stronger?!?

'A drop of whisky would be very nice.'!

'Do sit down.'

She gave him his drink and sat close to him. He touched her
shoulder, kissed her cheek, and roughly grabbed her breast. She
shuddered. He took that as a sign of passion, and squeezed harder.

She pulled him down on top of her. He was very clumsy: his
elbows and knees kept digging into her. He funbled beneath the
skirt of her dress.

She said: 'Oh, Sandy, you're so strong.'

She looked over his shoulder and saw Wolff's face. He was
on deck, kneeling down and watching through the hatch, laughing

soundlessly.

=

William Vandam was beginning to despair of ever finding John Wolff.
The Assyut murder was almost three weeks in the past, and Vandam
was no closer to his quarry. As time went by the trail got colder.
He almost wished there would be another briefcase snatch, so that
at least he would know what Wolff was up to.

He had made no progress, but his growing obsession with Wolff
had been slaked by a little information. His staff had at last dug
up some records on the man. There had been no trace of him under
the name of Wolff, which was why the search had taken so long.

The Villa les Oliviers was owned by one Hussein Rahmha, however, and
someone had had the bright idea that Husseln and Wolff might be one
and the same. It was so.

The Rahmhas were & wealthy Cairo family. The father, Gamal,
had been & lawyer. One of Vandam's lieutenants had dug up the

record of a marriage between Gamal Rahmha and one Eva Wolff, widow
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of Hans Wolfff, both German nationals.

Which made John Wolff German, and explained how he got the
name Hussein.

There was also a will which divided up Gamal's fortune
among four natural sons and Hussein. Hussein got less than the
others, but he had kept the villa.

Interviews with all surviving Rahmhas had produced nothing.
Wolff, or Hussein as they called him, had disappeared two years ago
and had not been heard of since.

Vandam was convinced Wolff had gone to Germany then.

There was another branch of the Rahmha family, but they were
nomads, and no one knew where they could be found. No doubt, Vandam
thought, they had helped Wolff somehow with his re-entry into
Egypt.

Vandam understood that now. Wolff could not have come into
Egypt through Alexandria. Security was tight at the port: his entry
would have been noted, he would have been investigated, and sooner
or later the investigation would have revealed his German antecedents,
and he would have been interned. By coming from the south he had
hoped to get in unobserved and resume his former status as a
born-and-bred Egyptian. It had been a plece of luck for the British
that Wolff had run into trouble in Assyut.

It seemed to Vandam that that was the last piece of luck
they had had.

He sat in his office, smoking one cigarette after another,
worrying about Wolff.

The man was no low-grade collector of gossip and rumour. He
was not content to send in reports based on the number of soldilers
he saw in the street and the shortage of motor spares. The briefcase

theft proved he was after top-level stuff, and he was capable of
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devising ingenious ways of getting it. If he stayed at large long
enough he would succeed sooner or later.

Wolff paced the room - from the coat-stand to the desk, agund
the desk for a look out of the window, around the other side of the
desk, and back to the coat-stand.

The spy had his problems, too. He had to explain himself to
inquisitive neighbours, conceal his radio somewhere, move about the
city,/;ggd informants. He could run out of money, his rad16 could
break down, his informants could betray him, or someone could
accidentally discover his secret. One way or another, traces of
the spy had to appear.

The cleverer he was, the longer it would take.

Vandam was convinced the man Abdullah was involved with Wolff.
Colonel Bogge had refused to have Abdullah arrested, 8o Vandam had
offered him a large sum of money to betray Wolff. Abdullah still
claimed to know nothing of anyone called Wolff, but the light of
greed had flickered in his eyes.

Abdullah might not know where Wolff could be found -~ Wolff
was surely careful enough to take that precaution - but perhaps
Abdullah could find out. Vandam had made it clear that the money
was still on offer.

Elene had put him on to Abdullah, but she had learned nothing
of value since.

Coat-stand, desk, window, desk, coat-stand.

The phone rang.

He picked it up. 'Major Vandam.'

'0h, hello, this 1s Major Calder in the Paymaster's office.’

Vandam tensed. 'Yes?!

'You sent us a note, a couple of weeks ago, to look out for

forged sterling. Well, we've found some.'
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That was it - that was the trace! 'Good!'

'Rather a lot, actually,' the voice continued.

Vandam said: 'I need to see 1t as soon as possible.'!

'It's on its way. I'm sending & chap round - should be there
soon.,'

Do you know who pald it in??

'There's been more than one lot, actually, but we've got some
names for you.'!

'Marvellous. I'll ring you back when I've seen the notes.
Did you say Calder??

'Yes.' The man gave his phone number. 'We'll speak later,
then.'

Vandam hung up. Forged sterling - 1t fitted: this could be
the breakthrough. Sterling was no longer legal tender in Egypt.
Officially Egypt was supposed to be a sovereign country. However,
sterling could always be exchanged for Egyptian money at the office
of the.British Paymaster-Gemeral. Consequently people who did a
lot of business with foreigners generally accepted pound notes in
payment. |

Vandam opened his door and shouted along the hall. ‘'Jakes!!

'Sir!?

'Bring me the file on forged banknotes.'

'Yes, sirl?

Vandam stepped to the next office and spoke to his secretary.
'I'm expecting a package from the Paymaster. Bring it in right
away, would you?'!

'Yes, sir!?

Vandam went back into his office. Jakes appeared & moment
later with a file. Vandam switched on his desk light and said:
'Right, let's have a look at the Nazi-style funny money.'

Jakes put down the file and looked through it. He extracted
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a sheaf of glossy photographs.and spread them on the desk. Each
print showed the front and the back of a banknote, somewhat larger
than actual size.

Jakes sorted them out. 'Pound notes, fivers, tenners, and
twenties.'

Black lines on the photographs indicated the errors by which
the forgeries might be identified.

The source of the information was counterfeit money taken from
German spies captured in England. Jakes sald: 'You'd think they'd
know better than to give their sples funny money.'

Vandam replied without looking up from the pictures.
'Espionage is an expensive business, and most of the money is wasted.
Why should they buy English currency in Switzerland when they can
make it themselves? A spy has forged mpapers, he might as well have
forged money. Also, it has a slightly damaging effect on the
British economy if it gets into circulation. It's inflationary,
like the government printing money to pay 1ts debts.'

'St111l, you'd think they would have cottoned on by now to the
fact that weire catching the buggers.'

*Ah, But when we catch 'em, we make sure the Germans don't
know we've caught 'em.'

TAll the same, I hope our sples aren't using counterfeit
Reichmarks.'

'I shouldn't think so. We take Intelligence rather more
seriously than they do, you know. Wish I could say the same about
tank tactics.'

Vandam's secretary knocked and came in. He was a bespectacled
twenty-year-old corporal. !'Pakcage from the Paymaster, sir.'

'Good show!' Vandam said. He opened the envelope. It
contained several hundreds of pound notes.

Jakes said: 'Bugger me!’
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'They told me there were a lot,! Vandam said. 'Get a
maénifying glass, Corporal, on the double.'

Yes, sir!!

Vandam put & pound note from the envelope next to one of the
photographs and looked for the identifyling error.

He did not need the magnifying glass.

'Look, Jakes,'

Jakes looked.

The note bore the same error as the one in the photograph.

'"That's it, sir,' said Jakes.

'Nazi money,' said Vandam. 'Now we're on his trail.!

*

Lieutenant-Colonel Reggie Bogge played snooker with the Brigadier
that night at the Gezira Sporting Club. The Brigadier broke.

While they played, Bogge said: 'Hope you don't mind talking
shop in the Club, sir.'!

'Not at all,' said the Brigadier.

'It's just that I don't seem to get a chance to leave m'desk
in the day.'

'"What's on your mind?' The Brigadlier chalked his cue.

Bogge potted a red and lined up the pink. 'I'm pretty sure
there's a falrly serious spy at work in Cairo.' He missed the pink.

The Brigadier bent over the table. 'Go on.'

'You remember a corporal was stabbed in Assyut a few weeks ago?'

"Vaguely.'

'TI had a hunch about that, and I've been following i1t up ever
since. Last week a General Staff aide had his briefcase pinched

during a street brawl. Nothing very remarkable about that, of course,

but I put two and two together.'
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The Brigadier potted the @ white. 'Damn,' he said. 'Your
shot.'

'I asked the Paymaster-General to look out for counterfeit
" English money. Lo and behold, he found some. I had my boys
examine it. Turns out to be Nazi money.'

'Aha!'

Bogge potted a red, the blue, and another red, then he missed
the pink again. :

The Brigadier examined the table throwugh narrowed eyes. 'I
think you've left me rather well off. Any chance of tracing the
chap through the money?'

'It's a possibility. We're working on that already.'

'Pass me that bridge, will you?!

'Certainly."’

The Brigadier lald the bridge on the baize and lin7d up his
shot.

Bogge said: 'It's been suggested that we might instruct the
Paymaster to continue to accept the forgeries, in case he can bring
in any new leads.'

The Brigadier unbent from the table and considered. 'Rather
depends how much money is involved, doesn't it?!

'Several hundred pounds so far.'

'It's a lot of money.'

'I feel it's not really necessary, sir.!

'Jolly good.' The Brigadier potted the last red and started
on the colours.

Bogge marked the score. The Brigadier was winning.

'Who've you got working on this spy thing?' the Brigadier asked.

'Well, I'm handling it myself, basically - '

'Yes, but which of your majors are you using?!
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'Vandam, actually.'

'Ah, Vandam. Not a bad chap.'

'Bit of a soft spot for the wog, unfortunately, but good
enough in a plodding sort of fashion.'

'"Yes.' The Brigadier was enjoying a long break, potting the
colours one after another. ‘'Went to the same school as I. Twenty
years later, of course.!

Bogge did not like the turn the conversation was taking.
'Yes, but he was a scholarship boy, I understand.'

'Yes,' said the Brigadier. 'So was I.' He potted the black.

'You seem to have won, sir,' said Bogge.

*
The manager of the Cha-Cha Club said that more than half his
customers settled their bills in sterling, he could not possibly
identify who payed 1n which currency, and even 1f he could he did
not know the names of more than a few regulars.

The chief cashier of § Shepheard's Hotel said something similar.

So did two taxi drivers, the proprietor of a soldiers' bar,
and the brothel-keeper Madame Fahmy.

Vandam was expecting much the same story from the next location
on his 1list, a shop owned by one Mikis Aristopoulos.

Arstopoulos had changed a large amount of sterling, most of
it forged, and Vandam imagined his shop would be a business of
considerable size, but it was not so. Aristopoulos had a small
grocery store. It smelled of spices and coffee but there was not
much on the shelves. Aristopoulos himself was a short Greek of
about twenty-five years with a wide, white-toothed smile. He wore
a striped apron over his cotton trousers and white shirt.

He said: 'Good morning, sir. W How can I help you?!

'You don't seem to have much to sell,' Vandam said.
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Aristopoulos smiled. 'If you're looking for something
particular, I may have it in the stock room. Have you shopped
here before, sir?!

So that was the system: scarce delicacies in the back room
for regular customers only. It meant he might know his customers.
Also, the amount of counterfeit money he had exchanged probably
represented a very large order, which he would remember.

Vandam said: 'I'm not here to buy. Two days ago you took
" one hundred and forty-seven pounds in English money to the British
Paymaster-General and exchanged it for Egyptian currency.'

"Yes.'

'One hundred and twenty-seven pounds of that was counterfeit -
forged - no good.'

Aristopoulos smiled and spread his arms in a huge shrug. 'I
am sorry for the Paymaster. I take the money from English, I give
it back to English ... whaﬁ can I do?!

'You can @ to Jjail for passing counterfelt notes.'

Aristopoulos stopped smiling. 'Please., This is not justice.
How could I know?'

'Was all that money paid to you by one person?!

'I don't know - !

'Think!' Vandam said sharply. 'Did anyone pay you one hundred
and twenty-seven pounds?!

'Ah ... yes! Yes!' Suddenly Aristopoulos looked hurt. 'A
very respectable customer. One hundred twenty-six pounds ten shillings.'

'His name?' Vandam held his breath.

'Mister Wolff - !

'Ahhh.!

'I am so shocked. Mr Wolff has been a good customer for many

years, and no trouble with paying, never.'




107

'Listen,' Vandam said. 'Did you deliver the groceries?!

'No.!

'Damn.!

'We offered to deliver, as usual, but this time Mr Wolff - !

'You usually deliver to Mr Wolff's home?!

'Yes, but this time - !

'What's the address?!

'Let me see. Villa les Oliviers, Garden City.?

Vandam banged his fist on the counter in frustration.
Aristopoulos looked & little frightened. Vandam said: 'You haven't
delivered there recently, though.'

'Not since Mr Wolff came back. S8ir, I am very sorry that
this bad money has passed through my innocent hands. Perhaps
something can be arranged ... ?!

'Perhaps,' Vandam said thoughtfully.

'Let us drink coffee together.'

Vandam nodded. Arstopoulos led him into the back room. The
shelves here were well laden with bottles and tins, most of them
imported. Vandam noticed Russian caviar, American canned ham, and
English jam. Aristopoules poured thick strong coffee into tiny cups.
He was smliling again.

Aristopoulos said: 'These little problems can always be
worked out between friends.'

They drank coffee.

Aristopoulos said: 'Perhaps, as a gesture of friéndship, I
could offer you something from my store. I have a little stock of
French wine ~ ! .

*No, no - !

'I can usually find some Scotch whisky when everyone else in

Cairo has run out - !
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'I'm not interested in that kind of arrangement,' Vandam
sald impatiently. 'I want to find Wolff. I need to know where
he 18 living now. You sald he used to be a regular customer?’

'Yes,!

'What sort of stuff does he buy?!

'Much champagne. Also some caviar. Coffee, quite a lot.
Foreign liquor. Pickled walnuts, garlic sausage, brandied
apricots ... !

'Hm. I was wondering how soon he is likely to come back.'

'As soon as he runs out of champagne.'

TAll right. When he does, I must find out where he lives.'

'But, sir, if he again refuses to allow me to deliver ... ?!

'That's what I've been thinking about. I'm golng to give you
an assistant.'’

Aristopoulos did not like that idea. 'I want to help you,
sir, but my business is private - !

'You've got no choice,' Vandam said. 'It's help me, or go
to jail.®

'But to have an English officer working here in my shep - '

'0h, it won't be an Egnlish officer.' Vandam smiled. 'I
think I know the ideal person for the Job.'

*
That evening after dinner Vandam went to Elene's apartment, carrylng
a huge bunch of flowers, feeling foolish.

She lived in a graceful, sp;cious old apartment house near
the Place de 1'Opera. A Nubian concierge directed Vandam to the
third floor. He climbed the curving marble staircase which occupied
the centre of the building and knocked on the door of 3A.

She was not expecting him. £Me wondered # whether she might

. be entertaining a man friend.
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He waited impatiently in the corridor, wondering what she
would be like in her own home. This was the first time he had been
there - they had spoken on the phone when she told him about Abdullah.
Perhaps she was out. Surely she had plenty to do in the evenings -

The door opened.

She was wearing a yellow cotton dress with a full skirt, rather
simple but almost thin enough to see through. The colour looked very
pretty against her light brown skin. She looked at him blankly for
a moment, then recognlised him and gave her impish smile.

She said: 'Well, hello!?

'Good evening.'

She stepped forward and kissed his cheek. 'Come in.'

He :;:;pni inside and she closed the door.

'T wasn't expecting that,! he said.

'All part of the act. Let me relieve you of your props.'

He gave her the flowers. He had the feeling he was being
teased.

'Go in there,'! she said.

He followed her pointing finger into the living-room and looked
around. The room was comfortable to the point of sensuality. It
was decorated in pink and gold and furnished with deep soft seats
and a table of pale oak. It was a corner room with windows on two
sides, and now the evening sun shone in and made everything glow
slightly. There was a thick rug of brown fur on the floor that
looked like bearskin. Vandam bent down and touched it: it was
genuine. A large painting of Elene hung on the wall. In the pilcture
she was naked. Vandam sat down with his back to it. On the couch
beside him was a book which she had, presumably, been reading when
he knocked. He picked it up. It was called Stamboul Train. It

. looked like cloak-and-dagger stuff. He put it down again.
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She came 1in with the flowers 1in a vase, and the smell of
wistaria filled :the room. 'Would you like a drink?!

fCan you make martinis?!?

'Yes, Smoke 1f you itkmext want to.'

'Thankyou.! Vandam took out his cigarettes. 'I was afraid
you'd be out.!?

'Not thisevening.' There was an odd note in her voice when she
said that, but Vandam could not figure it out. He watched her with
the cocktall shaker. He had intended to conduct the meeting on a
businesslike fmm level, but he was not conducting it at all: she
was. He felt like a clandestine lover.

'Do you like this stuff?' He indicated the book.

'I've been reading thrillers lately.'

"Why?!

'To find out how a spy is supposed to behave.'

'T shouldn't think you - ' He saw her smiling, and realised
he was being teased again. 'l never know whether you're serious.’

'Very rarely.!' She handed him a drink and sat down at the
opposite end of the couch. She looked at him over the rim of her
glass. 'To espionage.?

He sipped his martini. It was perfect. So was she. The
mellow sunshine burnished her skin. Her arms and legs looked smooth
and soft. He thought she would be the same in bed as she was
normally: relaxed, amusing, and game for anything. Damn. She had
had this effect on him last time, and he had gone on one of his rare
binges and ended up in a wretched brothel.

'What are you thinking about?' she said.

'Espionage.’ -
She laughed. Somehow she must—have—lrew he was lying.

- 'You must love it,' she said.
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Vandam thought: How does she do this to me? She kept him
always off-balance, with her teasing and her perception, her
innocent face and her long brown limbs. He said: 'Catching spies
can be very satisfying work, but I don't love it.'

'What happens to them when you've caught them?’

'They hang, ‘usually.'

'Oh.!

He had managed to throw her off-balance for a change; She
shivered. He sald: 'Losers generally die in wartime.'

'Is that why you don't love it - because they hang?'

'No. I don't love it because I don't always catch them.'

'Are you proud of being so hard-hearted?!

hgard-hearted

'I don't think I am/ We're trying to kill more of them than
they can kill of us.' He thought: How did I come to be defending
myself?

She got up to get him another drink. Hem watched her walk
across the room. She moved gracefully - like a cat, he thought,
and then he thought: No, like a kitten. He looked at her back as
she stooped to pick up the cocktall shaker, and he wondered what she
was wearing beneath the yellow dress. He notliced her hands as she
poured his drink: they were slender and strong. She did not give
herself another martini.

He wondered what background she came from. He sald: 'Are
your parents alive?!

'No,' she said quickly.

'I'm sorry,' he said. He knew she was lying.

'Why did you ask me that?!

Eexxiruggedx 'Idle curlosity. Please forgive me.'

She leaned over and touched his arm lightly, brushing his skin

. with her fingertips, a caress as gentle as a breeze. 'You apologise
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sixth
too much. I was the ainth child in a very poor family. My father

taught me English and my mother taught me to wear clean clothes,
and they encouraged me to leave home as early as possible. I went
when I was twelve.'

Do you resent that?!

'No - they did the best thing for me.'

'Did they?!

She spread her arms to indicate the apartment. 'I tﬁink I
did rather well.'

'But are you happy?!

She looked at him. Twice she seemed about to speak then said
nothing. Finally she looked away. 'What brings you here tonight,
Major?!

Vandam collected his thoughts. 'I'm still looking for John
Wolff. I haven't found him but I've found his grocer.!

'How did you do that??

He declded not to tell her. Better that nobody outside
Intelligence should know that German spies were betrayed by their
forged money. 'That's a long story,' he said. 'The important thing
is, I want to put someone into the shop in case he comes back.'

'Me,'

'That's what I had in mind.'

'What would I have to do?!

'Discover where he lives.'

"How?!

'I'm not sure.' Vandam hesitated. 'I thought perhaps you
might befriend him. You're a very attractive woman - 1 imagine it
would be easy for you.!

'What do you mean by "befriend"?!

'"Phat's up to you. Just as long as you get his address.'
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'I see.! There was bitterness in her voice, and Vandam did
not understand why. She said: 'Why don't you just have one of your
soldiers follow him home?!

'T may have to do that, if you fail to win his confidence.
The trouble is, he might realise he was being followed and shake
off the tall - then he would never go back to the grocer's, and we
would have lost our advantage. But if you can persuade him, say,
to invite you to his house for dinner, we'll get the information
we need without tipping our hand. Of course it might not work.

But the two alternatives are about equally risky, and I prefer the
more subtle appreach.?

'I understand that.'!

'Will you help me?!

'I suppose it's no worse than what I've been doing all my life.'

That was exactly what Vandam had thought. 'Thankyou,' he
said. 'You start tomorrow. The shop belongs to Mikis Aristopoulos.'
He gave her a plece of paper with the address written on it. She
took it without looking at it.

'How long do you think this will take?' she said.

'T don't know.'! He stood up. 'I'11 get in touch with you,
every few days, to make sure everything's all right - but you'll
contact me as soon as he makes an appearance, won't you??!

Yes.!

Vandam remembered something. 'By the way, the shopkeeper
thinks we're after Wolff for forgery. Don't talk to him about
espionage.’

'T won't.!

Her light-heartedness had dlsappeared: perhaps she was bored
with his company now. He said: 'I'll leave you to your thriller.'
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She stood up. 'I'1l]l see you out.'

They went to the door. As he stepped out, the tenant of the
neighbouring flat approached along the corrimdor. Vandam had been
thinking of this moment all evening, and now he did what he was
determined not to do. He took Elene's arm, bent down, and kissed
her mouth.

Her lips moved briefly in response. He pulled away. The
neighbour passed by. Vandam looked at Elene. The neighbour
entered his flat. Vandam released her arm.

She said: 'You're a good actor.!

'Yes,' he said. 'Goodbye.'! He turned away and stromde briskly
down the corridor. A moment later he heard the door of her flat
bang shut behind him.

*
Elene leaned her back against the closed door and cursed William
Vandam.

He had come into her life, full of gentleness and English
charm, asking her to do a new kind of work and help win the war;
and he had turned out to be as cold and insensitive as all the rest,
and he/ggged her to go whoring for him.

Well, it was not quite that bad, but it was a big disappointment.

At first she had not even liked him. When had she first
reallised that there was another, different man bmneath the rigid
exterior? ©She remembered: it had been when he laughed. It had
intrigued her, that laugh. From that moment she had suspected that
he was a man with a big appetie for life - an appetite which he
had under rigid contrel. It made her want to get under his skin; to
make him be himself. That was why she teased him.

That was why she had kissed him, too.

She had really believed he was going to change her life. No
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more rich businessmen, no more furtive affairs, no more dancing or
waiting on tables. She had a worthwhile job, something she believed
in, something that mattered.

Now it had turned out to be the same o0ld game.

Was 1t the same old game?

Face it. Yes.

For eleven years she had been living off her face and her
body, and now she wanted to stop.

She went into the living room to get a drink. His glass was
still there on the table, half empty. She put it to her lips.

The drink was warm and bitter.

Why was she so bothered by all this? One more &=k insincere
act of seduction would do her no harm.

But in asking for it, Vandam had revealed that he looked upon
her as a whore. That, she realised, was what was making her
miserable.

She had wanted his respect, even affection. She had wanted
his love. When he asked her to befriend Wolff she knew she was
never going to get 1t, and she did not want it any more. Anyway it
was foolish! the relationship between & woman such as herself and
an English officer was doomed to turn out just like her relationships
with her last three sugar-daddies: dependence on one side,
manipulation on the other, and love nowhere. Vandam would always
see her as a whore. He would never want her. He would never love
her.

And if all that was true, why had he kissed her?

*
Vandam was sitting in darkness at his bedroom window in the middle
of the night, smoking cigarettes and looking out at the moonlit Nile,
when a memory from his childhood sprang, fully formed, into his
mind.
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He 1s eleven years old, sexually innocent, physically still
a child. He is in the terraced grey brick house where he has
always lived. The house has a bathroom, with water heated by the
coal fire in the kitchen below:! he has been told that this makes
his family very fortunate, and he must not boast about it; indeed,
when he goes to the new sehool, the posh school in Bournemouth, he
must pretend that he thinks it is perfectly normal to have a
bathroom and hot water coming out of the taps. The bathroom has
a water closet too. He 1s going there now to pee. His mother is
in there, bathing his sister who is seven years old, but they won't
ﬁind him going in to pee, he has done it before, and the other
tollet 1s a long cold walk down the garden. What he has forgotten
is that his cousin is also being bathed. She is eight years old.
He walks into the bathroom. His sister is sitting in the bath.
His cousin 1s standing, about to come out. His mother holdsm
a towel. He looks at his cousin.

She is naked, of course. It 1s the first time he has seen
any girl other than his sister naked. His cousin's body 18 slightly
plump, and her skin is flushed with the heat of the water. She is
quite the loveliest sight he has ever seen. He stands inside the
bathroom doorway looking at her with undisguised interest and
admiration.

He does not see the slap coming. His mother's large hand
seems to come from nowhere. It hits his cheek with a loud clap.
She 18 a good hitter, his mother, and this 18 one of her best
efforts. It hurts like hell, but the shock 18 even worse than the
pain. Worst of all is that the warm sentiment which had engulfed
him has been shattered like a glass window.

'Get out!' says his mother, and he leaves, hurt and

.humiliated.
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Vandam remembered this as he sat alone watching the Egyptian
night, and he thought, as he had thought at the time it happened:
Now why did she do that?

-9 -

.In the early morning the tiled floor of the mosque was cold to
John Wolff's bare feet. The handful of maxx dawn worshippers were
lost in the vastness of the great hall. There was silence, a sense
of peace, and a bleak grey light. A shaft of sunlight pierced one
of the high narrow arches in the wall, and at that moment the
muezzin began to cry:

'Allahu akbar! Allshu akbar! Allahu akbar! Allahu akbar!'

Wolff turned to face Mecca.

He was wearing a long robe and a turban, and the shoes in
his hand were simple Arab sandals. He was never quite sure why
he did this. He was a True Believer only in theory. He had been
circumcised according to Islamic doctrine, and he had completed
the pilgrimage to Mecca; but he drank alcohol and ate pork, he
never pald the zakat tax, he never observed the fast of Ramadan,
and he did not pray every day, let alone five times a day. But
every so often he felt the need to immerse himself, just for a few
minutes, in the familiar, mechanical ritual of his stepfather's
religion. Then, as he had done today, he would get up while it
was still dark, and dress in traditional clothes, and walka through

the his father had aftended

the cold qulet streets of the city to 4 mosqui4 and perform the
ceremonial ablutions in the forecourt, and enter the mosque in time
for the first prayers of the new day.

He touched his ears with his hands, then clasped his hands in
front of him, the left within the right. He bowed, then knelt down.
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Touching his forehead to the floor at appropriate moments, he
recited the el-fatha!

'In the name of God, the merciful and compassionate. Praise
be to God, the lord of the worlds, the merciful and compassionate,
the Prince of the day of judgement; Thee we serve, and to Thee we
pray for help; lead us in the right way, the way of those to whom
thou hast shown mercy, upon whom no wrath resteth, and who go not
astray.'

He looked over his right shoulder, then his left, to greet
the two recording angels who wrote down his good and bad acts.

When he looked over his left shoulder, he saw Abdullah.

Without interrupting his prayer the thief smiled broadly,
showing his steel tooth.

Wolff got up and went out. He stopped outside to put on his
sandals, and Abdullah came waddling after him. They shook hands.

'You are a devout man, like myself,' Abdullah said. 'I knew
you would come, sooner or later, to your father's mosque.'

'You've been looking for me?!

'Many people are loeking for you.'

Together they walked away from the mosque. Abdullah said:
'Knowing you to be a True Bellever, I could not betray you to the
British, even for so much money; so I told Major Vandam that I knew
nobody by the name of John Wolff, or Hussein Rahmha.'

Wolff stopped abruptly and seized Abdullah by the arm. He
stared at him for a moment, saying nothing. They were outside an
Arab cafe. Wolff steered Abdullah into the cafe. They sat down.

Wolff said: 'He knows my Arab name.'

'He knows all about you - except where to find you.'

'What is he like?!

Abdullah shrugged. 'An Englishman. No subtlety. No manners.
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Khaki shorts and a face the colour of a tomato.'

'You can do better than that.!

Abdullah nodded. 'This man is patient and determined. If I
were you, I should be afraid of him.'

The cafe proprietor brought each of them a dish of mashed
fava beans and a flat loaf of hot pltta bread. Wolff broke his
bread and dipped it into the beans. Flies began:ito gather around
their bowls. Both men ignored them. :

Abdullah spoke through a mouthful of food. 'Vandam is offering
one hundred pounds for your address. Ha! As if we would betray
one of our own for such a paltry sum.'

Wolff swallowed. 'Even if you knew my address.’

Abdullah shrugged. 'It would be a small thing to find out.'

'I know,' Wolff said. 'So I am going to tell you, as a sign
of my faith in your friendship. I am living at Shepheard's Hotel.'

Abdullah looked hurt. 'My friend, I know this is not true.
It is the first place the British would look - '

'You misunderstand me.' Wolff smiled. 'I am not a guest
there. I work in the kitchens, cleaning pots, and at the end of
the day I lie down on the floor with a dozen or so others and sleep
there.'

'So cunning!' Abdullah grinned: he was pleased with the
idea and delighted to have the information. 'You hide under their
very noses!!?

'I know you will keep this secret,' Wolff said. 'And, as &
sign of my gratitude for your friendship, I hope you will accept
from me a gift of xh® one hundred pounds.'

'But this is not necessary - !

'I insist.'

Abdullah sighed and gave in reluctantly. 'Very well.'
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'T will have the money sent to your house.!

Abdullah wiped his empty bowl with the last of his bread.

'I must leave you now,' he said. 'Allow me to pay for your breakfast.'

'Thankyou. '

'Ah! But I have come with no money. A thousand pardons - !

'It's nothing,' Wolff said. 'Alallah - in God's care.'

Abdullah replied conventionally: ‘'Allah yisallimak - may God
protect thee.' He went out. '

Wolff called for coffee and thought about Abdullah. He would
betray Wolff for a lot less than a hundred pounds, of course. What
had stopped him so far was that he did not know Wolff's address.

No doubt he was actively trying to discover it.

He would attempt to check on the story about living in the
kitchens of Shepheard's. This might not be easy, for of course
no one would admit that staff slept on the kitchen floor - indeed
Wolff was not at all sure 1t was true - but he had to reckon on
Abdullah discovering the truth sooner or later. The lie was a
delaying tactic. 8o was the bribe. However, when at last
Abdullah found out about the homseboat he would probably come to
Wolff for more money instead of going to Vandam.

The situation was under control for the moment.

He left a few millemes on the table and went out.

The city had come to life. The streets were alreadgy Jjammed
with traffic, the pavements crowded with vendors and beggars, the
air full of good and bad smells. Vandam made his way to the central
post office to use a telephone. He called GHQ and asked for Major
Smith.

'We have seventeen of them,' the operator told him. ‘'Have
you got a first name?’

'Sandy.'

'That will be Major Alexander Smith. Hold the line, please.'
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Wolff walted. Since Sonja had seduced Smith, the Major had
sent her a dozen roses, a box of chocolates, a love letter and two
hand-delivered messages asking for another date. Wolff had forbidden
her to reply. By now Smith would be wondering whether he would ever
see her again. Wolff was quite sure that Sonja was the first
beautiful woman Smith had ever slept with. After a couple of days
of suspense Smith would be desperately wishing to see her again,
and would jump at any chance.

'Major Smith's office.'

let me speak 1o the Major
'Hello, #&s-the-Majer—thene.'
He's nst here at the moment .

o, hels—nod, Who's calling??

'Take a message for him, please. Got a pencil??

"Yes - !

'The message is: Twelve noon today at Zamalek. Would you
sign it: S. Have you got that?!

'Yes, but if I mamy have your full - '!

Wolff hung up. It was a pity he could not speak to Smith,
but he was falrly sure the Major would turn up.

He left the post office and headed for Zamalek. On the way
he bought a newspaper, but it was full of the usual rubbish. When
he got home Sonja was still asleep. He threw the rolled-up paper
at her to wake her. She groaned and turned over.

Wolff left her and went through the curtains back into the
living room. At the far end, in the prow of the boat, was a tiny open
kitchen. It had one quite large cupboard for brooms and cleaning
materials. Wolff opened the cupboard door. He could Just about
get inside if he bent his knees and ducked his head. The catch of
the door could be worked only from the outside. He searched through

the kitchen drawers and found a knife with a pliable blade. He

-thought he could probably work the catch from inside the cupboard

by sticking the knife through the crack of the door and easing it
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against the spring-loaded bolt. He got into the cupboard, closed
the door, and tried it. It worked.

However, he could not see through the door jamb.

He took a nall and a flat iron and banged the nall through the
thin wood of the door at eye level. He used a kitchen fork to
enlarge the mhole. He got inside the cupboard again and closed the
door. He put his eye to the hole.

He saw the curtains part, and Sonja came into the 1i§1ng room.
She looked around, puzzled, expecting to see him. She shrugged,
then lifted her nightdress and scratched her belly. Wolff suppressed
a laugh. She came across to the kitchen, picked up the kettle, and
turned on the tap.

Wolff slipped the knife into the crack of the door and worked
the catch. He opened the door, stepped out, and said: 'Good morning.'

Sonja screamed.

Wolff laughed.

She threw the kettle at him, and he dodged. He said: 'Good
hiding place, isn't it?!

"You scared me witless, you bastard,' she said.

He picked up the kettle and handed it to her. 'Make the
coffee.! He put the knife in the cupboard, closed the door, and
went to sit down.

Sonja said: 'What do you need a hiding-place for?!

'"To watch you and Major Smith. It's very funny - he looks
like a passionate turtle.!

"When is he coming?!

'Twelve noon today.'

'0h, no! IXImxkhmxmidd Why so early in the morning?!

'He'll have to rush here straight from GHQ - which means

"he'll be carrying his briefcase.!
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'I wish I'd never met you.'

Wolff laughed. 'You'd better start getting ready. I want
you to look irresistible.!?

'I'm always irresistible.' She went through to the bedroom.

He called after her: 'Wash your hair.' There was no reply.

He looked at his watch. Time was running out. He went around
the houseboat hiding traces of his own occupation, putting away his
shoes, his razor, his toothbrush and his fez. Sonja went ﬁp on
deck in a robe to dry her hair in the sun. Wolff made coffee and
took her a cup. He drank his own, then washed his cup and put it
away. He took out a bottle of champagne, put it in a bucket of
ice, and placed it beside the bed with two glasses. He thought of
changing the sheets, then decided to do it after Smith's visit, not
before. Sonja came down from the deck. She dabbed perfume on her
thighs and between her breasts. Wolff took a last look around.

All was ready. He sat on a divan by a perthole to watch the towpath.

It was a few minutes after noon when Major Smith appeared.

He was hurrying, as if afraid to be late. He wore his uniform shirt,
khaki shorts, socks and sandals, but he had taken off his officer's
cap. He was sweating in the midday sun.

He was carrying his briefcase.

'Here he comes,' Wolff called. 'Are you ready?’

'No.'

Wolff grinned. She would be ready. He got into the cupboard,
closed the door, and put his eye to the peephole.

He heard Smith's footsteps on the gangplank and across the
deck. The Major called: 'Hello?'

Sonja did not reply.

Looking through the peephole, Wolff saw Smith come down the

‘stairs into. the interior of the boat.
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'Is anybody there?!

Smith looked at the curtains which divided off the bedroom.
His volce was full of the expectation of disappointment. ‘'Sonja?!

The curtains parted. Sonja stood there, her arms lifted to
hold the curtains apart. She had put her hair up in a complex
pyramid as she did for her act. She wore thge baggy trousers of
filmy gauze, but at this distance her body was visible through the
material. From the waist up she was naked except for a jeﬁelled
collar around her neck. Her brown breasts were full and round.

She had put lipstick on her nipples.

Wolff thought: Good girl!

Major Smith stared at her. He said: 'Oh, dear. Oh, good
Lord. Oh, my soul.'

He dropped his briefcase and went to her. As he embraced
her, she closed the curtains behind him.

Wolff opened the cupboard and stepped out.

The briefcase lay on the floor Jjust this side of the curtains.
Wolff knelt down, hitching up his Arab robe, and turned the case
over., He tried the catches. The case was locked.

Wolff whispered: 'Lieber Gott.'

He looked around. He needed a pin, a paper clip, a sewing
needle, something with which to pick the locks. Moving quietly,
he went to the kitchen area and opened a drawer. Meat skewer, too
thick; bristle from a wire brush, too thinj vegetable knife, too
broad ... In a little dish beside the sink he found one of Sonja's
hair clips.

He went back to the case and poked the end of the clip into
the keyhole of one of the locks. He twisted and turned it experiment-
ally, encountered a kind of springy resistance, and pressed harder.

The clip broke.
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Again Wolff cursed under his breath.

He glanced reflexively at his wristwatch. Last time, Smith
had screwed Sonja in about five minutes. I should have told her to
make it last, Wolff thought.

He picked up the flexible knife he had been using to open the
cupboard door from the inside. Gently, he slid it into one of the
catches on the briefcase. When he pressed, the knife bent.

He could have broken the locks in a few seconds, but'he did
not want to, for then Smith would know that his case had been
opened. Wolff was not afraid of Smith, :but he wanted the Major to
remain oblivious of the real reason for the seduction?! if there
was valuable material in the case, Wolff wanted to open it
regularly.

But if he could not open the case, then Smith would always
be useless.

What would happen if he broke the locks? Smith would finish
with Sonja, put on his trousers, pick up his case, and realise
it had been opened. He would accuse Sonja. The houseboat would
be blown, unless Wolff killed Smith. What then? Another British
soldier killed, this time in Cairo. Had Smith told anyone about
Sonja? Who had seen them together? Would inquiries lead the
British to the houseboat?

It would be risky ~ but the worst of it was, Wolff would be
without a source of information, back to square one.

Wolff stood silent in the middle of the living room, racking
his brains. He had thought of something, back there, which gave
him his answer, and now it had slipped his mind. On the other side
of the curtain, Smith was muttering and groaning. Xamdam Wolff
wondered if he had his trousers off yet -

: His trousers off. That was it.
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He would have a key in his pocket.

Wolff peeped between the curtains. Smith and Sonja lay on
the bed. She was on her back, eyes—elesed. He lay beside her,
propped up on one elbow, touching her. She was arching her back
as if she was enjoying it. As Wolff watched Smith rolled over,
half lying on her, and put his face to her breasts.

Smith still had his shorts on.

Wolff put his head through the curtains and waved an arm,
trying to attract Sonja's attention. He thought: Look at me,
woman! Smith moved his head from one breast to the other. Sonja
opened her eyes, glanced at the top of Smith's head, stroked his
brilliantined hair, and caught Wolff's eye.

He mouthed: Take off his pants.

She frowned, not understanding.

Wolff stepped through the curtains and mimed removing trousers.

Sonja's face cleared as enlightenment dawned.

Wolff stepped back through the curtains and closed them
silently, leaving only a tiny gap.

He saw Sonja's hands go to Smith's shorts and begin to struggle
with the buttons of the fly. Smith greaned. Sonja rolled her eyes
upward, contemptuous of his credulous passion. Wolff thought: I
hope she has the sense to throw the shorts this way.

After a minute Smith, growing impatient with her fumbling,
rolled over, sat up, and took them off himself. He dropped them
over the end of the bed and turned back to Sonja.

The end of the bed was about five feet away from the curtain.

Wolff lay on the floor, flat on his belly. He parted the
curtains with his hands and inched his way through, Indian fashion.

Smith said: 'Oh, God, you're so beautiful.'

Wolff reached the shorts. With one hand, he carefully turned

" the material over until he saw a pocket. He put his hand in the




127

pocket and felt for a key.

The pocket was empty.

There was the sound of novg;ent from the bed. Smith grunted.
Sonja said: 'No, lie still.?

Wolff thought: 'Good girl.

He turned the shorts over until he found the other pecket.

He felt in it. That, too, was empty.

There might be more pockets. Wolff grew reckless. ﬁe felt
the garment, searching for hard lumps that might be metal. There
were none. He picked up the shorts -

A bunch of keys lay beneath them. They must have slipped out
when Smith dropped the garment on the floor. Wolff picked up the
keys and the shorts and began to inch backward through the curtains.

He heard footsteps on deck.

Smith said: 'Good God what's that!' in a high-pitched voice.

'Hush!' Sonja said. 'Only the postman. Tell me 1f you like
this.'

'Oh, yes ...

?olff made it through the curtains and looked up. The postman
was placing a letter on the top step of the stairs, by the hatch.
To Wolff's horror the man saw him and called out: 'Sabah el-kheir -
good morning!?

Wolff put a finger to his lips for silence, then lay his
cheek against his hand to mime sleep, then pointed to the bedroom.

'Your pardon!' the postman whispered.

Wolff waved him away.

There was no sound from the bedroom.

Had the postman's greeting made Smith suspicious? There was

no reason why it should, Wolff decided: a postman might well call

Good morning even 1if he could see no one, for the fact that the
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hatch was open indicated that someone was at home.

The lovemaking noises in the next room resumed, and Wolff
let out his breath in a long, relleved sigh.

He sorted through the keys, found the smallest, and tried it
in the lockm of the case.

It worked.

He opemed the other catch and lifted the 1id. Inside was
a sheaf of papers in a stiff cardboard folder. Wolff thought:
No more menus, please. He opened the folder and looked at the
top sheet.

He read:

OPERATION ABERDEEN
1. Allied forces will mount a major counterattack at
dawn on 5 June.

2. The attack will be two-pronged ...

Wolff looked up from the papers. 'My God,' he said. 'This
is it!?

He listened. The noises from the bedroom were louder now.
He could hear the springs of the bed, and he thought the boat
itself was beginning to rock slightly. There was not much time.

The report in Smith's possession was detailed. Wolff needed
to make notes. He hunted around for pencil and paper, thinking:
I should have done this beforehand. He found & writing-pad and a
red pencil in a drawer. He sat down by the briefcase and read on.

The main Allied forces were besieged in an area they called
The Cauldron. The 5 June counterattack was intended to be a
breakout. It would begin at 0250 with the bombardment, by four
regiments of artillery, of the Aslagh Ridge, on Rommel's eastern
‘flank. The artillery was to soften-up the opposition in readiness
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for the spearhead attack by the infantry of the 10thm Indian
Brigade. When the Indians had breached the line at Aslagh Ridge,
the tanks of the 22nd Armoured Brigade would rush through the

gap and capture Sidi Muftah while the 9th Indian Brigade followed
through and consolidated.

Meanwhile the 32nd Army Tank Brigade, with infantry support,
would attack Rommel's northern flank at Sidra Ridge.

When he came to the end of the report Wolff realised he had
been so absorbed that he had heard, but had not taken notice of,
the sound of Major Smith reaching his climax. Now the bed creaked
and a palr of feet hit the floor.

Wolff tensed.

Sonja said: 'Darling, pour some champagne.'

'Just a minute - !

'I want it now.'

'I feel & bit silly with me xit trousers off, m'dear.’

'T like you undressed. Drink a glass with me before you
drxegxEd put your clothes on.'

"Your wish is my command.'

She may bitch about it, Wolff thought, but she does what I
want!

He looked quickly through the rest of the papers, determined
that he would not be caught now! Smith was a wonderful find, it
would be a tragedy to kill the goose the first time she laid a
golden egg. He noted that the attack would employ 400 tanks,

330 of them with the eastern prong and only 70 with the northernj
that Generals Messervy and Briggs were to establish a combined
headquarters; that Auchinleck was demanding - a little peevishly,
it seemed - thorough reconnaissance and close co-operation between

between infantry and tanks.
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A cork popped loudly as he was writing. He licked his lips:
he could muse some of that. He wondered how quickly Smith could
drink a glass of champagne. He decided to take no chances.

He put the papers back in the folder and the folder back in
the case. He closed the 11?/ﬁnd keyed the locks. He put the bunch
of keys in a pocket of the shorts. He stood up and peeped through
the curtain.

Smith was sitting up in bed in his army-issue underwéar with
& glass in one hand and a cigarette in the other. The cigarettes
must have been in his shirt pocket. It wmld have been awkward if
they had been in his pants.

At the moment he was within Smith's field of view. He walted.
Sonja drained her glass and said: 'Pour me some more, please.'
Smith took her glass and turned away to the bottle. His back was
to Wolff. Wolff pushed the shorts through the curtains and put
them on the floor. Sonja saw him and raised her eyebrows in alarm.
Wolff withdrew his arm. Smith handed Sonja the glass.

Wolff silently opened & dmawer and took out the English novel
and the key to the code. He got into the cupboard, closed the door,
and eased himself to the floor. He might have to stay here a couple
of hours: he might as well use the time. By the light of a small
torch he began to encode the information he had gained from Major
Smith's briefcase.

He was there for hours.

The Cairo lunch break was from noon until five p.m., and
Smith left at four-thirty.

Wolff saw him kiss Sonja goodbye and climb the stairs to the

hatch. He heard the footsteps cross the deck and go down the

gangplank, then Sonja opened the cupboard door.

She watched with malicious glee as Wolff stretehed his aching
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limbs. 'Sore?' she said with mock sympathy.

Wolff grunted. 'It was worth it.'

He made her massage his legs while he drank some whisky.
Later, when she had gone to the Cha-Cha, he made a meal of bread
and sausages. Afterwards he drank whisky and read Arab poetry.
When midnight approached, he set up the radio.

At exactly 2400 hours, he tapped out the call-sign for
Rommel's desert listening-post. A few seconds later the Horch
Company came ine Wolff sent a series of Vs to enable them to
tune in exactly, then asked them what his signal strength was.
In the middle of the sentence he made a mistake, and sent a
series of Es - for 'Error' -~ before beginning again. They told
him his signal was maximum strenth and made GA for 'Go Ahead'.
He made KA to indicate the beginning of his message, then sent
the whole of his report, added AR for the end and K for 'Over'.
They replied with a series of Rs, which meant: 'Your message has
been received and understood.'

Wolff packed away the radio, the code book and the key, then
he poured himself another drink.

All in all, he thought he had done incredibly well.

L

The signal from the spy was only one of twenty or thirty reports

on the desk of Rommel's Ic at seven o'clock on the morning of

4 June. There were several other reports from listening units:
infantry had been heard talking to tanks au clair; field headquarters
had issued instructions in low-grade codes which had been deciphered
overnight; and there was other enemy radio traffic which, although
-indecipherable, nevertheless yielded hints about enemy intentions

simply because of its location and frequency. As well as radio
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reconnalssance there were the reports from the Ics in the field,

who got information from captured weapons, the uniforms of enemy
dead, interrogation of prisoners, and simply from looking across

the desert and seeing the people they were fighting. Then there

was aerial reconnaissance, a situation report from an order-of-battle
expert, and a summary - Jjust about useless - of Berlin's current
assessment of Allied intentions and strength.

Like all field intelligence officers, Rommel's Ic deépised
spy reports. Based on diplomatic gossip, newspaper stories and
sheer guesswork, they were wrong at least as often as they were
right, which made them effectively useless.

The Ic had to admit that this one looked different.

The run-of-the-mill secret agent might report: '9thm Indian
Brigade have been told they will be involved in a major battle in
the near future,' or: 'Allles planning a breakout from the Cauldron
in early June,' or: 'Rumours that Auchinleck will be replaced as
Commander-in-Chief.' But there was nothing indefinite about this
report. The man gave the date of the attack, the brigades involved
and their specific roles, the places they would pounce, and the
tactical thinking of the planners.

The Ic was not convinced, but he was interested.

He began his routine round of morning discussions. In person,
by field telephone, and - rarely - by radio, he talked to the
Divisional Ics, the Luftwaffe liaison officer for aerlal reconnalssance,
the Horch Company liaison man, and a few of the better Brigade Ics.
To all of these men he mentioned the 9th and 10th Indian brigades,
the 22nd Armoured Brigade, and the 32nd Army Tank Brigade. He told
them to look out for these brigades. He also told them to watch
for battle preparations in the areas from which, according to the

spy, the counterthrust would come. They would also observe what
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the enemy was observing: 1f the spy was right, there would be
increased aerial reconnaissance by the Allies of the positions
they planned to attack, namely Aslagh Ridge, Sidra Ridge, and
Sidi Muftah. There might be increased bombing of those positions,
for the purpose of softening-up, although this was such a giveaway

that most commanders would resist the temptation. There might be

decreased bombing, as a bluff, and this too could be a giveaway.

These conversations also enabled the men to update their
overnight reports. When they were finished the Ic wrote his report
for Rommel, and took it to the Command Vehicle. He discussed it
with the Chief of Staff, who then presented it to Rommel.

In the middle of the day the Ic liked to visit a front-line
unit. It enabled him to get his own plcture of the situation, and
also to make a personal assessment of the men who were sending in
his raw material: some were over'cautious, omitting all unconfirmed
data, and others exaggerated in order to get more supplies and
reinforcements for thelr units.

In the early evening there were more reports and more
conversations. The Ic sifted the mass of detail for information
relating to the possible counterattack.

The Ariete Armoured - the Italian Division occupying the
Aslagh Ridge - reported increased enemy air activity. The Ic
asked them whether this was bombing or reconnaissance, and they
said bombing had ceased but there was additional reconnaissance.

The Luftwaffe reported activity in no-man's-land which might,
or might not, have been an advance party marking out an assembly
point.

There was a garbled radio intercept in a low-grade cipher

in which the something Indlian Brigade requested urgent clarification

of the morning's something (orders?) with particular reference to
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the timing of something artillery bombardment. In British tacties,
the Ic knew, artillery bombardment generally preceded an attack.

The evidence was building.

The Ic checked his card-index for the 32nd Army Tank Brigade
and discovered that they had recently been sighted at Rigel Ridge -
a logical position from which to attack Sidra Ridge.

The task of an Ic was an impossible one: to forecast the
enemy's moves on the basis of inadequate information. He looked
at the signs, he used his intuitlon, then he gambled.

Rommel's Ic decided to gamble on John Wolff.

At 1830 he presented his report to the Chief of Staff. At
1900 he was summoned to the Command Vehicle.

Rommel wgs there with his Chief of Staff, Colonel Bayerlein,
and his Ia, Gﬂkﬁ?&i von Mellenthin. They stood around a large
camp table looking at the operation map. An Oberleutnant sat to
one side ready to take notes.

Rommel had taken his cap off, and his large, balding head
;gg;;ie%oo big for his small body. He looked tired and thin, not
surprisingly?: he had been up since five a.m., dashing around the
desert, driving himself even harder than he drove his men. He
suffered recurring stomach trouble, and was often unable to eat for
days. His normally pudgy face had lost flesh, and his ears seemed
to stick out more than usual. But his slitted dark eyes were bright
with enthusiasm and the hope of victory.

He looked up as the Ic entered. 'This counterattack,' he said
without preamble. 'How sure are you?'

'It was forecast by the spy Wolff,' the Ic replied. 'Today
there have been confirming indications. I'm as sure as I ever am.'

Rommel smiled. 'Good enough,' he said. He returned his

attention to the map. The Ic, not having been dismissed, remained
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to listen.

Rommel said: 'Let us be ready, then, for a two-pronged attack.
Consider first the weaker, northern prong, the assault on Sidra
Ridge. Sidra 1s held by our 21st Panzer Division. They are well
armed with anti-tank guns. Here, in the path of the British
advance, is a minefield. 2l1lst Panzer will lure the British into
the minefield and destroy them with anti-tank fire.' If Intelligence
is right, and the British throw only seventy tanks into this assault,
21st Panzer should deal with them quickly and be free for other
action later in the day.'

He drew a thick forefinger across the map to Aslagh Ridge.
"Now consider the second prong, the main assault, on our eastern
flank at Aslagh Ridge. This is at present held by the Ariete
Armoured Division of the Italian Army. The attack is to be led
by the 10th Indian Brigade. Knowing those Indians, and knowing
our Italians, I assume the attack will succeed. I therefore order
a vigorous riposte.

from the west

'One: The Italians will counterattack{d Two: The 21st Panzers,
having repelled the other prong of the attack at Sidra Ridge, will
turn about and attack the Indains from the north. Three: Tonight
our engineers will clear a gap in the mindefield at Bir el Harmat,
so that the 15th Panzers can make a swing to the south, emerge
through the gap, and attack the British forces from the rear.'

The Ic, listening and watching, nodded appreciation. It was
a typical Rommel plan, involving rapid switehing of forces to
maximise their effect, an encirecling movement, and the surprise
appearance of a powerful division where it was least expected, in
the enemy's rear. If it all worked, the attacking Allied brigades
would be surrounded, cut off, and wiped out.

The Ic was invited to dine in Rommel's caravan with the others.
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Rommel ate the same canned mush as his troops, but he allowed
himself a single glass of wine with dinner. They all complained
about the bugs, and Rommel said he had found the answer: his aide
had poured petrol over his wire bedstead and set fire to it. They
talked for a while about skiing, which was an enthusiasm of Rommel's,
but soon the conversation turned to the subject which obsessed them
all: Tobruk. Over coffee Bayerleln began to welght the prospects,
comparing the present situation with that of the previous ﬁovember.
After a couple of minutes he stopped abruptly in mid-sentence.

The Ic followed Bayerlein's gaze, and saw that Rommel had
fallen asleep in his chair.

%
Sixteen days later Rommel stood on the escarpment north-east of
El Adem and watched the sun rise over Tobruk.

The Allied counterattack of 5 June had come exactly as
forecast by the spy. Rommel's defence had worked so well that it
had turned into a counter-counterattack. Three of the four Allied
brigades involved had been wiped out, and four regiments of
artillery had been captured. Rommel had pressed his advantage
remorselessly, taking Bir Hacheim and the Knightsbridge Box, and
on 1% June the Gazala Line had broken and the British had turned
and fled. The vital coastal garrison of Tobruk was surrounded and
today, 20 June, it was to be besieged.

Rommel stood on the escarpment, wearing the goggles he had
taken from the e¢aptured General O0'Connor, the goggles which had
become a kind of trademark of his. Von EXMA Mellenthin was at his
side. They watched the sky.

There was booty in Tobruk. There would be petrol, and
dynamite, and tents, and lorries -~ already more than half Rommel's

motorised transport consisted of captured British vehicles - and
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food. There might be fresh fish from the sea. There might be
fried potatoes, and liver, and hot bread. If things went well,
tomorrow night perhaps he would sleep in a real bed, with a feather
pillow, in a house with stone walls to keep out the heat and the
insects.

Rommel thought it was tougher to fight the desert than the
British. At least he knew what the British would do. Their attacks
were piecemeal and half-hearted, thelr defence was solid aﬁd
unimaginative. When they won they were slow to press the advantage;
when they lost they were quick to retreat. The desert was
unpredictable. The nights might be intolerably hot or freezing cold.
Sometimes one could eat in peace; other times a thousand flies
came to dinner. Rommel made light of it all with the men, but he
poured his misery into his letters to ILu, his wife. No doubt she
was as tired as he was of heat, flies, sand and gastro-enteritis.

Poor Lu. They had begun their married life like this, apart.
He had married her in November 1916 and gone straight back to the
front. She was used to letters from the battlefield. He thought
of Manfred, their son, and wondered how he was. They had been
married twelve years before the arrival of their first and only child.
At the time Rommel had worried, wondering 1f he would ever be a
father. Now he was glad it had taken so long, for Manfred, not born
until 1928, was still only fourteen years old, and they were not
conscripting fourteen-year-olds, not yet, thank God.

Manfred and Lu would be proud of him now.

He turned his mind to the battle. Tobruk was a concentric
fortress. The garrison itself was within a town, and the town was
at the heart of a larger British-held area, surrounded by a
thirty-five mile perimeter wire dotted with strongpoints. Rommel's

army had to cross the wire, then penetrate the town, then take the
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garrison.

At twenty minutes past five the attack began.

A sound like distant thunder swelled to a deafening roar as
the Stukas approached. The first formation flew over, dived toward
the perimeter, and dropped their bémbs. A great cloud of dust and
smoke rose from the British positions, and with that Rommel's
entire artillery forces opened fire with a simultaneous ear-splitting
crash. Another wave of Stukas came over, then another: thére were
hundreds of bombers.

Von Mellenthin said: 'Fantastic. Kesselring really did it.'

'For once,' Rommel replied shortly.

A little later he saw a cloud of orange smoke, a signal from
the assault engineers that the artillery should lengthen its range.

Rommel felt the glow of optimism as he saw the devastating
effect of his combined shelling and bombing. Von Mellenthin was
right, the Luftwaffe was putting on a good show, but no credit was
due to Kesselring: this time the planes were being directed from
the Operations K¥mmxmf Section of Rommel's own headquarters.

At half-past six a runner arrived with a signal. Von
Mellenthin took it and read it. 'They've cut the wire at
Strongpoint 69,' he announced. 'Group Menny is attacking with
the infantry of the Afrika Korps.'

'"That's it,' said Rommel. 'We've opened a breach. Let's go.'

*
It was ten-thirty max when Lieutenant-Colonel Reggie Bogge poked
his head around the door of Vandam's office and said: 'Tobruk is
under siege.'

The news was all bad for the rest of the day. The Germans

breached the perimeter wire; they bridged the anti-tank ditchj they

crossed the inner minefield; they reached the strategic road junction
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of King's Cross.

Vandam went home at seven to have supper with Billy. He could
not tell the boy about Tobruk: the news was not to be released.

As they ate their lamb chops, Billy said that his m English teacher,
a young man with a lung condition who could not get ;nto the Army,
never stopped talking about how he would love to get out into the
desert and have a bash at the Hun. Xmmadam 'I don't believe him,
though,' Billy said. 'Do you?! '

'I expect he means 1t,' Vandam said. 'He just feels guilty.'

Billy was at an argumentative age. 'Guilty? He can't feel
guilty - 1t's not his fault.'

'Unconsciously he can.!

'What's the difference?!

I walked into that one, Vandam thought. He considered for a
moment, then said:! 'When you've done something wrong, and you know
it's wrong, and you feel bad about it, and you know why you feel
bad, that's conscious. Mr Simkisson & has done nothing wrong, but
he still feels bad about it, and he doesn't know why he feels bad.
That's unconscious guilt. It makes him feel better to talk about
how much he wants to fight.!

'Oh, ' sald Billy.

Vandam did not know whether he had understood or not.

Billy went to bed with a new book. He said it was a 'tec!,
by which he meant a detective story. It was called Death on the
Nile.

Vandam went back to GHQ. The news was still bad. The 21st
Panzers had ent ered the town of Tobruk and fired from the quay on
to several British ships which were trying, belatedly, to escape to
the open sea. A number of vessels had been sunk.

Vandam spent the night in the officers' mess, smoking, drinking
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gin, and playing the occasional desultory game of cards. News
came down from the Operations Room in bulletins. During the
night Ritchie, as Commander of the Eighth Army,decided to abandon
the frontier and retreat to Mersak Matruh. It was said that when
- Auchinleck, the Commander-in-Chief, heard this news he stalked out
of the room with a face as black as thunder.

Vandam wondered how his parents were. Some of the ports on
the south coast of England had suffered as much as London from the
bombing, but his parents were a little way inland, in a village in
the Dorset countryside. His father was postmaster at a small
sorting office. Vandam looked at his watch: it would be four in
the morning in England now, the old man would be putting on his
cycle clips, climbing on his blke, and riding to work in the dark.
At sixty years of age he had the constitution of a teenage farmboy.
Vandam's chapelgoing mother forbade smoking, drinking, and every
kind of dissolute behaviour, a term she used to encompass everything
from darts matches to listening to the radio. The regime seemed
to suit his father, but she herself was always ailing.

Towards dawn booze, fatigue and tedium sent Vandam into a
doze. He dreamed that he was xXmmm in the garrison at Tobruk with
Billy and Elene and his mother. He was running around closing all
the windows. Outside the Germans, who had turned into firemen,
were leaning ladders ageinst the wall and climbing up. Suddenly
his mother stopped counting her forged banknotes and opened a window,
pointing at Elene and screaming: 'The Scarlet Woman!' Rommel came
through the window in a fireman's helmet and turned a hose on Billy.
The force of the jet pushed the boy over a parapet and he fell into
the sea. Vandam knew he was to blame, but he could not figure out
what he had done wrong. He began to weep bitterly. He woke up.

He was relieved to discover he had not really been crying. The
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dream left him with an overwhelming sense of despalr. He 1lit a
cigarette. It tasted foul.

The sun rose. Vandam went around the mess turning out the
lights, Jjust for something to do. A breakfast cook came in with a
pot of coffee. As Vandam was drinking his, a captain came down from
the Operations Room. He stood in the middle of the mess, waliting
for silence.

He sald: 'General Klopper surrendered the garrison of Tobruk
to Rommel at dawn today.'

Vandam left the mess and walked through the streets of the
city to his house by the Nile. When he got home he went to bed.




Part Two: Mersa Matruh
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The Greek was a feeler.

Elene did not like feelers. She did not mind straightforward
lust ~ in fact, she was rather partial to it. What she objected to
was furtive, guilty, unsolicited groping.

After two weeks in the shop she hated Mikis Aristopoulos.

The shop itself was fine. She liked the spicy smells and the
rows of gaily coloured boxes and cans on the shelves in the back
room. The work was not hard, but the time passed quickly enough.
She amazed the customers by adding up their bllls in her head.

From time to time she would take home some strange imported delicacy
to try: a jar of liver paste, a Hershey bar, a bottle of Bovril,

a can of baked beans. And it was novel to do an ordinary, dull,
elght-hours-a-day Jjob.

But the boss was a pain. Every chance he got he would touch
her arm, her shoulder, or her hipj; each time he passed her, behind
the counter or in the back room, he would brush against her breasts
or her bottom. At first she had thought it was accidental, because
he did not look the type! he was in his twenties, quite good-looking,
with a big smile that showed his white teeth. He must have taken her
silence for acquiescence. Soon she would have to tread on him a
little to set him straight.

She did not need this. Her emotions were too confused already.
She thought she was in love with William Vandam, who acted as if he
despised her. She was supposed to seduce John Wolff, whom she had
never met. And she was being groped by Mikis Aristopoulos, for whom
she felt nothing but scorn.

I want them to love me, and all they do is use me, she thought:
it's the story of my life.

She wondered what Wolff would be like. It was easy for Vandam
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to tell her to befriend him, as if there were a button she could
press which made her instantly irresistible. In reality a lot
depended on the man. She clicked imxk immediately with some men.
With others it was hard work. Sometimes 1t was impossible. Half
of her hoped it would be impossible with Wolff. The other half
remembered that he was a spy for the Germans, and Rommel was coming
closer to gﬁiﬁﬁ every day, and if the Nazls ever got to Cairo ...

Aristopoulos brought a box of pasta out from the back room.
Elene looked at her watch: 1t was almost time to go home.
Aristopoulos dumped the box and opened it. On his way back, as he
squeezed past her, he put his hands under her arms and touched her
breasts. She moved away. She heard someone come into the shop.
She thought: I'11l teach the Greek a lesson. As he went into the
back room, she called after him loudly, in Arabic: 'If you touch
me again I'll cut your cock off!?

There was a burst of laughter from the customer. She turned
and looked at him. He was a European, but he must & understand
Arabic, she thought. She said: 'Good afternoon.'

He called out: 'What have you been doing, Aristopoulos, you
old goat?!

Aristopoulos poked his head around the door. 'Good day, sir.
This is my nlece, Elene.' His face showed embarrassment and
something else which Elene could not read. He ducked back into the
storeroom.

'Niece!' said the man, looking at Elene. 'A likely tale.'!

He was a big man in his thirties with dark hair, dark skin
and dark eyes. He had a large hooked nose which might have been
typically Arab or typically European-aristocratic. His mouth was
thin lipped, and when he smiled he showed small even teeth - 1like

a cat's, Elene thought. She knew the signs of wealth and she saw
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them here: a silk shirt, a gold wristwatch, tailored cotton trousers
with a crocodile belt, handmade shoes, and a faint maseuline
cologne.

Elene said: 'How can I help you?'!

He looked at her as if he were eontemplating several possible
answers, then he said: 'Let's start with some English marmalade.'

'Yes.' The marmalade was in the back room. She went there
to get a jar.

'It's him!' Aristopoulos hissed.

fWhat are you talking about?'! she asked in a normal voice.
She was still madz at him.

'The bad money man - Mister Wolff - that's him!'

'Oh, God!' For a moment she had forgotten why she was here.
Aristopoulos' panic infected her, and her mind went blank. ‘'What
shall 1 say to him? What should I do?!?

'I don't know - give him the marmalade - I don't know - '

'Yes, the marmalade, right ...

/She took a jar of Cooper's Oxford from a shelf and returned
to the shop. She forced herself to smile brightly at Wolff as she
put the jar down on the counter. 'What else?!

'Two pounds of the dark coffee, ground fine.'

He was Tgtching her while she welghed the coffee and put it
through the der. Suddenly she was afraid of him. He was not
like the men who had been her sugar-daddies. They had been soft,
easygoing, guilty, pliable men., Wolff seemed poised and confident:
it would be hard to deceive him and impossible to thwart him, she
guessed.

'Something else?!

‘A tin of ham.'

She moved around the shop, finding what he wanted and putting

the goods on the counter. His eyes followed her everywhere. She
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thought: I must talk to him, I can't keep sayling 'Something else??,
I'm supposed to befriend him. 'Something else?' she said.

'A half-case of champagne.'

The cardboard box containing six full bottles was heavy. She
dragged 1t out of the back room. 'I expect you'd like us to deliver
this order,' she said. She tried to make it sound casual. She was
slightly breathless with the effort of bending to drag the case, and
she hoped this would cover her nervousness.

He seemed to look through her with his dark eyes. 'Deliver?’
he said. 'No, thankyou.'

XAz xyomxwishxxxSsmekningxeixut

XxxkhimkxkhakkxxaiixX

Spe looked at the heavy box. 'I hope you live nearby.'

'Close enough.'

'You must be very strong.'

'Strong enough.'

'We have a thoroughly reliable delivery man - !

'No delivery,' he said firmly.

She nodded. 'As you wish. Something else?!

'I think that's all.'

She began to add up the bill. Wolff said: 'Aristopoulos must
be doing well, to employ an assistant.'

Elene said: 'Five pounds twelve and six, you wouldn't say that
if you knew what he paid me, five pounds thirteen and six, six
pounds ... !

'Don't you like the job?!

She gave him a direct look. 'I'd do anything to get out of
here.'

'What did you have in mind?' He was very quick.

She shrugged, and went back to her addition. BEventually she
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said: 'Thirteen pounds ten shillings and fourpence.'

'How did you know I'd pay in sterling?’

'You're a British officer, aren't you?'

He laughed loudly at that. He took out a roll of pound notes
and gave her eleven. She gave him his change in Egyptian coins.
She was thinking: What else can I do? What else can I do? She
began to pack his purchases into a brown-paper shopping bag.

She said: 'Are you having a party? I love parties.'

'What makes you ask?!?!

'The champagne.'

'Ah., Well, life is one long party.'

She thought: I've falled. He will go away now, and perhaps
he won't come back for weeks, perhaps never; I've had him in my
sights, I've talked to him, and now I have to let him walk away
and disappear into the city.

He lifted the case of champagne on to his left shoulder, and
picked up the shopping bag with his right hand. 'Goodbye,' he said.

"Goodbye.'
a\wuhwgg1turned around at the door. 'Meet me.at the Oasis Restaurant
tomorrow night at seven-thirty.'

A1l right!' she said. But he was gone.

»*

_The raid began in silence. There was no artillery barrage to alert
the enemy. TheAUstralians had tied sacking around their boots, for
silence. Surprise was essential.

They moved forward at O340 hours. There was no moon. They
reached the perimeter and waited. Eventually an aircraft dropped a
parachute flare. Several square miles of desert were surprised by
déylight. The Australians charged.

The Italians holding the perimeter were asleep.
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The Australians swept through the camp like a brush fire.
Most of the Italians were taken prisoner <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>