked back to the road. While she was turning around,
the car had gone off course, and now the left-hand front wheel
was ploughing through the sandy scrub beside the road. She struggled
to turn the steering-wheel but it seemed to have a will of its own.
She stamped on the brake, and the rear of the car began to slide
sideways. Too late, she saw a deep rut running across the road
immediately in front. The skidding car hit the rut broadside with
an impact that jarred her bones. It seemed to bounce upward.

E}ené came up off the seat momentarily, and when she came down
again she unintentionally trod on the accelerator pedal. The car
shot forward and began to skid in the other direction. OUt of

the corner of her eye she saw that Wolff and Billy were being tossed
about helplessly, still fighting. The car went off the road into
the soft sand. It slowed abruptly, and Elene banged her forehead
on the rim of the steering-wheel. The whole of the car titted
sideways and seemed to be flying. She saw the desert fall away
beside her, and realised the car was in fact rolling. She thoujht
it would go over and over. She fell sideways, grabbing at the
wheel and the gearstick. The car did not turn turtle, but perched
on its side like a coin dropped edgeways into the sand. The

gearstick came off in her hand. She slumped against the door,
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banging her head again. The car was still.

She got to her hands and knees, still holding the broken-off
gearstick, and looked into the rear of the car. Wolff and Billy
had fallen in a heap with Wolff on top. As she looked, Wolff moved.

She had hoped he was dead.

She had one knee on the car door and the other on the window.
On her right the roof of the car stood up vertically. On her left
was the seat. She was looking through the gap between the'top of
the seat-back and the roof.

Wolff got to his feet.

Billy seemed bbd be unconscious.

Elene felt disoriented and helpless, hkneeling on the side
window of the car.

Wolff, standing on the inside of the left-hand rear door,
threw his weight against the floor of the car. The car rocked.

He did it againj the car rocked more. On his third try the car
tilted over and fell on all four wheels with a crash. Elene was
dizzy. She saw Wolff open the door and get out of the car. He
stood outside, crouched, and drew his knife. She saw Vandam
approaching.

She knelt off the seat, watching. She could not move until
her head stopped spinning. She saw Vandam crouch like Wolff, ready
to spring, his hands raised protectively. He was red-faced and
panting: he had run after the car. They circled. Wolff was limping
slightly. The sun was a huge orange globe behind them.

Vandam moved forward, then seemed to hesitate curiously.
Wolff lashed out with the knife, but he had been surprised by
Vandam's hesitation, and his thrust missed. Vandam's fishedashed
out. Wolff jerked back. Elene saw that Wolff's nose was bleeding.

They faced each other again, like boxers in a ring.
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Vandam jumped forward aggin. This time Wolff dodged back.
Vandam kicked out, but Wolff was out of range. Wolff jabbed with
the knife. Elene saw it rip through Vandam's trousers and draw
blood. Wolff stabbed again, but Vandam had stepped away. A dark
stain appeared on his trouser leg.

Elene looked at Billy. The boy lay limply on the floor of
the car, his eyes closed. Elene clambered over into the back and
lifted him on to the seat. She could not tell whether he was dead
or alive. She touched his face. He did not stir. 'Billy,' she
said. '0Oh, Billy.'

She looked outside again. Vandam was down on one knee.
dis left arm hung limply from a shoulder covered with blood. He
held his right arm out in front of him in a defensive gesture.
Wolff approached hinm,

Elene jumped out of the car. She still had the broken-off
gearstick in her hand. She saw Wolff bring back his arm, ready
to slash at Vandam once more. She rushed up behind Wolff, stumbling
in tﬁe sand. Wolff struck at Vandam. Vandam jerked sideways,
dodging the blow. Elene raised the gearstick high in the air and
brought it down with all her might on the back of Wolff's head.
He seemed to stand still for a moment.

Elene said: 'Onh, God.'

Then she hit him again.

She hit him a third time.

He fell down.

She hit him again.

Then she dropped the gearstick and knelt beside Vandam.

'Well done,' he said weakly.

1Can you stand up?'

He put a hand on her shoulder and struggled to his feet.
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'It's not as bad as it looks,' he said.

'"Let me see.'

'In a minute. Help me with this.! Using his good arm, he
took hold of Wolff's leg and pulled him toward the car. Elene
grabbed the unconscious man's arm and heaged. When Wolff was lying
beside the car, Vandam lifted Wolff's limp arm and placed the hand
on the running=-board, palm down. Then he lifted his foot and
stamped on the elbow. Wolff's arm snapped. Elene turned ﬁhite.
Vandam saiad: 'ihat'a to make sure he's no trouble when he comes
round,*

He leaned into the back of the car and put a hand on Billy's
chest. 'Alive,' he said. 'Thank God.'

Billy's eyes opened.

'It's all over,'! Vandam said.

Billy closed his eyes.

Vandam got into the front seat of the car. 'Where's the
gearstick?' he said.

‘'It broke off. That's what I hit him with.'

Vandam turned the key. The car Jjerked. 'Good - it's sgill
in gear,' he said. He pressed the clutch and turned the key again.
The engine fired. He eased out the clutch and the car moved forward.
He switched off. 'We're mobile,' he said. 'What a piece of luck.'

'What will we do with Wolff?!

'Put him in the boot.'

Vandam took another look at Billy. He was conscious now,
his eyes wide open. 'How are you, son?' said Vandam.

'I'm sorry,' Billy said, 'but I couldn't help feeling sick.'

Vandam looked at Elene. ‘'You'll have to drive,' he said.

There were tears in his eyes.
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There was the sudden, terrifying roar of nearby aircraft. Rommel
glanced up and saw the British bombers appraoching low from behind
the nearest kine of hills: the troops called them 'Party Rally'
bombers because they flew in the perfect formation of display
aircraft at the pme-war Nuremberg parades. 'Take cover!' Rommel
yelled., He ran to a slit trench and dived in. :

The noise was so loud it was like silence. Rommel lay with
his eyes closed. He had a pain in his stomach. They had sent him
a doctor from Germany, but Rommel knew that the only medicine he
needed was victory. He had lost & lot of weight: his uniform hung
loosely on him now, and his shirt-collars seemed too large. His
hair was receding rapidly and turning white in places.

Today was 1 September, and everything had gone terribly
wrong. What had seemed to be the weak point in the Allied defence
line was looking more and more like an ambush. The minefields
were heavy where they should have been light, the ground beneath
had been quicksand where hard going was expected, and the Alam
Halfa ridge,wzx which should have been taken easily, was being
mightily defended. Rommel's strategy was wrongj his intelligence
had been wrong; kaxzsmy his spy had been wrong.

The bombers passed overhead. Rommel got out of the trench.
His aides and officers emerged from cover and gathered around him
again, He raised his field glasses and looked out over the desert.
Scores of vehicles stood still in the sand, many of them blazing
furiously. If the enemy would only charge, Rommel thought, we could
fight him. But the Allies sat tight, well dug in, picking off the
Panzer tanks like fish in a barrel.

It was no good. His forward units were fifteen miles from

Alexandria, but they wee stuck. Fifteen miles, he thought. Another
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fifteen miles, and Egypt would have been mine. He looked at the
officers areund him. As always, their expressions reflected his
own: he saw in their faces what they saw in his.

It was defeat.

»
He knew it was a nightmare, but he could not wake up.

The cell was six feet long by four feet wide, and half of
it was taken up by a bed. Beneath the bed was a chamber pot.

The walls were of smooth grey stone. A small light-bulb hung from
the ceiling by a cord. In one end of the cell was a door. In the
other end was a small square window, set Just above eye level?
through it he could see the bright blue sky.

In his dream he thought: I'll wake up soon, then it will be
all right. I'll wake up, and there will be a beautiful woman
lying beside me on a silk sheet,,and I will touch her breasts - and
as he thought this he was filled with strong lust - and she will
wake up and kiss me, and we will drink champagne ... But he could
not quite d#eam that, and the dream of the prison cell came back.
Somewhere nearby a bass drum was beating steadily. Soldiers were
marching to the rhythm outside. The beat was terrifying, terrifying,
boom~-boom, boom-boom, tramp-tramp, the drum and the soldiers and
the close grey walls of the cell and that distant, tantalising
square of blue sky and he was so frightened, so horrified, that
he forced his eyes open and he woke up.

He looked around himg not understanding. He was awaje, wide
awaje, no question about it, the dream was over; yet he was still
in a prison cell., It was six feet long by four feet wide, and half
of it was taken up by & bed. He raised himself from the bed and
looked underneath it. There was a chamber pot.

He stood upright. Then, quietly and calmly, he began to
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bang his head against the wall.
»

Jerusalem, 24 September 42

My dear Elene,

Today I went to the Western Wall, which is also called the
Wailing Wall. I stood before it with many other Jews, and I prayed.
I wrote a kvitlach and put it into a crack in the wall, May God
grant my petition. i

This is the most beautiful place in the world, Jerusalem.

Of course I do not live well. I sleep on a mattress on the floor
in a 1little room with five other men. 8Sometimes I get a little
work, sweeping up in a workshop where one of my room-mates, a young
man, carries wood for the carpenters. I am very poer, like always,
but now I am poor in Jerusalmm, which is better than rich in Egypt.

I crossed the desert in a British Army lorry. They asked
me what I would have done if they had not pickedmme up, and when
I said I would have walked, I believe they thought me mad. But
this is the sanest thing I ever did.

I must tell you that I am dying. My illness is quite incurable,
even if I could afford doctors, and I have only weeks left, perhaps
a couple of months. Don't be sad. I have never been happier in
my life.

I should tell you what I wrote in my kvitlach. I asked God
to grant happiness to my daughter Elene. I believe he will.
Farewell,

Your Father.

»
The smoked ham was sliced as thin as paper and rolled into dainty
cylinders. The bread rolls were home-baked, fresh that morning.

There was a glass Jjar of potato salad made with real mayonnaise and



%07

crisp chopped onion. There was a bottle of wine, another bottle
of soda, and a bag of oranges. And a packet of cigarettes, his
brand.

Elene began to pack the food into the picnic basket.

She had just closed the 1id when she heard the knock at the
door. She took off her aprontbefore going to open it.

Vandam stepped inside, closed the door behind him, and kissed
her. He put his arms around her and held her painfully tightly.

He always did this, and it always hurt, but she never complained,
for they had almost lost each other, and now when they were together
they were just so grateful.

They went into the kitchen. Vandam hefted the picnic basket
and said: 'Lord, what have you got in here, the Crown Jewels?'

'What's the news?' Elene asked.

He knew she meant news of the war in the desert. He said?
tAxis forces in full retreat, and I quote.' She thought how
rélaxed he was these days. He even talked differently. A little
grey was appearing in his halr, and he laughed a lot.

'I think you're one of those men who gets more good-looking
as he gets older,' she said.

'Wait till my teeth dwop out.'

They went out. The sky was curiously black, and Elene said
fOh{*' in surprise as she stepped into the street.

'End of the world today,' Vandam said.

'I've never seen it like this before,' glene said.

They got on the motorcycle and headed for Billy's school.

The sky became even darker. The first rain fell as they were passing
Shepheard's Hotel. Elene saw an Egyptian drape a handkerchief
over his fez. The raindrops were enormous; each one soaked right

through her dress to the skin. Vandam turned the bike around and
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parked in front of the hotel. As they dismounted the clouds burst.

They stood under the hotel canopy and watched the storm.

The sheer quantity of water was incredible. Within minutes the
gutters overflowed and the pavements were awaph. Opposite the
hotel the shopkeepers waded through the flood to put up shutters.
The cars simply had to stop where they wers.

'There's no makn drainage in this town,' Vandam remarked.

'"The water has nowkhre to go but the Nile. Look at it.' The streét
had turned into a river.

'What ab out the bike?' Elene said.

Damn thing will float away,' said Vandam. 'I'll have to
bring it under here.' He hesitated, then dashed out on to the
pavement, seized the bike by its handlebars, and pushed it through
the water to the steps of the hotel. When he regained the shelter
of the canopy his clothes were thoroughly soaked and his hair
was plagtered around his head like a mop coming out of a bucket.
Elene laughed at him.

" The rain went on a long time. Elene said: *'What about Billy?'
*They’ll have to keep the kids at school until the rain stops.’'
Eventually they went into the hotel for a drink. Vandam

ordered sherry: he had sworn off gin, and claimed he did not miss it.

At last the storm ended, and they went out againj but they
had to wait a little longer for the Xlood to recede. Finally there
was only an inch or so of water, and the sun came out. The
motorists began to try to start their cars. The bike was not too
wet, and it fired first time.

The sun came out and the roads began to steam as they drove
to the school. Billy was waiting outside. 'What a storm!' he
saild excitedly. He R&limbed on to the bike, sitting between Elene

and Vandanm.
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They drove out into the desert. Holding on tightly, her
eyes half closed, Elene did not see the miracle until Vandam stopped
the bike. The three of them got off and looked around, speechless.

The desert was carpeted with flowers.

'It's the rain, obviously,' said Vandam. 'But ...

Millions of flying insects had also appeared from nowhere,
and now butterflied and bees dashed frantically from bloom to bloomnm,
reaping the sudden harvest.

Billy said: 'The seeds must have been in the sand, waiting.'

'That's it,*' Vandam said. 'The seeds have been there for
years, Just waiting for this.!

The flowers were all tiny, like miniatures, but very brightly
coloured. Billy walked a few paces from the road and bent down
to examine one. Vandam put his arms around Elene and kissed her.
It started as a peck on the cheek, but turned into a long, loving
embrace.

Eventually she broke away from him, laughing. 'You'll
embarrass Billy,' she said.

'He's going to have to get used to it,' Vandam said.

Elene stopped laughing. 'Is he?' she said. 'Is he, really?!

Vandam smiled, and kissed her again,

« The end -




