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sa/e ," .said Callan. i' Open it 
up.:wilbe a.bit of: practice 
lor you:" • " 

The safe, a combinat ion .job, 
•was behind the T u r n e r "water-
colour; ' - 'and Lonely, twirled 

;>;busLry-.away,.;a;s -if'.- h e was 
.caalling:,; ^telephone numbers 

• t h o u g h t - c a l i a n , a s h e carried 
' ! on-.-withchis reading. T h e filing 

cab ine t s • were .filled wi th 
7oevidente t ha t^Kei th was to be 

seen on t h e telly—and n o t h -
In?-mors i 6 u t Lonely wee t on 

. • twirl ing a n d found t h e rigiiit 
• combjaation... a t last,- a n d 

.Callah wandered over t o see 
= - w h a t ^ e ' d . l ^ u n d . " ::s 

•r' 1 ^ E C P H ' S . i n t e r e s t inwhis i iy 
-'^-^^^:'Was:;moire- t h a n -just 
' • ^;national-prid€v i t sgemed. 
- H e owned : a, th i rd '̂ 'of- a 

= distillery V a n d therfe were t h e 
, sJiare certificates t o prove -it, 
j which explained: why h e - was 
r:iich.--. .-.. And t h a t -waS;about 
. a U i h a t the re was—except t h e 
scrapbook. ^ ; • : . -• .• 

- -Keith, .-it-.seemed,--was fas-
. c i r i a i t edby Kei th . -The.- hook 

"r-was - c rammed -with clippings, 
cutt ings,; Dho.tographs. : < All 

- r.abgut -Keithi And going- back 
l a t ime from "the -present;-.to 

. his, . .chi ldhood-^the-f i rs t was 
one of K e i t h in h i s -pram. , . 

„ C a U a n .flicked th rough i t I m -
patieiitly—so inipatientlv t h a t 

,, h e very nea,riy inissed t he 
' 6nJy'"6^n;e.Ay6rth ha^^ . . . 
..:;.~It.was,'a meriti. from- some 
; Tong^f org ot te i i : d inner , a n d i t 
• was t o o thick. He ' took a knife 
" f r o m ' l i i ^ :pocke1;,.and. prised 

delicately, ' while Lonely wen t 
• ISack to t t te s i iuS-boxes. ' Be-

• h i n d t h e inehu"-waS' a photo-
. g raph; :A yoiing 'man,- t a l l . 

' ^ a th le t ic , "pol ing a ;pxmti a n d 
^wri t ten" -aci-oss it." '^With' all 

my love. A.D." '•• 
Loiiely watched riioodily a s 

CallanAi-produced a:. camera, 
- a n d photographed a., photo

graph . ^Barmy.. T h e whole job 
was.-, b a n n y , . .... CaUah.. r e - ' 
placed t h e menu,-, jiut,:, t h e 
'scrapbbok back in the':sa.fe. 
rlocked ft and ' replaced . the 

, T u r n e r -T^ater-colour... 
• "Waivt to "take ..-a-;4oOk 

•'upstairs-?'*.'said Lonelj^,'. ' . . 
• ' ""yes," ."said CaUan.:'5/= <to. 
-As soon Has - you've piit. fUat 
' shuffAicyx .iacK .'J' .\ 

Miss Domax slept the re too, 
11; sefenied,.;but. by t h e Idok of 

• If- ohas fe lyenough . , . . .i; S h e 
'• h a d ^ lot "of clothes;-and. she 

r ead a lot" Of-Tiooks, a h d i n 
: one of t h e m she h a d h idden a 
.' photograph-i-or -used' i t a s a 

bookmark:. •AS' yoiihg a i a h : 
"^tall, • a th le t ic , o n ' hOTSeback, 
-• l idihg.; across : a landscat>e 
• ; tha t .T?as no t .Eng l i sh . ' V 
'• Orri-" it:, t o o --was wHttela : 
'' ^With-alim Idue." B u t t h a t 

-not i n English e i ther . . ; . . 
• CallE^ ' -photographed:' -that 

- 'biie. "tod, : ahd . i t ' wai . ;tiiriae< t o 
"'gO:!;J%:~-"...:'-::-\ ' ' • 

'M E R E S enjoyed t h e flight 
•- .IVf i t o . M a 1 a g a. . The i r 
-' IW i hostess .was pret ty , a n d 
, •. served,. . tho . k ind • ^of 
' Scbtch • her'i>rieferred. Besides, 
' t-hprl •'was t he ; . p rospec t /of 
^•Spianfeih vfood-rr-anid- of - act ion. 
If: W was sent as : back-up 
Aiah-.for- Callah- the re had. t o 

• 'be -tiie'-Hjha.tice of actifih.. . . . . 
• : : % i e k ai^ved on. time,, . and 

.L•..Jiired^ J^ord:.was'.waiting for 
.;.'bheiriv. .andv. in: its. ' glove cbm-
" pa r t i nen t ; two'.. -357 IVTagnunis. 
.Action....-.-.;. Tiiey drove t o 
;,Cordoba» ji^drting Cadiz, / then. 
"Ifea-ving t h e sea, p a s t : o r a n g e -

groves a n d vine.ya:rdo to 
where t h e high. Sierras p ro-

•-̂ jvidfed 'the ifranie for Keith 's 
fcity.-ifi decajf. ' r \ " 

' r---TliaJ; i t was Se&utiful, t hey 
/ h a d nicj".doubt, but. they h a d 
-':;jiot come for .beauty. / .The 
^.-mo-sqiie ' ,-wlfh a,, ca thedra l 
• ' inside: • it; th«i grea t hovtses 
^^'•with . their 'Wailed gardens , ;for 

these" t he r e was no - t ime, 
•'They -were h^mtefs In pursui t 
' of-'-the li l t imate. prey, a n d for 
'- them:" bieauty -was' mean ing-
•:i'16ss. •• V Thei^' wen t t o ie 'ep 

the i r / r e n d e z v o u s with 
Kei th . .•. -. Like two leopards, 
thoufiht.. CaWan, relying on a 
.lackal. 

B u t Keith'vand Miss t iomax, 
it. seemed, were d m m g with 
some: geezer from -Spanish . 
television, a n d so they: could 
do, no th ing but wait. So they 
a t e chanquetes and CaUos. a 
la Madi'ileau, d r ank Rioja 

.wine, and went back to the i r 
rooms. Wai t ing was some
th ing they knew all about : all 
y^ou • cou ld do. w a s . endure , 

Meres went into h is room 
a n d ducked without knowing 
w^hy. AH he knew was - t h a t 
t he r e was danger . , .So .he . 
ducked ; and threw., up his . 
a r m , a n d t h e knife sliced 
ooen t h e sleeve of t h e best 
l ight-weight j a c k e t he 'd ever 
owned. 

I t s owner strucK again a n d 
Meres swerved, t h e knife 
s lammed into t he door. Meres 
lashed out then, bu t h is 
a t t acker was already moving 
away with a dancer 's grace, 
l e t t ing the impetus of Meres ' s " 
blow .bring Meres close enough 
for t he assai lant to h i t back, : 
a n d h i t hard . . . . I t was over ' 
i n s econds : when Cal lan 
came m Meres -was o n t h e 
floor a n d g r o a n i n g : t h e 
only signs, of h is ..attacker, a 

-butcher 's knife istuck In a 
door—and a n , open window. 

Callan fetched water, bu t 
.Meres , took whisky.. T h e 
'Violation of h i s jacke t h a d 
upset h im. H e looked sus-

"piciously a t Callan : ""You're 
t ry ing not to laugh," h e said. 
" W h a t ' s so funny ? " 

" A tall feller ? " s a i d Callan. 
" A t h l e t i c ? " Meres nodded. 
"He must have got our rooms 
mixed up," Cal lan said, a n d 

-laughed aloud. "He was 
after m^." 

'ESTH a n d Kirs ty Lomax 
?6t back a t 11 .30, which 
made- i t a n early d inner . 

Mn Andalucia, a n d came 
a,t once to - Callan's room, 

: Where ' Callan- a n d Meres 
waited. 

T h e girl looked haggard, 
- b u t Kei th .was bouncing wi th 

energy: couldn' t wait. He gave : 
i .them-Dawes's a d r e s s / . .:: . 

Cal lah left, a n d Meres stood 
.up, anid made :a languid, grace-
l u l : ges ture t h a t finished u p 
Inside h i s : second best l ight-

. weight coat, took out t h e Mag
n u m , " . H o w about a l i t t le • 
three-handed bridge unti l Oiir 
leader gets back ?" h e said. At 

, first Ke i th couldn't believe, it. 
' but ' in t h e end he. believed t h e 
:Magnum. ' 

T h e house Callan broke ^n to 
% a s ' - old - • a n d c o o 1, a n d ; 
apparen t ly deserted except for 
a sleeping servant , bu t i t h a d 

: a garden t h a t /Was mostly 
flowers, a p d in t h e cour tya rd 
Alfred .Dawes sa t reading by 

, t h e l ight of- an oil-lamp., I t 
, h a d to be Dawes, t hough t 
. -Cal lan •; h a d to be t h e older 
•version = of t h e m a n whose , 
picture he 'd found in Kei th ' s 

• scrap-book, bu t h is face was 
a: monument , to endur ing pa in . 
H e loojsied eighty, a t least. 

Dawes.looked a t t h e in t ruder 
•wi thou t any visible s ign of 
•fear. .The pain- made fear of 
dea th irrelevant. He: began t o 

i speak in Spanish. 
Cal lan said. " 7 haven't 

.:.come to steal, Mr. Dcojoes." 
.: The.'old m a n sighed to h e a r 

•: h i s ' real: n a m e • mentioned. 
" B r i t i s h intelligence:?'-' h e 

•v asked •" and ' -Callan nodded. 
" I ' v e been expecting you for 

...twenty-seven years. You've 
corhe to take .me back 1". r 

" That's right." 
. "1 have bsteo-arthrit is ," • 
Dawes . said. " I t ' s a t t h e 
terminal , s tage. , Wha t ' s t he 

'po in t - .o f p u t t i n g m e in. a 
prison hospital ? ''; 

"What's, the point of 

said 

betraying your country ?" 
said Callan. 

" There were two actually," 
•Dawes said a t once. " T h e 
first was t h a t I t hough t i t 
r igh t to do 'so—— " 

" You took money, 
Callan. 

" O h indeed. My second 
point . I h a d ju s t been told 
t h a t I h a d th is affliction. 
Suddenly I longed for sun
light. I .could n o longer wOrk, -
b u t I wanted my res t to: be 
'oorrifoirtable." 
.[" There's no word about 
your illness in your file," said' 
Callan. 
/ " H o w could there be ? I t 
was diaOTosed: i n California 
j u s t three weeks before I -went 
-back- t o England — a n d 
defected." 

" You came straight here?" 
:";Russia first,", said Dawes. 

" I . h a d s o much to tell t h e m 
t h a t needed a lab." 

" But. they let you go ? " 
" Q u i t e happily," said 

Dawes. " Once t h e diagnosis 
was confirmed. I could no 
longer work, you see. So they 
a r r anged a- oover-story for 
me : a new name , a new 
identity, a n d I came here— 
a n d was hapipy between bouts 
Of pain ." 

"But why Spain ? " 
" Cdn you th ink of a 

country less likely to ha rbour 
a Communis t sympathiser ? 
And ;I love th is c i ty ." . . He 
ta lked of i t then , rhapsodis
ing as Ktiith h a d done, b u t 
wi th a rea l affection. On a n d 
on he talked, unt i l Cal lan 
interrupted, a n d said, "I 
must warn you, Mr. Dawes, if 
anybody should come in on. us 
-r-I'm armed." 

T h e old m a n said, " N o one 
will do so. Not tonight. You 
have my word." He laughed 
then, harshly. " If a t ra i tor ' s 
word is acceptable . . . W h o 
betrayed me ? " 

"Alexander Keith," said 
Callan. " He sato you here 
when he was setting up a TV 
show." 

" Poor old Sandy," said 
Dawes. " I loved h i m once, 
a n d he.loved me— in sO far as 
h e was capable of loving. I t 

took a woman to show me 
w h a t a fool I 'd been." 

"// he love.d you—why 
would he betray you ? " 

"Because I left h im," said 
Dawes. " I wonder—could 
you pour me some water ? My 
pains have s tar ted again." 

Callan poured water from 
a jug on a table by the old 
man ' s side, and took i t to 
him, waited, impassive, as 
Dawes fumbled a little bottle 

from his pocket, a n d shook 
tablets from it, swallowed 
them, and sipped the water. 

" Twenty-seven years ," h e 
said a t last . " I t ' s t ime 
enough to be prepared." 

'• How long will the tablets 
take ? " Cal lan asked. 

" You knew t h e n ? " Callan 
nodded. " And vou didn ' t stop 
m e ? I 'm obliged to vou. . . . 
I t won't be long." Callan sa t 
and waited. 

Dawes s a i d : " I insisted 
t h a t if this happened I mus t 
accept the consequences. . . . 
Bu t : h e doesn ' t ' always 
listen." T h e eyes dropped; t h e 
voice sounded faintly once 
more? " There a r e so m a n y 

-things-^one . r e s e t s . ... .. ..-But 

the re was happiness too." 
His head dropped forward : 

i t was ias if. h e were a s l e e p . . . . 

ALLAN went back to 
•where Meres waited, 
, with only Kei th and 
Kirsty Lomax a n d t h e 

Magmmi for company. At 
once Kei th s tar ted • yelling 
about his friends in high 
places. - Callan said to 
Meres, " If he doesn't shut up. 
belt him"—and Meres smiled, 
no more. Bu t i t was enough : 
Kei th was still. 

Callan turned to t h e girl. 
" Where is he, love ?" h e 
asked. 
; ." I don' t ' know what you're 

talking about,'-' she said. 
"Dawes's son" said Callan. :: 

" Where is he ? Conie on, 
darling. He loves you. He 
wrote 'it in. Spanish on the 
photograph he sent you. He's 
probably waiting for you now 
to tell you ?iow: he sliced 
Meres's sleeve with a knife. 
Where is he? " 

" He wouldn't ," she said. 
" H e promised me — " 

" His word's not as good as 
his father's," said Callan. 
" You tipped him off I was 
coming to see you in Hamp-
stead— " 

" I told h im," t h e girl said. 
" B u t i t wasn ' t a - t ip off. I 
j u s t told h i m . . . . H e h a d tO' 
know." 

" He shot at me with a 
rifle," said Callan. " Only I 
was lucky. A fox saved my 
life." 

" G o o d God," said Kei th . 
" Keep on saying that," 

said Callan. " You're on the 
list too." He swung back to 
the girl. " 'Where is he:? Look. 
Miss Lomax, I only want to 
tell hint it's' no use. . . . Not 
any more. His father's dead." 

She wept then, a n d told 
t h e m where he was. I t was a 
room above a cafe where 
flamenco blared, the i r own 
secret room, hidden from his 
father , from Kei th , where 
they could be happy. . . . Bu t 
It was Callan and Meres who 
went there and kicked in t h e 
door to^ face t he tall, a thlet ic 
m a n with guns in their hands 
to hold h im still as Callan 
told h i m Dawes was dead. I t 
was over. . . . But t he tal l m a n 
didn' t th ink so, and grabbed 
for a pistol, and Meres shot 
h im while flamenco blared. 

Cal lan cru-sed and r a n t o 
where t h e ta l l . m a n lay, no t 
quite dead. " My father ," t he 
ta l l m a n said. " M y father ." 
H e said-' i t i n Spanish . 
ft m K ^ told me his 
B B E„J mother was 

Spanis h," said 
• • Callan. "But she 

was a Red too. Dawes met 
her in Moscow. By the time 
she died six years ago, she 
was paymaster for the Red 
network in Andalucia. . . . 
and she had her son trained 
at Lumumba University all 
ready to take over: Which he 
did. It's the best foreign 
agent school the K.CB.'s 
got." 

" So Meres was justified in 
killing him," said Hunter . 

"In a way," said Callan, 
"But even so — the feller 
loved his father." 

9 

"Very proper," ,said Hunter-
" B u t h e didn ' t love us". Did 
Dawes know w h a t / h i s wife 
a n d son. were u p to, do you 

: th ink :?"-
- " I think he: ' did," sa id 

Callan, "but. he was a Red 
too. remember . . . And the 
only big thing in his life was 
pain." 

" And .so you let h i m die," 
said Hunter . " Y o u ac ted 
humanely—and for once you 
were justified. We should n o t 
persecute t he dying. I t would 
oe bad for w h a t Ke i th would 
call our image." 

He paused, then cont inued: 
' fThis girl. Th i s Lomax 
person. I've h a d a cha t wi th 
her . She seems i imocent 
enough—of everything except 
her owh emotions—though of 
course we'll open a file on 
he r now- ' 

" T h a t hardly seems a n 
adequate penal ty for t he 
trouble she's made. . . . She 
met young Dawes a n d they 
h a d a n affair in Cordoba a n d 
then in London, a n d she told 
h i m things ," he scowled. 
" As women will. And young 
Dawes took action. -Violent 
action. Why didn ' t h e jus t 
send his father away ? " , 
. " Where could he go ?" 
said Callan, " and be happy ? 
And anyway, a journey would 
have killed him. Besides —" 

" G o on," said Hun te r . . 
"He, must have told his, 

K.G.B. controller what was 
Tiappening," said Callan, " and 
I think they saw this opera
tion as a chance to kill me. 
They didn't give a damn 
about Dawes. His use was 
over years ago.—But it was a 
chance to have a go at me.... 
I hope I don't sound tig-
headed." 

" N o t ^ a t all ." said Hunte r . 
" The K G B has wanted you 
dead for years." 

And one of these days 
they'll get wha t they want, 
thought Callan. Aloud h e 
s a i d , . " What happens to the 
girl? " 

Hunter looked a t his watch 
and turned on the T V set. 
" W h a t do you suggest ? " h e 
asked. 

A- p i c t u r e of Ke i th 
appeared. 

"Give lief back to. him," 
said Callan. " That should be 
punishment enough—.even for 
you.". 
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