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“LIKE IT ?” Hunter asked.
Callan weighed the shotgun
in his hands, then swung it to his
shoulder. Feel and balance were
so perfect that the weapon
handled like an extension of his
own body. He lowered it then,
and looked at the polished wood
of the stock, the dull-gleaming

barrels.

“ It’s beautiful,” he said.
“7 think we can allow the word,”

Hunter said.

“1t's a Purdy. One of &

matched palr, They were made for my

father. Ever flre one?”

“ T'yve fired shotguns,” sald Callan.

“But not one of these”

“They're the same as
any other,” Hunter said,
“except that they're a
bit more accurate than
most. Let’s see what you

can do.”

They walked down the
track that led to the clay-
pigeon stand, and ‘Callan
looked around for the ser-
vant who would operate it
There was none. .

«“This shooting elub is
for gentlemen,” sald Hunter,
“and gentlemen very often
miss. You don’t. I should
hate it to be known that I
brought & prof_essiona.l
here.” He climbed Into the
seat. " When you're ready.”
.Callan loaded both
barrels, and looked up, let-
ting his eyes grow accus-
tomed to the clear, cold
autumn light, breathing
slowly and evenly, letting
his whole body adjust to the
rhythm he would need if
hig shooting were to live-up
to Hunter’s expectations.

“ pull” he sald

The clay-pigeon came up
low and fast, travelling
across the sun. Callan fired,
and the gun did precisely
what he expected: the clay-
pigeon disintegrated.
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Another one, climbing
thls tlme, moving agalnst
the darkness of distant
trees ; bui again the gun
obeyed him to the letter,
and the disc was shaftered.
And so it went on, over
and over. The speeding,
difficuit target never quite
fast enough to escape the
gun’s perfection, When at
last Hunter called a halt,
Callan looked at _the shot-

gun with something llke-

awe.

“It's incredibie,” he said.

“You both are’” sald
Hunter. * Bven my {father—"
He broke off. His father
was dead, and he himsell
had no socns. That was a
bitterness he could mnot
share with Callan.

Callan sald: “You want
me to use this thing for a
jol 27

It was hard to belleve
that Hunter would permit
any fragment of his per-
sonal life to Intrude into
his profession

“I do,” sald Hunter. “I
know you find the fact
surprising, but once I've
explained the thing to you
I think you'll understand
why. We'll talk over lunch
at my club.”

CALLAN reacted to

that one; couldn’t help it.
Hunter hever took opera-
tives to lunch at his club.

“1 have to bhe sure that
your manners are as good
as your shooting.” said
Hunter.

Game soup, steak and
kidney ple, a peach, then
cheese, and to drink, elaret
that Hunter had Insisted
Callan chaose,

“Not quite as good as
your shooting,” Hunter
said, “but then nocthing
couid be. All the same—I
think you’ll pass.”

where?” sald
“ All you've told me
g0 far is that I'll be living
with the nobs for a bit.”

“Whitmore Hall,”
Hunter. “ That’s Lord Mars-
den’s estate in Northumber-
land. You're going there to
shoat.”

“Who ?” said Callan.

. more Hall”
said’

Eunter grimaced. Callan’s
forthrightness was as
displeasing as his sense of
humour. When he combined
the two he was insupport-
ahle,

“Lord Marsden 1s some-
thing of a marksman,” he
sald. “ He is also somewhat
impecunious. He has
formed the hablt of inviting
other marksmen to shoot
there at this time of year
on a competitive basis—

“ Winner take all?”

“ Almost all.” sald Hunter.
“Marsden charges an
entrance fee to ecover
hospitality.”

“How much?”™

“Flve hundred pounds.”

Callan whistled.

“He must be very
hospitable,” he sald.
“He s, sald Hunter.

“That’s why he S0 often
wins.” FHe sipped at his
claret. “Not 3 bad wine,
Ineidentally. You chose
quite well” :

2 Callan waited, as Hunter

sipped again. “ Baumer will
be there,” Hunter

believe.”

“Baumer?”

“ Textiles, clothing, bank-
ing, construetion,” said
Hunter. “Forty or fifty
million pounds worth
Jewish — and very pin-
Israel. Six months ago he
bullt Israel a series of
rocket - launching pads —
and refused payment. An
Arab terrorist soclety has

sentenced him fo death.”.

“You're sending me to
Northumberland to shoot an
Arab with a Purdy shoi-
gun aw

“No,” sald Hunter. “ The
Arabs have put Baumer out
to contract — according to
Israell Intelligence, which
is usually very reliable.”

“Bhin Beth knows what,
it’s doing all right,” said
Callan,

“I agree,” sald Hunter,

“So why dowt you let
them handle #£ 2" s

“Nobody ~ handles any-
thing here except me,” said
Hunter. * Besides —If you
save Baumers life 8Shin
Beth wili owe me a Favour.”

“ 8o will Baumer.”

To Hunter, jokes were
meaningiess ; he ignored
them.

“He 1s to die at Whit-
| sald Hunter.
“A shooting accident.”

“ Who's going to commit the
accident 7

M1 don’t know_,"‘,said__Hugtqr.
“That's why I'm sending
you."

: sald.:
“He's quite a fair shot I-

= Look, Hunter,” sald Callan,
“ nobody can stop an assassin,

~¥You know that.”

“This man s a Dro-
fessional,” Hunter sald, “ He
has to be—if it's a contract.
That gives you rather more
scope.”

‘It aiso means he'll be o
better shol.”

*All Marsden's guests are
excellent shots,” said Hunter.
41 told you. Many of them
are well-horn or well-connected
—or both. 'Be discreet.”

Callan said : “ T can't make
any promises. . . . You really
don’t know who's got the
contract # ¥

1 dor't know,” said Hunter.
«1 don't even suspect. DBut
now and again I have night-
mares.”

“ About who?”

"My dreams are my own”
‘Hunter said. * Besides I want
you to go_there with, an open
mind. I could be wrong, you
know, David, The possibility
is remote, but it is a
possibility.”

“When do I go?” Callan
asked, .

*On Friday,” Hunter sald.
*Take a valet with you.”

“A valett”

" It’s expected,”
sald, Y You dont wish to
appear eccentric.”

“ No, indeed,” sald Callan,
and smiled. “Is Meres avail-
able ? "

“Toby has a job at the
moment. But several of the
others ave free”

“ Il see,” said Callan,

* “In every other respect you
have a free hang” said
Hunter, * Your cover story's
in the file a{ headquarters.”

“How's the file labelled ? ™
Callanr  asked. “I mean

Hunter

you  don't know who the
feller iy ——"
.Is  labelled Deadshot,”

sald Hunfer, *appropriately
-enough.”

‘He lifted the wine-bottle,
discovered that it was empty,
and sighed,.

"I shan’t oblect to an
accident,” he said, “ provided
that it happens to the right

person,”
¢

“Me?” said Lonely.
valley 2"

“You could do i on your
head,” said Callan,

“IFs the only way L biosdy
could do it,” said Lonely, and
gulped at his beer, “Mr. Callan
I can't even talk proper.”

* Yo don’t have to,” sawd
Callan. “ You used to be my
batman, You saved my life
during the war.”

*“What war, Mr. Cailan?”

“Any bloody war,” said
Catlan. * Look—do you wani a
hundred nicker or don’t you ? "

. A

“But—but what would I
have to do?™

“Press my pants” said
Callan.

“1 could deo _that” said



Lonely, “ 1 always _get."laundry
duty when I do bird.”
“'Phere you are themn.’
“ But—what I mean—\yhat
d'you want a valley for?”
Wpg make me look posh,
gaid Callan, “So mmd"you
polish my shoes properiy.

HEY drove north in a
Bentley that Hunter had. pro-
vided : a new and ostentatious
Bentley thatb proclaimed the
newness of its owner's fortune,
as did the brand new and too
geary clothes In the oyer-
elaborate suitcase. For Callan
was not a gentleman. He was
a  nouveau-riche adventurer
whod made a slightly dodsy
fortune in Malaya. got out
just in time and devoted s
retirement to shooting. Of all
the things he took with him
only the Purdys held any
sense of tradition — and
according to his story hed
won them in a pokKer game i
Kuala Lumpur. Callan moved
into the cutside lane of the
motorway. and risked a giance
at Lonely, lahoriously thumh-
ing his way through a book of
household hints.

“1 never knew that” sald
Lonely. *“Talenm powder for
grease-stains. Handy that is”

“Phink you can hoandle it 2"

“Do me best,” said Lonely.
His velce was_uncertain.

“ And the other little job ?"

“ Piece of cake,” said Lonely.
This time his voice held no
doubts at all

THEY left the motorway,
ffetted and fumed through
Newecastle, to a wild and-dese-
Jate sea-coast; before Callan:
turned the great car west’
towards empty moorland, mile,
after mile of i, and Lonely
looked out of the car window
and shuddered. .
“ Blimey,” he said. “Ain't
they néver heard of people up:

here?’ i
Bul then the car reached the
brow of a hill, and looking.
down they could see a greab
house of grey stone set In a
tormal garden flanked with
woodland.

“ yon never told me We Was
going to stay m a palace,’
Lonely said. )

«gfick with me kid” said
Callan. * Nothing but the best
for my mates.” \ .

“That's as mayhe” saic
Lonely, * but I'm the one what
eats in the servants’ haill”

onD MARSDEN had
five guesis fol hab shoct &
Bawmer, Endicott, Lorimer
Minns and Callan,  Endicott
was in plastics, Lorimer was a
landowner, and Minns owned
garages, They all dressed
mare gquletly than Callan, who
had added a ruffled shirt and
maroon bow tie to his corded
velvet dinner-jacket.

Even Lonely thought he
was over-dressed. . . . Bub the
talk that night was of guns
and shooting, and when they
discovered that Callan knew

apout’ these things. and ate
with tone right knives and
forks. they accepted him

readily enough, After dinner,
when they settled to poker,
and Callan lost, they accepted
him more readily than ever,

As he played each hand
Callan looked _at the men
around him, BDaumer, ab 90, !
was the oldest; the rest he
would guess were all under 40,
and different as chalk and
cheese—Endicott was plump,
Lorimer tall, Minns stocky—
except for one thing.

Each man had an economy. .

of movement and guickness of
reflex that put them in the
marksman class, but only one
of them, according to Hunter's -
information, was willing to use
those gifts against anciher
human being.

And it was next door to
impossible to guess who that
oné was. _ Endicott, ~who
dragged and worried at his
cigar whether he won or lost
Zor Lorimer, who Wor steadil¥]
and yet never relaxed, or
Minns who invariably took one
look at his cards and then left
thetn face down throughout
the rest of the hand? Or
Marsden tmaybe, so solicitous
about offering the brandy te
his guests, and so forgetful
about taking any himself ?

- They playved till midnight,
and Callan wrote out cheques
to Leorimer and Marsden, and
hoped to God that Xundier
would allow . them on expenses,

“Not too early a start
tomorrow, gentlemen,” Mars-
den said. * Breakfast at eight—:
and after that we'll meet in

, the gun-reom” -

“What do we start on?”
Callan asked.

" Clay - pigeons,” Marsden
said, “I hope that's agree-
able to you?” :

“That's fine,” Callan  saie.
For clay - pigeons they'd be
together In a group, so that
gave Baumer at least one more:
day to live. .

H E went up the stair-

case o0 his room to find Lonely
Ivis\.wrung over a shooting jackeb
e was supposed to be brushing.
" Any luek ? ” Calian asked.
* You're joking," saidq Lonely.
“ The other valleys was in and
out of their bosses’ rooms half!
the night.”

‘How about you?” '
“] dubbined your boots"”
sald Lonely, “and I pressed .
your trousers.” He brooded |
for & moment. ‘' Demeaning, -
that’s what it is,” he said ab
last. ‘l‘lstuck-up gits.”

" 09"

“Them other valleys”
Lonely sald. "1 knew theyd
be la-di-da. Still—look eon the

bright side, They can’l, none
of them, play bra.gi.“

‘He brought Callan's tee to
him  next  morning,  and
listened while Callan told him
what to do.

*1I heard about the clay-
pigeons,” he said at last, * The
valleys all has bets on.”

“That'll be your chance to
take a look around” said
Callan.

“Do me best, Mr. Callan”

“Dont let anybody catch
you at it.”

“ What, them gits? ' Lonely’s
scorn was withering, ‘' They
couldn’t catch cold if they slept
in a deep-freeze, that lof.”

Callan went down to s break-
fast of Bdwardian amplitude,
then carried his gun-case to
where the others were waiting.
Every one of them had guns
as sleek and elegant as his
own, and walched as Calian
opened the case and assembled

is.

“purdys I see,” sald Endl-
coti.
“That’s right.”
" aAand quite old by the look
of them.”

« 7 think yow'll find they still

work,” said Callan.

“I'd better explain for the
newcomers,”  sald Marsden.
“We usually shool for five
hundred a gun.—That is to
say whoever makes the mosk
hits takes the pool You can
enter more than one gun if
you like.”

One’ll do me. thought Gallan,
but all the others entered two,
s0 two it had to bhe. Another
thousand quid. Hunber must
think I'm made of money, he
thought.

They shot well, all of them,
even belter than he'd cxpected;
but one by one they dronped
oub. First Marsden, made
over-anxious by greed. then
Minns, who was toc cautious,
then Endicott who was that
little bit. bthat fatal little bit
too slow. ’

Baumer. Lorimer ang Callan:

were left, and now the clay-
pigeons were coming up two
at a time.
And that took care of Lorimer,
whaose weakness
impatience.

With clay-pigeons. to fire too

soon is as bad as firing too
late. . Baumer and Callan
went on.  The magnate’s eves
and co-ordination were wonhdeor-
ful, and Callan began to
wonder if he would ever miss.
But he tired at last. and Callan
didn't,

They walked back together

to the house, and Baumer
lnoked at Callan;
new. too arnate shooting
clothes, the worn and elegant
Ru-case. ‘

“This is the first time I ever
lost here,” he sald. " You're

ood."

“Thank you" sald Callan.

“ Better than good" sald
Baumer. " You're a phehom-
enon, Mr. Callan.”

“T hope that's a compl-
ment.” Callan sald,

“T hope so ton,” sald Baumer.

i i
LOOKED all over.”

Lonely said. Nobody's gob
one, Mr. Callan.”

s Youwre surc?”

“ Positive,” said Loneiy.

Callan said :'*Then we're in
shityck.”

ST did fingd something olse
thouzh,” Loncly said.

when he toid him what it
was, Callan said: “I'm an
idiot.”

Lounely thougzht ir,‘scemecl a
funny reason for Calian to give
him another tenner,

*

A left and a right.

at the too

Next day was wood-pignons ;
the wariest and wiliest bird
target there is.  Omne gun,
a thousand pounds on if, and

© the winner was the one who

shot the most pigeons. No
dogs, Every man did his own
retrieving. Go into the wocds,
find your own hide, and the
best of British luck. As a way
of =setting wup a4 shobgun
accident it couldn’t be bettered.

Callan stayed as clese as he
dared to Baumer and bagged
three pigeons. then Baumer
went desper infe the woorl
Callan thoughti this had to be
the time, propwed the Purdy
acainst a tree, and crawled
after him. A Ghwka had
taught Callan about tracking
years ago in the jungles of
Malaxn and Calan pad never
forgoticn his jessons. He made
1o migre noise than his own
shadow and fAnished up at last
behind a bush ten yards away
from Baumer. Wating. The
most. nerveracking part of
his trade. : '

Then Baumer gop one, and
moved forward to feteh it as &
tazll figure appeared in the
clearing behind him. A 38
magnum revolver appeared in
Callan’s hand as the tall figure
moved forward and called out,
“ Baumer.” ]

Baumer was already tuining
as Callan yelled, " Don't move,
Mr, Baumer,” and stoed up to
face the tall man. who locked
ai the magnum revolver as if
it couldn’t pessilly be happen-
Jing, then his gun hand lensed,
and Callan said, ‘* Don't try it

“Not with thai thing.”
was

Baumer sald, ' May T turn

be carveful’ gaid
Cajlan,

Baumer turned, and looked
at the weapon in Lorimert’s
hand, Two barrels and a hand-
grip, like an eighteenth-
centwry pistol.

“Who are you xupposed to
he, Mr, Lorimer? Dick
‘Turpin ?” Baumer asked,

" That's a sawn-off shotgun,”
said Calian. “ A bit clumsy,
but 111 kill you just as well
as the blg one. Easier to man-
‘age. Too, if you were faklilg an
.accident, Lay it down, Lorimer:”

Lorimer made no move,

Baumer said : “ How much
were they paying you son ?”

“ mEnough,” said Lorimer.

“Well, well,” Baumer said.
“And you a gentleman.”

“One thing I've learned.”
said Lorimer, “is that no-cne
can be a gentleman without
capital.  Surely you  know
that ? "

He turned away frorn them,
ang Callan raised the mag-
nunm, but before he could use
it the sawn-off shotgun roared
and Lorimer fell. Callan walked
over to him and took away
tile gun, then locked around
for Lorimer's shotgun, eaged it
into his hands, angd tried not
o look at what waz left of
Lorimer's face.

“ At least he died like a
gentleman,” said  Bawmer.
“How did you know, son?”

“We had a tip one of them
was after yow” said Callan.
“A mate of mine looked the
guests over—leoking for &
andgun.” He Theited the
sawn-off shotgun. “Ie found
this instead.”



“Whos ‘we’?"” said Bau-
mer. "“Shin Beth ? "

“ Sort, of,” said Callan,

“They told me someone was
after me too,” Baumer said,

“ Perhaps next time youll
listen to them,” said Callan,
and turned towards the house.
“ Shalom.”

“Lorimer ? " Hunter sald.
“Youvre quite suwre?”

“T saw him try It said
Callan.

Y You—uarranged things.”

" Yeah” said Callan. " He
tripped over a stump and his
gun went off. Blew half his
‘head away, Very nhasty.”

“ And the sawmn-off shotgun?”

Cailan put it on his desk,

“Did you happen to notice
the shotgun you left by the
body ?” T

Y Yeah,” said Callan, "It

-was a Purdy, Looked a lot
like yours.”

* It was,” said Hunter, " His®
grandfather and my [father
ordered thelr guns on the
samne day.” :
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%4 PAINTER?” said Callan,
“T do,” said Hunter. )
“ But I don’t even know what I like.
“Then this will be an excellent oppo

Hunter said.

He threw the file across the desk to Callan

“ You mean art #”

»

rtunity for you to find out,”

yeltow cover—surveillance only.

The name on the cover was Richard Hodge. Callan turned to thg first page

and looked at the photo- |
graph of what seemed to
be an angry and very

muscular hippy.
“ Never heard of him,” ha

sald. .
“Perhaps you have haard
- of his brother Brian?
Worked in the Forelgn
Office . . . Middle East Desk.
He stole some papers about
the Truelal States. What
force we'd use to Dpreserve
our Interests there. One of
the oll sheiks offered him
a fortune for them.”

“Didn’t he commﬁi)t

suicide ? Shoct himself?

Hunter Icoked at his
fingernalls. N

“1t appeared 8o he
sald. m“é\iﬂeres waB  Very:
close m,” :

‘Callan said, “So either
way it was suicide.” .

Hunter sald, “Qulte 8o
, . . But Meres didn't get
the papers back — And
Hodgeuand his brother got
on well.”

“You want me to And
out if he’s got them?”

“ Yes,” sgld Hunter. “He
may not hsve them of
ecourse. That's why his fllels
surveillance only.”

“And 1f he has got
them ? ™

“1 want to talk to him,”
seld Hunfer. -

He tock the file from
Callan, looked at Hodge's
strong, scowling face.

“Perhaps then he'll
merit a red file,” he sald,
#By the look of him it
would be & more appro-
priate colour.”

A NEW sulf, ready

made but expensive, and
just g little vulgar; hand-
made -shoes, 3 te that
didn't guite belong with the
shirt-—ar the suit. Money,
ecredit cards, chegue-book,
s gold fountaln pen that
was very vulgar indeed, but
no gun. Not for a surveil-
lance job; not yet. .

Callan looked at himself
in the mirror. and . was
satisfied. Risen from
humble clrcumstances to
affluence, he thought, and
doesn’t care who knows it
The wearer of this suit
doesn’t 2o to dn art exhibl-
tion to ¢riticise, he

thought ; he goes to Ty

~The gallery was & long
way from Mayfair, which
meant, so the expert had
told him, that Richard
Hodge hadn’t arrived yet.
On the other hand he was
lucky to be having an
exhibition at all, with al
the competitfon thers was
these days. TUnless he'd
financed it himself.

Such things had been
known to happen . . . but
not to Richard Hodge,
thought Callan. Not unless
he'd found a new and
wealthy fIrlend. On his
file it had gald: “Income
gnd Assets: Virtually nil
Oceasional  recourse io
National  Assistance.”

He parked the rented
Mercedes across thae street,
and looked aecross at the
gallery. “A. J. Meyler,” it
said, *“Paintings, Sculp-
tureg, Objets d’Art” A
clean shop, and-a tidy one
by the look of it, but not a
prosperous one. He left
the ¢ar and crossed to the
shop window.

It held one painting: a
violent explosion of. red,
yellow, and black; jagged
lines across an agonised
and writhing background.
“Animus One” he read
“Richard Hodge” and
beside 1t a neatly lettered
card, - “ Richard Hodge
Ezhibition.” He went
inslde.

He didnt know quite
what he'd expected: dark
drapes, perhaps; easels of
expensive  wood, and a
bunch of trendles sipping
champagne,.

What - he got was an
almost empty room, its only
asset the very effective
lghting that flattered the
pletures on the walls, A
young man and woman in

paint-smeared jeans stood

in front of one plcfure and

‘argued : & glel ln & kaftan

and beads sat behind a desk
reading the Kama 8utra,
and that was it.

Az Callan watked past her
she handed him a catalngue
without taking her eves
f'om the page  The
itlustration she was lonking
as made more sense than
the pictures on the walls ab
that, thought Calian, At
teast you could teli what 1§
was supposed to be about.

He began to icox at tne
pletuves. *dAnimus  Two,”
“ Animus Three” * Vielnam
Massacre,” “ Bloody Sun-
day.” This geezer had a
one-track mind. But it 2ot
to you, eventually, all that
striving and strength and
rage. And in belween.
sketches, - drawings, what-
ever you call them. Mostly
male and mostly nade, and
muscled 1ike giants, Callan
moved on, and the two
palnt-smeared figures
chanted llke a litany:—

“ No sense of massing.”

“But the rhythm’sz
strong.”

“0Oh cerfainly. If only the
colour M

“But it {sn'l, 43 11"

Callan looked at yet
another furious painting,
and a voice behind him
said : “Powerful don’t you
thing ¢ ” -

H E turned gulekly,

ta confront a neat and
=orried-looking man, who
w13 making frantlec “Bhut
4 ? signals to the palnt-
“ained, ones,

A, 3. Meyler, Callan
thought. He needs a new
=uit, but at least he can
recognlse a customer., He
:ooked agaln at the
nicture, which was called
“ Holocaust. :

“Is. that what {t's
supposed to be 2 he sald.

“My dear sir—that's what
it is,” the man said.
“Observe the use of
massing, the urgency of the
chythm, the lnexerable use
i coloup—-y." ’

On their way to the door the
cami-stained ones sniggered,
sub the cultured salesman's
patter wenb fraatically gn, till
Cailan -said ; " Nome of that
means & fthing to me. Mos o
Moody thing”

" Oh dear,” satd A. J. Meyie~,

“It’s the wife, vyou se2.””
s:+°3 Callan.

“Phe wife? .

"My wife,” Caliau sald, “ 8h=
saw one of these casalogues o
friend of hers gob, SHe fancies
this stui”

“But you don't?”

“Can't make head or tail
nf it,” sald Cailan.

For a moment it seemed as
If A, J. Meyler would warm
to him. but then the gloom




returned. . .
« Perhaps 4} your, wtfs” wara
to comg herg herself——

“ Can't do that,” sald Cailamn.
“I'm buying her one of these
for her birthday. Surptise like.
But I'm damned if I know
which one.”

A, J. Meyler lcoked at him as
at a fellow suiferer.

“ Perhaps if | may suggest
~ he began.

Behind them a volce sald,
" bon't bother.”

Callan turited more slowly
this time. It was Richarl
Hodge all right, and he must
Have been moving damn guiet!:.
Callan leoked down al Hodze's
feet. They were bara,

“¥ou,” Hodge said, noddirg
at Callan, “Out” '

“ Mr. Hodge. really,” Meyler
sald.

Hodge moved In cleser.

“You heard me” he satd
“Out. Before 1 put you out.”

He's biz all right, Canan
thought, Six fzei two and a
chest like a barrel. 1 bet he's
never lost a fight in his life.

Aloud he said. * You bloody
fool.- I've come to buy some-
thing.”

* Not from me you haven't,”

said Hodge. .

“And why. the hell not?
Don't yvou think I've got tha
gioney to pay for it ? "

* Money ? " Hodge said. " Of
course you've ot money.
Money's all that bastards like
[vjou belleve in .. All vyou

loody weil respect.”

The gir]l behind the desk
tock her nose out of the Kama
Subra to nod approval.

v Well then ?™ :

“These pictures are my
work,’ Hodge said. "My
whole lfe. o you think I'm
going to seli one to somebody
who comes In here ahd says
he can't make head or tail
of . it—just because he's got
money ? "

Callan sald: “It'a not for
me. It's for my wife.”

“If she's stupid enough to
marry you,” sald Hodge, " she's
too stupid to appreciate that
picture. Now thenm. Are you
going 2"

“No,” 8ald Callan. " I'm not,
- ¥Yowll have to pui me out.”
© *Gentlemen. Please,” sald
Meyler, and Hodge moved for-
ward. Callan stepped back and
tock hold of “ Holocaust™™ hy
its frame, '

“ Suit yourself, son,” he said.
*If you don’t mind your pic
ture getting damaged.” .

Hodge stopped dead.”

“You wouldwt darz” he
sald. )
“One way to find out” sall
Callan.

“prd kil youw for thal”

Calian said : " That wouldn's
mend the picture.”

tlodge looked at him and
said. “ You mean it. I swear
to God you mean .7

Answar,
threw back ¢
and bellowed Wit

“ For, God's saks

ture down hefore you drop ii,”
he said, “I like you man. 1
really de.”  He turmed to
Meyler, * Any of that cham-
pagne left ? " :

A bottle or two,” said
Meyler,

“Bring it Hodge said.
“Let's all have a drink. This
one’s got guts and money. I
didn’'t think that was possible.”

The champagne was Talt-
tinger, a Blanc de Blancs, bus
they drank it out of two beer
glasses and a tooth mug. The
girl behind the desk got hers
in a cup. It tasted deiicious,
but she didn't let it nterfere
with her reading. .
" Hodge knocked his back in
one smacking gu{?, tonped
up his glass, and Callan's, {hen
put an arm round his
shoulders.

‘Now," he sald, "let me
give you some art eduyecation.”
He talked, and Callan listened:
art was struggle, art was
violence, art was —if struggie
and violence succeeded—Iilbera-
tion, Half an nour and iwo
bottles later Calian aliowed
himself to be convinced, and
locked rather bleartly at the
Fictures. {Cme of them had a
ittle red sticker afixed to the
frame. That, he said, was the
one pe liked.

“Sorry chum,” Hodge said.
“The sticker means it's soid.”

“But I like it,” said Callan,
swaywng just a little.

“8o did the bloke who

‘vought 1. Don’t you like .any

of the others?™ .. |
“Course I do,” Caltan said

“Like ‘'em all. But that

there—it’s liber-li-liberafed.”
aﬁHe stopped and shook his

“That must have been good
champagne,” he szid.

Hodge laughed. Even hiz
laughter was aggressive,

“T lke you,” he said. *“1I
really do. What’'s your
nam o

“Mall Jacksom.”

“Come round to a .party
tonight, Matt. Maybe we can
take another look at my
pictures afterwards.”

“ Suits me,” sald Callan.

“If I was you I wouldn't
bring your wife,” said Hodge,

“That suits me an’ all.”

“T do like you,” Hodge said
*“Tell yout what—if I still like
you tonight—I'll give you a
plcture for nothing.”

A, J. Meyler winced.

A'N artist 77 said
Lo

nely.
“That’s right,” said Callan.
“Poes he have any
models 77
“ What a dirty minded llittis
man you are,” said Calan.
“Nothing dirty aboubt it
Lonely said. “"Beaui v
unadorned. Ii’s art, that is.”
His eyes had the same lork
a3 when the: pape! ni
fi3h and chios v ,
“CMostly he draws fellevs”
Callan said.
“Oh,” sald  Lonelr  diz
appointed. “ A pocl”
“If he is he takes exerciges.’
gaid Cajlan. “You wanty Lo
watch him son”

W

He showed Lonely a photo-
graph of Hodgze : at once there
came the I[amiliar, terrible
smell.

“He'd eat me,” said Lonely,

“If he saw you were tailing
him--but he won't. You're good
son.” -

é don't know that I'm that
xood. :

“1I do” sald Callan, “and
I'm the judge.” -

Lonely sighed.

‘A hundred nicker,” he said.
“If he spots me it'll pay for
me funeral,”

Callan handed over monev,
and Lonely counted briskly.
Sucddenly he stepped.

* Suppoese there's fighting ?”

. he said

“ Buppese there 15" said
Callan ’

“Well I mean—lock at him.”

* IT there’s fighting,” Callan
sawd, "I promise you won’t be
there to see it. You might put
me off. Now—tell me again
what you have {o do.”

E HEY met again

ater ab a pub in Notting Hill
Lonely's first pint disappeared
in one urgent swallow and
Cailan ordered another, sipped
his tomato juice,

“Thirsty work, tailing,” said
Lonely, and looked at Callan’s
drink. “You given it up then,
Mr, Callan 77

“I'm in  training” sald
Callan.

Lonely shuddered, .

“Don't stort,” sald Calian
*“Just tell me about Hodge”

“ Lefi the gallery about six,”
said Lonely. ' Went to a caff.”

- What caff 2. :

- “The Oasis,” Lonely said.
“ Marble Arch way. Had some
grub with a Paki. Stuff called
cous-cous. Looked like semolina
to me.”

“ It is,” said Callan,

“ Disgusting,” said Lonely
“They ate meat with it.”

“Youre sure it wasr 4
Pakistani ? "

" Looked like one” sald
Lonely. “Kept going on about
his master.”

“ What about him ?*

“SBaid he’d sent the money
and Hodge would get 1t
tomorrow, so it was time he
delivered.”

“ What then?”

1 went to Hodge's place
iilke you told me.”

“ Find anything ? "

Lonely shook his head. It
was a disappointment, but
Callan had been prepared for
disapnointment,

“ All right, old sofn,” Calian
said, “ You're deing well. Just,
one moere job and Jyoure
finished. You know where o
find me?™ .

“Yes.” snig Lonely. = Youll
be among the models. They
san't all be fellers”

Callan watehed him go. then
want to 3 phone, and dialled
tne number he would never
forget.

“Yer 2" the girl's volce said

" Let me speak to Charlie
please,” sald Callanm,  then
Hunter came on, and he told
him what he wanied



THEE PARTY  was neisy,
drunien, psychedelically lii.,
FHodge had crammed more
than 50.people inte his base-
ment f{at. and it bulged
Callan stumbled across coupies
of indeterminate sex who
appeared oblivious to every-
thing : even the racord of a
pop group that apparentlv
used  sledge-hammers  and
anvils instead of drums. At
.bast he reached Hodge, who
stood with a girl on each arm,

“ Matt,” he sald. “ Good to
see you. Here, Have one cof
thesa.”

His massive forearm moved,
and one of the girls was in
Catlan’s arms, She giggled, and
kissed him, and Callan was
aware of the ‘acrid smell of
pot,

“I'm a good host" sald
Hodge. "1 Jook after my
guests, Pind you a place to lie
down If you like.”

“When I'm ready D find
my own,” Callan sald,

"I don’t know when I liked
anybody so mueh,” Hodge said.

The party went on and on’
and on. The girl Callan heid
went to sleep for a while, but
revived after she'd drunk;
Callan’s whisky. In one corner
a group argued about Zen
Buddhism, in another a group.
passed round a joint as if it’
were a religious rite, and all
the time the music pounded
like artiliery.

Callan’s girl said she was
not, and took off her dress.
Half-naked, she Ilooked as
vulneraole as a child, Callan
gave her more whisky, and
she went back to sleep,

He was still holding her
when Lonely came in. Callan
nad never seen the little man
look so reproachful, ‘

“ Fellers,” he said,

“Let's have it,” sald Callan
and Lonely told him, .

As he finished, Hodge came
up, and glared at Lonely,

“I'm bloody sure I didn't
invite you." he-said. . .

Carefuilly Cailan put aside
the sleepicg girl, and rose.
“Its my foreman’ he said,
Hope you dont mind, s

]

I told him where I was. One’

of the machines is acting gp.”

Y Trouble up abt mitl, ey 5"
zaid Hodge,

" Something like thai 11l
have to go thero—bub 'd like
to look at them pictures again
ﬁrtst. 1 could be %ied up for s
bt -

Hodge said, " Meyler's here,
L1l get the keys”

He went off, and crossed
the room.

Lonely said, " Thanks Mr,
Callan,” then stiffened. * Over
ihere,” he saild. " By the fre-
place. It's the Paki"

Callan looked quickly at
him ; dark and lean, drinking
coke, The room's only loner.

‘1 thought it might Se” he
sald. “Only he's an Arab.
Cover me will you.”

Lonely moved in front of
him, and Callan’s hands were
fast and precise. He é)ulled un
one trouser leg and shifted
the gun that was taped to his
calf to his trousers’ waistband,

" Punny place for a shooter,”
sald Lonely.

¥ Wot if vou're rumbled with
a bird"” said Callan. *“You
vush off, old son.”

.Li,cmely looked at the sleeping
girl.

“Might a5 well” he said..

"Nobody’s asked me to stay
here "

Then he left, and Hodgoe
came back with the shon kevs.
As he and Callan crossed the
room, the Arab put down his
glass left-handed.

ODGE opened the
door, and motioned Callan to
enfer. When he followed, he
left the door unlocked. . but
that, Callan was sure, was
carclessness, no more,

“NMNow,” he said. " Pick
where vou like.”

Callan nodded to the red
sbicker. * I still llke that one,”
he said, .

“ Matt—I keep telling you—
I¥'s sold,” said Hodge,

“Yeah,” said Cailan, “To
an oil sheik. How much is he
paying for it—a million 9

Hedge leaped for him then,
and Callan met him with a
karate kick to the stomach, a
kick controlled so that Hodge
wouldn’t die, though the agony-
I caused might make him
want to. Hoedge sereamed and
stagzered in front of Calan
a3 the shop door flew open,
the Arab leaped in and fired,
Hodge screamed again, as
Callan swerved round hir,
2nd the Arab turned too late,
The magnum spoke once. and
the Arab fell.

Alfterwards, the neighbours
agreed, the ambulance arrives
with commendable prompti-
tude. As it shounid have done,
thought Callan. Meres had
been walting long enough for
the gun-shots .. . A, J. Meyler
offered a reward for the Hodge
painting that was stolen, but
he never saw 1t agaln—or
Hodge either.

* HE HAD the papers between
the painting and the frame”
said Callan. “ He was sendl‘.ng
the whole lot to the Ara
sheik—that’s how I got on to It
Lonely broke into the shop ang
found the case for. it already
addressed,” -

"Did you have trouhl e
mgking him teli you

" No,” said Callan. “I saiq
I'd rip the painting to bits if
he didn't tell me. He told me
ab once.”

“It's a terrible painting,”

_said Hunter,

" He doesn't think so,” Callan
aid ’

“Did he say anything else ? »
" ¥eah,” sald Callan. ''He
dld. He said he didn’t ke me
any more”
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«ENJOYING yourself 2" H

unter asked.

¢ Not muc?i,” said Callén; He thrust his

hands deeper into the pockets of his overcoat. “ Too bloody cold,” he said.

“ They do choose rather bleak
« Btill—there's something a

“He looked about him. A
vast expanse oOf downland
with 2 race lrack sketchiy
laid out, the jumbs
delivered by 10Ty and
instead of a stand the
gleaming CALS of the rich
drawn up in ling to cheer
on their equals. The three
bookies witlr the stamina
to stand the cold stuck out.
like Martians: and so do
1, shought Callan.

« pye lost etght quid,” he.

said. .

“Allowable on eXperses,
sald Huntet.

Callan said: “1 gon't
like Iosing  wmouey {a
hookies Even  your
money.” . )

Hunter sighed. Yy
Pretty Lady the nest
ane,” he said, "8 friend A
mine -owns hev, and chap
called Lawson's riding her..
ie's the best amateur
jockey T've ever seen.”

‘pretty Lady. with Lawson
up. led all the way and
came in by six fengihs at
100—8. Callan began o feel
hetter. :

«Lunechn, 1 think” said
Hunter. “Unless you'd care
to place another heat.”

« Lunch,” said Calian, 1
know when I'm well off ”

HE lugged the plenic

pasket into the car. Hot
soup I & fiask. cold
salmon, cold beef, salad,
apple ple.. 8 botile of
Beaune. when Hunter clid
‘things In sivie. he didn't
niess about. .

1 take it you don’t ride.”
Hunter said

“ If you medn horses, you
know I don’t” sald Callan

w“That's why 1 brought
you heve.” said Hunter. “To
get the feel of the thing
These people—-""he gestured
at the car window, taking
in the Fur coats, the British
warms. shooting -stlcks.
tartap rugs. the nervous.
expensive herseflesh and {he
well-born  jockeys shivering
in  their silks — “These
people are members of a
hunt, 1 oecasionaily ride
with them myself. For the
most part they are vich.
.WE“.'..‘?OH.B.EF?."’G.F].. .31@995{5.1'#1.,1--
Cnadd Gn the subject of ovees
completely lhsaie. You are
not lke that”

“fnoao wey,” sald Callan.

“In onge way oply. You
are sucesssful. That is why
1 brought you lere. I wish
you to gbserve theimn.” 7

Dot tell me yog Wani
me to knock off ¢ horsg ”n
sald Callan.

‘Hunter sighed, bhen
sipped his Beauue. * What-
aver target 1 give you will
B8 ‘human,” hevsaids -*H
indeed 1 give you onelat

afl,” : o

‘Callan looked b him,
_Hunser unsure of whatsh
"{f‘m’ed was a rare sight:
< ihdeed. T
e Last month a man was
imurdered 3t 2 point~to~
paint meeting of thls very

ot Hunter sdid, "“Per-!
‘Haps you read about it.

ot Chap colled Lyndhud$ts
sald Callan. “ Some bloke:

-shot kim with ¢ rifle” 12!

Hunter looked again at
the window. A line ol hor'sgs
fhundered past, kicking up.
divots, then streamed ‘over.
a tence, floating in air. Que

erse pecked, and horsg and,

vider went down, . and’
Hunter walted in silence
‘until they got up ahd the
‘rider remounted, setcighe
herge at the Jump .apce
more, and cleared it 0 3
+%Bir Francis Lyndhuggty
. hegrssald “ amiable: it
wacuous. Shot dead from’
. ggver with a high-velogity

fle.-. Murderer unknowi. .

Bt the Press got a stream.

of: pamphlets. Perhaps ¥o

remember ? " i
«If the fox. then why not,

j“é.‘ hunter " Callan

ted <1 remember. all
fight. It sounded @ bit tgo
¢lage to home for meX, .
scdunter grimaced

sy was aware of 1t my-
self,” he sald. * Then there

was some rigmarole abput.
the evil of blood sports ang-
g life for a life. No furether:
threats, and no confession

egf‘ess

of . murder, but the

drew its own conclusians,

as did the public. Thehunt
was unimpressed. They- met
—and killed—uext dayd’ -

“« A nothing hi‘.r,pprggrg._g}_j} o

FNothing,” said Hunger.
W4 putter” said Calfan.

“ [t has to be”
-Hunter--poured more

Beaune. ™I hope so"” he

places for these country meetings I agree,”’ said Hunter.
bout an amateur steeple_chase.”

Outside, she pookles weke

pawling the odds,as if -t

were .gaod . news,&nd Uhe
hovses  -moved - Slow.y,
insoleritly ‘trom ¢ife. pyrade
towards ‘the  start "nd
wirped at once inko ne_fzq s
prima donnas  whom' Sphy
t.-qu,\“made more uervoys

But 1t went up el lash to
the ritual cry of “Theéxre
oft,” and the fetd slo,y;iy
lengthened, the huddie; bf
s1lks that had looked HKE A

-shattered rainbow resclved

into individual colours as
the leading horses gathered
themselves for the _['}1‘51
fence A
“ Nupmber eight's tl‘ffgfjgne
to  wateh,” sald Hufdkér
“Morrison  He's jofnt-
master Beautiful hands.”
_The first horse cleared,
vien the second and thitd,
and Morrison, lying fourth,
calne into the jump, the
ble grey he was riding
took oil cffortlessly A
Callan put his glasses an
it.  Beaubiful, he thought,
Expensive, useless, mayhe
even stupid, but beautiful.
Then_ai the height ofgiie,
jump - Motrison’ s€emed td.
stiffen,. the reliig fell from
nis hands, and as the big
srey  landed he slumpecd
sideways,» one boot Zoame -
rree;. his body fell {ike-a
stome as the grey gallobed
on; dragging him alofig the
ground In the crowd.:‘a
woman screamed. L
“fet us hope he hadgd,
hieart attack.” sald Huntar.
‘Callan sald “He rwds’
shot.” ©oarld
- Hunter  sighed. - “¥You
whuld know.” he sild and
IR |

lefy the car

“'Callan finished his wine
and waited. Someone caught
th& grey by the bridle, men
came running with a hurdle,
and winced when they saw

‘what was left of Morrison’s

face. An ambulance arrived,
then one by one the cars
left, some of them towing
horse-boxes. The race wWas
abandoned.

_And seill Callan walted,
and  brooded  about  the
sniper. Got him from the
side, he thought. In that
clamp of trees All the
cover in the world. Three
nundred -yards :zange. tele-
scopic sights | fyyou Knew



.your business (here was
nothing to it. And this
.geszer knew hls business.
Must_ have done. -- Callan
Jhad7Tseen 16 through his
glasses. One shot. Straight
through the brain.

Then off as soon as hed
fired. take the gun apatt,

and tnto a car behind the-

trees—or bLetter - still a2
motor-bike — kick the
starter and away Wwe go.
Piece of cake -and no way
at all of stopping it. as far
a5 he could see. Then
Hunter came back and
thiey drove Bpack o town,
Callan told him about his
broodings.

H UNTER said: Dl

pass it on,” and picked up
the radio-teiephone. dialled
Beption H.Q Callan heard
him talk to the secretary.
then waited as Hunter
listened, said: *“Thank
vou, Liz” and furned to
Callan.

" More pamphlets to the
Press,” he said. “ Dellvered
just after the shooting.
Same as the last time.
“If the foxr, why not the
hunter?” With one addi-
tioi-—"' " Will  theéy never.
legrn 2

‘“[t has to be a nubter,”
said Cailan.

Hunter said. - Enderby
rides with that hunt.”

* Euderby ? "

*Poreign Oflice, sala
Hunter *“What they call a
trouble-shooter nowadays
Middie Bast specialist
Bright chap Very bright,
When the Bgyptians Ricked
the Russlans out—Enderby
helped set it up.  The
Russians hate him.”

“The spiper didn't knock
him off.” 3

*He  owasn't ciding.” | sad
Hunter *On either occasion.
[f he had been --ald my
gheory is right — they’d still
‘have spared him. They want
this to lock like the work of a
manlac."” .

Callan said : * But ¢ he t3n’l
rigting—- " 2

- He will be next week.” sald
Hunter. “The Hunt Com-
mittee held an emergency
meeting There's a meet next
week—it won't be cancelled.”

“ They must be out of their
minds,” said Callan

Hunter said, "I thought 1
rold vou, On the subject of
horses—they are.” He turhed
ta Caban. - Enderby mustn's
die, David,” he sad

“ Then tell um not to ride”

“1 already tave” saud
Hunter = He retused.”

“Have ko Ridpepped.

1 stouid hie 1o, very
much.  said Hunter " Unfors
tianately he's aware of it
And much Loo clever to ailew
ioto happein | want vou o
zo to Lanpgham.”

*Where's that ?-

~ Langhanm Hall." sald
Hunte:. ~They meet there
next Thursday. Lord Langham
is the surviving joint-master.
He 15 also a friend of mne. [
Im%{auged it with him befare I
eft.” - .
Callan sawd: " Come off i,
The last thing 1 rode was &
donkey at the sea-side”

Yoy will go as an old
friend of Langham’s sot
Charles He was killed in
Malaya. You've always wanted
to watch a hunt-—and that's
why you're there.’

Callan said : “ Be rettsonable,
Hunter It just isw't possible
to stop a sniper.”

‘1 know It 1so't” said
Hunter- ~“Buat I want you to
try Whatever vou may heed
of course——-"

“Poby Meres rides” sald
Callan-

“ He does.”

“ TN need him for @ start”
He thought for a while. * dnd
P think it's about time Lang-
nam had a new stodble hand.”

“ Anytiiing else ¥

“ i et you know”

Hunter saild: “ I'm obliged to
sou,” then sthought for a
moment. “How much did you
win on Pretty Lady ? "

“ Pifty quid,” said Callan.

“ Which will be deducied
from your -expenses.”

“Oh no it wont” said

Callan, 1 bet my oun

money.”

'

ORD LANGHAM was’

73, aind as lean and tough a:

a riding-crdp. On fooi he.

icoked 60, and on horseback

45,  Whatever ' Hunter's told

him about fue must have been

good, 'Calian thought. Ha

rdoesn’t even mind that | can't
ride. . .- :

That night they dined twenty
at dinner aytd of them all only
Callan, Lawson, the rider of
Pretty Lady and bis sister were
not to ride next day.. Lawson
was teased unmercifully about
.that. He'd taken a fall when
out walking and dislocated his
hip. His sister pushed him
around in 8 wheelchair, -

Qallan watched him when
the port eame round, and the
real teaﬁin% began. Lawson
took it well enough but the
smile on his lips never quite
reached his eyes.

It he had the chance, Callan
thought, he'd gel on a horse
toniovrow ¢ stiff bandages and
all. His whole life seemed
directed down one channel
only : the mastery of a beast
for~ the killing of asnother
beast, and anything else. even
having to cope with the school-
bay teasing of men with less
thhan haif his skill, was some-
thing he eonldn’t hope to cope
with @ ever. Strength, mastery,
tha kilL Thev were all he cared
abons, Al e knew.

Ap tast Langham Tsionitd,
and book them to join the
ladies

Aipost At
tained Caliay Slsle
pushed her brother o him i
his chair.

“ 8o vou den’t ride tomorraw
pither, Mr. Callan ? * he said.

“¥c sald Callan. “T necer
nave, and I think it's a litlle
late to start now”

“But vou like watching 2
meet ?

* Ask me tomorrar” Callan
said. “ 've never secen oMz

Miss Dawson said: “But
how ot earth will you pass the
time ? Follow on foot ? 7

“No» Callap  said, [
watch them set ouf, then go o
the lihrary, Lord Langham's
got some. stuff there 1 fAnd
fascinating.”

“ Wouldn't you like to watch
the Kill 7 Lawson asked.

“No” sajd Callan. *““ Nof
any more, Ul stay with the
picturesque.”

“I'm sorry if I seem inquisi-
tive," Miss Lawson said. “ b
f can't help wondering—"

“Why I bother ta come
here ? 7

“1 suppose that’s rude, I'm
sorry.”

" Not at all” sald Callan.
“[t's just that I'm foscinated
by things [ don't understand.”

They left him then, and
Meres came over to Callan,

“‘dMixlng with the nobs 7 ” he

id.

*Phey're just piluing o poor .
peasant,” said Callan.

* Pitving ?

“{ don’t ride” said Callan,
Meres said, “And I do.” He
leowed again a2t Miss lasion
“ L might chanes my arm ny-
snif, ~1f I survive tomorrow
You stil want me to staw
close to Buaderby ? "

“ds close a3 you can get”
satd Callan.

Meres said "1 hope that
afiwel’s 43 good a3 You say ne
is-—damn you.” .

He moved away, and Calian
left the room and went out of
the house towards the stables.
The night was chill, the stars
brilliant_ and tiny, the air sc
clear after London that he
breathed it- deeply and graie-
fully. Then, suddenly, the air
was far from clear. Callan
stopped, a bush rustled softly.
and Lonely was with him.

"1 omight have Kknown it
wanld be you,” said Callan.

LONELY sald: “

course it's me. You told me o
meef you here. .. You better
not come too close, Mr, Callan.
I think I'm niffing a bit.”

*You're the egxpert” s3aid
Calian,

“ My Cailan; thai's not fair”
sald Lonely. * Nerves is one
thing and horses is anothor
Horses is disgusting. I tell vou
straight, thal’s the last thine
oL ogeL me wotking inow
stables even for what vou say
VOULTE gowng Lo pay hie’

Clailan made soothing noizes
handed over wmoney, and
aad o no o dntiop that  Loneiy
woird count jn Lonely ennld
couily money anywhbers, even
i the dark

i



“Just vigah, Moo Callan,” he
suid at last. “Ta.”

“What you gotl!” eaid
Callan,

“ According in the grooms
theyre ail good shots” said
Lonely. * Even some of the
birds.  Up in Scotland,” h=
added vaguely. " Stags sand
grouse and that.” :

“ Lawson ?”

~He's supposed to be ihe
pest.” said Lonely.

"7D.'yau, find out who's hard
up? "

“Ta hear them talk you'd
taink  they all wers” 4
Lonely, " Don't know where
tireir  next  Afty  thousand's
conming from.”

“ Anpone in  particidar ) ”
sald Callan.

“ Lawson again,” sald Lonels,
“and his sister, Gambiing
mad they are.”

“ Thanks old son,
Callan,

Lonely sald ; “Can I go now.
LA Callan™® L want to have a
biath,”

" Of you gos said Callan,

As tie nioved into the dark-
ness Lonely said: “ Do you
Jiink  after-shave would do
any good 27

The meet was splendid :
atl Surtees and sporiing prints
sud  old-fashioned Chrisima:
cards: pink coaits aud
thoroughbreds - and eager,
:mpatient hounds. To Cailan
it seemed an awkward aud
vicigusly expensive way 10 save
the price of a few hens, bul
that  presumabiy was the
Wrong way L 00k ab i) e
object of this exercise - was
pleasure. ]

He stood with ihe Lawsons
a3 Langham swigged down his
stivrup ecup and aodded to the
whipper-in, and the hounds
moved off, the horsemen
‘followed, Meres Just behind
gnderby’s righi shouider : the
bodyguard position, bub even
Meres had never bodyguarded
an  horseback before. . . AL
least they've got guts, thought
Callan. Not one of them,
either last night or this
morning, has even nientioned
the sniper. Ee looked dewn at
Lawson in his wheel-chair.

“What will you do nDow,
Mr. Lawson ? " he asked. .

“(Go back to bed,” his sister
salg. “He says his hip is
aching dreadfully.” .

Lawson said : ** She's a buily,
Catian, She always was”

“RBe thabt as it may.” she
said, ¥ bed’s the place for you.”

She pusiied ‘the wheel-chair
intg the house, “ Enjoy your
reading, Mr. Callan.”

Calian went lo the library,
‘hen out threugh e French

s Lo wl Lonely bud

leit his svouler, and rode

=

sai[:}

streteh of coimeon wihare Lne
heilpopter wvas waiting,  Tho

ir,

:hrough the lodge-zates to b

pifot bpened the deor, and
Callan looked round
approvingty.

“ No spectators ? ¥ he sad.

~Ali watching the bunt.” the
pilot said. * We did have a
few, but 1 told them 1 was
Dlming the meet for televisioa.
‘They said old Langham would
-have me fogged if I scared the
Jlworses—then  they ook off
presty quick, Guily by associa-

tion, or something. Ready ? *-

Callan fook the old Mann-
licher rifie from under the
seat and tested it carsfuily.
Gietting on for 50 years oid,
and even better than the day
it was made. Action, halance,
telescopic  sighi, all perfect,
The best big game rifle he had
ever handled. He loaded Lhe
magazine, then fastened his
safevy beit, “ Ready,” he said.

Thne helicopter clactered.
roared. lifted off in an un-
gainly lunge as the pilot
sought the height that would
give them maximum view, and
Callan looked down, The
hounds had found, and were
streaming across bale winter
fields, the hunters pounding
after, clearing each obstacle

-as it came.

A horse went. down, and
another, and Caltan reached
for his glasses. but Enderby
was =till there, wich Meres
hlard behind him. By the lcok
af things Ewnderby was teliing
Meres exactly what he thouzhi

about people who rode too

cipse. But they were bunched
in among other riders any-
way : ho need to WOITyY vee
Ther Lord Langham, Jjust
ahead of Enderby, looked up
and shook his fish at the heli-
copter snd his horse slowed.

Buderoy and Meces sl abead.

Calian locked to where a
deserted cottage stood, windows
gone, reof tumbleg . Beside

1t was a medalled road.

ALLAN touched the
pilot’s arm and pointed—no
nse trying to showi ahove the
racket of the rotor blades—
and the helicopter Inoved
abruptiy as a dragon flv, as
Callan ensed back the ‘sliding
door. picked up the Mann-
licher. . .

Through the gaping nole of
the cottage roof he saw a Bazh
af blue ang chronie. a mofor-
bike——and he nudged the pilod
again, his thumb pointed
imperatively down.

He risked one glance al ihe
norsemen—~Euderhy had left
Meres ab last and was galiop-
ing alone, his hunting pink 2
nerfect target, —then back to
the cottage. By ifts window 2
tizure crouched. a fizure M
worts tweads. wich a nifle 'n s
Gatds The suiper rukad
‘ool at the helicopter.
i 1eoncerned a3

Manniichor ahd fired. and the
tweeded Beoure feil. Bnderoy
sailoped on unawsre, and the
pilot:  sought  Mat . ground
Louehed. down the helicoptar,

Che poise of itz bvades fading

from a clatier to a8 wihstiing
sigh.

~ Bloody uerve” the piio:
=aicd, * Setding up a killing »is
s watching.”

“If 1 know thal geezer i’
nave had 8 go &t ur nexe”
Callan sald. " He didu't want
withesses Let's take a lgok
at him.” ‘

‘They walked towarcds the
eottage, and Callan took the

CMannlicher with himn, it didu't

pay to take chances with 2
bloke like that. As o Lhey
reachied the cottage, the pilot
said : “ Wino 15 it anywdy *"

“A bloke called Lawason”
Callan sald.

The pilot peered iside.

1 pate to contradict yea,
old boy,” he said ~bhut it’s a
adv.”

Callan looked, and felt sick

“ A lady called Lawson” he
zald. , “Her Dbrother must
really pave dislocaied his hip."

“ What now 7 " said the pilvL.

*We put her in the hells

“copler,” Callan said. " We can't

teave her hers, not With a hoe
in her head.” o

[}

O Aropped hier o
course.” said Hantern
Y Where 7"

“fn the Channel”  sad
Callan. “Five miles oud”

Hunter said, " I've spoken to.
per  ‘brother. He's  quite
innocent.” -

“Dpes he kpow-- 2"

“That shes dead 2 . . . Na,
I told nim she Mmust have
realized we were.oft to her—
and run away.”

T Whet made. her do il
tiunter 2

" Money,” Hunter sad. *The
K.G.B.'s mouney, And guite a
it of it—according to nDer

.bank account Moest probabiy

ne’ll inherit it eventually. I've

‘110 objection.”

“And I thought it was him

all the time,” said Callan,
T know vou did. May I ask
Wiy "

“ He was a perfect tar-
get o Pretty Lody—a far
casler shot than Morrison
—-gitd  yet the stiper
didn't take £

“She  would hardly
shoot her own brother,”
Huriter said.

“It never occurred io me
she wouldd shoot anibody al
agl,” sauid Callan,

CThen it should bEve dane”
savl Bunter, Y Youswers really
sather  lucky in this o
Dravid.”

CLucky” E
“Yewh Its no
geb a chanes o

id Callan,
zrery doy !

i v 1
shoot a lady”
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“HOW are you getting on 7” said Hunter. *All right,” said Callan.

“ The lady likes you then?”

“ Seems like it.”

Hunter sighed. “This isn’'t the time for maldenly coyness, Callan,” he safd.
“I put you on to Pamela Ramirez for a reason.”

“Yeah,” sald Callan.
“And you like her?”
said Hunter.
“1 like her.”

“Then perhaps it's about
time I told you that I'm not
sure whether she belongs
in & red file or not.”

Watch it, Callan thought.
He's ahout to get tricky.

“How many times have
you seen her 7" Hunter
asked. .

SBeven, was 1t? FEight?
The. set up encounter on
the plane from Rome, then
dinner that night; two
theatres, three cocktail
parties, and one more
dinnher. He ticked them off.

“ Eight,” he sald.

“Aand she bhelleves you
are — what you say you

are

* Philbin Enterprises Lid.
Exzport and Import. Robert
Philbin, Managing
IHrector” sald Callan.
“ Yeah. She believes it. Why
not? It's what it says on
my card.”

His voice was hitter.

Hunter said : “ I shouldn't
have to say this—not to
you, but don’t like her too
much, David.”

“You -want me lo kil
her?” o

Hunter said testily : * I've
told you already.. I don't
know whether she belongs
in a red flle or not—so how
can I possibly answer that
question ? ¥

“What do you wani me
to do then?”

“What has she told you

about her late husband %

Hunter asked,

" Nothing.”

“Not one word ? Ever ? -’
Callan shook his head
“Very well then. What do
you know?”

“Enrique Ramirez”
salg Callan. “South Ameri-
can parents—brought up in
aly Raeing driver — and
bloody good. Last year he
was all set fto be world
champion, for Lhe second
year running -- only he
crashed instead. Car blew
up. He died—and left her
a lot of money”

“8She also Inherited his
red file,” said Hunter,

Callan thought for =&
moment, ,

“It wasn't an accident,
then ?”

“No,” Hunter sald, *It
was VEry carefully
arranged.”

“ What was he up to?"
Callan asked.

it 7

“He was a K.G.B.

courler,” Hunter said.

“He was a Red 7"

“No,” said Hunter. *He
was greedy. His driving
made him a small fortune,
but he wanfed more-—and
the K.G.B. were willing to

-oblige him, 'n return for his

services of course. As a
racing-driver his cover was

perfect. They go all over -
the world " to race  and -

nobody questions it. And
he was based In Rome. He
could take delivery of stuff
from Italy, France,
Germany, Austria, Yuge-
Slavia, Switzerland, And
deliver it wherever they
wanted it to go. Even
South Amerieca or the
States.”

“What kind of stuff?”

“ Money, mostly,” Hunter
said. “But occasionally
there were Instructions—
stuff thev wouldn't risk
‘even on & micro-dot” He
paused. “Including execu-
tlons. Three of our ‘chaps

“died because of his Lnstrue-
‘tions, David —and one of

them took a long time to
die.” ‘

" }{ou think Pamela’s in on
“1 think she might be. 1

want you {o find out.”
*I've met her eight times”

said Callan. * She wouldn't

tell me the stufl yow're asking
if it was our sliver w{,’dding

‘anniversary.”

“ All the same [ want you to
find out,” said Hunter. “ Per-
haps she’s innocent after all”

“ Suppose she's guilty 7 *

Hunter said at once, “ Then
I'll take you off the case. I'm
aware that you're incapable of
harming her”

Cullan stood up. “ T'here are
titnes when [ detest my job”

“he said,

“ There are tlmes when we
all do,” sald Hunter, *“Ang
they're not infreguent, 1
assure you.”

Callan walked to the door
then turned back, hesitant,

“ Just - what _Rave  you got,

against her,

‘Hunter? " he
asked.
‘Two facts”

Hunter said.
" The first that
she has stead-
fastly refused
to believe that
Ramirez died
by accident
from the day it
happened ; the

“So 1 gathered, She’s in a red file™

second that
1Ra.l!‘_‘:'mriaz ddied
I and and
she n%l &g re
mained here

.ever since — apart from one

brief visit to Rome to sell up.”

“What's so suspicious abgut
that ? She i3 English.” .

“ She's hired & firm o! pri-
vate detectives to investigate
her husband’s death,” said
Hunter. “ However, that doesn't

cworry-me My chaps know their

business. What does worry
me is that she 15 considering
entering motor-rallies, which is
about as close to carrying on
her husband’s business as she
can get—and 1 won't have her
carrying on all his business.™
His eyes looked into Callan’s,
“Prove her innocent, Callan,”
he said, “op else hand her
over ito someone who won'i
care If she's guilty.”

“Like Toby ? " sald Callan,

“Meres would ‘handle this
one admirably,” Hunter said

E HE little car eased its

way through the traffic as if it
didn't exist, and all the time
she drove, Pamela kept up a
stream of stories,- abour her
housekeeper, her manicurist, a
fat lad;r she'd collided with in
Harrod’s.

Her driving seemed to he

_done entirely by reflex, and yet
was utterly sure. Callan risked.

a look at her as the lights
flicked - to en and the litfle
car shot forward, leaving &
Jaguar and an Asfon-Martin
standing.

Eyes_brown, but with a hini
of gold in them, the colour of
the Amontillado sherry she

Cliked so much: biack hair

cropped . close, “thick and
springy %o the touch—-not that
tie had ever touched it: the
nose pert. the mouth generopus.
:ne chin determined.

Put them all together, and

shey barely achieved prettiness,
‘aever mind heauty ; but her
. figure ¢ould turn heads in the
" sireet, and her charm was the

kind that gets front row seats
in the stalls even after the
House Full notice has gone up.

“Callan . knew ; he'd seen 11 in

action, She flicked a glance at
him, then her eves went back
at once to-the road.

“ What are vou looking at ?*
she said,

“You,” satq Callan,

* What about me 7"

“ You're mnever on time, 11
takes you two hoursg to decide
which dress to wear—and yet
put you behind the wheel of a
car, and you'd think every road
was Brand's Haolch

Her smile flickered. but came
back quickly. “I like picnfes,”



she said, "and, anyway, I'm
hunﬁ,%. .. Oh, my God.,”

“ t's wrong?”  sald
Callan,

“I forgot the hamper,”

“ You did,” said Callan. “1
didn't.”

She gave him another quick
glance. ” Dear Bob,” she said,
* you have your uses.” Bul her
smile was tender,

A river bank and a ciumnp of
willows. green, rich grass and
wild flowers neither of them
knew the name of Like a
ruddy ecigarette ad, thought
Callan. but it was real enough,
and nothing more real, more
wonderfu] than Pamela, setting
oLt gates, nibblwﬁ at chicken,
sipping wine. - en she had
done she leaned bhack on the
motor rug and lit a cigarette.

“ Gosh, this s good,™ she
said.. " IPs—what 1 - ueeded

* All this rural tranquiliity.”

“You haven't been tran
quil? " - ‘ :

“ Not- since Enrique dled.”

Callan said carefully,
*Enrique ?

“My husband,” she said.
“He was killed In a race
Surely you read the papers?”

~ 4 motor accident,” sald
Callan, "I remember. I'm
8OTTY ——

™ Mot an accident,” she said;

and he jooked at her, wonder-
ing, *“Belleve me, I know.”
“ But how can you know ? %

satd " Callan. " The inquest

“"Found that a bolt had
Shegred,” she said. .* It didn't.
Somebody sheared it."

“You can prove this?”

" No,” she said, “1 can't. Not
yet. But ohe day I will, And
when I do —""

“ What ?  sald Callan.

“ They'll suffer for it,” she
said.” " Believe me, they'l}
sugea.&'h the hell

11 0w the hell can I tell
ul:%; tﬁ) Huglger. lghﬂught Callan,
a ow e he
tell him ? : can I .nOt

“You must have loved him
ver, miuch,’:) hIe sald
- “Borique ?- I suppose I did.
Sometimes. Quite oftpen 1 hated
him. He wasn’t an easy man.
But he was my man. I won'{
sit by and let his murderers
get away with it

" But how ean you ——r

SH‘E sat up then, and

held out her glass for more

wine. Despite its abruptness,

the movement was instinctivas
with-grace. Cellan could never
remember her being clumsy,
not omnce.

* How do you like my car ? *
she said.

He filled thelr glasses,

‘So  were changing tha
subject are we?” he sald.
~All right I like it. Buf
you must hove hoad it tuned.”

"I did,’ she said, - Sacha
did it for me " then laughed af
his look of bewilderment,

“Swcha used to be Enriques
mechante,” she said. “ In the
racing world he was almost as
famous as Enriqgue. When
Enrigue died — 8Sacha went
home. Back to France. But
now he's come to me.”

* 1 see,” said Callan,

She looked agatn at his face,
and laughed . her lauvghter a
gentle mockery,

“ Silly,” she sald. "1 mean
he's coming to work for me.’

* Doing whot 7 " said Callan,

*Tuning my car,” she said,
*I'm going to drive m rallies,
I'm good vou know. Even
Enriqye said so.!

i oworry about you,” he
sald. o

“Thank you.”

“This rally driving o} yours—
is il because your husbarnd wasz
kitled 7~ . g
. Callag was certain she was
aboul to say yes; but she
stopped in time,

" Youw've never even tried to
kiss me.,” she sald. "I find
that vaguely insulting. I
mean you might at least have
tried.”

Later she said, “ You are an
easy mar,” She felf him
tense, and pulled him down
to her, “8illy,” she said.

“That's . & ecompliment,
Honestly.” .

L

LONELY sald: "I don%

think 1 can do it.”

“ Course youn can,” said
Callan., “Loek, T'll show you
again,” Deftly his fingers
unscrewed the telephone
mouthpiece ; inserted the tiny
bug, replaced the mouthpiece.

“ See? Nothing lto i#t. Now
you have & go.”

Ionely had a go, and
another, and ancther, It was
a slow, exasperating business,
but half an hour later he
could do it .

“ Like you sald, Mr. Callan.
Nothing to it,” said Lonely,
and Callan willed himself not
to hif him. * Where’s it for ? "

“My bird’s place” Callan
sald,

Lonely locked at him
reprovingly, “Mr., Callan,
that’s not nlce,” he sald, “ Not
nice at all”

“Pm afraid she may be

getting herself into trouble”

said Callan, “and she’s too
proud to ask for help.”

“Ah well in that case—»
satd Lonely. “ Gota picture 27

Gallan.  made the time
honoured gesture of a man
besotted, and tcok a phote-
graph from his wallet.
- “Very nice, Mr. Callan,” he
sald. “ Very nice indeed.”

There was envy in his voics,
but there was admiration too.
Mr, Ceallan always went for
the best,

“ When's convenlent, Mr,
Callan ? 7

“ Tonight,” said Callan, “ I'm
tgking her out to dinner.”

i Up WESt' 9
" Itfeah.” said Callan. “Up
st

" Ludovieo's s geod,” said
Loneiy. “ Yeu try Ludovico's.”

“You've ealen there?”

Try as he could, Callan
failed to hide his disbelief.

“Certainly I have,” said
Lonely, not without dignity.
“1 done the place last year.
Try their sautéed lamb chons
and pomines soufflés, Mr.
Callan. They're smashing.”

“I'll do that” said Callan,

“And don’t you worry about
me,” said Lonely, “I'll be gone
long before you get back.” He
picked up the bug again.

"I feel like Cupid,” he said.

I HE room smelt a Httle

¢lose, she thought, and
opened one window further,
but Callan knew. that the
closeness was due to Ldnely,
and relaxed. The little man
had done well: come to that
the cotelettes d'agmeau sauiéses
and pommes souffiés had been
deliclous, just as hed said.
You could always rely on
Lonely, if he didnt pget .too
scared. . ..

“You ean have another
brandy.” she said., “I can't.”

“ Turning teetolal ?”

“I'm in training,” she said
“The rally's on Saturday.”

1 do wish you
wouldn’'t——" he began, .

“No you don't,” she satd.
“Bacha says I might win.” She
watched, but he didn’t smile

“1 have driven before, you
know,” she said. “I'm good. 1
told you. And the opposition’s
yery amateur. AN the same—
if I win you'll be proud of me,
won't you " )

“I'm proud of you every
time we go out  iogether”
said Callan, .

“Oh, you darling,” she said.
"I think you meant that.”

“Qf  course I did,” sald
Callan,

“But I wish you weren't so
slow,” she said. *It's embar-
rassing having to make
improper suggestions to you all
the time” .

Later she said: "“Do you
want to marry me ? ”

* Very much,” said Callan.

The answer was like a
reflex, no  hesitatlon, no
thought of Hunter and what
he might say.

“Some day 1 think perhaps
we will,” she sald., "“Gel
married I mean.”

“ Some day ?

*There's such a 1ot to
arrange first,” she said.

“Such as what ?”

“ Some day P'll tell you,” she

" Why not now ?”

She reached across him for a
cigarette, “I-—can't,” she said.

Then : “I don't often talk
about Enrique,” she caid, “but
I talked about hin to you.
I told you I hatad him—and it



was true. But I owe him some-
thing—maybe we ali do.”

“I don't understand myou,”
said Callan. - -

“71 don’t want you to, You
know very well what I want.

ou to do And then: “It’s
.late,” she said “¥ou'll have to
go, darling.”

“IP’s only eleven thirty” -

safd Caltan. -
“ Before a race, that’s late”

“ What agbout after g race? ™

“Ah,” she said. * Affer a
race our time stands still--
yours and mine.”

Next afterncon she was at
‘her halrdresser's, working on
& new style — *something
chic and simple darling, to fit
under a racing helmet.” It was
the ideal time to listen to the
tapes of the telephone conver-
sations the bug had picked up.
When - at last Callan- did. it
he {ound that he despised
, himself, .

That she loved him was
evident. She announced the
fact to an aunt in Sonning, &
girl friend in 8t John's
Wood, another (fu-l friend in
Kensington,  and once, fleet-
ingly, to her dentist.

She didn’t announce 1t to
Sacha . . . Callan listened to a
highly technical conversation
about compression ratios and
four wheel drifts and overhead
cathshafts. All the wit and
- femininity had gone from her
‘yoice, bub the eagerness and
enthusiasm were there in full
measure : would always be
, there, In the middle of it the
- phone rang.
© _“Youre never at home these
- days,” said Hunter.

*I''m om an assignment,”
sard  Callan. “ You should
know, You sent me on it”

“ It's my_job after all” said
Hunter. *Just as your job is
to report from time to time.
You haven’t done so.”

* Nothing to repori”. sald
Callan, "I think she’s clean.”

“ Youre lying,” sald Hunter.
“Come in and see me”

% Now ? " _
“No. Not now . .. I'm husy.
Tomorrow. .And get off the
_cage, Callan. I'l turn it over
ito Meres." . .

* But you cen't,” sald Callan.
“But I shall.”

“ Ptease, Hunfer,” Callan
said. “ Plegse. I've never asked
a favour before)”

“1 rarely grant them, but
1 think you've earneéd one.
Stay with her till tomorrow,
then see me.”
© ““ She races tomorrgw.”

“After the race then”
Hunter paused, “ That’s two
favours, Cailan. I shall expect
to be repaid.”

He hung up, and Callan
went back to the tapes. She
siill didn't announece that fact
ét;g:s she was in love: Sacha

i .

e e e e

4 W EXT- dav he spent
‘with  the radio and. telly,
hoppin from channel to
channel o find out how she
was, He didn't care whether
she won or lost; his only con-

‘cern ‘'was that she should stay

alive. Buft she was with the

-leaders from the start and if

a Porsche and a Saab gave her
trouble when she tried to pass,
at least they couldn't shake
her off. Callan watched when
she - finally scraped past the
Saab, and found that he
couldn't stand if. .

He set off for the finish
hours ahead of time, then
realised he hadn't "eaten all
day and stopped at & pub for
a Scotch and a sandwich.

What he really needed was
three or. four doubles, but even
that solace was denied him.
The only comfort he had was
the solid  weight of the
Magnum 38 under his coat,
and by the end of the day,
he knew, he’d have given up
either it, or . Pamela. His
world wasn’t hig enough to
contain them both.

He parked, then moved to
the finish, easing into the
anonymity of the crowd.
Sacha was easy to spob; he
locked even tougher than his
photographs., . . .

Somecne switched on a tran-
sistor, and Pamela was lying
second, and the commentator
was in ecstasies about the
gallant and beautiful lady;
carryving on a great tradition.

Then she passed the Porsche
and Callan thought he would:
die. But she came in frst,
dusty, grimy, spent, and dis-
appeared under a sea of photo--
graphers and officials ; roses
and a sash and a silver cup
and champagne, And GCallan
waited, as he'd promised, until
the crowd ebbed at last. and
there was time to watk to her
hotel, up- to her .room, and
wnock and enfter just as
they'd arranged, - .

She still wore her overalls,
and her face was still smeared
with dust, and that was not
what they'd arranged at all
But he stil - went towards
her, unthinking, - vulnerable :
he was that much in love. And
then she moved away.

41 know it's ridiculous,” she
said, “but Sacha says—Sacha
says——."

The mechanic sppeared in
thg bathroom doorway. He was
holding & 9 millimetre auto-
matic. .

“Sacha says you're a bloody
agent.” he said. “The bloody
agent who killed Enrique.”

Callan moved beforé he had

finished speaking, in a flat dive.

that took him behind an over-

stuffeq chair, and the Maganum -

was in his hand before Sacha
fired, the nine millimetre
pyllet slammed through the
chair's cushion, Callan pushed
the chair over and fired as
Sacha appeared

Sacha gasped as the builet
smashed his left collar-bone,
but raised the automatic
aeain, a4 thousandth of a
cacond too siow. « Callan's next
tullet drilled a small, neat hole
in his forehead. But he fired
again even so. Once more.
Into the heart. It was what he
had heen trained to do. And
all the time Pamela was
screaming. ... .

‘M
ESSY, stupid

and bungling,” said Hunter.
*You've handied this afroci-
cusly, Callan.™

“ At least I killed Secho
Morel,” said Callan,

“While she stocod by and
watched. You forgot every-
thing you were ever taught.”

Callgn said ; “ No, Not quite

-Bvercgthiﬁﬁ»' I7 killed Rim

exactly the way I .was tought
—even if she was walching.”

Hunter looked at him: the-
man's agony was unmistakable.

“ Pour yourself a drink,” he
sald, “ and make it a big one.”

As Gallan poured, he said,
*I take it you bugged her fat
—on your own inifiative 2 *

“ Yes, sir”

“8o did I. For God’s sake
Callan, did you think T didn®.
know about Morel ? "

“I didw't think anything”
s.aid" Callan, “ Not about the

“We've heen through his
things,” sald Hunter. “ He was
K.G.B. of course — Ramirez’
confroller—in time he would
have been hers. I take it you
know how he got round her ?”

‘Yes,” said Callan. " Or at
least I can guess from what I
heard on the tape. He told her
that Enrique was working for
us—and the K.G.B. kliled him.
When he found out about me
I suppose he told her I was
K.G.B. too.”

“He did {ndeed” sald
Hunter. *“Do you think she
believes it 2"

“I think she does now,”
eald Callan. L

“You will_find it difficult to
%ersuade her otherwise,”.

unter said.

“ Pl find # tmpossible,” said
Callan, “unless gyou help
me™ :

“ Which of course £ won't,”
sald Hunter. :

“ Somehow,” sald Callan, “ I
didn’t think you would, How
iy ghe, Hunter?”

S m . shock,” . sald  Hunter.

" And of course she wept a
great deal, till they put her
under sedation. But I've no
doubt she’ll talk--once she
recovers.” '

“¥You going te put Toby
Meres on to her ?”

“Why should I?" said
Hunter, "“It's really rather
good for our image. Gallant
racing driver brutally
murdered by K.G.B.— who
foliow 1t up by murdering his
equally gallant mechanic.
Really. I rather like it.”

Callan swallowed his
Scotehi ¢ poured another.

“I really mean it, Callan.”
said  Hunter. “She’s quite
safe.”

gallan drank once more,

Yeah," he said. *“She’s
safe, She'll never gee mae
again.”



