THE GCOLDEN GATE
ONE

The operation bad to be executed with a surgically mlitary precision marked
with a neticul ousness that matched, in degree if not in scope, the Alied
landings in wartine Europe. It was. The preparations had to be nade in tota
stealth and secrecy. They were. A split-second co-ordination had to be achieved
It was. Ail the nen had to be rehearsed and trained, over and over again unti
they played their parts perfectly and automatically. They were so trained. Every
eventuality, every possible departure from the planned canpaign had to be
catered for. It was. And their confidence in their ability to carry out their
pl an, irrespective of reversals and departures fromthe norm had to be total
It was.

Confidence was a quality exuded by their |eader, Peter Branson. Branson was
thirty-eight years old, just under six feet tall, 'Strongly built, wth black
hair, pleasant features, lips that were curved in an al nost perpetual snmile and
light blue eyes that had forgotten how to smile many years ago. He was dressed
in a policeman's uniform but he was not a. policeman. Neither was any of the
eleven nmen with themin that disused trucker's garage not far from the banks of
Lake Merced, hal fway between Daly City to the south and San Francisco to the
north, although three were attired in the sane uniform as Branson.

The single vehicle there |ooked sadly out of place in what was, in effect,
not hing nore than an open-ended shed. It was a bus, but barely, by norma
standards, qualified for the term It was an opulently gl eamnm ng nonster which
above shoul der |evel was conposed, except for the stainless steel cross-over
struts, entirely of slightly tinted glass. There was no regular seating as such
There were about thirty swivel chairs, anchored to the floor but scattered
seemngly at random wth deep arnrests and aircraft-type sw ng-out dining-
tabl es housed in each armrest. Towards the rear there was a cl oakroom and a
remarkably well-stocked bar. Beyond that there was a rear observation deck, the
floor of which had for the nmonent been renpved to reveal the cavernous baggage
departnent. This

was filled to near capacity but not with baggage. This enornopus storage-space,
seven and a half feet wide by the sane in length, held, anong other things, two
petrol -driven electric generators, two twenty-inch searchlights, a variety of
smal | er ones, two very peculiar-looking mssile-like weapons wi th nmounti ng
tri pods, machine-pistols, a large crated unmarked wooden box and four smaller
boxes, wooden but greased and a variety of other items of naterial, conspicuous
among which were large coils of rope. Branson's nen were still |oading.

The coach, one of six ever nade, had cost Branson ninety thousand dollars: for
t he purposes for which he intended to use it, he considered this figure a
trifling investnent He was buying the coach, he had told the Detroit firm as an
agent for a publicity-shy mllionaire, who was also an eccentric who wanted it
pai nted yellow. And yellow it had been when it was delivered: it was now a
gl eam ng, translucent white.

Two of the remamining five coaches had been bought by genuine and extrovert
mllionaires, both of whom intended them for |uxurious, personal vacation
travel. Both buses had rear ranps to accommodate their mini-cars. Both,
presumably, would rest for about fifty weeks a year in their specially-built
gar ages.



The other three buses had been bought by the governnent.
The dawn was not yet in the sky.

The other three white buses were in a garage in down-town San Franci sco. The
big sliding doors were closed and bolted. In a canvas chair in a corner a nan in
plain clothes, a sawn-off riot gun.held on his lap by flaccid hands, slept
peaceful ly. He had been dozing when the two intruders arrived and was now
blissfully unaware that he had sunk into an even deeper sleep because he'd
i nhal ed the single-second squirt fromthe gas gun w thout being aware of the
fact. He would wake up within the hour alnobst equally unaware of what had
happened and would be extremely unlikely to admt to his superiors that his
vigil ance had been a degree | ess than eternal

The three buses | ooked undistinguishable from Branson's, at |east externally,
al though the centre one was narkedly different in two respects, one visible, the
other not. It weighed two tons nore than its conpanions, for bullet-proof glass
is a great deal heavier than ordinary plate glass, and those panoranic buses had
an enornous glass area. And the interior of the

coach was nothing |l ess than a sybarite's dream which was no | ess than what one
woul d expect for the private transportation of the country's Chief Executive

The Presidential coach had two huge facing sofas, so deep, so soft and so
confortable that the overweight nman possessed of prudent foresight would have
t hought twi ce about ensconcing hinself in either of them for regaining the
vertical would have called for an apoplectic anpunt of wll-power or the use of
a crane. There were four arncthairs constructed along the sane treacherously
vol uptuous lines. And that, in the way of seating accommodati on, was that. There
were cunningly conceal ed spigots for ice-water, scattered- copper coffee tables
and gl eami ng gol d-plated vases awaiting their daily consignnment of fresh
flowers. Behind this section were the washroom and the bar, a bar whose
capacious refrigerators, in this particular and unusual instance, were stocked
largely with fruit juices and soft drinks in deference to the custons of the
President's guests of honour, who were Arabs and Misli ns.

Beyond mis again, in a glassed-in conpartnment that extended the full w dth of
the bus, was the comunications centre, a nmaze of min'iaturized electronic
systens which was constantly manned whenever the President was aboard. It was
said that this installation had cost considerably nore than the coach itself.
Besi des incorporating a radio tel ephone system that could reach any place in the
world, it had a small row of differently coloured buttons in a glass case which
could be renmoved only with the aid of a special key. There were five such
buttons. To press the first brought instant contact with the Wite House in
Washi ngton: the second was for the Pentagon: the third was for the airborne
Strategic Air Conmand: the fourth was for Mscow and the fifth for London. Apart
from the necessity of being in touch with his arned forces all the time, the
President was an acute sufferer from tel ephonitis, even to the extent of an
i nternal phone connecting himwth his habitual seat on the bus and the
comuni cations conpartment at the rear.

But it was not in this coach that the intruders were interested but in the one
standing to its left. They entered by the front door and i mediately renoved a
netal plate by the driver's seat. One of the nmen shone a torch downwards,
appeared to locate what he wanted al nost i mmediately, reached up



and took from his compani on sonething that |ooked |ike a polythene hag of putty
to which there was attached a netal cylinder not nore than three inches |ong and
one in dianeter. This he securely bound to a netal strut w th adhesive tape He
seenmed to know what he was doi ng-which he did. for the | ean and cadaverous
Reston was an expl osi ves expert of sonme note.

They noved to the rear and went behind the bar. Reston clinbed on to a stool
slid back an overhead cupboard door and |ooked at the |iquor contents. Watever
the canp-followers in the Presidential notorcade were going to suffer from it
clearly wasn't going to be thirst. There were two rows of vertically stacked
bottles, the first ten to the left, five in each row, being bourbon and scotch
Reston stooped and exam ned the upside down optics beneath the cupboard and saw
that the bottles that interested himin the cupboard were duplicated in the ones
bel ow and that those were all full. It seened unlikely that anyone was going to
be interested in the contents of the cupboard for sonme little tinme to cone.

Reston renpved the ten bottles fromtheir circular retaining holes in the
cupboard and handed them down to his conpani on who stacked five of themon the
counter and placed the other five in a canvas bag which had evidently been
broueht along for this purpose, then handed Reston a rather awkward piece of
equi prent which consisted of tlhree parts: a small cylinder simlar to the one
that had been fitted forwards, a beehive-shaped device, no nore than two inches
high and the sane in dianeter, and a device which |ooked very like a car fire
extinguisher, with the notable exception that it had a plastic head. Both this
and the beehive were attached to the cylinder by wres.

The beehive had a rubber sucker at its base but Reston did not seem to have any
great faith in suckers for he produced a tube of quick-acting glue with which he
liberally besneared the base of the beehive. This done he pressed it firmy
against the forward facing side of the cupboard, taped it securely to the l|arge
and snmall cylinders and then taped the three to the inner row of circular holes
which retained the bottles. He replaced the five bottles in front. The device
was conpletely hidden. He slid shut the door, replaced the stool and left the
bus with his conpanion. The guard still slept peacefully. The two nen

left by the side door by which they had entered and | ocked it behind them
Reston produced a wal kie-talkie. He said: 'PI?

The anplified voice canme through clearly on the fascia-nmounted speaker in the
bus in the garage north of Daly Cty. Branson made a switch.

' Yes?'
' Ckay.'

'Good.' There was no elation in Branson's voice and no reason why there should
have been: with six weeks of solid preparation behind him he would have been
astoni shed if anything should have gone wong. 'You and Mack get back to the
apartment Wait*

Johnson and Bradl ey were curiously alike, good-looking, in their early
thirties, alnost identical in build and both with blond hair. They also bore a
striking resenblance, both in build and coloration, to the two nen, newy
wakened from sl eep, who were propped up in the two beds in the hotel room
gazing at them with an understandable m xture of astoni shment and outrage. One
of them said: 'Who the hell are you and what the hell do you think you're doing
her e?’



"Kindly nmodul ate your voice and nmind your |anguage,' Johnson said. "It ill
becones a naval air officer. Wwo we are doesn't matter. W' re here because we
require a change of clothes.' He |ooked at the Beretta he was hol ding and
touched the silencer with his left forefinger. 'l don't have to tell you what
those things are.'

He didn't have to tell them What those things were. There was a cold calm
professionalism a chilling surety about Johnson and Bradley that discouraged
freedom of speech and inhibited even the very thought of action. While Johnson
stood there, gun dangling in apparent negligence by his side. Bradl ey opened the
valise they had brought with them produced a length of thin rope and trussed up
the two men with a speed and efficiency that indicated a long or intensive
experience of such matters. Wien he had finished Johnson opened a cupboard,
produced two suits, handed one to Bradley and said: 'Try them for size.

Not only were the suits an al nost perfect fit but so also were the hats.
Johnson woul d have been surprised if they had been otherw se: Branson, that npst
nmeti cul ous of

pl anners, al nost never nissed a trick

Bradl ey surveyed hinself in a full-length mrror. He said sadly: 'I should have
stayed on the other side of the law. The uniform of a Lieutenant in the US Nava
Air Aromsuits nme very well indeed. Not that you | ook too bad yourself.'

One of the bound nen said: 'Wiy do you want those unifornms?
"I thought naval helicopter pilots were intelligent.’

The man stared at him 'Jesus! You don't nean to stand there and tell us -

"Yes. And we've both probably flown Sikorskys a dammed sight nore man either of
you.'

"But unifornms? Wiy steal our uniforns? There's no trick in getting those nade
Wiy do you -'

"We're parsinonious. Sure, we could get them made. But what we cant get nmade

are all the docunentation you carry about with you - identifications, |icences,
the lot.' He patted the pockets of his uniform They're not faere. \Were?
The other bound man said: 'Go to hell.' He looked as if he nmeant it, too

Johnson was ntld. 'This is off-season for heroes. Were?*

The other man said: 'Not here. The Navy regard those as classified docunents.
They have to be deposited in the nanager's safe.’

Johnson sighed. 'OCh, dear. Wiy nmake it difficult? W had a young | ady stake-out
in an arnthair by the receptionist's |ast evening. Redhead. Beautiful. You nay
recall.' The two bound nmen exchanged the briefest of glances: it was quite clear
that they did recall. 'She'd go on oath in a witness stand that neither of you
deposited anything.' He smiled in a wintry fashion. 'A witness stand in court
may be the last place on earth she'd want to go near, but if she says it's no
deposit, it's no deposit. Let's not be silly. Three things you can do. Tell us.



Have your nouths taped and after a little persuasion tell us. O, if those don't
work, we just search. You watch. If you're conscious, that is.

"You going to kill us? "Wat on earth for? Bradley's surprise was genui ne
"W can identify you.'

"You'll never see us again.'

"W can identify the girl.
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' Not when she renoves her red wig, you can't.' He dug into the valise and cane
up with a pair of pliers. He had about himan air of gentle resignation. 'Tine's
a-wasting. Tape them up.'

Bot h bound nen | ooked at each other. One shook his head, the other sighed. One
smled, alnmost ruefully: 'It does seem a gesture of useless defiance - and
don't want my good | ooks spoilt. Under the mattresses. At the foot.'

Under the mattresses they were. Johnson and Bradley flicked over the |eaves of
the two wallets, |ooked at each other, nodded, extracted the not inconsiderable
dollar billfolds in each wallet and placed those by the bedside tables. One man
sai d: 'Couple of crazy crooks you are.'

Johnson said: 'Maybe you'll be needing that nore than us pretty soon.' He
extracted noney from his newy discarded suit and placed it in his uniformwhile
Bradley did the sane. 'Qur suits you can have. Unthinkable for US officers to be
running around the city in their striped underpants. And now, |I'm afraid, we
have to tape you.' He reached into the valise.

One man, a quick mxture of suspicion and apprehension in his eyes, tried
vainly, to sit up in bed. 'l thought you said -'

"Look, if we wanted to kill you, the noise fromthose silenced guns woul dn't
even be heard in the corridor outside. Think we want you to start hollering the
pl ace down the nonent we step outside that door? Besides, it would upset the
nei ghbours."

After they were taped Johnson said: 'And, of course, we don't want to have you
junping and wiggling around and meki ng bangi ng noises on the floor or walls.
I'"'mafraid we can't 'have any bangs in the next couple of hours or so. Sorry.'
He stooped, retrieved what |ooked |ike an aerosol can from the valise, and
squirted it briefly in the faces of both bound nmen. They left, hanging up the no
di sturb notice outside. Johnson doubl e-1ocked the door, produced his pliers,
| eaned on the key and snapped it leaving the head jamed in the | ock.

Downst airs, they approached the clerk at reception, a cheerful youngster who
gave a cheerful good norning.

Johnson said: 'You weren't on last night?

"No, sir. The nmanagenment wouldn't believe it but even a desk clerk requires a
little sleep now and again.' He | ooked
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at themwith interest. 'No offence, but aren't you the two gentlenen who're
going to ride herd on the President this norning?

Johnson smiled. '"I"'mnot sure if the President would care to have you put it
quite that way, but yes. It's no secret. W phoned for an alarm call |ast night.
Ashbridge and Martinez. Was it recorded?

"Yes, sir.' The clerk put 'his pen through the nanes.

"Now, we've left one or two - ah - naval things in our roomthat we really
shoul dn't have done. WIIl you neke certain that no one goes near our room unti
we return? Three hours, about.’

'"You can depend on ne, sir.' The clerk made a note. The no disturb sign -

'"W've already done that*

They Jeft and stopped at the first pay tel ephone on the street. Johnson went
inside with the valise, fished inside and brought out a walkie-talkie. He was
i medi ately through to Branson, waiting patiently in the dil apidated garage
north of Daly Cty. He said: 'PI?

'Yes?'
' Ckay.'
' Good. Get down there.

The sun was coming up as the six men filed out of their cabin in the hills
above Sausalito in Marin County, north across the bay from San Franci sco. They
made up a nondescript and not particularly attractive group, four of themin
overalls and two in faded raincoats that mght have been lifted from sone
unsuspecting scarecrow. They all piled into a rather battered Chevrolet station
wagon and headed down to the town. Before them stretched a stunning vista. To
the south the Golden Gate and the staggering - if rather Mn-hattani zed -
skyline of San Francisco. To the south-east, lent a slightly spurious glanour by
the early rays of the sun, Alcatraz Island, of unhappy 'history, lay to the
north of the Fisherman's Wharf, in line of sight of Treasure Island, the Bay
Bri dge and Cakl and on the far side of the bay. To the east |lay Angel Island, the
largest in the bay, while to the northeast |ay Belvedere |sland, Tiburon and
beyond that again, the w de reaches of San Pabl o Bay vani shing into nothingness.
There can be few nore beautiful and spectacular vistas in the
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worl d-if such there so be-than that from Sausalito. On the basis that not to be
noved by it would require a heart of stone, the six nen hi the station wagon had
between them it was clear, the nmakings of a fair-sized quarry.

They reached the main street, travelled along past the inmmcul ate rows of
sailing craft and the far from i mmacul at e hodge- podge of boathouses, unti
eventual ly the driver pulled off into a side-street, parked and stopped the
engi ne. He and the nan beside him got out and divested thenselves of their
coats, revealing thenselves as clad in the uniforns of California State
Patrol men. The driver, a sergeant by the nane of G scard, was at |east six feet
three in height, burly, red-faced, tight-nouthed and, even to the cold, insolent



eyes, was the conceptualized epitone of the dyed-in-the-wool tough cop

Pol i cemen, admittedly, were part and parcel of Discard' s life but his frequent
acquai ntanceshi ps with them he had kept to as limted a nature as possible on

t he nunerous occasions when, 'hitherto wi thout success, they had attenpted to
put him behind bars. The other, Parker, was tall, lean and of a nasty appearance
and the best that could be said for hi mwas that he m ght 'have passed for a cop
if one were nmyopic or he were viewed at a considerable distance: his habitually
wary bitter expression was probably attributable to the fact that he had
experienced considerably |ess success than the sergeant in evading the |long arm
of the |aw

They turned a corner and entered a local police precinct station. Two policenmen
were behind the counter, one very young, the other old enough to be his father.
They | ooked rather tired and unenthusiastic as was natural for two nen who were
| ooking forward to sone sleep, but they were polite, courteous.

' God norning, good nmorning.' Qscard could be very brisk indeed as only
befitted a man who had shown a clean pair of heels to half the police forces on
the Coast 'Sergeant G scard. Patrolman Parker.' He pulled from his pocket a
paper with a long list of names. 'You nust be Mahoney and Nimtz?

"Indeed we are.' Mahoney, a guileless youth, would have found sonme difficulty
in concealing his Hibernian ancestry. 'And how do you know?

'"Because | can read.' The niceties of salon conversation were not for G scard.
"Fromthis T take it that your station boss didn't advise you we were com ng.
Well, it's this damed
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not orcade this norning-and fromwhat |I've found out this norning nmaybe |I'm not
wasting all that much of my tine in making this final check-up. You'd be
surprised at the nunber of policenen in this state who are either illiterate or
stone deaf."'

Nimtz was polite. 'If we were to know what we have done wong, Sergeant -

"You haven't done anything wong.' He consulted his sheet. '"Just four things.
When do the day shift come on? How many? Were are the patrol cars? And the
cells.’

That's all?

"AlL Two minutes. And hurry. |'ve got to check every place from here across the
bridge to Ri chnond.'

"Ei ght o'clock. Eight nmen-twi ce the usual. The cars-'

"Let ne see them

Nimtz Mted a key from a board and | ed th& aquo; two nmen round the corner of
the bl ock. He opened doubl e doors. The two police cars, as was only proper on
thi s auspicious occasion when a President, a King and a Prince were travelling

through their precinct, had the inpossible glitter of show oom nodels.

"lIgnition keys?



"In the ignition.'
Back 'in the station G scard nodded to the entrance door. 'Keys?
"I beg your pardon.

G scard was heavily patient. 'l know it's normally never |ocked. But you m ght
all have to leave in a tearing hurry this norning. You want to |eave the shop
unat t ended?’

'l see." Nimtz indicated the keys on the board.
The cells.

Nimtz led the way, taking keys with him They were only a few feet away but
round a corner out of sight of the nore sensitive citizens who had rel uctant
occasion to enter the front office. Nimtz entered and G scard unhol stered his
pi stol and stuck it against his back. 'A dead policeman,' G scard observed, 'is
no good to anyone.' Parker joined themin ten seconds pushing a furious and
f| abbergasted Mahoney in front of him

Both captives were gagged and left sitting on the floor, backs to the bars,
arns thrust unconfortably through them and wists 'handcuffed. From the bal efu
expressions on their faces it was as well that they were so securely gagged.

G scard put the keys in his pocket, picked up two other sets from
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the board, ushered Parker out before him |ocked the entrance door, pocketed
that key too then went round and opened up the garage. He and Parker backed the
cars out and while G scard | ocked the doors-and, inevitably, pocketed the keys -
Parker went to fetch die other four nmen fromthe station wagon. Wen they
appeared they were not, surprisingly, any l|longer overalled working nmen but
gl eam ng advertisenments for the California State Patrol

They drove north on the US 101, took the cut-off west to State |, passed by
Miir Wbods and its pre-Christian stands of two hundred and fifty feet high
redwoods and finally stopped in the Munt Tanmal pais State Park. G scard brought
out the wal kie-talkie that went so well with his uniform and said: 'PI?

Branson was still patiently waiting in <the bus in the abandoned garage. 'Yes?
' Ckay.'

' Good. Stay.

The forecourt and street outside the |uxurious caravanserai atop Nob H Il were,

under st andably at that hour of the norning, practically deserted. There were, in
fact, only seven people in sight. Six of those stood on (tie steps of the hote
whi ch was that night housing nore dollars on the hoof than it ever had renotely
had in its long and illustrious career. The seventh of those, a tall, handsone
man, aquiline-faced, youthful-looking despite his grey hair and clad in

i mmacul ate hounds-tooth, was pacing slowy up and down on the roadway. From the
| ooks exchanged anong the six nen - two doorkeepers, two policenen and two nen
in plain clothes whose coats fitted awkwardly under their left arnpits-his
presence appeared to be giving rise to an increasing degree of vexation



Finally, after a | ow nurmured conversation anong them one of the uniformed men
canme down the steps and approached him

He said: "Morning, sir. No offence, sk, but do you m nd noving on. W have a
job to do.'

'How do you know | have not?
"Sir. Please. You nust understand we have sonme very inportant people in there.

"Don"t | know it. Don't | just know it." The nan sighed, reached inside 'his
coat, produced and opened a wallet. The
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policeman |ooked at it, stiffened, unm stakably swall owed and deepened his
conpl exi on by two shades.

Tm very sorry, sir. M Jensen, sir.
Tin sorry, too. Sorry for all of us. They can keep their damed oil as far as

I"m concerned. Dear lord, what a circus.' He talked until the officer rel axed
then carried on his to-and-fro strolling. The policeman returned to the steps.

One of the plain-clothes nen | ooked at him w thout a great deal of enthusiasm
He said: 'A great crowd nover-on you are.

"Like to try?

"If 1 must give you a denonstration,' he said wearily. He wal ked down three
steps, paused, |ooked back up. 'He flashed a card at you, didn't he?

"Sort of.' The policenman was enjoying hinself.
' Who?
"Don't you recognize your own deputy director when you see hinf

"Jesus!' The FBI man's miraculous return to the top step could have been
attributed to nothing other than sheer levi-tation

"Are you not,' the policeman asked 'innocently, 'going to nove him on?

The pl ain-clothes man scow ed then smiled. 'From now on, | think I'Il |eave
those nenial tasfcs to the uniforned branch.'’

A bel |l -boy of great age appeared on the top step, hesitated, then went down to
the street as Jensen gave him an encouragi ng wave. As he approached his w zened
face was further creased in worry. He said: 'Aren't you taking a helluva chance
sir? FBI man up there."

'"No chance.' Jensen was unperturbed. Tie's California FBL |I'm Washi ngton. Chalk
and cheese. | doubt if he'd know the Director-CGeneral if ne cane and sat on 'bis
lap. What's the word, WIlie?

"They're all having breakfast in their roonms. No sleepers-in, all on schedule.’



"JbLct me know every tea mnutes.'

"Yes, sir. Gee, M Jensen, arent you taking one godawful chance? The place is
swarmng with fuzz and not only just inside. Those wi ndows across there -
there's a rifle behind a dozen of them and a nan behind each rifle.'
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"I know, Wllie. I"'mthe man in the eye of the storm Dead safe.

"If you're caught -
"l won't be. Even if | were, you're clear.’
"Clear! Everybody sees ne talking to you - *

"Why? Because |I'm FBI. | told you that. You've no reason to doubt it. There are
six nmen on the top of the steps who believe the sane thing. Anyway, WHie, you
can always plead the Fifth Amendnent.’

Wllie departed. In full view of the six watchers Jensen pulled out his walkie-
talkie. "PI?

'Yes?' Branson was as calm as ever.

'"On schedul e.'’

"Fine. Pi's noving aow. Every ten minutes. Right?
"OfF course. How s ny twi n?

Branson | ooked towards the rear of the coach. The bound and gagged nan between
t h& aquo; aisles bore an uncanny resenbl ance to Jensen.

"He'I'l live.
17
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Van Effen eased the big coach on to the 280 and headed her north-east up the
Sout hern Freeway. Van Effen was a short, stocky man, with cl ose-cropped blond
hair and a head that was alnost a perfect cube. Hs ears were so close to 'his
head that they appeared to have been pasted there, his nose had clearly been at
odds with sonme heavy object in the past, he tended to wear a vacuous snile as if
he'd decided it was the safest expression to cope with the numerous uncertain
things that were going on in the uncertain world around him and the dreany |ight
bl ue eyes, which would never be accused of being possessed of any powers of
penetration, served only to reinforce the overall inpression of one overwhel med
by the insoluble conplexities of He. Van Effen was a very very intelligent
person whose knife-like intelligence could cope with an extrenely w de variety
of the world's problens and, although they had known each other for only two
years, he had indisputably becone Peter Branson's indispensable |ieutenant.

Both nen sat together in the front of the coach, both, for the nonce, dressed
hi long white coats which lent them as drivers, a very professional appearance
i ndeed: the State Department frowned on Presidential notorcade drivers who opted



for lunber jackets or rolled up sleeves. Branson hinself generally drove and was
good at it but, apart fromthe fact that he was not a San Franciscan and Van

Ef fen had been born there he wi shed that norning to concentrate his exclusive
attention on 'his side of the coach's fascia which |ooked Iike a cross between
the mniaturized flight instrunentation of a Boeing and those of a Hammond
organ. As a communications systemit could not conpare to those aboard the
Presidential coach, but everything was there that Branson wanted. Moreover, it
had one or two refinenments that the Presidential coach |acked. The President
woul d not have considered themrefinements.

Branson turned to the man in the seat behind him Yonnie, a dark, swarthy and
incredibly hirsute person who, on the rare occasions he could be persuaded to
renove his shirt
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and approach a shower, |ooked nore |like a bear than a human bei ng, had about
hi m t he general appearance - it was inpossible to particularize - of an ex-
pugi Ji st who had taken not one but several hundred punches too nany. Unlike many
of Branson's associ ates Yonnie, who had been with Branson since he'd enbarked
upon his particular node of life all of thirteen years ago, could not be classed
anong the intellectually gifted, but his patience, invariable good hunour and
total loyalty to Branson were beyond di spute.

Branson said: 'Got the plates, Yonnie?

'The plates? Yonnie winkled the negligible clearance between hairline and
eyebrows, his customary indication of immense concentration, then sniled
happily. 'Yeah, yeah, | got them' He reached under his seat and brought up a
pair of spring-clipped nunber plates. Branson's coach was, externally, exactly
the sane as the three in ttoe Presidential notorcade except for the fact that
those were Washington DC plates while his were Californian. The plates that

Yonnie held in his hand were Washi ngton DC and, even better, exactly duplicated
the nunbers of one of the three waiting coaches in the garage

Branson said: 'Don't forget. Wien | junp out the front door you junp out the
back. And fix the back one first.'

'Leave it to ne. Chief." Yonni e exuded confidence.

A buzzer on the fascia rang briefly. Branson nade a switch. It was Jensen, the
Nob Hi Il stake-out.

"PI?

' Yes?'

"On schedule. Forty minutes.”

" Thanks. '

Branson cl osed the switch and flipped another.
' P4?

*P4. "



'Move in.'

G scard started up the stolen police car and noved up the Panorami c Hi ghway
followed by the second car. They didn't drive sufficiently quickly to attract
attention but ttoey didn't linger either and had reached the Munt Tanal pais
radar stations in a matter of ninutes. Those stations dom nated the npuntainous
countryside for mles around and | ooked like nothing in the world as nmuch as a
couple of gigantic white golf balls. Gscard and his nen had the entire
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|l ay-out committed to heart and menory and no troubl e was envi saged.

O scard said: There'll be no need to lean. We're cops, aren't we? The guardi ans
of the people. You don't attack your guardians. No shooting, the boss says.'

One of themsaid: 'Wat if | have to shoot?
*You'll | ose half your cut’

"No shooting.'

Branson flipped another swtch.

*P3?'" P3 was the code of the two nmen who had recently booby-trapped one of the
not or cade buses.

4P3."

" Anyt hi ng?'

Two drivers, is all*

e Cuards?'

"Ckay. No suspicions.'

*Wart.'

Branson flipped a switch as anot her buzzer rang.

"P5,' the speaker said. 'On schedule. Thirty mnutes.'

Thank you.'

Branson nade another switch.

«P2?" The code for Johnson and Bradl ey.

*Yes?'

'You can go now.'

W go now.' The voice was Johnson's. He and Bradley, immuaculate in their naval
air uniforns, were sauntering casually along in the direction of the US Naval

Air Station Al anmeda. Both nmen were carrying snooth shiny flight bags into which
they had transferred the contents of the valise. As they approached the entrance



they increased their pace. By the tine they reached the two guards at the
entrance they were giving the inpression of two nen who were in a considerable
hurry. They showed their cards to one of the guards.

eLi eutenant Ashbridge, Lieutenant Martinez. O course. You're very late, sir.
"I know. Well go straight to <he choppers.'

"I"'mafraid you can't do that, sir. Conmander Eysenck wants you to report to
his office at once.' The sailor |lowered his voice confidentially. The Conmander
doesn't sound very happy to me, sir.'
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"Dam!' Johnson said, and neant it. 'Where's his office?* . 'Second door on Che
left, sir.'

Johnson and Bradl ey hurried there, knocked and entered. A young petty officer
seated behind his desk pursed his |lips and nodded silently towards the door to -
his right. H's deneanour indicated that he had no desire whatsoever to
participate in the painful scene that was about to follow Johnson knocked and
entered, head down and apparently searching for something in his flight bag. The
precaution was needl ess. In the well-known denoralization ploy of senior
of ficers deepening their intimdation of apprehensive junior officers, Eysenck
kept on nmaking notes on a pad before him Bradley closed the door. Johnson
pl aced the flight bag on the edge of the desk. H's right hand was conceal ed
behind it So was the aerosol gas can

"So kind of you to turn up.' Eysenck spoke in a flat drawing accent: Annapolis
had clearly failed to have any effect on his Boston upbringing. 'You had your
strict orders.” He raised his head in what would normally have been a sl ow and
ef fective gesture. 'Your explanations -' He broke off, eyes wi dening, but stil
not suspecting anything untoward. 'You're not Ash-bridge and Martinez.

"No, we're not, are we?'

It was clear that Eysenck had becone suddenly aware that there was sonething
very very far untoward. His hand stretched out for a desk button but Johnson
already had his thunmb on his. Eysenck slunped forward against his desk. Johnson
nodded to Bradl ey who opened the door to die outer office and as he closed it
behind himit could be seen that his hand was funbling in the depths of his bag.
Johnson noved behind the desk, studied the buttons bel ow the phone, pressed one
as he lifted the phone.

Tower ?

"Sir?

"Inmmedi ate cl earance Lieutenants Ashbridge and Martinez.' It was a very
creditable intation of Eysenck's Boston accent. Branson again called P3, the
two watchers by the garage.

"And now?'

"Filling up.



The three buses inside the garage were indeed filKng np. Two of them indeed
had their complenents of passengers and were ready to go. The coach that had
been booby-trapped
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was given over mainly to newspapernmen, wire service nen and cameranen, anong
them four wonen, three of indetermi nate age, the other young. On a platform at
the rear of the bus were three nounted cine caneras, for this was the coach that
| ed the notorcade and the caneras would at all tinmes have an excellent view of
the Presidential coach which was to follow i medi ately behind. Anong the
passengers in this coach were three men who woul dn't have recogni zed a
typewiter or a canera if it had dropped on their toes but who woul d have had no
difficulty whatsoever in differentiating between a Walther, Colt, Biretti, Smth
& Wesson and ot her such paraphernalia generally regarded as superfluous to the
needs of the conmmuni cations nedia. This was known as the |ead coach.

But there was one passenger in this coach who would have recogni zed a canera if
he had seen it - he was, in fact, carrying a highly conplicated apparatus - but
who would also have had no difficulty at all in differentiating between a
Wal ther, Colt, Biretti and Smith & Wesson, any of which he was legally entitled
to carry and not infrequently did. On this occasion, however, he was unarned-he
considered it unnecessary; between them 'his colleagues constituted a veritable
travelling arsenal-but he did carry a nost unusual item of equipnent, a
beautifully miniaturized and transistorized transceiver radio concealed in the
fal se bottom of his camera. H's name was Revson and as he had repeatedly proved
in the past, in the service of his country although his country knew not hi ng of
this-a man of quite remarkable acconplishments.

The rear coach was also well occupied, again by newspaper nen and nmen with no
interest in newspapers, although in this case the ratio was inversed. The
greatly outnunbered journalists, although they realized that the Presidential
coach would soon, in terns of the realizable assets of its passengers, be
nothing less than a rolling Fort Knox, wondered if it were necessary to have
quite so many FBI agents around.

There were only three people aboard the Presidential coach, all crew nmenbers.
The white-coated driver, his 'receive* switch depressed, was waiting for
instructions to come through the fascia speaker. Behind the bar, an
extraordinarily pretty brunette, who | ooked |ike an anal gam of all those 'Fly
nme' airline advertisenents, was trying to |ook demure and inconspicuous and
failing mserably. At the rear, the radi o operator
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was already seated in front of his comunicati ons consol e

A buzzer rang in Branson's coach

"P5,' the speaker said. 'On schedule. Twenty ninutes

A second buzzer rang.

*P4,' the speaker said. 'Al okay."



"Excellent.' For once Branson pernitted hinself a slight feeling of relief. The
t ake-over of the Tanul pais radar stations had been essential to his plans.
' Scanners manned?

"Affirmative.'

A third buzzer rang.

"PI?" Johnson's voice was hurried. *P2. Can we go now?'
"No. Troubl e?

"Some.' Johnson, seated at the helicopter controls, engines still not started
wat ched a man energe from Eysenck's office and break into a run, rounding the
corner of the building. That could only nean, Johnson realized, that he was
going to look through Eysenck's office wi ndow and that could only nean that he
"had failed to open the door which he and Bradley had | ocked behind them the
key was at that nonent in Johnson's pocket. Not that |ooking through Eysenck's
wi ndow was going to help 'him nuch because he and Bradley had dragged the
unconsci ous Eysenck and petty officer into the w ndow ess washroom | eadi ng of f
the Conmmander's office. The key of the washroom door was also in his pocket.

The man cane into sight round the corner of the building. He wasn't running
now. In fact, he stopped and | ooked around. It wasn't too hard to read what was
going on in his mnd. Eysenck and the petty officer night well be going about
their lawful occasions and he was going to look pretty sick if he started to cry
wol f. On the other hand if something had happened and he didn't report his
suspi cions he was going to nake hinself highly unpopular with his superiors. He
turned and headed in the direction of the Station Commander's office, obviously
with the intent of asking a few discreet questions. Half-way towards the office
it became clear that his questions weren't going to be all'that discreet: he had
broken into a run.

Johnson spoke into the wal ki e-tal ki e.

"Bad trouble.'

"Hold on as long as possible. Leave in energency. Rendezvous renains,
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In coach PI Van Effen |ooked at Branson. ' Something w ong?

"Yes. Johnson and Bradley are in trouble, want to take off. |magine what's
going to happen if they do, if they have to cruise around ten minutes waiting
for us? A couple of hijacked helicopters with the President and half the oil in
the Mddle East in the city? Everybody's going to be as jittery as hell. They'll
take no chances. Panic-stricken. They'Il stop at nothing. The choppers will be
shot out of the sky. They have Phantons in a state of instant readi ness on that
base. "

"Well, now.' Van Effen eased the coach to a stop at the back of the garage
which held the notorcade. 'Bad, but naybe not as bad as all that. If they have
to take off before schedule, you could always instruct themto fly over the
notorcade. It would take a pretty crazy air comuander to instruct his pilots to
fire machi ne-guns or rockets at a chopper hovering above the Presidential coach.
Bi ngo-no President, no Arabian oil kings and shei khs, no Chief of Staff, no



Mayor Morrison. Chopper might even crash down on to the top of the Presidential
coach. Not nice to be a sacked Rear Admiral without a pension. If, that is to
say, he survives the court-martial."’

"I hadn't thought of it that way.' Branson sounded half convinced, no nore.
"You're assuming our air comuander is as sane as you are, that he would react
along your line of thinking. How are we to know that he is not certifiable?
Extrenely unlikely, | admit, but | have no option other than to accept your
suggestion. And we've no option other than to go ahead.'

The buzzer rang. Branson nade the appropriate sw tch

"PL?

' Yes?'

"P3." It was Reston fromthe garage. 'Lead coach has just noved out.
"Let me know when the Presidential coach noves.'

Branson gestured to Van Effen, who started up the engine and noved slowy round
the side of the garage.

The buzzer rang again.
'"P5. On schedule. Ten ninutes.'
"Fine. Get down to the garage.'

Agai n the buzzer rang. It was Reston. He said: 'Presidential coach is just
nmovi ng out."

'"Fine.' Branson nade another switch. 'Rear coach?
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' Yeah?

"Hold it for a couple of minutes. W've a traffic jam here. Some nut toas just
slewed his articulated truck across the street. Pure accident, |I'd say. But no
chances. No panic, no need for anyone to |leave their seats. W're com ng back to
the garage for a couple of minutes till they decide on a new route. Ckay?

' Ckay.'

Van Eften drove slowy round to the front of the garage, nosed it past the
front door until the first third of the coach was visible to the occupants of
the rear coach inside, still parked where it had been. Branson and Van Effen
descended unhurriedly from the opposite front seats, walked into the garage
Yonni e, unobserved by those inside, exited via the back door and began to clanp
the new nunber plate on top of the old.

The occupants of the rear coach watched the approach of ttie two white-coated
figures curiously, but wthout suspicion, for endless frustrating delays were
part .and parcel of their lives. Branson wal ked around to the front door
opposite the driver's side, while Van Effen wandered, aimessly as it seemned,
towards the rear. Had there been any cause for concern on the part of the



occupants, it would nave been allayed by the sight of two blue-overalled figures
busily doing nothing by the main doors. They were not to know (hey were Reston
and his friend.

Branson opened the front |eft-hand door and clinbed up two steps. He said to
the driver: *Sony about this. It happens. They're picking out a new route, a
safe route, for us to go up to Nob HII.'

The driver |ooked puzzled, no nore. He said: 'Were' s Ernie?
" Ernie?

'Lead coach driver."

"Ah! That's his name. Taken sick, |I'm afraid.*

' Taken sick?" Suspicion flared. '"Only two m nutes ago-

The driver twisted round in his seat as two minor explosions occurred in the
rear of the coach, |ess explosions than soft plops of sound, to the acconpanying
sounds of breaking glass and a hiss as of air escaping under pressure. The rear
of the coach was already enveloped in a dense, billowi ng and rapidly nushrooni ng
cloud of grey snmoke, so dense that it was inpossible
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to see the now closed rear door and the figure of Van Effen | eaning against it
and making sure it stayed that way. Every nman in the bus-or those who were stil
vi si bl e-had swung round in bis seat, reaching for a gun in an autonmatic but
usel ess reaction for there was nothing to be seen to fire at.

Branson held his breath, threw two of the grenade-shaped gas bonbs in rapid
succession - one in the front aisle, one at the driver's feet-junped to the
garage floor, slamed the door and held the handle, a sonewhat pointless
precaution as he knew, for the first inhalation of that gas produced i medi ate
unconsci ousness. After ten seconds he left, walked round the front of the bus
where he was joined by Van Effen. Reston and his conpanion had already closed
and bolted the main entrance. Now they were stripping off their overalls to
reveal the conservative and well cut suits beneath.

Reston said: 'Over? So soon? Just like that?' Branson nodded. 'But if one whiff
of that can knock a man out, surely it's going to kill themif they keep on
sitting there, | nean, inhaling the stuff all the tine?

They left via the side door, not too hurriedly, locking it behind them Branson
said: 'Contact with oxygen neutralizes the gas inside fifteen seconds. You could
wal k inside that bus now and be entirely unaffected. But it will be at |east an
hour before anyone in that bus conmes to.'

Harri man stepped out of a taxi as they cane round to the garage front. They
boarded, the coach-now the new rear coach of the notorcade-and Van Effen headed
for Nob Hll. Branson nade a switch in the fascia.

' p27?

'Yes.'



' How are things?*
"Quiet. Too dammed quiet. | don't like it.*
"What do you think is happening?

"I don't know. | can just see sonmeone on the phone asking for permission to
| aunch a couple of guided nissiles at us.'

' Perm ssion from whon?

"The highest nmilitary authority in the country,
"Could take tine to contact Washington.'

' Take damm-all time to contact Nob Hi Il

"Ch, nmy God!' Mnentarily, even Branson's habitual nassive cal mwas disturbed.
The highest military authority in the country was, indeed, in the next suite to
the Presi-
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dent in the Mark Hopkins hotel. General Cartland, Chief of Staff and adviser
extraordinary to the President, was indeed participating 'in that day's
not orcade. ' You know what happens if they do contact hin®"

"Yes. They'll cancel (he notorcade.' Chief of the Arned Forces though the
Presi dent mght be, he could be over-ruled in matters of security by bis Chief
of Staff. "Hold it a mnute.' There was a pause then Johnson said: 'One of the
guards at the gate is on the tel ephone. This could nean anything or nothing.'

Branson was conscious of a slight danpness in the region of his neck collar.
Al t hough he had given up the habit of prayer even before he'd left his nother's
knee, he prayed it was nothing. Perhaps the call to the guard was perfectly
i nnocuous: perhaps the outcone of the call night be innocuous : if it were not,
the many nonths and the quarter million dollars he'd spent in preparation for
this coup was so nuch irrecoverable water under the bridge

"PI?
"Yes?' Branson was dinly aware that his teeth were danped tightly together.

"You're not going to believe this but tower has just given us permssion to
l[ift off.’

Branson remained silent for a few nmonents while soneone lifted the Colden Gate
Bridge off his back. He was not one much given to brow nopping but this, if
ever, seened a warranted occasion. He refrained. He said: 'Never look a gift
horse in the nouth. How do you account for this?

"The guards must have said that they'd checked our identity papers and that
they were in order.'

"Start up, will you? I'd like to find out if |I can hear you over the racket of
the rotors.'



Twin lines of security nen, back to back at a distance of about six feet and
facing outwards, formed a protective lane for the short distance between the
hotel and the waiting Presidential coach, which seenmed rather superfluous as the
streets had been barricaded off fromthe public for a hundred yards all around
The visiting dignitaries fromthe Persian GQulf seened to be in no way put out by
this nor to be suffering from any cl austrophobic sense of inprisonment: in their
own horel ands, where the fine art of assassination had reached
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peaks as yet undreaned of in the United States, this was part and parcel of
their everyday lives: not only would they have felt naked without this overt
show of protection, they would have been offended if not humiliated by the very
concept that they were sufficiently uninportant not to nmerit the massive
security precaution.

The President |led the way, |ooking alnmst wistfully fromside to side as if
di sappointed that there was no one there for himto wave at. He was a tall
rather portly figure, immaculately attired in a tan gaberdine suit, with a
patrician face vaguely rem niscent of one of the better-fed Roman enperors and a
spl endid head of the purest silver hair which was w dely supposed to be his
especial pride and joy. One had but to look at himto appreciate that he bad
been dooned fromthe cradle to end up in the Oval office: that anyone el se
shoul d aspire to be-or be-the Chief Executive was quite unthinkable. Better
brains there mght be on Capitol HIl, but that magnificent presence was uni que.
As far as politicians went he was a man of the utnost probity-the fact that he
was a multi-mllionaire may have helped himin this-intelligent, hunorous and
was |oved, liked, admired or held in genuine affection to an extent that had
been achieved by no other President in the previous half century, a remarkable
but far from inpossible achievenent As always, he carried a stout cane, a relic
from that occasion when he had required it for alnpost two days after tripping
over the leash of his Labrador. That he had no need of the cane was quite
i ndi sputabl e. Perhaps he thought it rounded off his inage, or lent hima
slightly Rooseveltian aura. \Watever the reason, he was never seen in public or
private without it

He reached the coach, half-turned, smiled and bowed slightly as he ushered the
first of his guests aboard.

Precedence and pride of place went inevitably to the King: his vast kingdom
held as nmuch oil as the rest of the world put together. He was a tall, inposing
figure, a king fromthe floor-sweeping skirts of his dazzling white robes to the
top of the equally dazzling burnous. He had an aquiline dark face, with a
splendidly trimed white beard and the hooded eyes of a brooding eagle.
Supposedly the wealthiest nman in all history, he could easily have been a tyrant
and despot but was neither: against that 'his autocratic rule was
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absolute and the only | aws he obeyed were those he made hinself.

The Prince came next - his small shei khdom had never rated and never had had a
king. Wiile his territorial holdings cane to |less than five per cent of the
King's, his influence was alnpbst as great: his sheikhdom an arid and barren
expanse of sonme of the world' s nost inhospitable sands, was literally afloat on
a sea of oil. An extrovert and flanboyant personality, who owned a Cadillac for
every four mles of his principality's hundred mles of road - it was said with



sone authority that if one of his cars had the slightest nechanical trouble it
was regarded as obsolete and never used again, a fact which nust have given sone
smal | satisfaction to General Mtors - he was an excellent pilot, a remarkably
gifted race-car driver and an assiduous patron of many of the nobst exclusive
nightclubs in the world. He went to considerable lengths to cultivate his
reputation as an international playboy, an exercise which deceived nobody:

behi nd the facade lay the conputerized nmind of an outstandi ng businessman. He
was of medium height, well built and woul dn't have been seen dead in the
traditional Arab clothes. He was Savile Row s best custoner. 'Dapper' was the
only word to describe "him from the pointed crocodile shoes to the al nost

i nvi si bl e hairline noustache.

They were followed by Shei kh Tman and Shei kh Kharan, the oil mnisters
respectively of the King and the Prince. They | ooked remarkably alike and were
runoured to have the sane grandfather, which was not at all inpossible. Both
wore Western clothes, both were plunp, smiling alnbst to the point of beam ng
and extrenely shrewd indeed. The only way to tell them apart was while | man
sported a tiny black goatee beard Kharan was cl ean-shaven.

The next to board was General Cartland. Al though wearing civilian clothes-an
i nconspi cuous bl ue pin-stripe-he was unni stakably what he was. If he had been
wearing only a bath towel he would still have been i mediately recognizable as a
general. The erect bearing, the precise novenents, the clipped speech, the coo
bl ue eyes that never asked a question twice - everything narked him out for the
man he was. Even his grey hair was shorn. Although Cartland had nore than a
peri pheral interest in oil-he did, after all, require sone form of fuel for his
shi ps, tanks and pl anes-he was not al ong
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because of any special expertise in the oil business. He was along primarily
because the President refused to cross the street without him The President -
and he nmade no bones about it-was heavily dependent on Cartland for his advice,
far-ranging wi dth of experience and solid combn sense, a fact which had given
and still gave rise to considerable if wholly msplaced jeal ousy in Washington
Cool er judgenents in that city regarded him as being virtually irreplaceable as
Presidential adviser, and although this duty left himwth less and less tine to
run his arny, navy and air force Cartland seemed to cope with both tasks
effortlessly. He would have nade an excellent politician or statesman but had
unfortunately been cursed from birth with an unshakable incorruptibility and
noral integrity.

The next man to board was Hansen, the President's energy czar. He was the
| at est appointee to the post and as yet a largely unknown quantity. Hs
qualifications for the post were inpeccable but his experience so far slight.
Energy was one thing he appeared to possess in abundance. He was a darting
nervous, volatile individual, painfully thin, whose hands and dark eyes were
never still. He was reputed to have a first-class brain. This was his biggest -
i ndeed al nost his only-confrontation with great oil barons and his awareness of
being on trial was painful

Miuir went next. He was a very rubicund man, alnost bald, and the nunmber of bis
chins varied fromtw to four according to the angle of his neck. Unlike npst
fat nen he had a permanently dol eful expression. He had a positively bucolic
appearance about him an unsuccessful farnmer who concentrated |ess on the
production than the consunption of what he grew on his farm This proposed deal
with the Arab nations could raise as many political as physical problens, which



was why Under-Secretary of State Miir was along. Although it was al nost
i npossible to believe he was unquestionably the country's |eading expert on the
M ddl e East

The President waved the |ast nan aboard but John Morrison, waving his hand in
turn, declined. The President acknow edged the gesture, smled and preceded him
up the steps. Morrison, a burly, genial man of unquestionably Italian ancestry,
was not along for his energy expertise. Energy concerned him but not to the
extent of causing turn sleepless nights. He was along partly as a guide, partly
because he conceived it to be
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his duty to accept the Presidential invitation. Although the President was the
official host to his guests, this was Mrrison's parish and here he was both
host and ki ng. He was the Mayor of San Franci sco.

In the rear coach, sonme fifty yards away, Branson saw the Presidential coach
door close. He made a switch

*P2?

' Yes?' Johnson.
"W go now.'
"Now it is."

The notorcade noved off, led by a police car and notor-cycle outriders. They
were followed by the |lead coach, the Presidential coach, the rear coach, a
second police car and two nore outriders. There was no attenpt to nake any
scenic tour of the town, that had been attended to the previ ous afternoon soon
after Air Force One had landed at the International Airport. This was strictly a
busi ness trip. The notorcade went along California, right down Van Ness, |eft
al ong Lonmbard, angled right up Ri chardson Avenue and so into the Presidio. From
this point onwards the roads had been closed that norning to all normal traffic.
They took the Viaduct Approach, curving right and to the north until at |ast,
dead ahead, |ooned the imensity of the Colden Gate Bridge
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THREE

The CGolden Gate Bridge is unquestionably one of the engineering wonders of the
worl d. To San Franciscans, inevitably, it is the engineering wonder of the world
and as bridges gc it must be at once the nobst spectacul ar and graceful in
exi stence. To see the two great brick-red-or orange or ochre, according to the
quality of the light-towers energing from the dense banks of fog that so
frequently billow in fromthe Pacific is to experience a profound sense of
unreality and when the fog disperses conpletely the feeling changes to one of
di shelief and a benuuthnment of the senses that men had not only the audacity to
conceive of this epic poem in mechanical grandeur but also the technical
expertise to bring it into being. Even while the evidence of tbe eyes is
irrefutable it still remains difficult for the mnd to accept that it actually
is there.



That it is there at all is not, in fact, due to man but to one nman, a certain
Joseph B. Strauss, who, in the pig-headed fashion of considerable Americans,
despite seem ngly unsur-nountable and political difficulties and the assurances
of his architectural colleagues that his dream was a technical inpossibility,
just went ahead and built it anyway. The bridge was opened in My 1937

Until the construction of the Varrazano-Narrows Bridge in 1964, it was the
| ongest single-span suspension bridge in the world. Even now, it is only about
twenty yards shorter. The two nassive towers that support the bridge soar seven
hundred and fifty feet above the waters of the Golden Gate: the bridge's tota
length is just under one and three-quarter mles. The cost of construction was
$35, 000, 000: to replace it today sonething in the region of $200, 000,000 would
be needed.

The one sonbre aspect about the bridge is that for Anericans who find the
burdens of life intolerable to bear this is unquestionably the nobst favoured
poi nt of departure. There have been at |east five hundred known suicides:
probably as many again have gone undetected. There have been ei ght known
survivors. Anmong the rest, the possibility of survival
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seens extrenely renote. If any did indeed survive the shattering inpact of the
two hundred foot drop to the water, the surging tides and vicious currents of
the Golden Gate would swiftly have conpleted what the junp itself failed to do.
Those dangerous tides and currents nmeke their effect felt for some distance on
either side of the bridge. Three miles to the east |ies what used to be the
forbidding prison-fortress of Alcatraz Island. No precise figures of those who
attenpted escape by swinmming are available: but it is believed that only three
of those who tried it ever survived.

It is idle to speculate upon the choice of the bridge as a springboard to
eternity. Psychiatrists would have it that it is a spectacular and attention-
riveting finale to a drab and unspectacular life dragged out in a grey
anonynmity. But it would seem mat there is nothing either eye-catching or
spectacular in junmping into the darkness in the middle of the night

The procession made its stately way under the first of the giant towers. In the
uphol stered luxury of the Presidential coach, the King, Prince and their two oil
mni sters gazed around nemwith a carefully controlled degree of regal and vice-
regal appreciation, for although there was a marked absence of Golden Gate
Bridges in their dusty honel ands -and, indeed, no need for themit would not
have done to adnit that there were sone things better done in the Wst than in
the Mddle East Nor did they enthuse overmuch about the scenery, for although a
mllion square mles of drifting sands might not be without its attractions for
a honesick Bedouin, it could hardly be said to conpare with the lush and fertile
greenery of the farmland and forest |and mat stretched ahead of them across the
Gol den Gate. Indeed, the whole of the Bay Area could not have | ooked better than
it did on that splendid June norning, with the sun already clinbing high to
their right in a cloudless sky and sparkling iridescently off the blue-green
waters below. It was the perfect story-book setting for a day which, the
Presi dent and Hansen, his energy czar, devoutly hoped would have a story-book
endi ng.

The Prince | ooked around the coach, (bis time in open admiration, for he was
very much a man of his own generation and possessed of a passion for all things
mechani cal and said
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in bis clipped Oxford accent: 'My word, M President, you do know how to travel
in style. I wish I had one of those.'
"And so you shall,' the President said indulgently. 'My country would be

honoured to present you with one such, as soon as possible after your return to
your horel and. Equi pped to your own specifications, of course.

The King said drily: 'The Prince is accustonmed to ordering his vehicles by the
round dozen. No doubt, Acfaned, you would like a couple of those to go with it.’
He pointed upwards to where two naval helicopters were hovering overhead. 'You
do take good care of us, M President.'

The President smled non-committally. How could one comment upon the obvious?
General Cartland said: 'For decorative purposes only, your Hi ghness. Apart from
your own security men waiting on the other side and an occasional police car,
you will see nothing between here and San Rafael But the security is there all
the sane. Between here and San Rafael the notorcade will be under heavily armed
surveillance literally every yard of the way. There are crack-pots everywhere,
even in the United States.'

"Especially in the United States,' the President said darkly.
In nock seriousness the King said: 'So we are safe?
The President regained his smling conposure. "As in the vaults of Fort Knox.'

It was at this point, just after the |lead coach had passed the hal f-way mark
across the bridge, that five things happened in alnost bew lderingly rapid
succession. In the rear coach Branson pressed a button on the console in front
of him Two seconds later a small explosion occurred in the front of the |ead
coach, al nbst beneath the driver's feet. Although unhurt, the driver was
nonentarily shocked, then swore, recovered quickly and jamed his foot on the
brake pedal. Nothi ng happened.

"Sweet Jesus!' It took himall of another second to realize that his hydraulic
lines were gone. He jamed his hand-brake into the | ocked position and changed
down into first gear. The coach began to sl ow

Branson abruptly lifted bis right arm as abruptly lowered it again to
reinforce the left in bracing hinself against the fascia. Behind himhis nmen did
the sane, outstretched arns, slightly bent at the elbows as they had learnt in
frequent practices,
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braced agai nst the backs of the seats in front: nobody sat in the front seats.
Van Effen slipped the gear into neutral and kicked down on the brake pedal as if
he were trying to thrust it through the floor

The fact that Van Effen had recently and with malice aforethought seen fit to
de-activate his rear brake lights did little to help the plight of the hapless
driver of the police car behind. The notorcade was travelling slowy, about
twenty-five mles an hour, and the rear police car was trailing the coach by
about the sane nunber of feet. The driver had no reason to suspect that anything



m ght be amiss, for the bridge was closed to all traffic except the notorcade:
there was no earthly reason to expect anything should interfere with the snpoth
and even tenpo of their progress. He may even have spared a nonentary side
glance to admire the view. However it was, when he first realized that all was
not what it should have been the distance between them had hal ved. An

i ncredul ous doubl e-take cost 'him another few feet and, skilled police driver

t hough he was, his reactions were no faster than those of the next man and by
the time his foot had hit the brake the gap between hinself and the now
stationary coach had | essened to not nore than five feet. The effect of a car's
striking a solid and i nmovabl e object at twenty niles an hour has a |ess than
hunmorous effect on the occupants of that car: the four officers in the car were
no exception.

At the nonent of inpact Branson touched a second button on the fascia. The |ead
coach, slowing only by its hand-brake, was now doing no nore than ten nmiles an
hour when anot her small expl osion occurred in the drinks cabinet at the rear, an
expl osion followed immediately by a pronounced hissing as if caused by
conpressed air escaping under very high pressure. Wthin seconds the entire
conpartnent was filled with a dense, grey, obnoxious and noxious gas. The coach
al nost inmmediately out of control as the driver slunped forward over -the wheel
slewed slowy to the right and canme to a rest less than two feet fromthe side
of the road. Not that it would have mattered particularly if it had struck the
safety barriers on the side of the bridge which were of a nature to wi thstand
the assaults of anything less than a Chieftain tank.

The Presidential coach cane to no harm The driver had seen the |ead coach's
brake warning lights conme on, braked, pulled left to avoid the slew ng coach
ahead and cane to a
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rest beside it. The expressions of the twelve occupants of the coach expressed
varyi ng degrees of unhappiness but not, as yet, of alarm

The police car and two notor-cycle outriders |eading the notorcade had been
curiously slow to observe the confusion behind them Only now had they spotted
t he sl ewed coach and were beginning to turn

In the rear coach everything was taking place with the clockwork precision that
stermed from a score of practice runs that had covered all conceivable
potentialities. Van Effen junped down fromthe | eft-hand door, Yonoie fromthe
right, just as the two notor-cycle outriders pulled up al nbost al ongsi de. Van
Effen said: 'You better get in there fast. Looks |like we got a stiff on our
hands. '

Tha two patrol nen propped their machines and junped aboard the coach. They
could now no |onger be seen by the returning lead police car and outriders so it
- was safe to take swift and efficient action against them which was done wth
consi derabl e ease not |east because their attention had i mediately been caught
up by the sight of the bound figure lying sprawled on the floor in the rear
ai sl e.

Seven nmen energed swiftly from the doors of the coach. Five of those joined Van
Ef fen and Yonnie and ran towards the other coaches. Two nore ran back towards
the crashed police car. Two others inside the coach swng wi de the rear door and
nmount ed what appeared to be a relatively harm ess length of steel tubing on a
tripod stand. Branson and Jensen renmined where they were: the bound nman on the



floor, whose identity Jensen had taken over, regarded them all severally with a
bal ef ul expression but, beyond that, the options open to him were rather
[imted.

The two nen who had run back towards the crashed police car were called

Kowal ski and Peters. They didn't look like crimnals, unless a couple of
prosperous young comuters from the stockbroker belt could be called crimnals.
Yonni e apart, none of Branson's associ ates bore any resenbl ance whatever to the
popul ar concept of those who habitually stepped outside the law. Both nen, in
fact, had killed a nunber of tines, but then only legally - as far as the term
"legal' could be interpreted - as nmenbers of a highly specialized Marine
commando unit in Vietnam Disillusionl® wit*lcivilian life they'd found their
next best panacea with Branson, who
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had a splendid eye for the recruitment of such nen. They had not killed since
Branson approved of violence if and when necessary: killing was not permtted
except as a last resort. In his thirteen years of upsetting law officers in the
United States, Canada and Mexi co, Branson had not yet had to have recourse to
the last resort. Wiether this was due to noral scruples or not was unclear: what
was clear was that Branson regarded it as bad business. The degree of intensity
of police efforts to catch robbers as opposed to nurderers differed quite
appreci ably.

The wi ndows of botfi front doors of the car were wound down - obviously they
had been so at the nmonent of the crash. The four uniforned men seated inside had
not been seriously injured but clearly had been badly shaken and had suffered
m nor danage, the worst of which appeared to be a broken nose sustained by (he
man in the front seat next to the driver. For the nobst part they were just
dazed, too dazed, in any effect to offer any resistance to the renoval of their
weapons. Working in smooth uni son Kowal ski and Peters wound up the front
wi ndows. Peters closed his door while Kowal ski threw in a gas bonb and cl osed
his in turn.

None of any of this action had been w tnessed by the returning police car's
crew or the motor-cycle outriders. The policenen left their cars and machi nes
and were cautiously approaching the | ead coach when Yonnie and Van Effen with
the five others came running up. Al had guns of one kind or another in their
hands.

"Quicklyl* Van Effen shouted. 'Take cover! There are a couple of crazy bastards
back in that coach there, one with a bazooka, the other with a Schneisser. GCet
behi nd the bos!'

Gven tinme to consider the matter the policenen night have queried Van Effen's
statenments but they weren't given the time and the instinct for imediate if
irrational self-preservation remains always paramount. Van Effen checked quickly
to see if they were hidden fromthe view of the Presidential coach. They were.
Not that 'he feared anything from that source, he just wanted to be spared the
chore of blasting open the lock of the door that would be surely |ocked against
themif their actions were observed.

He nodded to Yonnie and wal ked away with another man towards the rear of the
bus. Whatever might be said, and had unkindly been said, about Yoanie's cerebral
limtations, this



37

was the situation he had been born for, a basically elenental one in which
action took precedence over thoughts. Long training had even given the
vocabul ary appropriate to the occasion. He said: 'Let's kinda put our hands up
huh?'

The six nen turned round. Their expressions ran through the ganmut of

ast oni shment, anger and then resignation. Resignation was all that was |eft
them They had, with reason enough, not yet thought it time to produce their own
weapons, and when the wise man is confronted at point-blank range with a pair of
submachi ne- pi stol s he does what he is told and just kinda puts his hands up
Yonni e kept them covered while another man relieved them of their pistols. The
remai ning two nen began to run back towards the rear coach as soon as they saw
Van Effen and another clinb aboard the Presidential coach.

The reaction of those aboard this coach had, so far, anpunted to no nore than
an anmal gam of perplexity and annoyance, and even that was slight enough. One or
two were making the custonmary |aborious effort to rise when Van Ef fen nount ed
the steps.

'"Please relax, gentlenen,' he said. 'Just a slight delay.' Such is the
authority of even a white coat-in a street accident a cromd will nmake way for a
man in a butcher's apron-that everybody subsided. Van Effen produced an
unpl easant - | ooki ng weapon, a doubl e-barrelled 12-bore shotgun with nost of the

barrel and stock renpved to nake for easier transport, if not accuracy. 'I am
afraid this is what you nmight call a hold-up or hi-jack or kidnap. | don't
suppose it matters very nuch what you call it. Just please renmain where you
are.'

'Good God in heaven! "The President stared at Van Effen's noonface as if he
were a creature from outer space. H s eyes, as if drawn magnetically, went to
the- King and the Prince, then he returned 'his incredul ous, outraged gaze to
Van Effen. 'Are you insane? Don't you know whom | an®? Don't you know you're
pointing a gun at the President of the United States?

"I know. You can't help being what you are any nore than | can hel p being what
I am As for pointing guns at Presidents, it's a long if not very honourable
tradition in our country. Please do not give any trouble.' Van Effen |ooked
directly at General Cartland - he'd had hi munder indirect observation fromthe
nonment he had entered the coach
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"Ceneral, it is known that you always carry a gun. Please let nme have it.
Pl ease do not be clever. Your .22 can be nasty enough if it is accurate enough
this whippet will blast a hole the size of your hand through your chest. You are
not the man, | know, to confuse courage w th suicide.

Cartland sniled faintly, nodded, produced a small, black, narrow automatic and
handed it across.

Van Effen said, "Thank you. |I'm afraid you will have to renmain seated for the
nmonent at |east. You -have only ny word for it, but if you offer no violence you
will receive none.'



A profound silence descended. The King, eyes closed and hands folded across his
chest, appeared to be communing either with hinmself or with the All-powerful
Suddenly he opened his eyes, |ooked at the President and said: 'Just how safe
are the vaults in Fort Knox?'

"You'd better believe nme, Hendrix,' Branson said. He was talking into a hand-
hel d m crophone. 'W have the President, the King and the Prince. |If you wll

wait a minute or two I'll have the President 'hinself confirmthat to you
Meantime, please don't attenpt anything so stupid or rash as to try to approach
us. Let nme give you a denonstration. | assume you have sone patrol cars near the

south entrance and that you are in radio contact with then?

Hendrix didn't look |Iike anyone's conception of a Chief of Police. He | ooked
like a professorial refugee fromthe canpus of the near-by university. He was
tall, slender, dark, slightly stooped and invariably immacul ately grooned and
conservatively dressed. A great nunber of people tenporarily or permanently
deprived of their freedom would have freely if blasphenpusly attested to the
fact that he was very very intelligent indeed. There was no nore brilliant or
brilliantly effective policeman in the country. At that nonent, however, that
fine intelligence was in tenporary abeyance. He felt stunned and had about him
the ook of a man who has just seen all his nightnmares cone true

He said: 'l am"

"Very well. Wait.'

Branson turned and nade a signal to the two nmen at the rear of the coach. There
was a sudden expl osi ve whoosh fromthe recoil-1less mnissile weapon nmounted at the
rear. Three
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seconds later a cloud of dense grey snpke erupted between the pilous of the
south tower. Branson spoke into the microphone. 'Well?

"Sonme kind of explosion,' Hendrix said. His voice was remarkably steady. 'Lots
of snoke, if it is snoke.'

"A nerve gas. Not permanently damagi ng, but incapacitating. Takes about ten
mnutes' time before it oxidizes. If we have to use it and a breeze comes up
fromthe north-west, north or north-east-well, it will be your responsibility,
you understand.'

"l understand."'

' Conventional gas-masks are useless against it Do you understand that also?

"l understand."’

"W have -a simlar weapon covering the northern end of the bridge. You wll
i nform police squads and units of the arned forces of the inadvisability of
attenpting to nove out on to the bridge. You understand that too?

'Yes.'

"You will have been inforned of the presence of two naval helicopters hovering
over the bridge?



"Yes.' The rather hunted | ook had left Hendrix's face and his nmind was clearly
back into top gear. 'l find it rather puzzling, | nust say.

"It needn't be. They are in our hands. Have an immediate alarm put through to
all local arnmy and naval air commanders. Tell themif any attenpt is made to
di spatch fighters to shoot down those helicopters they will have very unpl easant
effects on the President and his friends. Tell them that we shall know
i medi ately whenever any such plane does lift off. The Munt Tanual pais radar
stations are in our hands.

' Good CGod!' Hendrix was back to square one

"He won't help. They are nmanned by conpetent radar operators. No attenpt will
be nmade to retake those stations whether by land or airborne assault. |If such an
assault is nade we are aware that we have no nmeans of preventing it. However,
do not think that the President, King or Prince would ook kindly upon any
i ndi vidual who was responsible for depriving them of, say, their right ears.

Pl ease do not think that | am not serious. W shall deliver them by hand, in a
seal ed plastic bag.'

"No such attenpt will be nade.' Captain Canpbell, a burly,
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sandy- haired, red-faced and nornmally jovial character whom Hendrix regarded as
his right-hand nman. regarded Hendrix with some surprise, not because of what he
had just said but because it was the first tine he had ever seen Hendrix with
beads of sweat on his brow In an unconscious gesture Canpbell reached up and
touched his own forehead, then |ooked with a feeling of grave disquiet at the
danpened back of his hand.

Branson said: 'l hope you nean what you say. | will contact you shortly.'

"It will be in order if | come down to the bridge? It would appear that | have
to set up sone kind of comunications headquarters and that seens the nost
| ogical place for it to be.

"That will be in order. But do not nove out on to the bridge. And pl ease
prevent any private cars from entering the Presidio. Violence is the very |ast
thing we want but if some arises | do not w sh innocent people to suffer.’

"You are very considerate.' Hendrix sounded, perhaps justifiably, nore than a
little bitter.

Branson snmiled and replaced the m crophone.

The gas inside the |lead coach had vani shed but the effect it had had on the
occupants had not. Al were still profoundly unconscious. Sone two or three had
fallen into the aisle without, apparently, having sustained any injuries in the
process. For the nobst part, however, they just remmined slunped in their seats
or had fallen forward against the backs of the seats in front of them

Yonnie and Bartlett noved anong them but not in the capacity of ninistering
angels. Bartlett, at twenty-six, was the youngest of Branson's men, and | ooked
every inch a fresh-faced coll ege boy which he every inch was not. They were
searching every person in the coach, and searching them very thoroughly indeed



t hose who were being subjected to this indignity being in no position to object.
The lady journalists were spared this but their handbags were neticul ously
examined. It said nmuch for the standards that Branson inposed that none of the
several thousand dollars that passed through the hands of Yonnie and Bartlett
found its way into either of their pockets. Robbery on a grand scale was big
busi ness: robbery on a small scale was petty |arceny and not
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to be tolerated. In any event, they weren't |ooking for noney, they were
| ooking for guns. Branson had reasoned, and correctly as it turned out, that
there would be several special agents in the journalists' coach, whose
assi gnnent would be not the direct protection of the President and his guests
but the surveillance of the journalists thensel ves. Because of the world-w de
i nterest aroused by the visit of the Arabian oil princes to the United States,
at least ten of those journalists aboard were from abroad - four from Europe,
the sane fromthe @Qulf States and one each from Nigeria and Venezuel a, countries
which nmight well be regarded as having a pressing interest in any transactions
between the major oil states and the United States.

They found three such guns and pocketed them The three owners of the guns were
handcuffed and left where they were. Yonnie and Bartlett descended and joi ned
the man who was guarding the six still largely unconprehendi ng policenen who
wer e handcuffed together in single file. Another man was seated behind one of
the bazooka-like missile firers that was guarding the north tower. Here, as at
the southern end, everything was conpletely under control, everything had gone
preci sely as Branson had neticul ously and with nmuch | abour planned over the
precedi ng nonths. Branson had every reason to be feeling agreeably pleased with
hi msel f.

Branson, as he stepped down from the rear coach, |ooked neither pleased nor
di spl eased. Things had gone as he had expected themto and that was that. H's
foll owers had often remarked, although never in his hearing, on Branson's al nost
staggering self-confidence: on the other hand they had to adnmit that he had
never, as yet, failed to justify his utter trust in hinself. O Branson's
per manent nucl eus of eighteen men, nine of them had spent various tines in
various penitentiaries up and down the country reflecting upon the vagaries of
fortune. But that was before they had been recruited by Branson. Since then not
one of the eighteen had even got as far as a court-roomfar |ess the prison
wal I s: when it was taken into account that those included such semn -pernanent
guests of the United States Governnent as Parker this record could be regarded
as an achievement of no little note.

Branson wal ked forward to the Presidential coach. Van
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Etten was standing in tbe doorway. Branson said: Tm noving the |ead coach ahead
a bit. Tell your driver to Ww rnp'

He noved into the lead coach and with Yonnie's help dragged clear the slunped
driver behind the whet He ~,.u into the vacant seat, started the engine, engaged
gear, straightened out the coach and eased it forward for a distance of about
fifty yards, bringing k to a halt with the use of the hand-brake. The
Presidential coach followed, pulling up only feet behind them



Branson descended and wal ked back in the direction of the south tower. Wen he
came to the precise niddle of the bridge-the point at which the enornopus
suspension cables were at their [owest - he |ooked behind himand again in front
of him The fifty yards of the npbst central section of the bridge, the sections
where the helicopter rotors would be nost unlikely to be fouled by the cables,
even if subjected to the unseen and unforeseen vagaries of w nd, was clear.
Branson wal ked clear of the area and waved to the two nachines (Shattering
over head. Johnson and Bradl ey brought their naval helicopters down easily and
with the mnimum of fuss. For the first tine in its long and august history the
CGol den Gate Bridge was in use as a helipad

Branson boarded the Presidential coach. Everyone there was instinctively aware
that '"he was the | eader of their kidnappers, the man behind their present
troubles, and their reception of himdid not even begin to border on the cordial
The four oil nen and Cartland | ooked at him inpassively: Hansen, understandably,
was nore jittery and nervous than ever, his hands and eyes for ever on the rapid
and, al nrost furtive nove: Miir was his usual somolent self, his eyes half-closed
as if he were on the verge of dropping off to sleep: Mayor Morrison, who had won
so many nedals in the Second Wrld War that he could scarcely have found room
for them even on his nmassive chest, was just plain furious: and so,

i ndi sputably, was the President: that expression of kindly tol erance and
conpassi onate wi sdom which '"had endeared himto the hearts of mllions '"had for
the nonent been tucked away in the deep freeze.

Branson said wi thout preanble but pleasantly enough: 'My nanme is Branson.
Morning, M President. Your Hi ghnesses. | would like -'

"You would like!" The President was icily angry but he had
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the expression on his face and the tone in his voice under control: you don't

have two hundred mllion people call you President and behave |ike an unhi nged

rock star. 'l suggest we dispense with the charade, with the hypocrisy of enpty

politeness. W are you, sir?

"l told you. Branson. And | see no reason why the normal courtesies of life
shoul d not be observed. It would be pleasant if we were to begin our
rel ati onship - an enforced introduction on your side, | agree - on a cal ner and
nore reasonable basis. It would make things so nuch nore pleasant if we behaved
in a nore civilized fashion.'

"Civilized? The President stared at himin a genui ne astonishnment that swiftly
regressed to his forner fury. 'You! A person like you. A thug! A crook! A

hoodl um A comon crimnal. And you dare suggest we behave in a nore civilized
fashion."’

"A thug? No. A crook? Yes. A hoodlun? No. A common crimnal? No. |I'ma nost
uncommon crimnal. However, |I'm not sorry you adopt this attitude. Having you
express yourself with such hostility to me doesn't nmean that it eases ny
conscience in "what | may have to do to you. | don't have any conscience. But it
makes life that nmuch sinpler for nme. Not having to hold your hand-1 don't speak
literally, you understand - mekes it all that nuch easier for ne to achieve ny
ends.'



"I don't think you'll be called upon to hold any hands, Branson." Cartland' s
voice was very dry. 'How are we to regard ourselves? As ki dnapees? As ransom for
sonme | ost cause you hold dear?"

"The only lost cause | hold dear is standing before you.'

' Then hostages to fortune?

That's nearer it. Hostages to a very large fortune, | trust.' He | ooked again
at the President. 'I genuinely do apologize for any affront or inconvenience

caused by me to your foreign guests.*

"I nconveni ence!' The President's shoul ders sagged as he invoked his tragic
Muse. 'You don™t know what irreparable danmage you have done this day, Branson.'

"I wasn't aware that | had done any yet. O are you referring to their
Hi ghnesses here? | don't see what damage | can have caused there. Or are you
referring to your little trip to San Rafael today-1'mafraid we'll have to

post pone t hat
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for a bit-to inspect the site of what will be the biggest oil refinery in the
worl d?' He smled and nodded towards the oil nrinces. 'They reallv have vou and
Hansen over a barrel there, don't they, M President - an oil barrel? First they
rob you blind over oil sales, accunulate so nmuch loot that they can't find hones
for all of it, conceive the bright idea of investing it in the land of the
robbed, come up with the concept of building this refinery and petro-chem ca
conpl ex on the Wst Coast and running it thenselves - with your technical help
of course-on their own oil which would cost them nothing. The foreseeable
profits are staggering, a |large portion of which would be passed on to you in
the form of vastly reduced oil prices. Bonanzas all round. |I'm afraid

i nternational finance is beyond ny scope -1 prefer to nake ny noney in a nore
direct fashion. If you think your deal is going to slip through because of the
of fence now being given to those Arabian gentlenen you nust be an awful | ot nore
nai ve than a President of the United States has any right to be. Those are not
gentl emen to be swayed by personal considerations. They have tungsten stee
where their hearts should be and |IBM conputers for brains.' He paused. 'I'm not
being very polite to your guests, am|?

Neither the King nor Prince Achned were quite so inpassive now. their eyes, as
they | ooked at Branson, were expressive of a distinct yearning

Cartland said: 'You seemto be in no great hurry to get on with whatever you
intend to get on with."

"How right you are. The need for speed has now gone. Tinme is no |onger of the
essence except that the longer | spend here the nore profitable it is going to
be for nme. That | shall explain later. In the nmeantine, the |onger you renain
here the nore tinme it will give both you and your peoples both here and in the
Qulf States to appreciate just what a pretty pickle you find yourselves in. And
believe nme, you are in a pickle. Think about it*

Branson wal ked to the rear of the coach and spoke to the blond young sol dier
Who was manni ng the massive conmuni cation conplex. 'Wat's your nane?



The sol dier, who had heard all that had gone on and obviously didnt |ike any of
t, hesitated, then said grudgingly: 'Boyann.

Branson 'handed him a piece of paper. 'Get this nunber,
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pl ease. It's just local.'

"CGet it yourself.

el did -ay "please".

G to hell.'

Branson Shrugged and turned. 'Van Effen?

' Yes?'

"Bring Chrysler here." He turned to Boyann. 'Chrysler has forgotten a great
deal more about tel ecomunications than you' ve learnt so far. You think | hadn't
anticipated nmeeting up with young heroes? He spoke again to Van Eff en. 'And
when you bring him take Boyann here out and have himthrown over the side of the
bridge into the Golden Gate.'

'Ri ght away.

"Stop!' The President was shocked and showed it 'You would never dare.

"Gve nme sufficient provocation and |I'Il have you thrown over the side too.
know it seens hard but you' ve got to find out sonme way, sone tinme, that | mean
what | say.'

Miuir stirred and spoke for the first tine. He sounded tired. 'I think | detect
a note of sincerity in this fellows voice. He nmay, mark you, be a convincing
bluffer. 1, for one, wouldn't care to be the person responsible for taking the
chance.'

The President bent an inimcal eye on the Under-Secretary but Miir seenmed to
have gone to sleep. Cartland said in a quiet voice: 'Boyann, do what you are
told.'

"Yes, sir.' Boyann seened nore than happy to have had the decision taken out of
his hands. He took the paper from Branson who said: 'You can put it through to
the phone by that chair opposite the President's? Boyann nodded. 'And patch it
in to the President's? Boyann nodded again. Branson left and took his seat in
the vacant arnchair.

Boyann got through imediately: clearly, the call had been awaited

'Hendrix,' the voice said.

' Branson here."

"Yes. Branson. Peter Branson. God, | night have guessed!' There was a silence
then Hendrix said quietly: 'I've always wanted to nmeet you, Branson.'



"And so you shall, my dear fellow, and nmuch sooner than you think. I'd like to
speak to you later. Meantime, | wouldn't be surprised if Che President didn't
want to have a word with
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you.' Branson stood up, not without difficulty, and offered both the tel ephone
and seat to Morrison who in turn struggled to his feet and accepted the offer
with alacrity.

The President ran true to the form of any President who nmight have been so
unfortunate as to find hinself in his position. He ran through the whol e ganut
of incredulity, outrage, disbelief and horror that not only the Chief Executive
but, even nore inportant, foreign potentates should find thenselves in a
situation so preposterous as to be, in his opinion, without parallel in history.
He laid the blanme, predictably, entirely at Hendrix's door - security cover, as
the President knew all too well, was arranged by Washington and the |ocal police
forces did precisely what they were told to do, but the President's nenory,
| ogic and sense of justice had gone into a state of shock-and ended up by
demandi ng that Hendrix's duty was to clear up the whole damable nmess and that
he shoul d do sonething about it inmediately.

Hendri x, Who had a great deal longer tine to consider nme situation, renained
adnmrably calm He said: 'Wat do you suggest | do about it, sir?

The incoherent splutterings that followed were indication enough that
constructive suggestions were at that nmonment sone |ight years away from the
President's mind. Mrrison took advantage of the monmentary hiatus

‘Bernard? John here.' Morrison snmiled wthout meaning to. The voters aren't
going to like this, Bernard.'

"All one hundred and fifty mllion of then?
Again the sane smile. '"If we nust think nationally, yes.

"I'mafraid this is going to turn into a national problem John. In fact, you
know damm wel|l it already is. Aad on the political side it's too big for either
of us.'

"You cheer ne greatly, Bernard.'

"I wish someone would cheer nme. Do you think our friend would let nme speak to
the General ?'

TB ask.' He asked and Branson nodded am ably enough. The other occupants of the
coach eyed one another with a mounting degree of suspicion and apprehension,
both directed agai nst Branson. The man was too utterly sure of hinself. And, as
matters stood at that noment, there seened to be little reason why he shoul dn't
be. He just didn't hold all the aces in the pack - he held a pack full of aces.
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Hendri x said: 'General Cartland? Hendrix. The way | sec it, sir, this is going
to be as much a mlitary operation as a police one. Mich nore so, if |I'm any
judge. | should caU in the senior nilitary officers on the coast?



*Hi gher than that*

The Pent agon?

"At once.'

'Local action?

eDam all. Wait until the situation stabilizes itself - and we find out what
this madnman wants.' Branson sniled politely but as usual the smile never touched
his eyes. 'According to what he says hinself-if you can believe a word he says-

time is not of the essence. | think he wants to talk to you.'

Branson took the phone from Cartland and eased hinself confortably into the

arnchair. 'One or two questions and requests, Hendrix. | think | amin the
position to expect answers and conpliance with whatever | want Wuldn't you
agree?*

"I'mlistening."”
'Has the news been broken yet?*

"What the hell do you nean broken? Half of San Franci sco can see you stuck out
on that dammed bridge."'

"That's no way to speak of my favourite bridge. Nationwide is what | nean.'
"It'1l get around fast enough.'

"See that it gets around now. The comunication mnmedia, as those people term

t hemsel ves nowadays, are going to be interested. | am prepared to allow, no,
that's wong, | insist that you put a helicopter, no, two helicopters at the
di sposal of some of the hundreds of news caneramen who will wi sh to record this

historic event The Bay Area is thick with suitable nmachines, both mlitary and
civilian.*
There was a silence then Hendrix said: 'Wat the devil do you want those for?
"Qobviously, surely. Publicity. The maxi num exposure. | want every person in
Anerica and indeed every person in the world who is within reach of a television
set to see just what a predicanent the President and 'his Arabian friends are
in. And they are in a predicanent, wouldn't you say?"

Anot her silence. 'This publicity, of course, you will use as a lever to get
publ i c opinion on your side, to help you obtain
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what you want, whatever that night be?
‘What el se?l

Hendrix said heavily: 'You wouldn't like ne to send a coach-load of reporters
on to the bridge, would you?

Branson smiled into the tel ephone. 'A coach-load of reporters | wouldn't mind
but I dont nuch fancy a coach-load of FBI nmen arnmed to the teeth and di sgui sed



as reporters. No, | think well pass that one up. Besides, reporters we have, our
own coach-1oad.’

"What's to prevent me from | oading those helicopters up with troops, maybe
par at roopers?

Branson sighed. 'Only your own commobn sense. W've got hostages, or had you
forgotten? A bullet can reach the President far nore quickly than a paratrooper
ever could.' Branson glanced at the President, whose expression indicated (that
he clearly didnt care to be used as a bargaining counter.

"You wouldn't dare. You' d defeat your own ends. You'd 'have nothing left to
bl ackmai | us with.

"I'd still have a king and a prince. Try nme and see. You're whistling in the
dark and you know it. Or do you want to go down in history as the man
responsi ble for the deaths of a president, a king and a prince?" Hendrix made no
reply. It was clearly not a role he envisaged for hinself. 'However, it hasn't
escaped nme that there night be sone death-or-glory hotheads who woul d stop at
nothing in taking blind ganbles, so |Ve got ny second request to nmake now. This
area is crammed with mlitary stations-the Presidio itself, Fort Baker, Treasure
Island, Forts Funston, MIley and Mason, Fort Barry, Cronkite-you nane them
they're around and all within easy reach of here by road. |'d be very surprised
if between them they cant rustle up the two nobile self-propelled rapid-fire
anti-aircraft guns which I want on the bridge within the hour. Plenty of
ammuni tion, of course-and Che arny will test them out first You know how sone of
fbat hardware gets afflicted with all kinds of jinxes.

"You're quite mad.'

"A divine sort of madness. Instructions now.'
1 refuse.'

"You refuse? General Cartland?'

Cartl and heaved hinself upright and wal ked heavily down the coach. He took the
phone and said quietly: 'Do what

t he madman asks. Don't you recogni ze negal omani a when you hear it?

"That was very unkind, General.' Branson sniled and retrieved the phone. 'You
have the nessage, Hendrix?'

"I have the nmessage.' Hendrix sounded as if he were being strangled

"My third request. Call up a couple of squads of army engineers. | want two
sets of steel barriers built on the bridge, one under either tower. They are to
be strong enough to stop a tank and hi gh enough - barbed at the top, of course-
to prevent anyone from clinbing over. The north barrier is to be unbroken, the
south wnii a hinged central section, wi de enough to permt the passage of a
j eep, and capabl e of being opened fromthe inside-our side-only. The barriers
will be anchored to the sides of the bridge by bolting or welding and secured to
the roadway by pneumatically driven spikes. But the army will know a great dea
nore about such things than | do. | shall supervise the operations personally."



Hendri x seemed to be having sone difficulty with his breathing. Finally he
sai d: ' VWy?

"It's those nasty fogs that cone rolling in fromthe Pacific all the tine. Mre
often than not they cover the bridge-in fact | can see one coning in right now'
Branson sounded al nost apol ogetic. 'It would be too easy to rush us under fog
cover.'

"And why the hinged section in the south barrier?"

"I thought | told you. To pernmt the passage of a jeep. For such things as
negotiating conmttees, a doctor if need be and She transport of the best food
and drink in town.

"Jesus! You have your nerve, Branson."

"Nerve?' Branson was hurt This humanitarian consideration of the well-being of
ny fellow man? You call that nerve? Kings and presidents are not accustoned to
goi ng hungry. Anong other things you don't want to go down in history as,
Hendri x, includes, |I'm sure, being the man responsible for starving kings and
presidents to death. Think of the verdict of history.

Hendrix was silent. He may or nmay not have been thinking about the verdict of
hi story.

Branson went on: 'And we nust not forget the delicate sensibilities of royalty.
Before the barriers are in place we'd like to 'have a couple of nobile latrine
vans in position.
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Equi pped, of course, to the very highest standards - and that does not include
being | oaded to the gunwal es with FBI agents. You have all that, Hendrix?

"It's been recorded.’

"Then set the wheels in motion. Or nust | call in General Cartland again?
It will be done.’

* Now?"'

* Now.

Branson cradl ed the phone on his knee and | ooked at it wonderingly. 'And he
didn't even tell nme | couldn't get off with it* He lifted the phone again. 'Last
request, Hendrix, but the npost inportant one. The President is tenporarily
i ncapacitated. How can one talk to the |eader of a |eaderless nation?

The Vice-President is already in Chicago. He's on his way to O Hare airfield
now. '

" Spl endid. Splendid. Co-operation without even asking for it But |I'm afraid
"Il also have to ask for the co-operation of one or two other senior mnisters
of the government | knowit's asking for a lot but |I feel -'



' Spare ne your school boy humour, Branson.' There was an edge to Hendrix's voice
now but it was a tired edge. 'l suppose you 'have sone people in m nd?

"Just a couple, that's all.' Branson had a gift for sounding emnently
reasonabl e when naking the nobst unreasonabl e denands.

"And if you get them and the Vice-President together here | suppose you'll neke
all three of them hostages too.'

"No. You've only got my word for it, of course, but no. You're |osing whatever
grip you had, Hendrix. You don't kidnap negotiators. If you did you' d have to
negotiate with someone else and so on down the line until we canme to someone
like you.' Branson awaited for conment but Hendrix appeared to be beyond conment
"I want the Secretary of State.'

"He's on his way.

"A nmind-reader, no |ess! From where?"

"Los Angel es.'

' How very conveni ent How conme he was there?

"An | MF neeting.

| MF1? Then that nmeans -'
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Branson replaced the receiver. "Well, well, well. Little Peter Branson vis-&
vis, the Secretary of the Treasury. What a tSte-a-t& e this should be. | thought

the day woul d never cone."

"Yes,' Hendrix said wearily. "The Secretary of fee Treasury was there. He's
flying up with 'him'
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FOUR

Pai d Revson surfaced slowy, alnpbst reluctandy, to a state of consciousness.
His eyelids felt |eaden, his head fuzzy and he thought that he had gone slightly
deaf. Otherwise he felt no after-effects from having been gassed-he knew 'he
nmust have been gassed but everything had happened so quickly after the expl osion
under the driver's feet that he had no clear recollection of what 'had happened
As his eyesight cleared he | ooked around him By bos side a girl with a nop of
bl onde hair was huddkd forward agai nst the back of the seat before her, her neck
twi sted at an unconfortable angle. Sone people, he saw, were lying in the aisle,
apparently asleep. A score of others were still in their seats, all resting at
the noat unconfortable angles: sone of them like hinself, were just beginning
to stir. He peered through the coach wi ndow, blinked unbelievingly, then stared
again. As a born and bred San Franciscan it took himnothing flat to realize
that their coach was baked al nbst squarely in the nmiddle of the Golden Gate
Bridge. It was a circunstance, he felt, which called for sone explanation.

He turned his inmediate attention to the girl at his side. She was worth
anyone's attention. She was possessed of a slight figure, hardly strong enough



one woul d have thought, to lug around the heavy cin&pound; canera which
shoul der - sl ung, acconpani ed her everywhere. Hi e blonde hair was so bl eached-
naturally, Revson thought-that it alnost qualified for the description of

pl ati num and she was quite beautiful with a very pale skin that the sun never
appeared to touch. She was, she had given himto understand, a fashion

phot ographer for one of the major TV conpanies and as the official party of this
Presidential trip was exclusively nale it was rather difficult to understand
just why she was there. It didn't nake sense, but nen, again, neither did nost
Presidential trips. Her name was equally preposterous. April Wdnesday, she
called herself, and her press card bore ms out Revson could only assune that
she had been born of singularly uninmaginative parents who, as christening day
approached, had seized upon the birth date
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as the easy way out.

He put his hands on her Shoul ders and gently pulled her upright. The bl onde
head | oll ed against his shoulder. He had no idea how to revive people who had
suffered from some form of gas poisoning. Should he shake her, slap her cheek
gently or just let her sleep it off? He was spared the resolution of this
probl em when she stirred, shivered for sonme reason or other - although she was
clad in only & thin and narkedly abbreviated green silk dress, the tenperature
in the bus nust have been in the eighties-then opened her eyes and gazed
unbl i nki ngly at Revson's.

In a face not noticeably |acking other comendabl e features, those eyes were by
far the nost renmarkable feature. They were huge, clear, of a startling deep sea-
green and were possessed of an odd quality of purity and innocence. Revson
wondered idly just how devi ous she was: any young wonman who toted a canera for a
TV conmpany mnust have | ost her innocence quite sone <tine ago, assuning she was
possessed of any in the first place.

She said, not taking her eyes from his: "Wat happened?

"At a guess, sone joker nust have let off a gas bonb. The instant effect
variety. How do you feel ?

" Punch-drunk. Hung-over. You know what | nmean?' He nodded. "Wy would anyone
want to do a thing like that?

Wy a lot of things." He |looked at his watch. 'Ww. after an hour and ten
mnutes, are we still stranded in the mddle of the Colden Gate Bridge?

"What !

' Look around you.

She | ooked around her, slowy acknow edging the reality of the surroundings.
Suddenly she stiffened and caught hold of (be hand that was still around her

shoul ders.

Those two nen across the aisle.' Her voice had dropped to a whisper. They're
weari ng handcuffs,'

Revson bent forward and | ooked. The two large and still sleeping nmen were
undoubt edl y wearing handcuffs.



«\Wy?' Again the whisper.
"How should | know why? |'ve just conme to nyself.*
"Well, then, why aren't we wearing then?

' How shoul d-we are anobng the bl essed.' He |ooked over his shoul der and saw the
Presi dential coach parked just behind them 'Excuse nme. As a good journalist |
think the odd prob-
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ing question is in order.' '"I"'mconing with you.'

"Sure.' She stepped into the aisle and he followed. Instead of noving directly
after her he lifted the coat |apel of the nearest of the sleeping nen. An enpty
shoul der hol ster was much in evidence. He followed the girl. At the front door
he noticed tthat the driver, still sound asleep, was propped against the right-
band front door, quite sone distance from his seat: obviously, he hadn't nade it
there under !'hts own steam

He joined ne girl on the bridge. A very large and extrenely ugly policenman -
Yonnie 'bad the kind of face that would have given any force a bad nane-was
poi nting a machi ne-pistol at them That a policenman should be pointing a gun at
them was peculiar enough. That a policeman should be armed with a machi ne-gun
was even nore peculiar. Mst peculiar of all, however, was the spectacle of six
scow i ng and clearly unhappy policenen standing in a line, each attached to the
ot her by a pair of handcuffs.

April Wednesday stared at them in astonishnent, then |ooked at Revson. He said:
"I agree. This would seemto call for sonme kind of explanation.

"Youll have it.' Branson, walking easily, talking easily, had just appeared
round the front of the Presidential bus. 'Wat's your nane?

" Revson.
"Sorry about this. You too, young |ady."
"Hel i copters!' sfhe said.

‘"Yes, they are, arent they? Explanations will be forthcom ng but not severally.
When your friends 'have all conme to then we'll have a little talk.' Branson
wal ked away towards the rear coach. H's step was alnost jaunty and he did not
seem too displeased with life. He |ooked at the bank of cloud nmoving in slowy,
very slowy, fromthe west. If it troubled himhe did not show it He reached the
crashed police car and spoke to the man standing guard. 'Have our four friends
recovered, Chrysler?"

"Yes, sir. | wouldn't say they're in very '"high spirits, though.' Chrysler was
a lean, dark, intelligent-looking young man and it only required the addition of
a brief case to see himas an up-and-com ng attorney. He was indeed, as Branson
had tol d Boyann, a tel e-comrunications expert. He was al so very good with
conbi nati on | ocks and frightening people w th guns.
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'l dare say. Let them stay in the car. Easier than getting them out and
handcuffing them Wen the four FBI nen-at |least fromthe fact that they were
arnmed T assunme they were FBI nen - in the |ead coach have conme to. take a couple
of the boys and escort them along with the six cops up front, t& four here and
the two inside our coach half-way towards the south tower. Sixteen in all and
any one a potential nenace if we keep them here. Half-way there take off
what ever handcuffs there are-very useful things, handcuffs, you never know when
we may need them again - then let themwal k off the bridge under their own
steam Ckay?

‘It's done."” He pointed to the west, to the slowy advanci ng bank of cloud. 'Do
you |like that, M Branson?'

'Coul d have done without it. We'Il cope when it cones. Looks as if it nay well
pass under thé& aquo; bridge anyway.'

"M Branson.' It was Jensen, beckoning urgently fromtoe front door of the rear
coach. 'Mbount Tanal pais. Urgent.'

Branson ran into the coach, seated hinself in front of the console and lifted
the m crophone. 'Branson.'

"G scard. W've picked up a blip. Conming fromthe south -well, a bit east of
south. Light plane, |ooks |ike. Maybe eight niles out.

" Thank you.' Branson nmade another switch. South and a little east. That could
only be San Francisco International Airport. 'Chief of Police Hendrix. At once.'

Hendri x was on the phone in seconds. 'What now?'

‘"I told you to keep a clear air-space. Qur radar's picked up a blip, airport
direction -'

Hendrix interrupted. His voice was sour. 'You wanted to see Messrs MIton and
Quarry, didn't you?' MIton was the Secretary for State, Quarry the Secretary of
the Treasury. "They canme in from Los Angeles fifteen mnutes ago and are flying
up direct by helicopter.’

"Where are they |anding?

"In the Mlitary Reservation in the Presidio. Two, three mnutes by car.'

"Thanks. 1Branson nade the switch to Munt Tanal pais. G scard acknow edged
Branson said: 'No sweat. Friends. But watch that scanner - the next one nay not
be a friend.'

"WIl do. M Branson.'

Branson rose, nmade to |eave the coach then stopped and | ooked at the bound nman
in (he rear of the aisle. He said to
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Jensen, Who had taken the place of the bound man: ' You can get back to calling
yoursel f Harriman again. Untie Jensen here.'



' Sending himoff the bridge?

For once Branson hesitated and didn't Eke the feeling at all Hesitation was not
in his nature. Whether he arrived at decisions intellectually or instinctively
he alnobst invariably did so imediately: the few mistakes he'd made in his life
had invariably been associated with hesitation. He nmade up his mnd.

"Well keep him He might come in useful, | don't know how yet, but he just
nmght. And he is deputy director of the FBI. He's no nminnow to have in our net
Tell himthe score but keep 'him here until | give the word.'

He left and wal ked towards the |ead coach. At |east a score of people were
lined up outside the coach under the watchful eyes and guns of Yonnie and bis
two col |l eagues. They had, understandably, a general air of bafflenment about
them Branson saw that included anong them were four handcuffed men. He | ooked
i nside the coach, saw that it was enpty, and turned to Peters.

Take those four gentlemen with the handcuffs and the six policenen down to
Chrysler. He'll know what to do with them'

He turned to | ook at the onconming fog. Close-up, it was conming in a deal faster
than it had seened at a distance. But it was a | ow bank: with luck it would pass
under the bridge. Even if it didn't, he inmagined that they could cope by using
suitable threats against the President and bis friends, but he wouldn't fee
real ly happy about those intermttent fogs until the steel barriers were in
position at either end of the bridge.

He turned and | ooked at the correspondents. There were four wonen anong them
but only one of them the green-eyed blonde with Revson, could truthfully have
claimed to have been a post-war baby-Wrld War Two, that was.

"You can all relax,' Branson said. 'No harmis going to come to any of you. In
fact, when | have finished you'll be given a free choice-to walk off the bridge
in safety or stay aboard the bridge, equally in safety.' He sniled his generous
enpty smile. 'l sonehow fancy that nost of you will elect to stay. Wen | have
finished you will realize, | hope, that a story like this does not fall into
your | aps every week.'
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When he had finished, not one of those frantically scribbling and furiously
canmera-clicking journalists and photographers was under any doubt Watsoever: a
story like this fell into their laps once in a lifetine, if they had the luck to
have a very long life, that was. Physical violence would have been required to
renove any of them fromthe CGolden Gate Bridge. They were slap bang in the
nm ddl e of an unprecedented episode in crimnal history and one that bade fair to
beconme part of the nore general history of their tunes.

The fog had reached the bridge®ow, but not enveloped it. Thin wi sps of it
drifted over the top but the main body of the fog rolled by twenty feet bel ow
the bridge: the effect was to produce an odd feeling of weightlessness, of
suspension in space, as if the bridge was afloat on the insubstantial bedrock of
wat er vapour.

Branson said: 'You have elected to remain so you nust accept sone guide rules.
In the rear coach there are three tel ephone lines to town. Those are for my own
per sonal and emergency use but you will be allowed to use them once-to contact



your photographic services, newspapers, wire services or Whatever to arrange for
a representative to be stationed at the southern end of the bridge to pick up
your dispatches and photographs. This can be done three tinmes a day at times yet
to be arranged. Markers will be arranged in an oblong around the Presidential
coach and no one will cross those .without pernmission. No one will interview any
person inside the Presidential coach without ny permission or the consent of the
party concerned: it would be nore satisfactory all round and fairer to al
concerned if, say, the President were to hold a press conference out here, but

that | cannot and will not force anyone to do. The helicopters will be simlarly
cordoned off and that will also be forbidden territory. Twenty yards south of ny
coach and twenty yards north of yours white lines will be painted across the
bridge. Those will be your demarcation limts. Five yards beyond those I|ines
will be a guard with a nmachine-pistol and "his orders will be not to warn but to
shoot anyone who steps over those lines. Finally, you will be confined to your
coach during the hours of darkness: this rule will only 'be relaxed if sone
particul arly newsworthy happening occurs. | will be the judge of what is
newswort hy. Anyone unwilling to abide by those ground rules nay |eave now *
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Nobody | eft

"Any questions?' Branson watched the fog roll eastwards, obscuring Al catraz
Island, as the newsnen conferred anpong thenselves. Two nen took a step forward.
Both were niddl e-aged, dressed in well-cut, conservative suits, one al npst
conpletely bald, the other with grizzled hair and beard, both inordinately
bushy. The bald man said: 'W have.'

" Your nanes?

"I"'m Gafton - AP. This is Dougan - Reuters.

Branson regarded themwith an interest that was pointless to conceal. Those two
could reach nore newspapers worldwi de than all the rest put together. 'And the
guestion?'

"W would be right in saying, M Branson, that you didn't exactly get up this
nmorning and say "This would be a fine day for kidnapping the President of the
United States"?

"You woul d. *

Dougan said: 'This operation bears all the hallnmarks of |ong and neticul ous
pl anni ng. W thout condoning your actions one has to admt that you appear to
have | eft nothing to chance and have foreseen every eventuality. How long did
the planning take?

Three nont hs.’

"That's not possible. The details of this itinerary were released only four
days ago.'

The details were known in Washi ngton three nonths ago.'

Gafton said: 'On the evidence before us we have to believe you. Wiy do you
think this was kept under waps so |ong?



"In order to obviate the possibility of people Iike ne doing exactly what |
have done.’

"How did you get the advance information?
el bought '&'
" How? WWhere?

In Washington, as in nmany other places, thirty thousand dollars buys a |ot of
i nformation.'

Dougan said: 'Wuld you care to nane nanes?’
That's a stupid question. Any others?

A dark-suited lady of indetermnate years said: 'Yes. Here we have all the
signs of a highly experienced professionalism W can assune that this is not
your first foray outside the |aw?'

Branson smiled. 'You may assune what you like. What's past is prol ogue.’
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She persisted. 'Do you have a crininal record, M Branson?

"I have never been in court in my life. Anything else?

"OfF course.' It was Dougan. The thing that we all want to know. Why?

"That you will find out in the course of a press conference | shall be hol ding
within two hours. At the conference will be a TV canera and crew representing
the three main conpanies. Also present will be the Secretary of State and the
Secretary of the Treasury. Vice-President R chards we expect later but not in
time for the conference.'

Experi enced newsnen and newswonen though they were they appeared to be at a
temporary loss for words. Finally Dougan said carefully: '"Wuld it be true to
say of you that you subscribe to the belief that if a thing is worth doing it's
worth doing well?

"A pragmatic philosophy, but h works. You may now use the tel ephones in ny
coach. Three at a tine.

Branson turned away and took a step towards the Presidential coach when
Yonni e's voi ce stopped him

"Jesus!' Yonnie, nouth inelegantly agape, was staring out to <the west. 'You
see what | see, M Branson?

Branson saw what 'he saw. Not much nore than half a mle away the fog-bank cane
to an abrupt end as if it had been sliced off by a cleaver. Less than a *mile
beyond that again could be seen the superstructure of a very large vesse
i ndeed. Al though the hull of the vessel was stU hidden by the fog-bank there
was, from what could be seen of it, very little doubt as to its identity.

Branson stood still for a second or two, ran for the Presidential coach
entered, hurried down the aisle oblivious to curious stares of the seated nen



and said quickly to Boyann: 'Hendrix. Hurry!' He indicated a phone in a recess
besi de the console. That one.'

Hendrix was on the line immed ately. Wien Branson spoke his voice was cold,
al nost savage, a marked departure from the norm even Branson had defences that
coul d be breached.

"Hendrix. Want | should send the President's ears now?'

"What the hell do you nean?'

"What do you nean? O is that little paddl eboat just out there by happenstance?
Call it off.’

'CGod's sake, call what off?'

Branson spoke bis words clearly and spaced them distinctly.
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"There is a very large battleship approaching the Golden Gate Bridge. | don't
want it to approach. | don't know what you have in mind but | don't think I

would like it. Call it off!’

"I just don't know what you're talking about. Hold on.' Wile the |line was
silent Branson beckoned to Van Effen, who approached down the aisle

Branson said quickly: 'There's a battleship approaching the bridge. Trouble? I
don't know. Wiat | do know is |I want everybody under cover at once, the press in
their own coach, our men in ours. Doors to be closed. Then cone back at once.’

Van Effen nodded to where a red-haired young man was standing by the driver's
seat, his hand resting on a pistol that was stuck in his belt Think Bradford can
manage?'

Branson pulled out "his own pistol and laid it in the tel ephone recess. Tm here
too. Hurry.* He was vaguely disappointed in Van Effen. Bradford could have
carried out his warder duties just as effectively by going outside and standing
near the door but for the creation of the properly threatening clinmate of nenace
and intimdation it was better that he remain in the full view of the captives.
Then Hendrix was on <the phone again.

"That is the battleship USS New Jersey. San Francisco is her hone base for
several nonths of the year. This is one of her regular fuel and food
reprovisioning returns to base. She's conming at this particular time because she
can only get under the bridge at low tide.'

That rnuch, Branson knew, was true. The tide, he had observed, was out and it
seenmed highly unlikely that the authorities could whistle up a battleship at
such short notice -less than two hours. And k was difficult to see what use
could be made of it - certainly they were unlikely to blow up the bridge with
the President on it But Branson had a profound distrust of his fellow nman, which
was one of the reasons he had survived so long. He said: "Stop it It's not to
cone under the bridge. Want | should throw one of your oil boys on to its bridge
as it passes beneath?



'"For God's sake, are you a nut, a conplete madman?' Branson snmiled to hinself,
the sharp edge of anxiety in Heodrix's voice was unm stakable. "We're trying to
raise him'

Correspondents and guards alike were crowding the western
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side of the bridge fascinated 'by the approach of the giant battleship.
Al t hough reason said that there was no danger in the battleship's passing under
the bridge there was a growing degree of tension anong the spectators. The
superstructure towered so high that it seenmed certain that sonme sections of it
must inevitably strike the bridge and this feeling existed in spite of the
el enrentary reasoni ng which' would have reassured them that the ship nust have
made the sane passage many tines in the past and the Navy was not in the habit
of putting at risk sone hundred mllion dollar battleship in a let's-try-it-and-
see effort.

One person showed no apparent interest in the approach of the New Jersey.
Revson, alone in the front coach, was intent on securing a considerable length
of green cord, so slender as to be hardly nore than the thickness of a stout
thread, to a black cylinder about eight inches in length and one in dianeter. He
thrust both cylinder and cord into the capaci ous pocket of his bush jacket, |eft
the bus, took a bearing on the approaching superstructure of the battleship and
wandered casually round to the right-hand side of the coach. As he did so he
could see Van Effen hurrying across to the far side of the bridge where the
spectators were grouped." Wat Van Effen's purpose was he couldn't be sure but
there was an urgency behind his half-trot mat told Revson (hat the tine at his
own di sposal mght be very short.

He forced hinself not to hurry but sauntered towards the east side of the
bridge. No one took any notice of him because there was no one there to do so
He | eant casually against the side and as casually wi thdrew cylinder and cord
from his pocket. He glanced, seenmingly aimessly, around him but if he were
arousi ng cause for suspicion no one was giving any indication of this. Swiftly,
wi t hout noving either hands or el bows, he let some hundred feet slide through
his fingers then secured the cord to a strut. He trusted his estimate of |ength
was reasonably accurate then dism ssed the thought: what was done was done. He
returned leisurely to the coach, took his seat and transferred what was |eft of
the green cord to the bottom of April Wdnesday's carry-all. If his dangling
cord were discovered and a search of their personal belongings carried out he
woul d rather that the cord be discovered el sewhere than in his possession. Even
if it were found in her bag he doubted whether she would cone to any harm She'd
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been on the other side of the bridge since the New Jersey had first appeared
behi nd the bank of cloud and there would be sufficient witnesses to attest to
that: April Wdnesday was the sort of person whose absence would not go lightly
unrenmarked. Even if she were to find herself in trouble that he could bear with
fortitude: he didn't care who cane under suspicion as long as it was not
hi nsel f,

"You have to believe ne, Branson.' Hendrix's voice could hardly have been said
to carry a note of pleading, an alien exercise to a man of his nature, but there
was no questioning the earnestness, the total sincerity in the tone. The New
Jersey's captain has heard no news of what happened and he thinks it all an



el aborate joke at 'his expense. You can't blame him He sees the dammed bridge
standi ng safe and sound as it's stood for forty years. Wiy shoul d anything be
wrong?"

"Keep trying.'

Van Effea entered and closed the door of the Presidential coach securely behind
him He approached Branson

"All safely corralled. Wy?
41 wish I knew. Al npst certainly Hendrix is right and this is just sheer

coi nci dence. But on the one chance in a hundred that it isn't? Wat would they
use? Not shells, no kind of high explosive. Gas Shells.

'"No such things.

"Wong. There are. They wouldn't mind tenporarily knocking out the President
and a few oil sheikhs if they could saturate the centre of the bridge with sone
knock-out gas and lay us all low Then the troops and police, |ike enough with
gas- masks, could cone and take us at their leisure. But the insulation is tight
in those air-conditioned coaches.

It's pretty far-fetched."

"And what we are doing is not? Wait* Hendrix was on the phone again.

"W've tried, Branson, and at last he agrees with us. But he refuses to do
anyt hi ng. Says he has too nuch way on and to try to take turning or reversing
action at this stage would endanger both the battleship and the bridge. And he
says his noney would be on the New Jersey if it hit a tower. A forty-five-

t housand-ton battering ramtakes a | ot of stopping.'

"You'd better pray, Hendrix.' Branson hung up and noved towards the centre of
t he coach, Van Effen behind him and

63

peered through the right-hand wi ndows, waiting for the battleship's
superstructure to reappear from under the bridge.

The President's voice was nothing if not testy. 'Just what is happening
Branson?'

"You know. Hie USS New Jersey K passing beneath us.
' So? Doubtl ess going about its |awful occasions.'

"You'd better hope so. You'd better hope the captain doesn't start throw ng
things at us.'

"At us?" The President paused and pondered Hi e possibility of an awful |ese-
maj esty. 'At ne?

*We all know you're the Commander-in-Chief of the Armed Forces. At the nonent,
"however, you're a bit isolated fromthe | ower echelons. Wat happens if the



captain considers it bis duty to act upon his own initiative? Anyway, we'll soon
find out Here he cones now.'

The superstructure of the New Jersey had noved into view. Al nine of the
seated captives struggled to their feet and crowded close to the right-hand
wi ndows. One of them crowded very closely indeed on Branson who suddenly becane
aware of sonething, obviously nmetallic, jabbing painfully into his left kidney.

"Initiative, you said, M Branson.' It was Sheikh Inman, the one with the beard,
and -he was still beanming. 'Your own gun. Tell your nen to drop theirs.'

'Good man!" There was triunph in the President's voice and an el enent of
vindi ctiveness that the voters wouldn't have liked at all

Branson said patiently: 'Put that gun away. Don't you know when you're dealing
wkh prof essional s?

He turned around slowy and Iman proved Branson's inplied point that he was not
a professional by letting Branson hold his gaze for all of a second. A gun
boormed, Iman shrieked in pain, dropped bis gun and clutched a shattered
shoul der. Shei kh Kharan stooped swiftly to retrieve the gun from the floor and
cried out in agony as Branson's heel crushed his hand against the netal: a
peculiar crackling splintering sound | eft no doubt that several of Kharan's
fingers had been broken. Branson picked up his gun

Van Effen was apol ogetic but not unduly so. Had to, |I'm afraid, M Branson. |f
I'd warned him- well, | didn't want any gunfight in the OK corral with all
those nasty ricochets
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fromthe bullet-proof glass. He m ght have done hinmself an injury."’

"Quite right' Branson | ooked through the wi ndow again. The New Jersey was now
alnost a half mle away and its captain was obviously not in a belligerent nood
Branson turned away and spoke to Bradford.

"Co to our coach and fetch the first-aid box. Bring Peters.'

'Peters, M Branson?

"Used to be field corpsroan. Take your seats, gentlenen.' Unhappily, tfeey took

their seats: the President, in particular, |ooked especially deflated. Branson
wondered briefly just how hollow a nman he might be then disnissed the |line of
t hought as unprofitable. 'l dont think |I have to warn you not to try anything so

silly again.' He went to the conmmunications console and picked up the phone
" Hendri x?'

'Here. Satisfied now?

'Yes. Warn the harbour-master or whoever the responsible official is that there
'is to be no nore traffic under the bridge. Either way.'

"No nore traffic? You'll bring the entire port to a standstill. And the fishing
fleet -'



"The fishing fleet can go fish in the bay. Send an anbul ance and a doctor and
do it quickly. A couple of nen here have gotten thenselves hurt, one badly.'’

"Who? How?'

"The oil mnisters - Iman and Kharan. Self-inflicted injuries, you mght say.'
As he spoke Branson watched Peters hurry into ne coach, approach Iman and start
sci ssoring away the sleeve of his coat There will be a TV van conming to the
bridge soon. Let it through. | also want sone chairs brought on to the bridge -
forty should do.'

" Chairs?

"You dont have to buy them' Branson said patiently. 'Confiscate them from the
nearest restaurant Forty.'

' Chairs?

Things you afc on. I'"'mgoing to hold a news conference in an hour or so. You
don't stand around at news conferences. You sit around.'

Hendri x said carefully: "You' re going to hold a news conference and you're
going to televise it live?

That's ft. Natton-w d*.'
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"You're out of your mind.'

"My nmental 'health is nmy concern. MIton and Quarry there yet?'

"You nean the Secretary and the Secretary of the Treasury?

"I mean MIlton and Quarry.'

They've just arrived and are with me now. '

Hendri x | ooked at the two men who were with himthen inside the big nobile
comuni cations van. MIlton, the Secretary of State, was a tall, thin, dyspeptic
character with no hair, rinmess steel-legged glasses and an envi able reputation
in Foreign Ofices around the world: Quarry, white-haired, plunp and cheerful,
had a kindly avuncular air about him which nmany nen, even sone very highly
intelligent ones, had taken to be a reflection of the true personality of the
man: his reputation as a banker and econonist stood as high as that of MIlton in
his field.

MIlton said: 'It would be easy to say "he's quite crazy, of course". Is he?
Hendri x spread his hands. 'You know what they say. Crazy like a fox.'

"And violent, it would seenf

"No. Violence 'he uses only as a last resort and even then only when pushed

into a corner. Imasi and Kharan nust have nmade the nistake of pushing himinto a
corner.'



Quarry said: 'You would seemto know a fair bit about hinf

Hendri x sighed. 'Every senior police officer in the States knows about him And
in Canada, Mexico and God knows how many South Anerican countries.' Hendrix
sounded bitter. 'So far he has spared Europe his attentions. It's only a matter
of time, |I'msure.'

"What's his speciality?

" Robbery. He robs trains, planes, arnoured cars, banks and jewellers. Robbery,
wher ever possible, as | say, w thout violence.'

Quarry was dry. '|I gather he is quite successful ?"
"Quite successful 1 To the best of our know edge he has been operating for at
| east a dozen years and the |owest estimate of his takings in that tine is

twenty million dollars.'

Twenty million!" For the first tine there was a note of respect in Quarry's
voi ce, the banker and econonmist in him
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surfacing. 'If he's got all that noney, why does he want nore?'
"Why do Ni archos and CGetty and Hughes want nore - after all, & aquo;hey too are

confortably off? Maybe he's just a businessman in the way that they are
busi nessnen and he's hooked on his job. Maybe he finds it a stinulating
intell ectual exercise. Maybe it's sheer greed. Maybe anything.1

MIlton said: 'Has he ever been convicted?
Hendri x | ooked pained. 'He's never even been arrested.'

"And that has sonmething to do with the fact that neither of us 'has ever heard
of hinf

Hendri x gazed through the van wi ndow at the nagnificent sweep of (he Gol den
Gate Bridge. There was a far-off |look of yearning in 'his eyes. He said: 'Let us
say, sir, that we do not care to advertise our failures.'

Mtton smled at him 'John and |I'-he nodded at Hi e Secretary of the Treasury -
"frequently suffer from the sane bashful ness and for the sane reasons.
Infallibility is not the ot of mankind. Anything known about this man - apart
fromwhat is known about his crimnal activities?

Hendrix said sourly: 'It wouldn't be hard to know nmore about him than we do
about his life of crime. Pretty well docunented background, really. A WASP from
out east. Conmes from what they call a good fam ly. Father a banker and when |
say banker | nmean he owned - still does, | believe - his own bank.'

"Branson,' the Treasury Secretary said. 'OF course. Know him Not personally,
t hough.'

"And sonething else that will interest you, sir - professionally. Branson took
a degree in economics and went to work in his father's bank. Wile he was there
he took a PhD - and no coffee-grinder diplom school either - genuine |vy



League. Then for 'his post-graduate course he took up the subject of crine -
something to do with having worked in his old man's bank, maybe.' Hendrix | ooked
gl oony. 'l suppose we could say that he has graduated In that subject now too -
summa cum | aude.’

Mlton said: 'You seemto have alnost a degree of adniration for this person,
Hendri x?'

"I'"d give ny pension to see him behind bars. Both as a man and a policeman he
outrages whatever passes for nmy sensibilities. But one can't help respecting
sheer professional -
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ism no matter how ni sused.'

"My sentinments too, I'mafraid," MIton said. '"He's not a particularly retiring
person, this Branson of yours?

"I wish he were mne. If you nmean does he suffer from our bouts of bashful ness,
no, sir, he does not

" Arrogant ?

'"To the point, perhaps, of negalomania. At |least, that's what General Cartl and
says, and | wouldn't care to dispute what Che General says.'

'"Few would.' MIlton spoke with some feeling. 'Speaking of self-opinionated
characters, where art thou at this hour, ny |anes?

"Sir?

"What ot her self-opinionated character is fcere? | refer to M Hagenbach, the
sel f-opi nionated head of our FBI. | would have thought he would have been ihe
first man hot-foot to the scene.

"Washi ngton says they don't know where he is. They're trying every place they
can think of. I"mafraid he's a very elusive man, sir.'

"Man's got a nmania for secrecy.' MUon brightened. "Well, if he's watching his
TV in an hour or so he should be considerably enlightened. What a perfectly
spl endid thought -the head of our FBI the last nan in America to know about
this.' He thought for a nonment. 'Branson's insistence on naximum publicity - TV,
radio 1*11 be bound, newsmnen, photographers - has he ever declared hinself
publicly like this before? | nean, before or during any of his crimnal
activities?

' Never.'
The man nust be terribly sore of hinself.*

"In his place, so would |I.' Quarry appeared distracted. 'Wat can we do to the
man? As | see it, he's in an inpregnable, quite unassail able position.

"I wouldn't give up hope, sir. W have one or two experts |ooking for an
answer. Admiral Newsoa and General Carter are in our HQ now working on this.'



"Nvwson. Carter. Qur twin geniuses of finesse.' Quarry seened nore discouraged
than ever. 'Never use one hydrogen bonb where two will suffice. Someone should
send our Arabian oil friends word that they're about to becone involved in a
nucl ear hol ocaust’ He gestured through his w ndow
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towards the bridge. 'Just took at it. Just think of it. A totally inpossible
situation - if it weren't for the fact that we can see now that it's all too
possi bl e. Total, absolute isolation, conpletely cut off fromthe world - and in
the full view of everybody in San Francisco - everybody in the world, for that
matter, as soon as those TV cameras start turning. A figurative stone's throw
away-acid they mght as well be on the noon.' He sighed heavily. 'One nust
confess to a feeling of utter hel pl essness.'

'Cone, cone, John.' MIton was severe. 'Is this the spirit that won the Wst?

The hell with the West. |I'mthinking about ne. | don't have to be very clever
to know beyond any doubt ttiat | am going to be the man in the mddle.

Hendrix said: 'Sir?

"Way else do you think this ruffian had sumoned the Secretary of the Treasury
to his royal presence?"

Hands in pockets, as if deep in thought, Revson wandered along the east side of
the bridge, stopping frequently to gaze at, and presunably adnire the panorana
stretched out before himto his left the tip of Belvedere beyond Fort Baker,
Titouron and Angel Island, the largest in the Bay, to his right the city itself
and straight ahead Alcatraz Island and beyond it Treasure |sland: between the
two the rapidly dimnishing shape of the New Jersey was heading for its berth at
Akuneda. He nmmde frequent stops, as if peering over the side. On one of those
occasi ons he reached casually for the green cord he'd attached to the strut and
hefted it It was weightless.

"What are you doi ng?

He turned unhurriedly. April Wdnesday's big green eyes, if not exactly alive
with curiosity, held a certain puzzl enent

"You do have flannel feet. | thought | was the only person within mles - well,
yards. *

"What are you doi ng?

"When | look at this narvellous view here and then at you | really don't know
which | prefer. | think you. Have any people ever told you that you're really
rat her beautiful ?

"Lots.' She caught the green cord between finger and thunb and started to |ift
it then made a nuffled sound of pain as his hand closed none too gently over
hers.

'Leave that al one.
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She rubbed her band, | ooked around her and said: 'Wll?
Tin fishing.

"Not for conplinents, that's for sure.' She nassaged her knuckles tenderly,
then looked at "himwith some uncertainty. 'Fishernen tell tall tales, don't
t hey?'

"I'"ve done it nyself.'

Tell me one.'

"Are you as trustworthy as you' re beautiful ?
"Am | beautiful? And |I'mnot fishing. Honest'
"You are.'

"Then I'm trustworthy too.' They smikd ait each other and he took her arm 'A
really tall one?

'Yes, please.’
"Why ever not?' They wal ked slowly away together.

Hendri x replaced the receiver in its cradle. He |ooked at MIton and Quarry.
"You are ready, gentlenmen?

"Act One, Scene One, and all the world s a stage. That's wong somehow.' MIlton
rose and | ooked critically at Quarry. "The stiirt's wong too, John. Wite shows
up badly on TV. Should be blue-like nme-or the President Blue shirts are all he
has: you never know when a TV canera is lurking round the next corner.'

"Ch, shut up.' Quarry turned norosely towards the rear door of the van then
stopped as a notor-cycle policenman drew up with a suitably dramatic screeching
of tyre and smell of burning rubber, disnmunted, propped his nachine and hurried
to the rear steps of the van. He held up his hand to Hendrix. 'For you, air.'

Hendri x took the eight-inch-1ong narrow cylinder. 'It's got ny nanme on it, al
right Wiere did you get "it fron®'

"The pilot boat brought k in fromthe New Jersey. The captai n-of the New
Jersey, that is-thought it night be very urgent'
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The centre section of the Golden Gate Bridge was fast assunming the appearance
of an enbryonic town, sprawing, inchoate and wholly disorgani zed as those
burgeoni ng settlenments tend to be, but none the |ess possessed of a vitality, a
feverish restlessness that augured well for its expansive future. The fact that
all the buildings were on wheels and that all the village elders, seated in
sol etm concl ave, were inmacul ately dressed and had clearly never done a single
day's physical toil in their collective lives, did little to detract fromthe



curious inpression that here were the pioneers pushing forwards the lints of
the wild frontier.

There were three coaches and three police cars-the third had just brought
Hendrix, MIton and Quarry. There were two targe, gl aze-w ndowed vehicles which
bore the euphenistic |egend 'Rest Roonmi: painted in becomng red and yell ow
stripes they had been borrowed froman itinerant circus currently stopped-over
in the city. There was an anbul ance, which Branson had commandeered for purposes
best known to hinmself, a large side-counter wagonette which had provi ded hot
neals, a very large TV canmera truck with its generator pkced at a discreet
hundred yards distance and, finally, a van that was unloadi ng bl ankets, rugs and
pillows to help ease the new settlers through the rigours of their first night.

There were, of course, the discordant, even jarring itens. The helicopters, the
tracked anti-aircraft guns, the patrolling ained nmen, the arny engineers at a
di stance on either side busily erecting steel barricades-those did tend to
project a disturbing hint of violence to cone. And yet they were not entirely
alien there: so bizarre were the circunstances that the normal would have tended
to look sadly out of place. The unreality of it all, when nmatched up against the
outside world, had its own strange reality in this particular point in time and
pl ace. And for those participating in the scene, the reality of their situation
was all too self-evident. No one smled

The caneras were in position, so were the hostages, the three newly arrived nen
and, behind themin the second row,
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sat Che journalists. The photographers had taken up positions best suited to
t hensel ves, none of them nore than a few feet distant from an arned guard.
Facing them in solitary splendour, sat Branson. C ose by himon the ground |ay
a peculiar object, a length of heavy canvas with cone-shaped objects enbedded in
it: beside it lay a heavy metal box, its lid closed

"I will not detain you unnecessarily, gentlenen,' Branson said. Wether or not
he was enjoying his nonment of glory, the know edge that he held sonme of the nost
powerful men in the world at his conplete nercy, the consciousness that a
hundred nillion people were looking at and listening to him was quite
i mpossible to say. He was calm relaxed, unnervingly confident of and in
hi msel f, but displaying no other visible enotion. 'You will have guessed why we
all find ourselves here and why | am here.'

The reason Wiy |'mhere, | take it,' Quarry said.
' Exactly.

"You will bear in mnd that, unMKe you, | amnot a law unto nyself. The fina
decision is not m ne.

" Appreciated.' Branson could have been conducting sone urbane seminar in an |lvy
college. 'That cones later. First things first, don't you think, M Quarry?

' Money. '

' Money. '



"How mucto?' Quarry's reputation for disconcerting blunt-ness bad been easily
ear ned.

'"One nonent, M Secretary.' The President had his weaknesses no |less than the
two 'hundred nillion people for whom he was the elected head of state and high
on the list was an al nbst pathol ogi cal dislike of being upstaged. 'What do you
want this noney for, Branson?

"What's that got to do with it-supposing it's any of your business?

"It is my business. | must state categorically if you want it for any
subversive activities, for any evil practices whatsoever, and especially for any
anti-American activities - well, | tell you here and now that you can have ny

body first Who am | conpared to Anerica?"

Branson nodded approval. 'Stoutly spoken, M President, especially considering
the fact that you have |eft your speech-
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witers behind. | hear the voice of our founding fathers, the clarion call of
the conscience that |ies at the grass-roots of Anerica. The Grand A d Party are
going to love you for that. It should be worth another two nmillion votes cone
Novenber. However, quite apart fromthe fact that you don't mean a word you say,
I have to reassure you that this noney is required for purely apolitica
purposes. It's for a private trust, in fact. Branson Enterprises, Inc. M.

The President wasn't a man to be easily knocked off stride -if he were he
woul dn't have been President 'You have just nentioned the word "conscience". You
have none?

"I don't honestly know,' Branson said frankly. 'Were noney is concerned, none
Most of the really wealthy nmen in the world are noral cripples, basically
crimnally-nmnded types who naintain a facade of spurious legality by hiring
lawers as norally crippled as they are thenselves.' Branson appeared to mnuse
"Multi-millionaires, politicians, |lawers-which of themlies furthest beyond the
noral pale? But don't answer that-1 nay unintentionally be putting you in an
i nvidious position. W're all rogues, whether under the hypocritical cover of
| egalismor out in the noon-day sun, like nme. | just want some fast noney fast
and | reckon this is as good a way as any of getting it.'

Quarry said: 'W accept that you are an honest thief. Let us conme to cases.'
"My reasonabl e demands?
' The point, M Branson.

Branson surveyed the Arabian oil barons-now without Iman who was in hospital-
and the President. 'For this lot, on the hoof, in prime condition and no
haggl i ng about pennies -three hundred mllion dollars. That's a three foll owed
by ei ght nothi ngs.

To the many million viewers throughout Anerica it was i medi ately obvious that
there had been a sound transnission breakdown. The silence, however, was nore
than compensated for by the wide and interesting variety of expressions
regi stered on the faces of those on the screen, which ranged from total outrage
t hrough total inconprehension through total incredulity to total shock: indeed



in those few inperishable nonents, sound would have been an unforgiveable
intrusion. Predictably, in view of the fact that he was accus-

toned to dealing with figures which contai ned | arge nunbers of zeros. Secretary
of the Treasury Quarry was the first to recover

"You did say what | thought | heard you say?

"Three zero zero, conmm, zero zero zero, conmme, zero zero zero period. |If you
give me a bl ackboard and sonme chalk I'lIl wite it out for you.'

" Preposterousl Lunatic! The man's nmad, mad, nmad.' The President, whose now puce
col our showed up rather well on colour television, clenched his fist and | ooked
round in vain for a table to bang it on. 'You know the penalty for this, Branson
- ki dnapping, blackmail, extortion under threats On a scale -'

"A scale quite unprecedented in the annals of crine?"

"Yes. On a scale quite-shut up! The death penalty can be invoked for treason-
and this is high treason-and if it's the last thing | do -'

"That m ght be any nonent. Rest assured, M President, that you won't be around
to pull the switch. You better believe ne.' He produced his pistol. '"As a token
of nmy intent, how would you like a hundred mllion viewers to see you being shot
t hrough the knee-cap-then you really would need that cane of yours. It's a
matter of indifference to me.' And in his voice there was a chilling
indifference that carried far nmore conviction than the words thenselves. The
President unclenched his fist and seenmed not so nuch to sink into his chair as
to deflate into it. The puce was assum ng a greyish hue

"You people have to learn to think big,' Branson went on. This is the United
States of Anmerica, the richest country in the world, not a banana republic.
What's three hundred million dollars? A couple of Polaris subnarines? A tiny
fraction of what it cost to send a man to the noon? A fraction of one per cent
of the gross national product? If | take one drop fromthe Anerican bucket who's
going to miss it - but if I"'mnot allowed to take it then a lot of people are
going to mss you, M President, and your Arabian friends

"And to think what you are going to |lose, you and Anerica. Ten tines that, a
hundred tinmes that? To start with the San Rafael refinery deal will fal
t hrough. Your hopes of beconming a nbost favoured nation receiving oil at rock-
bottom prices are gone for ever. In fact, if their Hi ghnesses fail to return to
their honeland it is certain that a total oil enmbargo woul d
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be placed on the States which would send the country into a bottomnl ess
recessi on which would make 1929 | ook |ike a Sunday afternoon picnic.' He |ooked
at Hansen, the energy czar 'You would agree, M Hansen?

Clearly, the last thing that Haosen wanted to do was to agree with anyone. H's
nervous tics were rapidly assum ng the proportions of a St Vitus's Dance. Head
darting, he |ooked around for succour in his hour of need. He swallowed, he
coughed into his hands, he looked inploringly at the President and seened al nost
on the point of breaking down when the Secretary of the Treasury canme to his
rescue.



Quarry said: 'l would read the future the sane way.
"Thank you.

The King raised his hand. *A word, if you will.' The King was a man of a very
different calibre to the President. As one Wio had to renobve, pernanently nore
often than not, quite a nunber of his closest relatives in order to get his
crowmn, the rough and tunble of Iife was hardly a new experience for him: he had
lived with violence all M life and would very probably die with or because of
it

"Of course.’
"Only the blind have their eyes closed to reality. | am not blind. The
President will pay.* The President had no conment to nmke on this generous

offer: he was staring down at the roadway like a fortune teller peering into his
crystal ball and not wanting to tell his client what he sees there

"Thank you, your Highness.

"You will of course be hunted down and killed afterwards no matter where you
may seek to bide in the world. Even if you were to kill ne now your death is
al ready as certain as tonorrow s sun.'

Branson was unconcerned. 'As long as | have you, your Hi ghness, | have no
worries on that score. | should imagine that any of your subjects who as nmuch as
endangered your life far |less being responsible for your losing it would find
himsel f rather precipitately in paradise-if regicides go to paradise, which
don't think should be allowed. And | hardly think you're the type of man to run
to the side of the bridge now and junp over in order to incite the faithful to
cone after ne with their |Iong knives.'

"Indeed.’ The hooded eyes were unblinking. 'And what if | were not the sort of
person you think | an®
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"If you were to junp-or try to?" Again the chilling indifference. 'Wy do you
think I have a doctor and anbul ance here? Van Effen, if anyone is as m sguided
as to nake a break for '"it - what are your instructions?

Van Effen natched the indifference. 'Chop his foot off with nmy nachine-pistol
The doctor will fix himup.'

"W might even - eventually - provide you with an artificial foot. You re worth
nothing to ne dead, your Hi ghness.' The hooded eyes had closed. 'Wll, the
ransom fi gure? Agreed? No objectors? Splendid. Well, that's for starters.'

"Starters? It was General Cartland speaking and one could al nost see the
firing squad mirrored in 'his eyes. -« 'To begin with, that neans. There's nore.
Two hundred mllion dollars nore. That's what | want for the CGolden Gate
Bri dge."'

This tinme the state of traumatic shock did not last quite so long - there is a
[imt to how rmuch the human mind can take. The President raised 'his eyes from
the depths of the bottom ess pit 'he was scanning and said dully: 'Two hundred
mllion dollars for the CGolden Gate Bridge?



"It's a bargain. At the price, practically a give-away. True, it cost only
forty million to build and the asking price of two hundred mnil Kon just exactly
represents the five-fold inflation over the past forty years. But, nobney apart,
think of the fearful cost of replacing it. Think of the noise, the dust, the
pollution, the disruption to all the city traffic as all those thousands of tons
of steel "have to be brought in, of the tourists who will cripple the city's
econony by staying away in their tens of thousands. Beautiful though San
Francisco is, without the CGolden Gate it would be like Mna Lisa wthout her
smle. Think - and this is for a period of at |east one year, perhaps two-of al
those Marin County nmotorists who couldn't get to the city-it's a long |ong way
round by the San Rafael bridge-or, conme to that, the city notorists who couldn't
get to Marin County. The hardship would be intolerable for everyone-except for
the owners of the ferry-boat conpanies who would becone mllionaires. And who am
| to grudge the entrepreneur the nmaking of an honest dollar? Two hundred mllion
dol | ars? Philanthropy, that's what it is."

Quarry, the man accustonmed to thinking in rows of noughts, said: 'If we do not
accede to this nonstrous request, what do
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you intend to do with the bridge? Take it away and pawn it sonewhere?'

"I"'mgoing to blow it up. A two-hundred-foot drop-it should be the nost
al m ghty splash the Wst Coast has ever seen.'

"Blow it upl Blow up the CGolden Gate Bridge!' Myor Mrrison, whose norma
boiling point was just above freezing, was on 'his feet, his face suffused with
ungover nabl e anger and had | aunched hinmself at Branson before anyone realized
what was happening, certainly before Branson had realized. In tens of nmillions
of Anerican hones they saw Branson being knocked backwards off his seat, his
head striking heavily against the roadway as Mrrison, all two hundred and
twenty pounds of him followed himdown and struck at his face with berserker
fury. Van Efien stepped forward and brought the butt of his nmachine-pistol down
on Morrison's neck. He imrediately swng round to cover the seated nmen with his
gun but the precaution was superfluous, no one was showing any inclination to
follow Mrrison's exanple

It was a full twenty seconds before Branson could sit up, and then only
groggily. He accepted a pad of nedical gauze and dabbed -at a smashed lip and a
very bl oody nose. He |ooked at Mbrrison, then at the doctor,

"How is he?

The doctor carried out a brief exam nation. '"He'll be all right, he's not even
concussed.' The doctor glanced at Van Effen wi thout enthusiasm 'Your friend
seens to be able to judge those things to a nicety.

"Practice,' Branson explained thickly. He accepted another gauze pad in place

of the already bl ood-saturated one and rose unsteadily to bis feet. 'Mayor
Morrison doesn't knew his own strength.'

Van Effen said: 'Wat shall | do with 'hin?

"Leave mm be. It's his cky, it's his bridge. My fault-1 jaet trod on a man's
dreanms.' He |ooked at Morrison consideringly. 'On second thoughts you'd better



handcuff hi m behind the back. Next time he mght knock ny head off ny
shoul ders. '

Ceneral Cartland cane to 'his feet and wal ked towards Branson. Van Effen
| evel led his gun nenasingly but Cartload ignored him He said to Branson: 'You
fit to talk?

"I'mfit to listen, anyway. He didn't gat round to ny ears.'
77

*1 may be Chief of Staff but to trade I'm an arny engineer. That neans | know
expl osives. You can't blow up the bridge and you should know it. You'd require a
wagon-| oad of explosives to bring down those towers. | don't see any wagon-| oad
of expl osi ves.

"W don't need them' He pointed to the thick canvas strap with the conica
mounds enbedded in it. 'You're the expert.'

Cartland | ooked at the strap, then at Branson, then at the seated watchers,
then back at the strap again. Branson said: 'Suppose you tell them M nouth
hurts, | can't imgi ne why."

Cartknd took a long look at the massive towers and the cables suspended from
them He said to Branson: 'You have experinmented?' Branson nodded
"Successfully-or you wouldn't be here?' Branson nodded again.

Reluctantly, alnost, Cartland turned to the seated hostages and journalists. 'l
was wong. |'m afraid Branson can indeed bring the bridge down. Those cones you
see enbedded in the canvas strap contain sone conventional explosives - TNT
amat ol , anyway sonething of the requisite power. Those cones are called "bee-
hi ves", and because of their concave bases are designed to direct at | east
ei ghty per cent of their explosive value inwards. The idea, | should imagine, is
to wap one of those canvas straps with its hundredwei ght or whatever of high
expl osive round one of the suspension cables, probably high up near the top of a

tower.' He |ooked at Branson again. '| should inmagine you have four of those.
Branson nodded. 'And designed to fire simultaneously.' He turned back to the
others. 'I'mafraid that would be it. Down it all cones.’

There was a brief silence, which nust have been very nail-biting for TV
wat chers, a silence caused by the fact nat Branson understandably didn't fee
very nuch |ike speaking and the others couldn't think of very nuch to say.
Cartland said eventually: 'How can you be sure they all go off together?

"Sinple. Radio wave that activates an electric cell that burns the wire in a
mercury fulminate detonator. Up goes the priner and up goes the bee-hive. One's
enough. The others go up by synpathetic detonation.

Quarry said heavily: 'l suppose that ends your demands for the day?

"Not quite.' Branson turned a pahn up in an apol ogetic
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gesture. 'But it's only a trifle.’

' One wonders what you might consider a trifle.’



"A quarter of a mllion dollars."'
" Ast oni shing. By your standards, a grain of sand. And what might that be for?
"My expenses.”

"Your expenses.' Quarry breathed deeply, twice. 'My God Branson, you are the
pi ker to end all pikers.

"I"'mused to people calling ne names.' He shrugged. 'I don't hurt so easily any
nore and one learns to take the rough with the snooth. Now, as to paynent - you
are going to pay ne, aren't you?

No one said whether 'they were going to pay him or not

‘"I haVe to make arrangenents with a friend in New York W has friends in
certain European banks.' He |ooked at his watch. 'It's noon now so it's either
eight or nine o' clock in Central Europe and all good Central European bankers
knock off at six precisely. So I'd be greatly obliged if you'd let nme have your
deci sion by seven o'clock in the norning.'

Quarry said cautiously: 'Wat decision?

"As to the availability of the funds and the formthat they will take. Not that
I care very much what they are, anything from Euro-dollars to stock '"in suitably
sel ected off-shore funds. You, of all people, should find little problemin
handling such things with a certain anmount of discretion - wtness, for
i nstance, the hundreds of millions of dollars you ve funded such organizations
as the CIA for subversive activities overseas w thout the poor taxpayer being
any the wiser. A childishly sinple routine for your Treasury. Not that | care
whet her those funds are traceable or not: just as long as they are convertible.

"When my New York friend has informed us that those funds have all arrived at
their several destinations - and that shouldn't take nore than another twenty-
four hours, say until noon the sane day-we shall take our farewells of you. CQur
hostages will, of course, acconpany us.'

"And where are you 'taking us? Cartland denmanded.

"You |I'm not taking anywhere. The arned services nmay regard you as inval uable
but your value to me as a bargai ning counter is zero. Besides, you're the only
man ' here who coul d conceivably cause ne trouble. Not only are you a man of
action but you're far too |lean-let ne have nen about ne
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that are fat and all that bit. The President and 'his three renaining oi
friends. There's no harmin telling you that T have a friend in the Caribbean

who is the President of an island that doesn't and never will have an
extradition treaty with the United States. He's willing to put us up, bed and
breakfast, for a mllion dollars a night.'

No one had anything to say to this. In terns of the sums of npney that Branson
had so recently been bandying about, it seemed a reasonabl e enough charge



'One point,' Branson said. 'l did not nention that as from noon the follow ng

day-day after, tonorrow that is-there will be a penalty clause, an escal ation
charge you mght call it, for every "hour's delay in the reported |odgment of
the funds. Two million dollars an hour.'

"You do place a certain value on your tinme, don't you, M Branson,' Quarry
sai d.

"I'f I don't, who will? Wuld there 'be any nore questions?" 'Yes,' Cartland
said. 'How do you propose to get to this island paradi se of yours?

"Fly there. How else? A ten-minute flight in our helicopters to the
International Airport and we board our plane there.' 'You have all this
arranged? You have a plane standi ng by?

"Well, it doesn't know it's standing by but it will soon enough.
"What pl ane?
"Air Force 1,1 believe you call it*

Even Cartl and was shaken out of bis habitual reserve. *You nmean you're going to
hi -jack the Presidential Boeing?

'Be reasonable, General. You surely can't expect your President to judder 'his
way down to the Caribbean in a clapped-out DCS? It's the logical, the only way
of transporting world |eaders who are accustonmed to the ultimate in |uxury
travel. We'll show them the latest films. Brief though their incarceration may
be we'll make it as confortable as possible for them W nmight even get some
nore new filnms when we fly them back to the States again.' 'W? Cartland said
careful ly.

"My friends and |I. | feel it only right-no, nore than that, our bounden duty -
that we should see them safely back again. How any nan of any sensitivity can
bear to live in that nonstrosity they call the Wite House | don't know but,
after
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all, there's no place |like hone.'

MIlton was equally careful. 'You mean you're going to set foot on Anerican soi
agai n?'

"My own, ny native land. Wiy ever not? You disappoint me, M MIlton.'
& aquo; | do?

"You do. Apart from <fce Suprene Court and the Attorney Ceneral | would have
t hought that the Secretary of State would know as nuch about our |aw and
constitution as any other man in the land.' There was silence. Branson | ooked
around but (here was still silence so he addressed hinmself to the Secretary
again. 'Or don't you know that bit where it says that no man who has been
granted a full and free pardon by the State for any crinme, actual or alleged,
can ever again be arraigned on that same charge?



It took at least ten seconds for the full inplications to dawn and it was then
mat the Potomac, in the person of the Chief Executive, burst its banks. It was
also then that the President lost twi ce the nunber of the putative votes he
m ght have gained from his earlier statenment that he would sacrifice 'hinself
for Anerica. He oould hardly be blaned. Devious sone politicians nmay be and
others are arnoured in pachydernmal hides: but never had the President
encount ered such Machiavellian effrontery. Even Presidents nay be forgiven the
odd earthy turn of phrase within the privacy of their own four walls but they
customarily abjure such phraseol ogy when addressing the electorate. But,
monmentarily, the President had totally forgotten the fact that he was, in
effect, addressing the electorate: he was appealing to a nindless heaven for
justice. And it was in that direction that his anguished face was lifted as he
stood there, arms rigidly outstretched and fists clenched, his face assumng a
peculiarly purplish hue.

"Half a deleted billion dollars! And a deleted full and free pardon |I God al -
del eted-mighty!' He lowered 'his gaze from the cloudl ess sky and turned the ful
fury of bis wath on Branson who, disappointingly, had not been struck down by a
bolt from heaven.

Branson murnured to the doctor: 'You have your cardiac arrest unit handy?

"This is not funny.*

The President warmed to his thenme. 'You evil tw sted deleted bastard | If you
i magi ne -'
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Cartland, belatedly, readied his side, touched his arm and VWi spered urgently:
"You're on television, sir.’

The President, cut off in md-expletive, |ooked at him screwed 'his eyes shut
i n sudden conprehensi on, opened them again, |ooked the canera squarely in the
eye and addressed it in neasured tones.

"I, as the elected representative and Chief Executive of the American people,

will not stand for this vile blackmail, the nmachinations of this evil and anora
man. The Anerican people will not stand for it Denocracy will not stand for it.
Conme what may we shall fight this cancer in our mdst -' 'How? * Branson asked.

*How?' The President tried manfully to control his blood pressure at the
t hought of this but full rationality had not yet returned to him The entire
resources of every investigative agency in those United States of ours, the
entire weight of the armed forces the full najesty of law and order wll be
brought to bear -'

"You're not up for re-election for six nmonths yet. How?'
"When | have consulted with the senior nenbers of ny cabinet - *

"You're through with consulting anyone, except on ny say-so. A full and free
pardon. If not, your stay on this tropical island may be indefinitely extended.
Most of the island, as | say, is pretty close to paradise: but there's a smal
stockaded section in one corner of the island that's been nodelled rather
closely on the Devil's Island that used to be. The Generalissino has to have
some place for his political dissidents, and as he doesn't care for them overly



much the majority of them never emerge again. It's a conbination of hard |abour,
fever and starvation. | sonehow don't see the King here with a pickaxe in his
hand. Nor yourself for that matter

"And instead of waffling on about the nation's noral rectitude, you m ght give
t hought to anot her possible predi cament of your guests here. It is no secret
that both the King and Prince have trusted Governnent ministers and relatives
who are just yearning to try their thrones for size. If your friends' stay in
the Cari bbean were to be unduly prolonged, one rather suspects that they would
have neither kingdom nor sheikhdomto return to. You appreciate, of course, that
Ameri can opinion would never let you deal with their usurpers - especially as
you would be the one held to blame for it Bang goes Novem
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her. Bang goes San Rafael. Here comes either redoubled oil prices or a tota
enmbargo and, in either case, a disastrous recession. You won't even rate a
footnote in history. At best, if they ever get round to conpiling a list of
history's nost stupid and di sastrous national |eaders, then you have a fair
chance of making the Guinness Book of Records. But history itself? No.'

"You have quite finished?” The President's anger had seem ngly evaporated and
he had attained a curious sort of resigned dignity.

"For the monent.' Branson notioned to the TV caneranen that the performance was
over.

"May | have a word with the King, Prince, mnmy governnmental colleagues and the
Chi ef of Police?

"Why not? Especially if it helps you to arrive at your decision nore quickly.'
"In privacy?

"Certainly. Your coach.'

"In the strictest privacy? *

The guard will remain outside. As you know, the coach is sound-proof. The
strictest privacy, | prom se you.'

They nmoved away, |eaving Branson al one. He beckoned Chrysler, his tele-
communi cations expert

'"Is the bug in the Presidential coach activated?
" Permanently."'

"Qur friends are having a top-level secret discussion in there. Wuldn't you
care to have a rest in our coach? You nust be tired.'

"Very tired, M Branson.'

Chrysler made his way to the rear coach and sat by the driver's seat in front
of the console. He nade a switch and lifted a single ear-phone. Apparently
satisfied with what he heard he replaced the ear-phone and made another switch
A tape recorder started hunmm ng.



April Wednesday said to Revson: 'Well, what did you nake of that?"

"I"d love to see the Nielsen ratings when they re-run that later in the day.'
They were walking to and fro along the western or deserted side of the bridge
"What a cast Rehearsals would have ruined it."

"You know | don't nean that*
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"I know. He's quite a boy, our Peter Branson. Highly intelligent - but we know
that already-all the angles figured, every eventuality taken care of far in
advance, he'd have made an excellent general. You could - at least | could -
alnost |like and admire the guy, except for the fact that, the odd half billion
apart, he plainly does this for kicks, he's a noral vacuum and the ordinary
standards of right and wong just do not hold good for him they sinply don't
exist. There's something strangely enpty about him'

"Hi s bank-book isn't going to be. But | didn't nean that & aquo;th*r.
"I know that too. In answer to your unspoken question, yes he has us hel pless.’
‘Do you intend to do anything about it?

"Intentions are one thing, achievenents another.'

"Well, you just can't wal k up and down there doing nothing. After what you told
me this norning -'

"I know what | told you this norning. A little respectful silence, if you
pl ease. Can't you see |'mthinking?

After sone little tine he said: 'I've thought*

"I can't wait.'

'Have you ever been sick?'

She lifted her brows which had the effect of nmking the huge green eyes |arger
than ever. Wth those eyes, Revson reflected, she could weck a cardinals'
council in nothing flat. To keep his mnd on the work on hand, he | ooked away.
She said: 'O course |'ve been sick. Everybody's been sick sone tine.'

‘"I nean really sick. Hospital. Like that.'

'No. Not ever.

"You're going to be very soon. la hospital. Sick. If you're still prepared to
hel p, that is.'

"I'"ve told you that already.'
"Asperity ill beconmes a lovely lady. There's quite an elenent of risk. If

you' re caught, Branson would nake you talk. Half a billion dollars is a |lot of
noney to have at stake. You'd talk very quickly."’



"Even nore quickly than that. 1'm not one of your wartime resistance heroines
and | don't |ike pain. Caught at what?

"Delivering a letter for me. Leave ne alone for a few mnutes, will you.'
Revson unshi pped his canera and took sonme stiU shots, of
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the coaches, helicopters, anti-aircraft guns and guards, trying as rmuch as
possible to keep the southern tower and the San Franciscan skyline in the
background, clearly a dedicated craftsman at work. He then turned his attention
and |l ens towards the anbul ance and the white-jacketed doctor |eaning against it.
The doctor said: 'Instant fame for ne, is it?

"What el se? Everyone wants to be imortalized.'

"Not this doctor. And an anbul ance you can film anywhere."

"You need psychiatric help." Revson |lowered his canera. 'Don't you know that
it's positively anti-social in this country not to want to hog the camera |ens?

My nane's Revson.'

"O'Hare.' QUare was youthful, cheerful, red-haired and his Irish ancestry |ay
no nore than a generati on behind him

"And what do you think of this lovely little set-up?
" For quotation?
"I'''m a caneranan.

*Aw, hell, quote nme if you want. 1'd just love to belt smarty-pants's ears
of f.'

"It figures.'

' What ?'

The red hair.'

‘I'd feel the same if | were black, blond or bald as a coot. Arrogant snpothies
do sonething to ne. And | don't |ike the way he needles the President and

publicly hunmiliates him'

'"You're a President nman, then?'

"Hell, he's a Californian, I'ma Californian, | voted for himlast time and 111
do so next tinme. Ckay, so he's stuffy and over-does the kindly uncle bit but
he's the best we have. Not that that says a great deal-but, well, he's really a

decent old stick.'
'Decent old stick?

"Don't blame nme, | was educated in England."’



"Wuld you like to help hinf
O'Hare | ooked at Revson thoughtfully. 'Funny question. Sure | would."'
"Wuld you help ne to hel p hinP"

'How can you hel p hin®

"Il try and I'Il tell you howif you say "yes", that is.'
"And what makes you think you can help nore than anyone el se?
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"Special qualifications. |I'm a Governnent enployee."

"So what's with the canera, then?*

"And | always thought it took a fair ampunt of intelligence to qualify as a
doctor. What do you expect nme to be carrying-a foot-w de plaque on ny chest
saying "I am an FBlI agent"?

O Hare snmiled, but only faintly. Well, no. But the story is that all the FB
men were |eft asleep in a down-town garage. Except for a few on the press coach

who were rousted out and narched off the bridge."'
"W don't put all our eggs in one basket.'
"And agents don't usually disclose their identity either.’

"Not this agent. I'd disclose ny identity to anyone if | were in trouble. And
["'min trouble now.'

"As long as it's not unethical -

"I wouldn't bring a blush to the Hi ppocratic cheek. That guaranteed, would you
consider it unethical to help put Branson behind bars?"

"I's that guaranteed too?1
"No. '
'Count on ne. What do you want done?"

"W have a | ady photographer with us who is young, rather beautiful, by the
unli kely name of April Wdnesday.'

"Ha!' O Hare brightened considerably. The green-eyed bl onde.’

"Indeed. | want her to take a nessage ashore, if that's the word, for ne and
bring nme back an answer within a couple of hours. | propose to code this
nmessage, filmit and give you the spool. It's about half the size of a cigarette

and |'m sure you can easily conceal it in one of the many tubes and cartons you
nmust carry about with you. Anyway, no one questions a doctor's integrity.

"Don't they, now?' O Hare spoke with sone feeling



There's no hurry. I'lIl have to wait till Messrs MIton, Quarry and Hendrix have
been escorted off the bridge. By which tinme, too, | expect that the trusty M
Hagenbach wi |l have arrived from wherever he has been lurking.*

' Hagenbach? You nean this old twister -

"You are referring to ny respected enployer. Now, this is just an anbul ance
Apart from your usual nedical kit, heart unit, oxygen kit to stitch together the
nm sgui ded who step out of line, | don't suppose you carry anything nmuch nore
sophi s-
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ticated.' O Hare shook his head.

'So you don't have any radiological gear or clinical investigative equipnent
and nost certainly not operational facilities, even if you did have an

anaest hetist, which you haven't. | suggest then that, when Mss Wdnesday takes
nmost painfully ill in about an hour or so, you di agnose sonething that my
demand, or may not denmand-doctors can't take chances - imedi ate hospita

di agnosi s and possible surgery. Sonething |ike a grumbling appendi x or suspected
peritonitis or such-like. Don't ask ne.'

"I wouldn't.' O Hare |ooked at Revson with sonme disfavour. 'You seemto be
unaware that even the rawest intern, no matter how danp behind the ears, can
di agnose appendicitis with his hands, figuratively, in his pockets.

"I amaware. But I'mdamed if | could doit. And |'m pretty certain that no
one else on this bridge could do it either.”

"You have a point. Right. But you'll have to give ne fifteen to twenty m nutes’
notice-before | call in Branson or whoever. The odd job or two to induce the
proper synptons. No danger.'

"M ss Wednesday has just infornmed ne that she is allergic to pain.

"She won't feel a thing,” OHare said in his best dentist's voice. 'Besides,

it's for the honeland.' He |ooked at Revson consideringly. "I believe you
gentl enen of the press are handing your stuff over at the south barrier in two
hours' tinme. Couldn't it wait till then?

"And get ny answer back by carrier pigeon next week. | want it this afternoon.

"You are in a hurry.'

"During the war-Wrld War Two, that is-Wnston Churchill used to annotate al
instructions to his nmilitary and governmental staff with just three scribbled
words: "Action this day". | ama great admirer of Sir Wnston."

He left the slightly benused O Hare and returned to April Wdnesday. He told
her that O Hare had okayed his request and her first question was: 'Want |
should bring back a miniaturized transceiver radio?

He gave her a kind |ook. 'Thoughtful, but no. Electronic surveillance of all
ki nds can hardly be your province. Such a transceiver | have, screwed into the
base of nmy camera. But
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that little revolving disc above the villains' coach nmeans only one thing -
they have an automatic radi o-wave scanner. They'd pick me up in five seconds.
Now listen carefully and I'lIl tell you exactly what | want you to do and how I
want you to behave.'

When he had finished she said: 'Understand. But | don't nuch care for the
t hought of the kindly healer there running anmok with his hypodermc.'

"You won't feel a thing,' Revson said soothingly. 'Besides, it's for the
fatherland."'

He left her and wal ked casually across to the press coach. The inperia
conference in the Presidential coach was still in full plenary session, and
t hough the speech inside was wholly inaudible fromwhere Revson stood it was
clear from the gestures and expressions of those inside that all they had
succeeded in reaching so far was a marked degree of difference in opinion. Their
problem Revson reflected, was hardly one susceptible to the ready formation of
a consensus of opinion. Branson and Chrysler were up front in the rear coach,
apparently dozing, which they probably weren't - though it wouldn't have
mattered very much if they were, for alert guards were very nuch in evidence
patrolling between the freshly-painted boundary lines on -the bridge. Menbers of
the various news nedia stood around in groups, wearing an air of alnost hushed
anticipation as if expecting the next nobmentous occasion to happen al ong any
second now, which seened as likely as not.

Revson entered the press coach. It was deserted. He nade his way to his own
seat, unshi pped his canera, produced a pad and felt pen and began, quickly and
wi thout hesitation, to wite what was apparently pure gibberish. There were
those who were |ost without their code-books but Revson was not one of them
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Hagenbach, the chief of the FBI, was a burly and form dable character in his
m ddl e sixties, with short-cropped grey hair, short-cropped grey noustache,
slightly hooded |ight blue eyes which never appeared to blink and a face
possessed of a total non-expression which it had taken him years of hard work to
acquire. It was said that anong the upper echelons of his FBI there was a
sweepstake as to the day and date when Hagenbach would first be seen to snile
The sweepstake had been running for five years.

Hagenbach was a very able man and | ooked it. He had no friends and he | ooked
that too. Men with a consum ng passion sel dom do and Hagenbach was a man with a
consuming passion. As was said of one of his illustrious predecessors, he was
alleged to have a file on every senator and congressman in Washington, not to
mention the entire staff of the Wite House. He could have made a fortune in
bl ackmai | but Hagenbach was not interested in noney. Nor was he interested in
power, as such. Hagenbach's total dedication lay in the extirpation of
corruption, whenever and wherever he night encounter it.

He | ooked at Admiral Newson and General Carter, the former plunp and rubicund
the latter tall and |lean and | ooking disconcertingly like his superior, Genera
Cartland. Both nmen he had known, and well, for alnost twenty years and had not
once called either by his first nane. That anyone shoul d address Hagenbach by



his Christian nanme was unthinkable. It would also have been extrenely difficult
as no one seemed to know it He was the type of man who didn't need a first nane.

Hagenbach said: 'So those are the only tentative proposals for action you have
come up with so far ?'

The situation is unprecedented,’ Newson said. 'Carter and | are fundanentally
men of direct action. To date, direct action seens out of the question. Let's
hear your ideas.*

"I"ve only just arrived. Have you any imedi ate proposals for the nmonent?
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"Yes. Await the arrival of the Vice-President.' The Vice-President is a
ni nconpoop. You know that. | know that. We all know that.'

'"Be that as it nmay, he's the only man in the United States who can approve and
aut hori ze any course of action we may eventually decide to make. Al so, | think
we had first better wait and consult M Mlton, M Quarry and Chief Hendrix when
they're rel eased.’

"If they're rel eased.'

"Hendrix is certain they will be and Hendrix knows far nore about Branson than
we do. Besides, he has to negotiate with sonebody.' He picked up the nessage
that had arrived from Revson via the New Jersey. 'How nmuch reliance do you place
on this?"

Hagenbach took the note and read it al oud.

4" Pl ease wait. No precipitate action. No violence-especially no violence. Let
nme eval uate the situation. Cannot use transceiver-the bandits have an autonmatic
radi o-wave scanner in constant use. WII comunicate with you this afternoon."'

Hagenbach | aid down the paper. 'Quite a bit, actually.'

Carter said: "What's he like, this Revson of yours?

"Rut hl ess, arrogant, independent, dislikes authority, a |loner who consults
superior officers only vnder duress and even then goes his own way.

Newson sai d: That doesn't sound very encouraging. Wiat's a hot-head |ike that
doing along on a trip like this?

"He's no hot-head. His mind is as near ice-cold as any nan's can be. | also
forgot to say that he's highly intelligent, very ingenious and extrenely
resourceful .’

Then he's a hand-pi cked man?' Newson said. Hagenbach nodded. ' You hand- pi cked
hin?' Again the nod. 'So he's the best in the business?

"I can't say. You know the size of our organization. | can't possibly know al
the field agents. He's just the best | happen to know. '

"I's he good enough to cope with Branson?



"I don't know because | don't know Branson. What's for sure, for once Revson is
going to depend heavily on outside help.' There was a degree of satisfaction in
Hagenbach's voice

Carter said: 'And how in hell is he going to communicate with us this
aft ernoon?’
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"I have no idea.' Hagenbach nodded to Revson's note. 'He got that through
didn't he? There was a brief pause as the Admiral and Ceneral respectfully
contenplated the note. 'Wuld either of you gentlenen have thought of that?*
They shook their heads. 'Me neither. Resourceful is what | said.

Branson wal ked up and down the bridge between the rear and Presidential
coaches. No nervous pacing, no signs of strain or tension, he could have been
taking a pleasant saunter in the afternoon sun, and, indeed, the afternoon was
extrenely pleasant. The skies were cloudless, the view all around cane straight
fromthe pages of a fairy-tale book and the waters of the Golden Gate and the
Bay sparkled in the warm sun. Having had his fill of the view, Branson consulted
his watch, strolled unhurriedly towards the Presidential coach, knocked on the
door, opened it and stepped inside. He surveyed the occupants and the sound of
voi ces stilled.

Branson said pleasantly: 'You have arrived at a decision, gentlenen?" There was
no reply. "Am 1| to take it, then, that you have arrived at an inpasse?"

The President |lowered the very large gin and martini with which he had been
sust ai ni ng hi nsel f.

"We require nore time for our deliberations.'

"You've had all the tinme you're going to have. You could sit here all day and
get no further. If all your minds weren't so devious and at the sane tinme so
closed to the facts of life, you' d recognize this for the painfully sinple issue
it is. Pay up or else. And don't forget the escalation penalty clause.

The President said: '|I have a proposal to nake.'

"Let's hear it.

"Permit the King, Prince and Shei kh Kharan to go. | shall remain as hostage.
The situation would remain the sane. You would still have the President of the
United States. For that matter | can't see why you don't let all the hostages in

this coach go.'

Branson was admiring. "My heavens, what a perfectly splendid gesture. Noble,
shoul d say. Wiy, do that, and the electorate would demand that they re-alter the
constitution and let their hero run for another three terns instead of one.' He
smled and went on without a change in tone. 'No way, M President. Apart from
the fact that | shudder at the very thought of you being in the Wite House for
the next thirteen
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years |'ve always dreant of holding a hand of cards with four aces in it. Here
I've got four. One is not enough. And has it ever occurred to you that if you



were to be the only hostage left on the Golden Gate Bridge the Government, in

t he person of your Vice-President who would just love to sit behind that table
in the Oval Ofice, mght be sorely tenpted to achieve sone sort of immortality
by wi ping out this nonstrous band of crimnals who have ki dnapped you and your
Arabian friends? Nothing drastic of course - nobody who destroyed this bridge
could ever hope to be President. A single supersonic fighter-bonber from Al aneda
woul d do the job nicely. And if one of his rockets went off course slightly -
well, that's just bad luck, an Act of God and pilot's error.’'

The President spilt a considerable anmbunt of his gin and martini on the carpet.
Branson | ooked at Quarry, MIton and Hendrix in turn, said: 'GCentlenen , and
| eft the coach. The three nen followed. The President carefully didn't watch
them go. He appeared to have found sonething of profound interest in the depths
of what remmined of his drink.

Qut si de, Branson spoke to Van Effen. 'Get that TV van and crew back here again.
Make sure the TV conpanies are notified.'

Van Effen nodded. 'It would be wong of you to let the nation suffer this
agoni zi ng suspense. \Were are you goi ng?

To the south end with those three gentlenen.'

"As guaranteed escort for their safety? Can't they take the word of a
gent | eman?’

"Not that. | just want to inspect the progress being nade on the barrier. Saves
the wal k, that's all."’

The four nen clinbed into the police car and drove off.

Still alone in the press coach, Revson watched them go then returned his
attention to the three snmall sheets of notepaper on his knees. Each was smaller
than the average postcard and all three were covered with snall, neat and

i nconprehensi ble witing. He focused his canera and photographed each three
ti mes- Revson always covered his bets. He then took each paper in turn, set fire
to it and crushed the bl ackened remains in his ash-tray. It was a very curious
paper for it gave off no snoke. He then wound off the canmera spool, sealed it
and wapped it in a very thin lead foil; as he had prom sed O Hare,
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the conpleted result was no larger than half a cigarette

He rel oaded his camera and went outside. Thé& aquo; atnosphere of suspense and
excitement had markedly hei ghtened. He spoke to a near-by newspaperman -
under st andabl y, he knew none of them by nane.

' Sonet hi ng new af oot ?

"Branson's just sent for the televisioH van again.

‘Do you know why?"

'"No idea.



"Not hing very inportant, probably. Mybe he's always had a yen to appear on TV.
Maybe he's just wanting to keep the pressure on the nation and the governnent -

and the Arabian governments too, for this tine the big three conpanies will be
geared for action, the satellites will be ready and waiting and so will be al
the Persian Qulf. The executives of the big conpanies will be hard put to it to

shed crocodile tears for the plight of their beloved President and at the sane
time refrain fromjunping for joy. The biggest show on earth and all for free.
What's the odds Branson won't be putting on a late show about two in the
nor ni ng?'

Revson shot about a dozen other pictures. The chances of its being discovered
that he had taken no pictures at all were renote in the extrene, but then again
Revson al ways covered his bets. He drifted casually across to where O'Hare was
| eani ng agai nst his anbul ance and shook a cigarette fromits pack.

"Li ght, doctor?
"Sure.' O Hare produced a lighter and Iit it Revson cupped the flane in his

hands to shield it fromthe very slight breeze and as he did so he slid the
spool into O Hare's palm

Thanks, Doc.' He |ooked idly around. There was no one within earshot. 'How | ong
to hide?"

'"One minute. | have the place for it*

Two minutes and you'll have your patientl

O Hare went into the anbul ance while Revson sauntered half-way across the
bri dge where April Wadnesday was prudently standing alone, a circunstance
normal ly very difficult for her to achieve. She |ooked at him wet her |ips and
tried to snle at him It wasn't a very successful effort

Revson said: 'Wio's that solid dependabl e-1 ooki ng character standing by the
engi ne of the anbul ance?

"Gafton. United Press. A nice nman.'
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"G and collapse gracefully against him Discretion is of the essence. W don't
want any undue fuss. But first let ne get to the other side of the bridge |I want
to he at a safe di stance when you re taken il

When Revson reached the far side of the bridge he turned and | ooked Hack Apri
had al ready begun to head in the direction of the anbulance. Her gait seenmed a
little unsteady but not markedly so She may he scared, he thought-and she
unquestionably was - but she can act

She was about fifteen feet distant from Gafton when he first saw her or. nore
precisely, when she first attracted his attention. He regarded her slightly
wavering approach with curiosity, a curiosity which quickly turned to concern.
He took two quick steps forward and caught her by the shoul ders. She | eaned
gratefully against him |ips and eyes conpressed as in pain.

"April Wednesday,' he said. 'Wat's the matter, girl?



"I've a terrible pain. It just hit nme now' Her voice was husky and she was
hol ding herself with both hands. "It - it feels like a heart attack

"How woul d you know?' Grafton said reasonably, his tone reassuring. 'And
wherever your heart is, it's not on the right-hand side of your tumry. Don't
nmsinterpret ne, but sonme people have all the luck.' He took her firmy by the
arm There's a doctor only five yards from here.'

From the far side of the bridge Revson watched them vanish round to the rear of
the anmbul ance. As far as he could reasonably tell, he had been the only person
to observe the brief by-play.

Branson wal ked unhurriedly away fromthe hal f-conpleted southern barrier,
apparently well satisfied with the progress of the work in hand. He reached the
rear coach and swung up to sit beside Chrysler

"Any nore sensational revel ations?

"No. M Branson. It's all become a bit repetitive and boring. You can have a
pl ay-back or transcript if you like but it's not worth it.

"I"'msure it's not. Tell nme.
"Can | switch off, M Branson? They're really not worth listening to.
They never were. Well|?
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"Sane old story. About the paynment. Still arguing.

"But they're going to pay.'

"No question It's whether to pay now or stall. Latest opinion poll has four
for, two undecided, two against. The King, the Prince and Kharan are all for the
noney bei ng handed over now Treasury noney, of course. Mayor Mrrison is of the
same nind/

"That's understandable. He'd pay a billion dollars within the hour to ensure
the safety of his beloved bridge.’

"Cartland and Miir have no preference either way, the only difference being
that General Cartland is willing to fight us to the death. The President and
Hansen are very much agai nst inmedi ate paynent.'

' Agai n under st andabl e. Hansen's never nade a decision in his life and the
President would stall for ever, hoping for a mracle to happen, hoping to save
the nation the loss of a half billion for which, rightly or wongly, he would
probably be bl aned, hoping to save face and his Presidential inage. Let them
stew in their own juice.' He turned as Peters appeared in the doorway.

' Soret hi ng wr ong?'

"Nothing that affects us, sir. Seems Dr O'Hare has sone nedical problem on his
hands. He'd like to see you as soon as possible.'

When Branson entered the anmbul ance he found April lying on the hinged side bed,
a discreet six inches of her mdriff showing, her face chal k-white. Branson did



not rmuch care for finding hinself in the presence of sick people and this was
obviously a sick person. He looked enquiringly at O‘Hare.

O'Hare said: 'lI've a very sick young lady on ny hands, here, M Branson. | want
her renoved to hospital immedi ately.'

"What's wrong?*
'Look at her face.

It was indeed ashen, an effect easily achieved by the application of an
odour| ess tal cum

"And at her eyes.'

They were opaque with enormously dilated pupils, the effect of the first of the
two jabs that O Hare had given her. Not that the eyes hadn't been big enough to
begin with.

' Feel her pul se.

Reluctantly. Branson lifted the slender wist and dropped it al nost
i medi ately.
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elt's racing,' he said. And indeed it was. O Hare had probably been a little
too thorough there. The rate of the pulse when she had entered the anbul ance had
al ready been so high as to render the second injection unnecessary.

"Wuld you care to feel the distension on the right-hand side of the abdonen?
"No, | would not.' Branson was enphatic.

"It could be a grunbling appendix. It could be a threatened peritonitis. The
signs are there. But | have no proper diagnostic equipnment, no X-ray facilities,
no way of carrying out abdom nal surgery and, of course, no anaesthetist.
Hospital, and pretty damm quick."

"No!" April had sat up in bed, fear in her face. 'No! Not hospital! They'Il cut
me up | Surgery! |'ve never even been in a hospital in nmy life.'

O Hare put his hands on her shoulders, firmy and not bothering to be gentle,
and pressed her back down again.

"And if I"mnot that sick? If it's only a tumy-ache or sonething? M Branson
woul dn't let me back. The only scoop of my life. And |I'm scared!

O Hare said: '"It's nore than a tummy-ache, |assie."

"You can cone back,' Branson said. 'But only if you do what the doctor and I
say.' He nodded towards the door and stepped down. 'Wat do you think really is
the matter with her?

"A doctor doesn't have to discuss a patient with a laynman.' O Hare was show ng
every synmptom of losing his patience. "And | can tell you this, Branson. Make
off with half a billion dollars and you'll probably end up as sonme kind of folk



hero. It's happened often before, although not, adnmittedly, on this scale. But
let this girl die because you denied her access to nedical care and you'l

beconme the nost hated man in Anerica. They'll never stop till they get you. To
start with, the CIA will find you wherever you are in the world - and they won't
bother to bring you to trial."

Branson showed no signs of losing his patience. He said mldly: 'You don't have
to threaten nme, Doctor. She'll get her nedical care. |I'mjust asking as a
favour."

"In confidence? Branson nodded. 'You don't have to be a doctor to see that
she's a pretty sick kid. But there are nore than one way of being sick. Is she
threatened with appendicitis or peritonitis? I don't think so. She's an
excitabl e, intense,
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hi ghl y-strung kid who lives on her nerves. Under pressure, as of now, those
could produce an enotional trauma or psychosomatic disorders which are capable
of causing the synptons we've just seen. It's rare, but it exists. In nedicine
there's a condition called the Mlthusian syndrome where a person can actually
will hinself into producing - faking, if you want to call it that - synptons of
a non-existent disease. Not in this case - if it is what T think it is, it's
i nvoluntary. But you see ny position-1 can't take chances. She may require
i ntensive nedical diagnosis or psychiatric evaluation. The first | can do
nysel f, but | need hospital equipnment. The second | can't -1"mnot a
psychiatrist. Either way | mnmust get to hospital. W're wasting tine.'

"I won't keep you long. Do you mnd if we search your anbul ance?"

O Hare stared at him 'Wat the hell for? What do you think I'm carrying?
Bodi es? Narcotics - well, quite a lot, really. What do you think I would be
taking off this bridge that | didn't bring on to it? |I'ma doctor, not an FBI
agent."

"We'll forget it. Another question. Do you nmind if we send a guard along - for
observation purposes?

"Send half a dozen. They'll get dammed little observation done.'

«Wat's that supposed to nean?

"It means that Harben-he's chief of surgery-cherishes his unit |like a new born
baby. He wouldn't give a damm about you and your bridge. If any of your nen
tried to force their way into enmergency reception of the energency theatre he'd
have a dozen sharn-shooters there in ten mnutes. I'mnot jokine - |I've seen him
do it.'

"We'll forget that. too. It's uninoportant.

"One thing that is inportant. WIIl you ohone, ask themto have the energency
operating theatre ready and Dr Huron standi ng by.'

'Dr Huron?"

' Seni or psychiatrist.*



"Right.' Branson sniled faintly. 'Do you know that a Presidential route is
alwavs laid out so that it's never nore than a few mnutes from the nearest
hospital ? Just in case. Convenient, isn't if"

"Verv.' OHare turned to the driver. 'Start the siren.”
As the anbul ance noved towards the south tower they were
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passed by a TV van and generator truck com ng the other way. |nmmediately,
caner anmen, photographers and reporters began noving into what they assuned woul d
be the same TV arena as before. Sone cameramen were so overconme by the occasion
that they began wasting filmon the forthcoming truck as if this were an
unprecedented spectacle in itself.

Revson was not one of those who joined in the surge forward. He noved in the
opposite direction and regained his seat in the deserted press coach. He
undi pped the base of his canmera, renoved the nminiaturized transceiver, slipped
it into a side pocket, reached into his carrier bag and fed spare filminto the
base of his canera. He was just reclipping the base of his :amera when he becane
aware of being watched. He |ooked up. Blue eyes under blond hair, a head the
approxi mate shape of a sugar cube and a vacuous snile. Revson believed in that
vacuous snile the way he believed in Santa O aus. Branson would have settled for
nothing | ess than ao exceptional man when picking his |ieutenant.

'"Revson, isn't it?
"Yes. Van Effen, | believe.1l

"Yes. Why aren't you out there with the others, recording this historical
nonent for posterity?"

"First, what is there to record yet? Second, the big eye of TV can do a dammed
sight better job of posterity-recording than | can do. Third, if you'll excuse
t he hackneyed phrase, what |'m after is the human interest angle. Fourthly, |
prefer to load in the shadow. '

" That | ooks a nobst exceptional canera.'

41t is.' Revson permitted hinself a snall proprietary snile that al nost
bordered on a snmirk. 'Hand-nmade and assenbl ed. Swedish. A rare species. The only
canera in the world that can take colour stills, black and white stills and is a
cin6 canera at the sane tinme.*

"May | have a look? I'"'ma bit of a canera buff myself.*

"Certainly." The battery-powered air-conditioning in the coach, Revson thought,
was falling down on the job.

Van Effen exanmined the camera with the eye of a connoisseur. |nadvertently, as
it seenmed, his hand touched the spring clip at the base. A dozen cassettes and
spool s tunbled on to the seat beside Revson

"I amsorry. It would seemthat I'mnot all that much of a camera buff.' He
inverted the canera and | ooked wi th ad-
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mration at the recessed base. "Very very ingenious.* Wile Revson sat, acutely
conscious of the slight bulge caused by the transceiver in his side pocket, Van
Effen neticulously replaced cassettes and spools in the base, closed the flap
and handed the canera back to Revson. 'Excuse nmy curiosity.

"Well, you went to the right finishing school, anyway.

"It always shows.' Van Effen gave him his vacuous smile and |eft.

Revson did not nmop his brow for it was a gesture alien to his nature. Had he
been a brow nopper, he would have done so. He wondered if Van Effen had noticed
the two tiny spring clips in the base. He probably had. Had he realized their
significance? Equally probably not. They could have been the retaining clips for
any nunber of esoteric attachnents.

Revson turned in his seat. The hostages were descending from their coach, the
President manfully substituting for bis black scow a calm resolute and
statesmanl i ke expression. Even Van Effen, Revson saw, had his eyes on them
Revson |l eft the coach by the door opposite the driver's so that he was on the
blind side of all the spectators and participants. He leaned his elbows in brief
contenplation on the outer rail, then opened his right hand, the one that held
the transceiver. He had read sonewhere that it took a solid object, accelerating
at thirty-two feet per second, only three seconds to fall fromthe bridge to the
Gol den Gate and he gravely doubted whether the nan responsible for those figures
could count. Nobody had noticed anything anmi ss. Revson had covered his bets
agai n.

He made his unhurried and silent entry into the coach again, closed the door
quietly behind him and energed, nuch less quietly, from the opposite door. Van
Effen turned, smled vaguely, then turned back his attention to the circus on
hand.

As before, Branson had everything stage-nmanaged to perfection, hostages and
newsmen seated in their proper places, cin6é and still canmeranen strategically
posi tioned although, this tine, there was one mnor but significant difference
from the previous occasion. This time Branson had two TV caneras instead of one.
Wthout further ado Branson, calm relaxed and as assured as ever, re-enbarked
upon his psychol ogi cal warfare. Apart from being a born general and a born stage
manager, he could al so have been a born anchor-man on TV.
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He divided his attention fairly evenly between the TV lens and those seated
beside him After a wholly unnecessary introduction of hinself, the President,
the King and the Prince, his first reference, not unsurprisingly, was to
caner as.

"W have, this afternoon, two television canmeras with us. One for the
illustrious conmpany you are now view ng, the other facing the other way towards
the south or San Franciscan shore. The second one is a tracking canera with a
tel ephoto zoomlens, that, up to half a mle, can give the clarity of resolution
that one would expect at the distance of ten feet. As there is no trace of fog
this afternoon it should be able to performits function admirably. Its function
is as follows.'



Branson lifted the canvas cover from a |large, rectangular box then, microphone
in hand, went and sat in a specially reserved vacant chair by the President. He
gestured towards the object he had just unveil ed.

"A courtesy gesture towards our assenbl ed guests. A rather splendid col our TV
set. No better obtainable anywhere. American, of course.'

The President had to make hinself heard. After all, nost of the so-called
civilized eyes in the world were upon him He said, with heavy sarcasm and a
cold distaste: 'I'll wager you haven't paid for your TV set, Branson.

"That's hardly relevant. The point is that | don't want to make you and your
guests feel |ike second-class and deprived citizens. Al the world will be able
to see in close detail how we are going to attach the first of our explosive
charges to one of the cables by the south tower and | feel it would be unjust to
deprive you of the same privilege. After all, at a distance of over two thousand
feet and an elevation of over five hundred feet, it would be difficult for even
the keenest-eyed to appreciate the finer points of this operation. But the box
here will show you everything you want' Branson smiled. 'Or don't want. Now,
pl ease direct your attention to the vehicle descending the ranp from the rear
coach.’

They so directed their attention. Wiat they saw could al so b& aquo; seen on the
TV set before them The vehicle |ooked like a stripped-down, niniaturized golf-
cart. It was self-propelled but silent, clearly electrically powered. The
driver, Peters, stood on a tiny platformat the rear inmediately over the
batteries. On the flat steel platform before himwas a large coil of very
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thin rope and, at the very front, a small, doubl e-drumred w nch.

At the foot of the ranp, Peters stopped the vehicle. Four nen appeared fromthe
rear of the coach. The first two were carrying an obviously very heavy canvas
strap of explosives - simlar to the one that Branson had earlier denonstrated
on TV. This they deposited, very carefully indeed, on the vehicle's platform
besi de the rope. The other two nen carried objects about eight feet in length
one was a boat-hook, the other an H-sectioned steel beamw th butterfly screw
clanmps at one end and a built-in pulley at the other

"The tools of our trade,' Branson said. 'You should be able to guess what
they're all for but in any event this will be explained to you when they are put
to use. Two things are of particular interest: the explosives and the rope. That
strap of explosives is ten feet long and contains thirty bee-hives of high
expl osive, each five pounds in weight: the rope, which is a quarter of a mle
long, looks, and is, thinner than the average clothes-line, but, as it is nade
of steel-cored nylon, has a breaking strain of eight hundred pounds which is
exactly five times as nuch as will be required of it.'" He gestured to Peters
who nodded, eased open the circular control wheel and trundled off in the
direction of the south tower. Branson |ooked directly at the TV |lens.

He said: 'For those of you who don't know, and apart fromthe citizens of San
Franci sco there will be many who will not know, those towers are sonething |ess
than solid structures.’” On the TV set before him and on countless nillions of
sets throughout the world, the south tower cane into sharp, close focus. These
towers consist of steel framework boxes called cells. Each is about the size of
a phone booth, but twice as high, riveted together and connected by manhol es.



Each tower consists of over five thousand such cells. They contain el evators and
| adders-a rather staggering twenty-three miles of them

He reached under his seat and brought up a nanual.

"As you will appreciate, it would be very easy for the inexperienced to get
| ost inside this labyrinth. Once, when they were building this bridge, two nen
spent the entire night inside the north tower trying to find their way out and,
i ndeed, Joseph Strauss, the designer and builder of this bridge, was capable of
getting conpletely lost inside the tower. It was
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with this in mnd that Strauss produced this twenty-si x-page manual - well, not
this one, this is a facsimle | was fortunate enough to cone by-instructing
i nspectors how to find their way about inside the towers

"At this nonent, two of nmy nen, each with a. copy of this manual - although
they hardly need them they're using the elevator - are at, or nearing, the top
of the east tower there, the one facing towards the bay. They are carrying with
t hem not hi ng except a fifteen-pound weight, the purpose of which you wll
shortly discover. May we observe the progress of our electric truck, please?

The telephoto TV canera obligingly descended and closed on Peters, travelling
along the wong side of the bridge. Even as they watched, it slowed and cane to
a halt alnost directly under the |owest of the four massive cross-struts of the
south tower.

Branson said: 'Elevation, please.'

Agai n the tel ephoto canera focused on the saddl e-the curved steel housing over
whi ch the cable passed-on the bayside tower. Alnpbst immediately two nen cane
into sight by the saddle, tiny figures for those directly observing fromthe
m ddl e of the bridge, close-up for those |ooking at the TV screens.

"On cue, on tine,' Branson said with some satisfaction. 'In those matters, co-
ordination is of the essence. | dare say that not one in ten thousand of you
woul d care to be where those two nmen are now. Quite frankly, neither would I.
One misstep and it's over seven hundred and fifty feet down to the Colden Gate:
only a seven-second fall but at a hundred and seventy miles an hour hitting
water is no different fromhitting solid concrete. But those two are as safe as
you would be in a church pew. Spidernen, they're called-the workers you can see
standing on girders a thousand feet above the streets of New York or Chicago
when they're building a new skyscraper.'

The canmera closed on Peters again. He produced a pistol, unusual as to both
length of barrel and width of nuzzle, took brief aimupwards and fired. Neither
canera could track nor eye see the nature of the missile ejected: what the
canera did show, four seconds after firing, was that Bartlett, one of the nen by
the saddle, had a green cord safely in his hands. He reeled this in swiftly. At
the end of the cord was a | eather-hung pulley, which in turn was attached to one
end of the
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rope. Two and a half minutes el apsed before the rope was in Bartlett's hands.



He held this securely while his partner, Boyard, undid both cord and pull ey.
Bartlett reeled in about another dozen feet, cut this section off with a knife
and handed it to Boyard, who secured one end to a strut and another to the strap
of the pulley. The rope was then passed through the pulley, through a hole at
its top, to a pear-shaped |ead weight which the nmen had brought up with them
Both weight and rope were then released and sank swiftly down to bridge |evel
agai n.

Peters caught the weight, undid the knot that secured the rope but did not
wi thdraw the rope. Instead he passed it through the pulley in the steel beam and
a ring at the end of the boat-hook and secured all three together. He took a few
turns of the other end of the rope round one of the drunms of the w nch and
started up the electric notor.

The wi nch, though small, was powerful and fast. From bridge to saddle took |ess
than a mnute and a half. There was a gentle breeze blowing fromthe north,
apparently freshening as the altitude increased, and the rope and its burden
swayed quite noticeably, striking each of the cross-struts, at tines quite
forcibly, on the way up. Peters seenmed unconcerned, his gaze fixed on Bartlett.
As the rope and its cargo neared the top Bartlett nmade a horizontal waving
notion of his arm Peters eased the winch drumto a crawl. Bartlett nade a slow
upwar ds beckoning nmotion with his arm then stretched it out horizontally. Peters
unwound the rope after stopping the winch, leaving only one turn on the drum

Bartlett and Boyard pulled in the beam and boat-hook, detached them along wth
the | ead weight, passed the rope through the pulley and resecured the |ead
wei ght. They then eased out the H beam for a distance of about six feet then
clanped the inner end to a strut, tightening the butterfly nuts to their
maxi mum Bartlett signalled Peters who took the last turn off the drum Weight
and rope sank rapidly downwards.

Two minutes later the rope was on its way up again, this tine with the canvas
strap of explosives which dangled at its full length, fastened to the rope by
two heavy netal buckles at one end of the strap. Unlike the previous occasion
Peters now noved with great caution, the drum noving very slowy and
occasionally stopping altogether. General Cartland com
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mented on this to Branson.
"Your winchman is trying to elimnate all sway?*

"Yes W don't want that strap of explosives to bang agai nst one of the cross-
struts.'

"Of course. 1'd forgotten how sensitive fulmnate of nercury detonators are.’

The detonators are in Bartlett's pocket. But the priners can be tenperanenta
too. That's why we have that extended beam up top-to give clearance. Al so, it's
asking a bit much for even two strong nen to haul a hundred and sixty pounds -
not a hundredwei ght as you estinmated, General-over five hundred feet vertically
upwar ds. "

They watched the explosive safely negotiate the second top cross-strut.
Cartland said: 'So it's one strap there, one on the opposite cable and the other
two at the north tower?"



‘No. We've changed our nminds on that. We suspect that the suspension cabl es-and
don't forget that there are over twenty-seven thousand spun w res inside that
steel sheath -nmay be considerably stronger than the nock-up we used for the
test. So we're going to use all four explosive straps at the south tower, a pair
on each cable. That will leave no margin for doubt. And if the south end of the
bridge falls into the Golden Gate it seens reasonable to expect that the north
end will follow suit. Whether the north tower-don't forget it will then be
beari ng nost of the weight of the four-thousand-two-hundred-feet span-will be
pul l ed down too we haven't been able to determine but it seens pretty close to a
certainty.’

Van Effen took two quick steps forwards and clicked off the safety catch on his
machi ne-pistol. Mayor Morrison, half out of his seat, slowy subsided back into
it but his fists were still tightly clenched, his eyes still nad.

By now, Bartlett and Boyard had the boat-hook round the rope and were steadily,
cautiously and without too nmuch trouble, overhanding the explosives in towards
t henmsel ves. Soon it disappeared out of the range of the telephoto TV canmera. So,
i medi ately afterwards, did all of Bartlett except for head and shoul ders

"Inserting the detonators?" Cartland asked. Branson nodded and Cartl and

gestured to the section of the cable nearest them At that point, in the centre
of the bridge, the cable dipped until it was alnpst within arms length. 'Wy go
to all that
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i nmense | abour? Wuldn't it have been easier just to fix the charges here?

"Easier, yes, but there's no guarantee that severing the cables in md-bridge
woul d bring the bridge down. There's no way of knowing: what's for sure is that
no one has ever carried out a control test or experinent on this sort of thing.
Suspensi on bridges conme expensive. |f the cables were severed here the towers
as far as weight is concerned, would still be in a fair state of equilibrium
Bridge might sag a little or a lot, it might break but it wouldn't drop the
whol e span clear into the water. My way, success is guaranteed. You woul dn't
expect nme to charge two hundred nmillion for a botched-up job, would you?

Ceneral Cartland didn't say whether he would or he wouldn't.

"Besides, if things go wong, that is, if you turn out to be stingy with the
noney, | intend to trigger off the explosives immediately we take off. | don't
want to be within half a mle of six hundred pounds of high explosives when it
goes up.'

The President said carefully: 'You nean the triggering device is aboard one of
t hose helicopters?

Branson gave a patient sigh. 'I've always nmaintained that all Presidential
candi dates should undergo an 1Q test. O course it is. In the nearest one. \Wuat
did you expect nme to do? Press a button inside a coach and then go down with the
coach and bridge to the bottom of the Col den Gate?

Branson renoved his disbelieving gaze fromthe President and returned it to the
TV screen before him Bartlett, with Boyard steadying him had the canvas strip
wr apped round the cable, hard up against the saddle and was buckling tight the



second of the two straps that held the strap securely in position. That done, he
noved back along with Boyard to admire their handiwork. The canera then |eft
them and zeroed in on the section of cable wapped in the |ethal enbrace of the
hi gh expl osi ve.

Branson snmiled broadly. 'Well, now, isn't that a perfectly splendid sight?"
Cartland renai ned poker-faced. 'It all depends upon your point of view'
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SEVEN

Vi ce-President Richards switched off the TV set. He |ooked thoughtful, shocked
and concerned all at one and the sane tine. Wen he spoke, those enotions were
reflected in his voice

'"That was a remarkably effective performance. One has to confess that our
villainous friend appears to know exactly what he is about and has the tota
ability to carry out his nunmerous threats. At least, that is how | see it, but
["'mjust a newconer to the scene. Do you gentlenen see it any differently”

The Vice-President was a tall, genial, |oquacious southerner, much given to

sl appi ng-one could not call it clapping -the unwary rather painfully on the back
and was an internationally-known gournet, a fact anply testified to by his anple
figure. He was far from being the ni nconpoop Hagen-bach had all eged -
Hagenbach's opinion stemed from the fact that theirs were two totally differing
personalities: he was forceful, shrewd, intelligent and was remarkably well
informed on a very wide range of topics: if he had one fault it was that he had
unl i ke Hagenbach, a consuming desire for power. Branson had hardly been
exaggerati ng when he had suggested that a yearning | ook cane into Richards's
eyes whenever he entered the Oval Ofice in the Wite House

Ri chards | ooked, without ruch hope, around the conpany assenbled in the office
of the hospital supervisor. Hagenbach, Hendrix and the two Secretaries sat
around a snall table. Newson and Carter, as if to denponstrate the exclusivity of
t he highest echelons of the military, sat at a second and smaller table. O Hare,
arns folded and | eaning against a radiator, wre the wy, slightly anused,
slightly condescendi ng expression that nost doctors reserve for all those who
are not also doctors. April Wdnesday sat, quietly and alone, in a corner chair.

From the silence that followed it was clear that none of the gentlenen present
saw it any differently.

Ri chards's geniality yielded to a certain amount of testi-
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ness. 'You, Hagenbach, what do you propose to do?

Hagenbach restrained hinself. Even though he was the head of the FBI he had to
pay his due respect, albeit |ip-service respect, to the Vice-President.

"l suggest we await the transcription of Revson's nessage, sir.

Transcription! Transcription | Was it necessary for this man of yours to
conplicate things by sending in code?



"On the face of it, no. Revson has a near-mania for secrecy, that nust be
admtted, and is extraordinarily security-conscious. The sane m ght be said
about nyself. Agreed, the nessage cane through with safety and ease. On the
ot her hand, as M ss Wdnesday here has testified, Branson did contenplate
searching the anbulance. Wth the proverbial toothconb, he mght have cone up
with something. But not with this mcrofilm' He |ooked up as a young nan,
dressed in the immacul ate conservative grey of a Wall Street broker, cane
t hrough the doorway and banded him two typed sheets of paper.

"Sorry it took so long, sir. It was a bit difficult.

"So is Revson.' Hagenbach read quickly through the papers, totally oblivious of
the inpatience of the others. He |ooked up at the young nan. "You like and you
val ue your position in our organi zation, Jacobs?

"You don't have to say that, sir.

Hagenbach tried to smile but, as ever, failed to crack the ice barrier. "I
apol ogize.' It was a neasure of Hagenbach's concern over the matter in hand that
he had never previously been heard to say sorry to anyone

"You don't have to say that either, sir.' Jacobs left the room
Hagenbach said: This is what Revson says. To give you the maximumtine to
obtain what | require for nmy imediate needs, | will state those first of all."

Admiral Newson coughed. 'Do your subordinates usually address you in such a
perenptory tone?

"Not usually. He goes on: "I want four hundred yards of blue or green thin
cord, cylindrical waterfront containers for witten nessages and a variably
hooded norse-flashlight. Then I would |ike an aerosol, two pens-one white, one
red,-and a CAP air pistol. Please order those inmediately. Wthout them
cannot hope to operate.™'
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General Carter said: 'Goobledook. What are those terns supposed to nean?

Hagenbach said: 'l amnot sure if | should tell you. That does not refer to you
personal |y, General. Senior officers, cabinet mnisters and, of course, senior

police officers, are entitled to be privy to such information. But there are-ah-
civilians present.'

OlHare said mldly: 'Doctors don't talk. Wiat's nore, they don't |eak secret
information to the press either.”

Hagenbach favoured himwith a very ol d-fashioned | ook then said to April: 'And
you, M ss Wednesday?

She said: 'I'd talk my head off if you as much as showed nme a pair of thunb-
screws. You wouldn't have to put them on, showi ng would be quite enough.
O herw se, no.'

Hagenbach said to Hendrix: 'How s Branson with thunbscrews and young | adi es?



"No way. Master crimnal though he is he has a remarkable reputation for
gallantry towards wonen. He has never carried out a robbery where a woman ni ght
be involved, far less hurt.

'"But M Revson told ne -

"I rather fancy,' Hagenbach said, 'that Revson wanted you to act scared. So he
threw a scare into you."

April Wednesday was indignant: 'Has he no scrupl es?

"In private life, a nodel of integrity. On business-well, if he has scruples he
has so far hidden the fact very well. As to those objects he asked for, the
aerosol contains exactly the sanme knock-out nerve gas that Branson used with
such effect on the bridge. No permanent danage whatsoever - the presence of Mss
Wednesday testifies to that. The pens - they look like ordinary felt pens-fire
tiny tipped needles that al so knock out people.'

Admiral Newson said: 'Wiy two col ours?”

The red knocks you out a bit nore permanently.*

"One assunmes that a "bit nore pernanently" neans permanently.

' Coul d happen. The air pistol - well, it has the advantage of al nbst conplete
silence."

"And the CAP bit?

Hagenbach's hesitati on betrayed a degree of reluctance.

"It means the bullets are tipped.'

Ti pped with what?
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Hagenbach's reluctance turned into sonething close to enbarrassnent.
' Cyani de.

After a brief and understandable silence Richards said heavily: This Revson of
yours. |Is he a direct descendant of Attil atheHun?'

"He is an extrenely effective operative, sir.

‘Loaded down with a lethal arnoury like that, | don't for a noment doubt it. He
has killed?

'So have thousands of police officers.’
"And what's his score to date?
*| really couldn't say, sir. In his reports, Revson lists only the essentials.'

"Only the essentials.' Richards's echo had a hollow ring to it. He shook his
head and said no nore.



"If you will excuse ne for a noment.' Hagenbach wote quickly on a notepad,
opened the door and handed the note to a man outside. 'Have those itenms here
within the hour.” He returned and picked up the transcript again.

To continue. "In what little time I've had |'ve tried to make an assessnent of
Branson's character. In original concept, planning, organization and execution,
the man is quite brilliant. He would have nmade an excellent general, for his

appreciation of both strategy and tactics is nasterly. But nobody can be that
good. He has his failings, which I hope can be used to bring him down. He has a
divine belief in his own infallibility. This belief carries with it the seeds of
his own destruction. No one is infallible. Second, he is possessed of a col ossa
vanity. He could just as easily have held those TV interviews - 1've only seen
one of Branson's love affairs with the public but there are bound to be nore-at,
say, the south tower - but, no, he had to have it smack in the m ddl e,
surrounded by bis own private press corps. In his place I would have had the
whol e press corps off the bridge in five mnutes. It seems it just has not
occurred to himthat the ranks of the press corps nay have been infiltrated.
Third, he should have searched the doctor and M ss Wdnesday and then the

ambul ance, if necessary throwing every single item of nedical equipnment into the
CGol den CGate, before allowing it to |leave the bridge: in other words, he is not
security-consci ous enough.

4"How to deal with then? | have no idea yet | would |ike
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some gui dance. | have suggestions but | don't think any of themis practical
" "No one can cope with seventeen heavily armed nmen. But of those seventeen
only two matter. Sone of the other fifteen are bright but only Branson and Van
Effen are natural |eaders. Those two | could kill."'

"Kill!" April Wednesday's shocked green eyes stared out of her pale face. 'The
man's a nonster.'

Hagenbach was dry. 'At least, he's a realistic nonster." He read on. ""It's
feasible, but unwi se. The others would then alnobst certainly over-react and |
woul dn't care to be responsible for the health of the President and his friends.
This is a second | ast resort.

" "Wuld it be possible to have a submarine standing by under the bridge during
the hours of darkness, with only the top of the conning tower showi ng? |I could
certainly pass nessages and pick up anything | wanted that way. Wuat else, |
don't know. | can't for instance, visualize the President descending two hundred
feet of rope ladder. He'd fall off after ten feet.

' "When Branson's nmen are fixing the charges would it be possible to send a two
thousand volt jolt through the cables? | know this would electrify the entire
bri dge but those standing on the roadway or inside the coaches should be safe
enough. "'

Ri chards said: 'Wy two thousand volts?'
Hagenbach sounded al nost apologetic. 'Electric chair voltage.

‘I owe an apology to the shade of Attila.’



"Yes. "One drawback to this is that soneone, say the President, m ght be

| eaning his elbows on the side of the bridge or sitting on a crash barrier. That
woul d nean a new Presidential election. | need expert advice. Or could we aim a
| aser beam at the charges when in position? The beam would certainly cut through
the canvas. If the charge were to fall on to the bridge it would certainly
detonate on inpact but as nost of the explosive force would be dissipated in
thin air, damage to the roadway would not be severe. It is sure that it wouldn't
bring the bridge down. Trouble is, the laser beam mi ght detonate the charge

i nstead Pl ease advi se.

" "Under suitable cover would it be possible to introduce nmen into the tower?
Natural fog would be fine. Phoney oil fire depending on the direction of the
wi nd? | don't know.
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But the thing is to get nen to the top, return the lift and then cut off the
power to the elevators. Any person who gets to the top after five hundred odd
feet of ladders isn't going to be in nmuch shape to do anything

* "Is it possible to introduce sone form of knock-out drugs in the food?
Sonething that would lay them out for half an hour, maybe an hour and not too
fast-acting? If anyone were to keel over with the first bite you can inagine
Branson's reaction. The individual food trays would have to be nmarked so that
seventeen of them would go to the seventeen for whom they were intended."

Hagenbach | ooked at O'Hare. There are such drugs?

"I"'msure of it. The concoction of Mckey Finns is not my speciality, but O
| saacs-he's the chief of the Drugs and Narcotic? Section - knows as nuch about
those brews as anyone in the country. Catherine de Medici could never have coped
with him'

That's useful.' Hagenbach returned his attention to the final brief section of
the transcript. * "Please |let nme have your suggestions. Al | nyself can really
do at the nonment is to try to deactivate the radio trigger that sets off the
charges without |eaving any signs that it has been tanpered with. That in itself
should be sinple. It's getting at the dammed thing that's difficult. It has, of
course, to be in one of the helicopters and those are bathed in |ight both night
and day and are heavily guarded. 1'll try." That's ali

Newson said: 'You nentioned a second |last resort. What's the | ast resort?

"Your guess is as good as nmine. If he has a last resort, he's keeping it to
hi nmsel f. Now, sooner than pass those notes around 111 have them Xeroxed. M nutes
only and you'll each have a copy.' He left the room approached Jacobs, the man
who had handed him the typescript, and said quietly: 'Have this Xeroxed. Ten
copies.' He pointed to the |ast paragraph. 'Blank this off. And for CGod's sake
nmake sure that this original gets back to me and not anyone else.'

Jacobs was back in the prom sed few nmonents. He distributed six and handed the
remai ning copies and the original to Hagenbach, who folded the original and
stuck it in an inside pocket. Then all seven carefully studied the report. And
agai n. And agai n.

General Carter said, alnost conplainingly: 'Revson cer-
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tainly doesn't leave me very much for ny imagination to work on. Candidly, he
doesn't | eave anything. Maybe it's just not one of ny days.'
Then it's not one of mne either," Newson said. 'Your man seens to have covered
the ground pretty conprehensively, Hagenbach. Sounds like a very useful man to
have oh our side.'

"He is. But even Revson requires roomto manoeuvre. He has none.

Quarry said, tentatively: 'l know this is not nmy field but it occurs to ne that
the key lies in the helicopters. W have the neans to destroy those?

Carter said: That's no problem Planes, guns, rockets, wire-guided anti-tank
m ssiles. \Wy?"

That's the only way Branson and his men can |eave. And as long as he remai ns on
the bridge he cant detonate his charges. So what happens then?

Carter |ooked at the Secretary of the Treasury w thout admration.

"I can think of three things. First, Branson would call for a nobile crane
have it dunp the choppers into the Golden Gate and demand two repl acenents
within the hour or he'd send us a neat little parcel containing the President's
ears. Second, whether it's a shell, rocket or missile, it's inpossible to
| ocalize or contain the blast effect and sonme i nnocent bystanders m ght end up
in the same condition as the choppers. Third, has it occurred to you that though
the blast might well destroy the radio-activating device for the explosive
charge, it mght equally well trigger it off? Even with only one end of one
cabl e gone that bridge is going to sag and assune a crazy angle in nothing flat,
and nothing that is not nailed down would have a hope of remaining on that
bridge. If that were to happen, M Secretary, and the President and his guests
knew you were the man responsible, | don't think that their |ast thoughts of
you, as they sat there in their coach at the bottom of the CGolden Gate, would be
very charitable ones.'

Quarry sighed. 'I'd better stick to counting nmy pennies. | told you this
wasri't ny field. *

Ri chards said: 'l suggest we all have twenty mnutes' silent neditation and see
what we conme up with."

They did just that and when the twenty mnutes were up Hagenbach said: 'Well?
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Al l, apparently, was not well. The silence was profound. 'In that case, |
suggest we start considering which are the |ess awful of Revson's options.

The return of the anbulance to the centre of the bridge at about six o'clock in
the evening was greeted with warnmh and interest. Even being in the spotlight of
the eyes of the world loses its dramatic effect if one has nothing to do
Branson's TV broadcasts apart, the mddle of the bridge offered little in the
way of entertainnent.



When April, pale-faced and still apparently shaken, stepped from the anbul ance
Branson was the first to greet her.

'How do you feel?

"I feel such a fool.' She rolled up a sleeve to exhibit the punctures O‘'Hare
had inflicted upon her earlier in the day. Two little pricks and I'm as right as
rain.'

She wal ked away and sat down rather heavily on one of the many chairs scattered
around her. Her colleagues gathered round.

Branson said to O Hare: 'She doesn't look as right as rain to ne.

"If you nmean she's still not back to nornmal, | agree. Sane appearance,

di fferent causes. Last tinme you saw her she was on a high: nowit's a low M
guess was right, it seens-just an enotional trauma. She's been sound asleep for
the past two hours under heavy sedation. Dopey, that's all. Dr Huron, the
psychiatrist, didn't want her to return, but she made such a damed noi se about
not getting back and this being her |ast chance or whatever that he decided that
it mght be better for her to return. No worry. |'ve brought back enough of the
same sedative to last us for a week out here.’

'"For the sake of all of us, let's hope you won't need a quarter of it.'

Revson waited until the last of April's welconers had left her for the TV, a
show of peculiar interest to all as the progranme was devoted exclusively to a
re-run of Branson's early afternoon broadcast. Nobody, Revson was unsurprised to
observe, was nore interested than Branson hinself. But then Branson had no nore
to occupy his tine than anyone else. The only person who seened renotely active
was Chrysler, who visited the rear coach at regular intervals. He wondered why.
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Revson sat beside the girl. She |ooked at him coldly.

He said: '"What's the matter with you?' She renmained silent. "Don't tell nme.
Sonebody' s been turning you against ne.

"Yes. You. | don't like killers. Especially I don't like killers who plan their
next nurders col d-bl oodedly in advance.'

'Cone, cone. That's putting it a bit strongly."
"I's it? Cyanide guns? Lethal pens? Shot through the back, | should inagine.

"My, ny, we are bitter. Three things. First, those weapons are used only in
acute energency and then only to save lives, to stop bad people killing good
peopl e, although perhaps you would rather have it the other way round. Second
it doesn't matter to a dead nan where he has been shot. Third, you have been
eavesdroppi ng.'

"I was invited to listen.'
' Peopl e make nistakes. Cearly, they invited the wong person. | could be

flippant and say | owe a duty to the taxpayer, but I'mnot in the nood.' Apri
| ooked at the hard face, listened to the voice fromwhich all trace of the



normal bantering warnth had vani shed and realized w th apprehension that indeed
he was not in the mood. 'I have a job to do, you don't know what you're talking
about, so we'll dispense with your noral strictures. | assune you brought the
equi prrent | asked for. Were is it?

'l don't know. Dr O Hare does. For sone reason he didn't want nme to know in
case we were questioned and the anbul ance searched.

' For sone reason! For an obvious and excellent reason. OHare is no fool.' A
flush touched the pale cheeks but he ignored it. "All of it?

"So | believe." She tried to speak stiffly.

"Never mnd your wounded pride. And don't forget you're in this up to your
| ovel y neck. Hagenbach have any instructions for ne?"

"Yes. But he didn't tell me. He told Dr O Hare.' Her voice was acid or bhitter
or both. 'l suppose that makes M Hagenbach no fool either.'

"Don't take those things so nuch to heart.' He patted her hand and snil ed
warmy. 'You' ve done an excellent job. Thank you.'
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She tried a tentative snmile. 'Maybe you are a little bit human after all, M
Revson.'

"Paul . One never knows.' He smiled again, rose and left. At |east, he thought,
he was seni-human enough not to inflict further danage upon her amour propre by
telling her that the last little bit of by-play had been purely for the benefit
of Branson who had nmomentarily lost interest in the screen-he was not then on
canera-and was casting a speculative ook at them Not that that necessarily
nmeant anything suspicious or sinister. Branson was much given to casting
specul ative | ooks at everybody. April was beautiful and he may well have thought
that she was wasting this beauty on the wong conpany.

Revson sat on a seat not far from Branson and watched the last twenty ninutes
of the broadcast. The inter-cutting between the Presidential group and the top
of the south tower had been nost skilfully done and the overall inpact was al
that Branson could ever have wi shed. Branson watched it intently. His face
betrayed no particular sign of satisfaction, but then Branson's face registered
precisely what he wanted it to and was no nirror of his inner thoughts and
feelings. When the broadcast finished Branson rose and stopped briefly by
Revson's chair.

"Revson, isn't it?" Revson nodded. 'And how does all this strike you?

"Just the sanme as it strikes a million other people, | guess.' This was it,
Revson thought, this is one part of his Achilles' heel. Branson knew he was a
genius but he had no objection to people saying so. 'A feeling of tota
unreality. This just can't be happening.'

"But it is, isn't it? A very satisfactory beginning, don't you think?*

"l can quote?



"Certainly. Call it an exclusive if you want. How do you see the scenario
devel opi ng?’

"Just as you have programred it. | can't see anything to stop you. You have
them nost unfortunately, at your total nercy.'

'Most unfortunately?

"What else? | don't want to overdo the Anerican citizen bit and although you
may be a master crinminal, a genius in

115

your own hnnoral fashion, to ne you're still a crook, a crook so bent as to
nmake a spiral staircase look like a fireman's | adder.'

"I rather like that. | may quote you in turn?" Branson seened genuinely
gratified. One could hardly have called himthin-skinned.

There's no verbal copyright.*

"Alas, universal disapproval, not- to say disapprobation, would seemto be ny
lot.' Branson didn't sound too unhappy about it. That's a nmpbst unusual canera
you have there.'

"Al npost, but not quite unique.'

"May | have a look at it?

"I'f you wish. But if you want to examine it for the reasons | inmagine you want
to examne it then you're about four hours too late.'

"What is that supposed to nean?'

"I't means that your very able lieutenant, Van Effen, has the sane nasty
suspicious mnd as you have. He has already taken ny canera apart.'

"No radi os? No offensive weapons?

"Look for yourself.

That won't be necessary now. *

"A question. | don't want to inflate your already super-expanded ego-'

"Don't you think you m ght be taking chances, Revson?*

"No. You have the reputation of being a non-violent crimninal.* Revson waved his
arm "Wy all this? You could have nade a fortune in any business you cared to
enter.'

Branson sighed. 'l tried it. Business is so dull, don't you think? This at
| east gives nme the opportunity to exercise nost of nmy capacities.' He paused.

"You're a bit odd, yourself. A caneraman. You don't |ook, act or speak |ike
one.'



'How s a caneraman supposed to | ook, act and speak? You look in the mirror when
you shave. Do you see a crimnal? | see a Wall Street Vice-president.'

"Touchi . What's your paper or nmgazi ne?'

"Free-lance, but |'maccredited to the London Ti nes*

"But you're American?"

"News has no boundaries. Not any longer. | prefer to work the foreign beat,
where the action is.' Revson smiled faintly. '"At least, until today. That used
to nmean Sout h- East Asia. Not any nore. Europe and the M ddle East.'

116

'So what are you doi ng here?

' Pure happenstance. Just passing through, you mght say, from New York to a
speci al assignnent in China.'

"When are you due to |l eave for there?

Tonorr ow. '

Tonmorrow? You'll want to get off the bridge tonight. As I've said, menbers of
the nedia are free to | eave whenever they choose.'

"You, Branson, nust be out of your mnd.'

" China can wait?

"China can wait. Unless, of course, you're planning to kidnap Chairnman Mo.'
Branson smiled the snile that never touched his eyes and wal ked away.

Revson, camera poised, stood outside the open front right door of the rear
coach. He said: 'Do you nind?

Chrysler turned round. He |ooked at Revson in sone surprise, then snmiled. "Wy
me for this honour ?*

'Because nmy canera is tired of taking photographs of Branson and the assorted
big-wigs. Mnd? |I'm now conpiling a rogues' gallery of Branson's henchnen.'
Revson smiled to renove offence. 'You're Chrysler, aren't you? The
t el ecommuni cati ons expert?

"If that's what they call ne, yes.

Revson took two or three shots, thanked Chrysler, and noved away. For good
neasure and | ocal colour, he took sone nore pictures of Branson's nen. They al
seened to have been infected by Branson's nassive self-confidence an”
cheerfully, in sone cases al nost eagerly, acceded to Revson's requests. After
the | ast of those shots he crossed to the west side of the bridge, sat on the
crash barrier and lit a rumnative cigarette

After a few minutes O Hare, hands thrust deep in his white coat, cane strolling
by. Hundreds of pictures and thousands of words of reports had al ready been



di spatched by the south tower and there were at |east twenty of the nmedia nmen -
and wonen-who now had nothing better to do who were strolling aimessly up and
down the centre of the bridge. Revson took a couple of routine shots of O Hare,
who canme and sat beside him

He said: 'l saw you talking to Mss Wdnesday. Suffering from a degree of
pi que, is she?
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"Qur April could be happier. You have it all?"

'Both weapons and instructions.'

'"Everything | asked for is canoufl aged?’

"I would say so. The two pens are clipped to ny nedical clipboard, there for
anyone to see. W doctors are nodels of efficiency. The gun with the tipped
bullets is in the cardiac arrest unit. This is wax-sealed and the seal has to be
broken before the unit can be opened. The unit is sealed. Not that it would
matter very much if it were opened. The gun lies in a false bottom and you have
to know how to open it. | nean, it can't be done by accident. You have to know.
| know.'

'"You seemto be positively enjoying yourself, Doctor.'

"Well, yes. It makes a change fromtreating ingrowing toe-nails.'

"l hope you'll enjoy com ng under the heading of "Cassified" for the rest of
your |ife. How come you carry those peculiar units in your hospital ?

We don't. But your director appears to be on very close terns with his
counterpart in the CTA | tell you, we were conpletely taken over by experts.

That means you're double classified for life. My cord and containers?' O‘Hare
seened a nile away.

"My cord and containers? O‘Hare returned to the world

' Mbdesty conpels ne to admit that | cane up with this one. Four containers.
Enpty. Lab. sanmples printed on the outside. Who's going to question that? The
cord is wapped round a square wooden franework with two hooks and two |ures
attached to one end.'

"You're going fishing over the side of the bridge?"

"I"'mgoing fishing. It can get quite boring out here, you know. "

"Sonething tells me it's not going to be that way long. | suppose it's
unnecessary to ask you about the nerve gas?'

QUare sniled broadly. 'I'd rather you did, actually.*
" Must you speak English English?

‘"I told you. London educated. It's an aerosol can, clanped just above nmy note-
desk. Anyone can see it. Product, ostensibly, of a nationally-known aeroso



conpany. People called Prestige Fragrance of New York. Rather charmng, really.
The colour, | mean. Forest brown, | believe. A scal ed-down version of their
seven-ounce can. Freon pressure three times nornal
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Ef fective range ten feet.'
"Do the Prestige people know about this?*

'Heavens, no. The CIA are not overly concerned with patent rights.' O‘Hare
smiled, alnobst dreamily. 'On the back of the can it says "fragrant and piquant”
and "keep away from children" On the front it says "Sandal wood". Can't you just
see Branson or any of his minions who don't know what sandal wood snells |ike
gi ving thenmsel ves an exploratory whiff >

"No, | can't. I'll pick up the pens later tonight Now, what were Hagenbach's
i nstructions?

' Hagenbach and conpany. A committee neeting and an agreed decision. The Vice-
President was there, along with Admiral Newson, General Carter, Headrix, Quarry
and MIlton.'

"And yourself and April Wdnesday.'

"W plebs know our place. Total silence on our part. First off, there's no
possibility of electrifying the bridge. Nothing to do with the possibility of a
President or king sitting where we are now and having their pants roasted. The
vol tage could be produced, but not the wattage. Not for unpteen thousand tons of
steel. Besides, the potential victinms would have to be earthed. A bird can perch
in perfect safety on a high-tension wre.

'Second piece of expert advice was about |aser beans. You wondered if they
woul d slice through the canvas w apping of the explosive belts. Certainly, say
the boys in Berkeley. But the tremendous heat generated when a | aser beam
strikes a solid object would turn the bridge wire-I think that's what they

called it - in the detonator white-hot inmmediately.
' Poof ?'
"As you so rightly observe, "poof". Four things they did agree on, however.
"A submarine they can provide. Apparently, it will call for sone critical

underwat er navigation to get there and a fair bit of fancy juggling to keep the
boat in position once it gets there. Apart fromthe tides there are lots of very
nasty currents in the CGolden Gate. But the Admiral reckons he has just the man
for the job. And in the absence of any instructions to the contrary they propose
to park this boat under the front coach, your press coach, that is."

"My omission. They're right, of course.' Revson glanced idly
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round but no one was paying any undue attention to them except Cenera
Cartland, a physical fitness fanatic who was counter-marching briskly to and fro
along the central section of the bridge. He gave them a keen gl ance in passing
but that signified nothing, General Cartland invariably gave everyone a keen



gl ance in passing. Hansen, the energy czar, with the excess nervous energy to
burn, was also engaged in the sane exercise, but his attention was devoted
exclusively to the toes of his shoes. He did not walk with Cartland. There was
no antipathy between .the two nen: they sinply had nothing in comon.

O Hare continued. They agreed with your suggestion that the south tower be
occupied. As you didn't specify whether it was the east or west section which
shoul d be occupied, they're a bit in the dark. The neteorological forecast is
rat her good. Heavy fog is expected before dawn and to remain until about ten in

the nmorning. They'd better be right. The wind tonorrow will be westerly so that
any cover from the snoke of burning oil will be out of the question. But they
still don't know which section of the tower to occupy.'

"One item | forgot to ask you about. It was about this hooded flashlight with
the variable shutter that - *

"I have it.'
"If Branson and conpany cone across it?*

"Medical requisite, nmy dear fellow Eye examination, dilation of pupils and so
f orth. You know norse?

Revson was patient. 'l just want to read books at night in the coach.'
"Sorry. One of ny off-monments.” Fromthe east side of the bridge aim

approxi mately forty-five degrees right. They'll have two nmen on watch in rel ays,
all night. They can't signal you back, of course, so for "nessage acknow edged
and understood" they'll send up a firework rocket from Chinatown. Followed by
lots of others so as not to arouse any suspicions. The setting off of fireworks,
bangers, crackers or whatever you call themis illegal in this city, but in
Chinatown the police bend a tolerant and indul gent eye towards it. Chinese

nati onal pastinme, you know. You should see the Chinese New Year. Shortly after |
arrived-just a few nonths ago-'

Revson was even nore patient. 'l am a San Franciscan. 1
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"Ah, well. But you still don't know wtucn section ot tne south tower -'
l"I'l find out.'

"You seem very sure of yourself?

"Not at all. But |I'm sure of our April Wdnesday. Branson has given her nore
than a passing glance. | shall have her employ her feminine wiles to discover
which cable is next for the explosive treatnment. And when.'

"You're still very sure of yourself. Now Your suggestion about drugged food
Unani nous approval. This evening neal. Dr |saacs-he's our narcotics wi zard in
the hospital -has been busy stirring up his witch's caul dron. Seventeen
unpl easant surpri ses.

"Very quick work.' Revson was uneasy. 'How are the surprises to be identified?



"No problem The usual airline plastic food in the usual airline plastic trays.
Those trays have carrying lugs. The bad trays, if | may put it that way, wll
have indentations on the underside of the lugs. Tiny, but enough to be detected
by normally sensitive finger-tips."”

"Well, Doctor, you haven't been wasting your tine, that | have to say.
Qoviously we'll have to be very careful. If anything can go wong it will go
wrong-one of Parkinson's |laws or sonething like that. | shall appoint nyself
head waiter-with Branson's prior approval. Second, you will have April Wdnesday
in for a routine check as the nmeal wagon arrives and will remain there until the
nmeal s have been distributed. In the anbul ance, | nean.'

'y ?

"Parkinson's Law. |If sonething goes wong, you two would be the first under
suspicion - you've left the bridge and returned. Third, | can get word to the
Presidential coach.

" How?"

Til figure a way.'

"And the press coach?

"No guarantee. |I'mno naster-nind. If one or two of themget the wong trays-
well, | can take care of the one or two villains who get the right trays.'

O Hare | ooked at Revson with a certain lack of admration. 'You don't care how
you use peonle, do you?

"I have things to do and I do what | can. | weigh the odds
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but | don't know what the odds are.' Revson paused. Tin fighting in the dark.
I'ma blind man, if you like, and ny hands are tied behind ne. Perhaps you'd
care to think again about your |ast remark.

O Hare thought 'I apologize. Your pens and the flashlight will be waiting
whenever you care to step by. And one last thing. They approve your intention to
neutralize the triggering device."

"I appreciate that. You don't have any nmagic potion that will nmake ne
i nvi si bl e?
"Alas, no.' O Hare turned and wal ked away.

Revson lit and snoked another cigarette, tossed the butt over the side, rose
and sauntered across to the rows of chairs. April was still sitting where he had
left her. He took the seat beside her.

He said: 'Wen the evening neal wagon cones | want you to go to the anbul ance
For a check-up."'

She didn't look at him 'Yes, sir. \Watever you say, sir.



Revson breathed deeply. 'l shall try to conceal nmy slow burn, what the
Victorians would call ny" nounting exasperation. | thought we had parted
friends."

"l don't much care for being a m ndl ess puppet."

"W're all puppets. |, too, do what I'mtold. | don't always like it, but |
have a job to do. Please don't nmake ny job nore difficult than it already is.
The doctor will tell you why you're there. He'll also tell you when to |eave.'

"Yes, M Revson. As a forcibly co-opted nenber of your secret service, | do

what |'mtold."'

Revson deci ded against any nore deep breathing. 'Before that, 1'd like you to
have a word with our M Branson. | fancy he has one, if not two, of his cold
codfi sh eyes upon you.'

She turned her head slowly and gave himthe full treatnment of her |um nous
green eyes. 'And you, of course, don't?

Revson held her gaze for some seconds, then considered the tarmac of the Gol den
Gate Bridge. 'l try to ook the other way. Besides, ny eyes are not those of a
cod. Find out from himon which cable he intends to affix his next explosive
charge - and when. Wait a few nonents after |'ve left and then nake a casua
encounter."

He | ooked at her again. The eyes were bigger and greener than ever and held an
al rost m schievous glint. She was
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smling. It wasn't nuch of a smile, but it was there. She said: 'You'll end up
by maki ng nme as devi ous and cunni ng as yourself.'

'Heaven forfend.' Revson rose and nade his way back to his previous seat on the
crash barrier, which was |l ess than twenty yards from the demarcation painted
line where a man in the niddle of the bridge, with a Schnei sser machine-pi stol
kept constant vigil. Ceneral Cartland, military stride in excelsis, was
approachi ng. Revson stood, lifted his canera and snapped off three quick shots

He said: '"May | have a word with you, sir?

Cartland stopped. 'You may not. No interview, exclusive or otherwise. | may be
a spectator in this damed circus, but |I'mno perforner.' He wal ked on.

Revson was deliberately brusque. 'You' d better speak to ne, Ceneral.'’

Cartland stopped again. Hs glacial stare drilled through Revson's eyes into
the wi de blue yonder.

"What did you say?' Each word was spaced out slowy and carefully. Revson was
on the parade ground, a court-nartialled officer about to be stripped of
i nsignia and buttons and have his sword broken over a knee

"Don't ignore ne, sir."
like it."

Def erence now repl aced brusqueness. 'Hageabach woul dn't



' Hagenbach?' Cartland and Hagenbach, nen possessed of alnopst identical casts of
mnd, were as intinmate as two loners could ever be. 'Wuat's Hagenbach to you?"

"l suggest you cone and sit beside me, General. Please relax and act casual.’

It was entirely alien to Cartland's nature to relax and 'act casual', but he
did his best. He sat and said: '| repeat, what's Hagenbach to you?

"M Hagenbach is very inportant to nme. He pays ny salary when he renenbers.'
Cartland | ooked at himfor a long nmonent then, as if to denonstrate that he was
not totally |ike Hagenbach, he snmiled. Hs smile was nowhere near as frosty as
his face. "Well, well. A friend in need is a friend indeed. Your nane?

' Paul Revson.'

' Revson? Revson! Janes has talked to ne about you. And not 6"nly once.'

"Sir, you nust be the only person in the United States who

123

knows his first nane.'

Cartl and nodded his agreenent. 'There aren't many around. You know he has you
slated for the hot seat in five years' tinme?

"I should live that |ong.'

"Well, well." Cartland seened to be very fond of "well, well'. "A very neat job
of infiltration, if I may say so.'

The Chief's idea, not nine.' Revson stood up and snapped off sone nore
phot ographs. He said, apologetically: 'Local colour. You will please not tell
any of your colleagues on the Presidential coach -'

' Col | eagues? C owns!'

"You will please not tell any of the clowns that you have nmet ne."

"I retract nmy remark. The President is a personal friend.

That is known, sir. The President and the clowns. | would not include the Myor
among the latter. If you want to talk to them privately, take a wal k. Your coach
i s bugged.'

"If you say so, Revson.'

"I know so, sir. There's a tape recorder whirling away busily in the rear
coach. You heard it. | didn't*

"I heard it. I've never heard of you.'
"Ceneral Cartland, you should join our organization.

"You think?



"I retract in turn. A Chief of Staff can go nowhere except down.*

Cartland snmiled again. To mint a new phrase, tell ne all.’

Revson stood, wal ked away some paces, took nore pictures, returned, sat down
and told all. Wen he had finished, CGeneral Cartland said: Wat do you want ne
to do?

"I don't want. One does not give instructions to the Chief of Staff.’

The Chief of Staff becane the Chief of Staff. The point, Revson.

Take your sedentary friends for a walk. Tell them about the coach bei ng bugged
Tell them how to identify their own safe food trays.'

"No problem That all?*
"One last thing, General Cartland. |I'ma bit hesitant about this, but as you

woul d say, to the point. It is known - at least | know - that you habitually
carry a gun.'

'Past tense. | have been relieved of it.'
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"You still have your holster? <I have.'

Til give you a replacenent that will fit very snugly into your .22

"You do your homework, Revson. It will be a pleasure.’ The bullets are cyanide-
tipped, sir.'" Cartland didn't hesitate. 'Still a pleasure.”
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El GHT

The evening neal wagon arrived at seven-thirty. The occupants of the
Presidential coach were close to the north painted barrier, huddled in what
appeared to be deep conversation. April Wdnesday, under the watchful eye of a
guard, made her quiet way towards the anbul ance. Revson sat, apparently half-
dozing, in a chair. He started as a hand touched his shoul der.

'Food, ny China-bound friend.' Branson, with his snile.

Revson sat upright 'Wne, one trusts?'

The best vintages that noney can buy.'

«\Whose noney?’

"Irrelevanci es bore nme.' Branson was regarding himw th an appraising eye

Revson stood and | ooked around him ' Your honoured guests along there-'

They are being inforned.'



"You m ght have at l|east given themtime to have their pre-dinner cocktail.
VWll, not the President's Arab friends-'

Time for that. The food is in hot cupboards.' Branson did sone nore appraisal.
"You know, Revson, you interest ne. You mght even say you intrigue nme. There's
a certain - what shall | call it - intransigence about you. | still don't see
you as a nan behind a canera.'’

"And | don't see you as the man behind the nost nassive hold-up of all tine.
Too late for you to go back to Wall Streef’

Branson cl apped Revson on the shoul der. 'On behalf of the President, let's go
and sanpl e sonme of the superior vintages.'

"Expl ain yoursel f."

"Who knows what our Medici friends in the Presidio might be up to?
"l hadn't thought of that. You trust nobody?'

' No. "

'Me? A guinea-pig?

"Yes. You and Cartl and neke ne uneasy.'

126

" A weakness. You should never confess to them Lead on, MacDuff.'

Arrived at the meal wagon Branson said to the white and blue striped attendant:
" Your name?’

The attendant gave an odd sort of sketchy salute. Tony, M Branson.'
"What wi nes do you have?'
"Three reds, three white, M Branson."

"Array them before us, Tony. M Revson here is an internationally-known
somelier. A judge of wine, in other words."

"Sir.'

Six bottles and six gl asses appeared on the counter. Revson said: 'Just a
quarter in each glass. | don't want to fall off the bridge during the night.
Have you bread and salt?

"Yes, M Revson.' Tony clearly regarded hinmself as being in the presence of
| unatics.

Interspersed with the bread and salt Revson sanpled all six vintages. At the
end he said: "Al uniformy excellent. | must tell the French vintners about
this. The best Californian matches up with the best French.'

Branson said: 'It would appear that | owe you an apol ogy, Revson.'



"No way. Let's do it again. O will you join me in one of the - ah - approved
W nes?

"I't would seem safe to do so.' Tony clearly considered hinself in the presence
of a couple of head cases.

"l suggest one of your own. A Camay Beaujolais from your Al naden vineyards."
" Ah. ' Branson pondered.' Tony?

"M Revson has excellent taste, sir

They consuned their wines in a leisurely fashion. Branson said: '|I agree with
both of your assessnents. You are ready to serve dinner, Tony?'

"Yes, sir.' He snmiled. 'I have already served one. About twenty ninutes ago
I'd say. M Hansen. He snatched a plate and said that as the energy czar he
needed energy.'

"It figures.' Branson turned a | azy head. 'In the coach, | presune?

"No, sir. He took his tray across to the east crash barrier. There.' He
followed his pointing finger then softly said: 'Jesus!

" Jesus what ?
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e Look."

They | ooked. Hansen, slowy toppling off the barrier, fell to the roadway and
lay there, his body jerking. Branson and Revson crossed the six road |anes and

reached himin as nany seconds.

Hansen was vomiting violently. They spoke to him but he seened incapabl e of
answering. H s body went into strange and frightening convul sions.

Revson said: 'Stay here. I'Il get O Hare.'

O Hare and April were together in the anbulance when he arrived. Understandably
enough, he was welconed with lifted eyebrows.

Revson said: 'Qickly. | think that M Hansen-hungry, it seens-picked up the
wrong dinner tray. He |ooks in pretty bad shape to ne.

O Hare was on his feet. Revson barred his way.

"I think your Dr Isaacs has stirred up a nore powerful brew than he imagined

If this is the effect it has-well, | want you to go across there and di agnose
sone form of food poisoning. Call in some chemical analyst or whatever you cal
them Nobody, but nobody, nust touch that food again. | don't want whol esale

nmurder on ny hands.
"l understand.' O Hare picked up his energency bag and |eft at speed

April said: 'What's gone wrong, Paul ?



"I don't know. Some foul -up. Maybe I'mto blane. Stay here.'

When he arrived across the bridge Branson was standing upright and O Hare
slow y strai ghtening. Revson |ooked at them both then addressed hinself to
O Hare. "Well?

O Hare let go the linp wist he was holding. 'I'mafraid that M Hansen is
dead.'

'Dead?' For once, Branson was clearly shocked. 'How can he be dead?

'Please. For the nmoment, |I'min charge. This plastic centre plate is al nost
enpty. | assunme that Hansen ate it all.’

O Hare bent over the dead man and breathed deeply. H's nose winkled. Very
slowy, he straightened again.

"Can't be salnmonella. That takes time. Not even botulinus. It's quick, but not
this quick.' O Hare |ooked at Branson. 'I want to talk to the hospital.

"I don't understand. Perhaps you'd like to talk to ne first?
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O Hare sounded weary. '| suppose. The snell-it cones fromthe pancreas-is
unm st akabl e. Sone form of food poisoning. | don't know Doctors have their

specialities and this is not one of mne. The hospital, please.
"You don't mind if | listen in?
"Listen in all you want.'

O Hare was on the phone in the rear end of the Presidential coach. Branson held
the President's side-phone. Revson sat in the next deeply upholstered chair.

O Hare said: '"How long will it take you to contact Han-sen's private
physi ci an?"

"W're in contact now.'
"1 wait.'

They all waited. They all |ooked at one another, while carefully not |ooking at
one anot her. The phone becane activated again.

O Hare?
"Sir?

'Hansen is-was —just recovering from his second-and al nost fatal - heart
attack.'

" Thank you, sir. That explains everything."

"Not quite.' Branson was his old balanced self again. 'I want two anal ytical
chem sts out here to determine the source of this infection, if that's what you



would call it. The food tray, | nean. Separate exaninations. |f they disagree,
one of themis going to go over the side.'

O Hare sounded even nore weary. 'Such specialists we have in San Francisco. |
know two of the top people. The only thing they have in common is their total
di sagreenent with each other.

"I'n which case they will both be thrown over the side. You will acconpany them
Make contact now. "

O Hare nade contact. Revson said to Branson: 'Only an American would have this
gift for making friends and influencing people.’

Til talk to you later. O Hare?

"They' Il come. Only if you promise immunity. Dam it all and to hell, Branson
why should their lives be put at risk?

Branson considered. Their lives will not be put at risk. Leave that phone.
want it.' He nmade a signal through the wi ndow After a few seconds, Van Effen
entered. He was
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carrying his Schneisser in a rather unsynpathetic nanner. Branson noved to the
rear.

He said: 'Let nme talk to Hendrix.'

Not nore than two seconds el apsed before Hendrix was on the phone.

"Hendri x?' Branson was his usual unenotional self. 'l have pronmised inmunity to
the doctors coming out here. | want you and the Vice-President to acconpany
them' There was a brief delay, then Hendrix canme through again on the intercom

"M Richards agrees. But you are not to hold the Vice-President as a hostage.

"l agree in turn.

"Your word?'

Tor what it's worth. You have to believe nme, don't you? You're in no position
to bargain.'

"No position. | have a dream Branson.'

"I know. But | think handcuffs are so inelegant. | will see you in a very few
m nutes. Send out the TV truck. Alert the networks."

' Agai n?

"I think it very inportant that the nation should be nade aware of the
establ i shment's nodus operand!,' Branson rested the phone

In the comunications wagon just off the Presidio, Hendrix in turn, rested his
phone and | ooked at the six nen clustered around him He addressed hinself to
Hagenbach.



"Wl l, you have it. Hansen dead. Nobody's fault, really. How was anybody to
know that he had a critical heart condition? And how and why-di d nobody know
about it?

Hagenbach said heavily: 'l knew. Like nearly all senior Governnent officials
Hansen was intensely secretive about his physical health. He was in Bethscda
twice in the last nine nonths and the second tine was touch and go. It was
reported that he was receiving treatnment for overwork, exhaustion. So | think if
anyone is to blane it's ne.

Quarry said: 'You' re tal king nonsense and you know it. Wo could possibly have
foreseen this? It's not your fault and it's certainly not Dr Isaacs's fault He
told us the drug was perfectly safe for any nornmal healthy adult. You cannot
guestion the judgenent of a nman of bis reputation. He wasn't
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to know that Hansen wasn't a normal healthy adult far |ess anticipating that
Hansen woul d m sguidedly pick up the wong plate. And what's going to happen
now?'

Hendrix said: 'It's obvious what's going to happen now. W seven are going to
be publicly indicted as nurderers.'

The TV crew had arrived on the centre of the bridge but were, nonentarily,
i nactive. The two specialist doctors were analysing the food and, despite
O Hare's predictions, for once seenmed to be agreeing with each other. The
President was talking quietly to the Vice-President. From the expressions on
their faces it seemed they didn't have very nuch to talk about.

Branson was alone with Hendrix in the Presidential coach. Branson said: 'Do you
honestly expect ne to believe that you and Hagenbach know nothing about this?

Hendrix said wearily: 'Nothing. There's been a botulinus outbreak down-town in
the past few days.' He pointed towards the TV set in the middle of the roadway.
"If you watch that at all, you nust have heard of it* He pointed again towards
the evening neal wagon where the two doctors were busily at work. They were
convinced before arrival what the trouble was.' He refrained from adding that
he'd told the doctors to find not nore than a dozen cases of poisoning. 'You
have |ives on your hands, Branson.'

"Don't we all. OCet on that phone nere. Sone nmore hot neals. The first three
taken by random sanple, will be by the President, the King and the Prince. You
do understand, don't you?

1Revson was in the anbulance with O'Hare and April Wdnesday. She was |ying
bl anket - covered on the hinged-down bed

She said, drowsily: 'Did you have to do this to me?
"Yes. You don't |ike thunb-screws.'

'No. Maybe you're not the nonster | thought you were. But Dr O Hare-'

"Dr OHare, as he would say in his own native tongue, is a different kettle of
fish. Wat did Branson say?



She said sleepily: 'Sane cable. Bay side.'

Her eyelids closed. O Hare took Revson by the arm Hi s voice was quiet
' Enough.’

' How | ong?
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Two hours. Not less.' The pens.”

O Hare withdrew the pens fromhis clip-board. 'You do know what you're doi ng?
"I hope.' He thought briefly, then said:. 'You're going to be questioned." "I

know. You want your torch?,8 eLater.'

Kyi enski was the senior of the two doctors examining the food trays. He said to
Branson: 'My colleague and | have found twelve infected food trays.*"

Branson | ooked at Van Effen then back at Kyienski. That all? Twel ve? Not
sevent een?’

Kyi enski had a grey beard, grey noustache and aquiline aristocratic stare.
Twel ve. Spoiled neat. Sone form of botu-linus. You don't even have to taste it

You can snell it Wll, | can. Apparently Hansen didn't

' Let hal ?'

"In this concentration, normally, no. This infected food didn't Kkill Hansen.
Well, not directly. But it was alnost certainly responsible for reactivating
this long-standing and severe heart ailment which did kill him'

"What would the effect of this be on the average healthy adult?

"Incapacitating. Violent vomiting, possibility of stonmach haenorrhaging,
unconsci ousness or sonething pretty close to it.'

"So a man woul d be pretty hel pl ess?*

"He'd be incapable of action. Mdst |ikely of thought, too

"What a perfectly splendid prospect. For sonme.' Branson |ooked again at Van
Ef fen. 'What do you think?

"I think I want to know what you want to know.' Van Effen turned to Kyienski
Thi s poison or whatever it is-could it have been deliberately introduced?

"Who on earth would want to do a thing |ike that?*
Branson sai d: ' Answer the question.'

"Any doctor specializing in this field, any research fellow, even a reasonably
conpetent | aboratory assistant could produce the necessary toxin culture.’

"But he would have to be a doctor or in some way associated with the nedica
profession? | mean, this would call for
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trai ned knowl edge and | aboratory facilities?
"Nornal ly, vyes.

Branson said to the neal wagon attendant: 'Cone out from behind that counter,
Tony.'

Tony came. Hi s apprehensi on was unm st akabl e.

Branson said: 'It's not all that hot, Tony. It's turning quite cool, in fact.
Why are you sweating?

"I don't like all this violence and guns.

"No one has offered you any violence or even pointed a gun at you, although I'm
not saying that both of them aren't going to happen to you in the very near
future. | suggest, Tony, that you are suffering froma guilty conscience.’

' Me? Conscience? Tony actually mopped his brow, if his conscience wasn't
troubling him something else clearly was. 'God's sake, M Branson - *

"Fairy stories are fairy stories but they don't run to a dozen coinci dences at
atime. Only a fool would accept that. But there had to be sonme way of
i dentifying the poisoned plates. What way, Tony?

"Why don't you | eave him al one, Branson?" Vice-President Richards's voice was
at once harsh and contenptuous. "He's only a van driver.'

Branson ignored him 'How were the plates to be identified?
"I don't know | don't! | don't even know what you are tal king about 1’

Branson turned to Kowal ski and Peters. Throw himinto the Golden Gate.' H's
voice was as | evel and conversational as ever.

Tony made an aninmal -1ike noise but offered no resistance as Kowal ski and Peters
took an arm api ece and began to march him away. Hi s face was ashen and rivulets
of sweat were now pouring down his face. Wien he did speak his voice was a harsh
unbel i eving croak.

Throw ne off the bridge! That's nurder! Mirder! In the name of God | don't know

Branson said: 'You'll be telling me next that you have a wife and three kids.*

"I've got nobody.' His eyes turned up in his head and his | egs sagged under him
until he had to be dragged across the roadway. Both the Vice-President and
Hendrix noved in to intercept the trio. They stopped as Van Effen lifted his
Schnei sser.
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Van Effen said to Branson: 'If there was a way of identifying those plates,
that would be inportant and dangerous information. Wuld you entrust Tony with
anything like that?



"Not for a second. Enough?

"He'll tell anything he knows. | suspect it won't be nuch.” He raised his
voi ce. 'Bring him back."'

Tony was brought back and rel eased. He sagged wearily to the roadway, struggled
with difficulty to his feet and clung trenblingly to the luncheon wagonette. His
voi ce shook as much as his frane.

"1 know not hing about the plates. | swear it!*

Tell us what you do know. "

"I thought sonething was far wong when they |oaded the food into ny van.'
"At the hospital ?

The hospital? | don't work at the hospital. | work for SelzaickV

"I know them The caterers for open-air functions. Well?

"I was told the food was ready when | got there. I'musually |oaded and away in
five minutes. This tinme it took three-quarters of an hour.'

'"Did you see anybody from the hospital when you were waiting at Selznick's?

* Nobody. '

"You'll live a little longer, Tony. Provided you don't eat that dammed food of
yours.' He turned to OHare. '"Well, that leaves only you and the fragile M ss
Wednesday. '

"You insinuating that either of us might have been carrying secret instructions
from your alleged poisoners?* There was nore contenpt than incredulity in
O‘Hare's tone

"Yes. Let's have M ss Wednesday here.’
O Hare said: "Leave her alone.”
"You sai d-who do you think is in charge here?*

"Where a patient of mine is concerned, | am If you want her here, you'll have
to carry her. She's asleep in the anbul ance, under heavy sedation. Can't you
take my word?

"No. Kowal ski, go check. You know, a couple of stiff fingers in the abdonen.*
Kowal ski returned within ten seconds. 'Qut like a light.'

Branson | ooked at O Hare. 'How very convenient. Maybe you didn't want her
subjected to interrogation?"

"You're a lousy psychol ogi st, Branson. Mss Wdnesday is
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not, as you know, cast in the heroic nmould. Can you inagi ne anyone entrusting
her with any vital information?" Branson nade no reply. 'Apart from that, the
only good thing that's ever been said about you is that you never nolest women.'

'How do you know t hat?'

"Chief of Police Hendrix told ne. He seens to know a | ot about you.*

"You confirm that, Hendrix?'

Hendrix was curt. "Wy shouldn't [?

Branson said: 'So that |eaves only you, Doctor.*

"As a prinme suspect? You're losing your grip.' He nodded at Hansen's sheet-
covered formon a stretcher. 'I don't want to sound sanctinonious but as a
doctor nmy job is to save lives, not take them away. | have no wish to be struck
off the Medical Register. Besides, | haven't left the anmbul ance since before the

food wagon arrived. | couldn't very well be there identifying your damed food
trays and be in the anbul ance at the same tine.'

Branson sai d: ' Kowal ski ?"

'l can vouch for that, M Branson.*

"But you were talking to people after you returned and before the food wagon
arrived.'

Kowal ski said: "He did. To quite a few people. So did Mss Wdnesday.'
"W can forget her. The good doctor here.'

"A fair nunber of people.’

"Anyone in particular? | mean |ong earnest chats, that sort of thing?

"Yes.' Kowal ski appeared to be extrenely observant or have an unconfortably
good nenory or both. Three. Two with M ss Wednesday-'

"Forget the lady. She'd plenty of tine to talk to himin the anbulance to and
from hospital. Who el se?

"Revson. A long talk.'

' Over hear anyt hi ng?*

"No. Thirty yards away and downwi nd. *
" Anyt hi ng pass between then?'

"No.' Kowal ski was definite.

Branson said to O Hare: 'Wat did you tal k about?"

" Medi cal privilege.'’



"You nean mind ny own damed busi ness?

O Hare said nothing. Branson | ooked at Revson
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"No nedical privileges,' Revson said. 'Cabbages and kings. |'ve talked to at

| east thirty people, including your own nen, since we arrived. Wiy single this
out as a special case?

"I was hoping you could tell ne.
There's nothing to tell.'
"You're pretty cool, aren't you?

"A clear conscience. You should try it sone tine.'

"And, M Branson.' Kowal ski again. 'Revson also had a long talk with General
Cartland.’

'"Oh. More cabbages and ki ngs, CGeneral ?

"No. W& were discussing the possibilities of ridding this bridge of sone of its
nore undesirable elenments.'

"Coming fromyou, | can well believe it A fruitful talk?
Cartland | ooked at himin icy silence.

Branson | ooked thoughtfully at Van Effen. 'I have a feeling, just a feeling
mnd you, that we have an infiltrator in our mdst.

Van Effen gazed at himw th his inpassive noonface and sai d nothing

Branson went on: 'l think that would rule out the doctor. Apart fromthe fact
that we've checked out on his credentials, | have the odd instinct that there is
a trained agent |oose on this bridge. That again would rule out O Hare, who's
just here by happenstance anyway. You share ny instinct?

4Yes.'

' Who?

Van Effen didn't hesitate. 'Revson.'

Branson beckoned Chrysler. 'Revson here clains to be an accredited
correspondent of The Tines of London. How long would it take you to check that
out ?'

"Using the Presidential tele-eonmunications?

'Yes.'

"M nutes.’



Revson said: 'I suppose |'m supposed to show a degree of high indignation, but
I won't bother. Why nme? Why assune it's any of the news nedia nmenbers? Wiy not
one ef your own men?

' Because | hand-picked them personally."

"Just the sanme way that Napoleon did his marshals. And | ook how nmany of them
turned against himin the end. How you can expect devoted loyalty from a bunch
of cut-throats like this, however hand-picked, is beyond ne.
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"You'll do for the nmoment,"” Van Effen said confortably. He touched Branson's
arm and pointed to the west. 'W nay not have all that nuch tine.'

"You're right.' Dark, heavy, omnous clouds were rolling in from the Pacific,
al though still some nmiles distant. The audiences wouldn't like it at all if they
were to see their President and Vice-President, not to nention their oi
friends, sitting here getting soaked in a thunderstorm Ask Johnson to organize
the caneras and the seating.' He waited thoughtfully until Van Effen had done
this then took him across to where Revson was standing alone. He said to Van
Effen: 'Revson tells ne that you have already searched his canera.l

"Yes. But | didn't take it to pieces.'

' Maybe we shoul d.'

'And maybe you shouldn't.' For once, Revson |et anger show. 'Do you know t hat
it takes a man five years' training to learn just how to assenble one of those
caneras? |'d rather you kept the dammed thing for the duration of our stay here

than have it ruined.'

"Call his bluff and have it stripped,' Branson said.

"I agree.' Van Effen said to Revson, alnmost soothingly, "W'Il have Chrysler do
it. He's as close to a nechanical genius as anyone | know. It will be intact' To
Branson he said: 'I've also searched his carry-all, the upholstery of his seat,

bel ow t he seat and the rack above. Cean.'
"Search him"

'"Search me?* More than a trace of truculence remained in Revson's face. 'l've
al ready been searched.'

' For weapons only."
If there had been a grain of rice on Revson's person, including inside the coat
lining, Van Effen wouldn't have missed it. Apart from keys, coins and an

inoffensive little knife, all he cane up with were papers.

The usual ,' Van Effen said. 'Driving |icence, social security, credit cards,
press cards -'

'Press cards,' Branson said. 'Any of themidentify himwth the London Tines?

There's this.' Van Effen handed the card across to Branson. 'Looks pretty
kosher to ne.’



"If he is who or what we think he nmight be, he wouldn't be likely to hire the
worst forger in town.' He handed the card back, a slight frown on his face
"Anything el se?
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*Yes.' Van Effen opened a long envelope. '"Airline ticket. For Hong Kong.'
"It wouldn't be dated for tonorrow?

"It is. How did you know?

"He told ne so hinself. Wat do you think?*

"I don't know.' For a nmonent, as Van Effen idly fingered Revson's felt pens
both he and Branson were only a heart's beat from death. But Van Effen, his mnd
on sonething else, reclipped them and opened Revson's passport. He flipped
rapidly through the pages. 'Certainly gets around. Lots of South-East Asia
passports, |ast about two years ago. Near East inmmgration stanps galore. Not
many European or London stanps, but that signifies nothing. They are an idle
bunch across there and British and nost European-Wstern European - passport
officers only stanp your passports if they feel in need of the exercise. How
does it all sound to you?

Ties in with his own clains, what he told ne hinself. You?

"If he's a bad one, | would call this an excessive cover-up. Wy not M I waukee?
O even San Francisco?

Branson said: 'You a San Franci scan?
"By adoption.

Van Effen said: 'Wio'd spend a dozen years travelling the world just to
establish a background, an alibi |ike this?

Chrysler came up. Branson |ooked at himin slight surprise. "Through already?

The President has a hot line to London. | hope you don't mnd. Revson's clean.
He's a fully accredited correspondent of the London Tines.

Revson said to Chrysler: 'Branson wants you to take ny canera to pieces.
There's a tinme-bonb or a radio inside it Watch you don't blow yourself up. After
that, you'd better make damm sure you put it all together again.

Chrysler received Branson's nod, snmiled, took the canmera and |eft Revson said:
"WII that be all? O do you want to unscrew ny false heel s?

Branson wasn't anused. 'lI'mstill not satisfied. How am | to know that Kyl enski
here is not in cahoots with the poisoners? How am | to know that he was not
instructed to find only a dozen poisoned plates so as to kill our suspicions?
There should have been seventeen tanpered trays. There shoul d-there nust be
sormeone on the bridge capable of identifying them | want you, Revson, to sanple
one of the trays that
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Kyl enski has declared safe."’

"You want ne - you want to kill me off with botulinus on the off-chance that
Kyl enski has nade a mistake? I'mdamed if | will. I'm no human guinea-pig.'

Then we'll try some of them out on the President and his oil friends here.
Royal guinea-pigs, if you will. This should nake nedical history. If they
resist, we'll force-feed them'

Revson was about to nmake the obvious point that they could force-feed him
equal ly well but imrediately changed his nmind. CarUand had not yet had the
opportunity to informthose in the Presidential coach as to how the infected
trays could be identified: O Hare apart, he was the only one who could. Revson
turned his palnms upwards. 'God knows what you're after but | trust the two
doctors here. |If they say there are so many uncontam nated trays, then | believe
them So you can have your plebeian guinea-pig.'

Branson | ooked at himclosely. 'Wy have you changed your mind?

Revson said conversationally: 'You know, Branson, you're endlessly over-
suspi ci ous. From the expression of your lieutenant, Van Effen there, | would say
that he agrees with me.' No harm could cone, Revson thought, from sowi ng the odd
seed of dissention. 'Sone people might even interpret it as a sign of weakness
of uncertainty. |'m agreeing because | don't care so nmuch for you. A chink in
everybody's arnmour. |'m beginning to believe that your belief in your own
infallibility may rest on rather shaky ground. Besides, plebs are expendable:
Presi dents and kings are not.*

Branson smiled his confident smle and turned to Tony. 'Lay out ten of the
uncontam nated plates on the counter.' Tony did so. 'Now, Revson, which one
woul d you care to sanpl e?"

"You're slipping, Branson. You've still the lingering suspicion that | mght be
able to identify the poisoned trays. Suppose you choose for me?' Branson nodded
and pointed at one of the trays. Revson noved forward, lifted the indicated tray

and sniffed it slowmy and cautiously. The surreptitious novenments of his finger-
tips found no traces of tiny indentations on the underside of the plastic |ugs.

This tray was clean. He took a spoon, dug into the centre of what |ooked like a
br owned- over cottage pie, and sanpled the neat. He grinaced, chewed, swall owed,

then repeated the process. He laid down
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the tray in disgust.

Branson said: 'Not to your liking?

"If I were in a restaurant |1'd send this back to the kitchen. Better, |'d take
it there and enpty it over the chef's head-not that the person who nade this
coul d ever be called a chef.'

' Cont am nated, you'd think?

"No. Just plain bloody |ousy.'

' Perhaps you'd care to sanpl e anot her one?



"No, | would not Besides, you said, just one sanple.'
Branson sai d persuasively: "Cone on. Be co-operative.'

Revson scowl ed but co-operated. This tray, too, was clean. He went through the
sane performance and had no sooner done so when Branson handed hima third tray.

This one had indentations on the underside of the |ugs.

Revson broke the skin, sniffed suspiciously, tasted a little and at once spat
it out. 'l don't know whether this is contam nated or not, but it tastes and
snmells even |ousier than the other two. If that's possible.” He pushed the tray
under Kyl enski's hose, who sniffed it and passed it across to his coll eague

Branson said: 'Well?

Kyl enski was hesitant. 'Could be. A narginal, a border-line case. It would
require lab. testing.' He |ooked thoughtfully at Revson. 'Do you snoke?

" No. '

"Drink?

"Birthdays and funerals only.'

Kyl enski said: That could account for it. Sonme non-snokers and non- drinkers
can have an extraordinarily acute sense of taste and snell. Revson is obviously
one of those.’

Wt hout consulting anyone, Revson exam ned another six trays. He pushed them
all away and turned to Branson. 'My opinion, for what it's worth?" Branson
nodded. ' Most-not all, but nost-of those trays are off. Wth sonme, you've al npost
got to imagine it. Ohers stink. | think the whole dam lot is contam nated. In
varyi ng degrees.'

Branson | ooked at Kyl enski. 'Possible?

Kyl enski | ooked unconfortable. "It happens. Botulinus can vary widely in its
degree of concentration. Only last year there was a double famly outing in New
England. Ten in all. Anobng other things, they had sandw ches. Again the
bot ul i nus bug.
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Five died, two were slightly ill, three unaffected, But the sandwi ches were al
spread with the same neat paste.'

Branson and Van Effen wal ked apart. Van Effen said: 'Enough?
"You nean you see no point in going ahead with this?*
"You stand to lose credibility, M Branson.'

'l agree. |'mnot happy about it, but | agree. Trouble is, we've really,
basically, only got Revson's word for it.'



"But he's identified twenty-in all - contami nated trays r three nore than was
necessary. *

"Who says so? Revson?
"After all the proofs, you still don't trust hin®

"He's too cool, too relaxed. He's obviously highly trained, highly conpetent -
and |'mdamed sure that it's net in photography.'

"He could be in that, too.'
"I wouldn't doubt it.'
"So you're still going to treat this as a case of deliberate poisoning?

"Where our vast viewing public is concerned? Wiwo's to gainsay nme? There's only
one m ke and it's in ny hand.

Van Effen | ooked towards the south tower. 'Food wagoa number two on its way.'

Branson had the TV caneras, the honoured guests, the newspapernmen and still
caneramen in position in very short order indeed. The black thunderous clouds
fromthe west were steadily marching in on them Anpbng those seated, the only
difference in conposition was that Hansen's seat had been taken over by the
Vi ce-President. The caneras were turning and Branson, seated next to the
President, was talking into the mcrophone.

He said: 'l amcalling upon all viewers in America and throughout the world to
be witnesses to a particularly heinous crine that has been commtted upon this
bridge just over an hour ago, a crine that | trust will persuade you that not
all crimnals are those who stand without the law. I would ask you to | ook at
this food wagon which, as you can see, has its counter covered with food trays.
Harm ess, if not particularly appetizing food trays, you would think, such as
any major airline would serve up to its passengers. But are they really
harm ess?'" He turned to the man on his ether side and
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the canera was now back on them This is Dr JCylenski, a |leading forensic
expert on the West Coast. A specialist in poisons. Are those trays really
harm ess, Dr Kyl enski ?

"No. '

"You'll have to speak up, Doctor.*

"No. They are not harml ess. Some are contam nated.'

' How many?

"Hal f. Maybe nore. | have no |aboratory resources to hand.'

' Contami nated. That neans infected. Wat are they infected with. Doctor?

"A virus. Botulinus. A nmmjor source of severe food poisoning.'



' How severe? Caa it be deadly?

"Yes.'

"Frequently?

"Yes.'

"Normally it occurs naturally-spoiled food, things like that?
*Yes.'

"But a culture of it can be manufactured synthetically or artificially in a
| aboratory. *

That's putting it very |oosely.
"We're talking primarily to laynen.*
"Yes.'

"And it could be injected synthetically into already prepared but otherw se
harm ess food?

*| suppose so.'

"Yes or no?

"Yes.'

Thank you, Dr Kylenski. That will be all."’

Revson, still wthout his camera, was standing by the anbul ance with O Hare.
"For a person who's never been inside a court-room Branson seens to have
mastered the prosecuting counsel bit pretty wellL' <It's all this TV

Branson said: 'l put it to all of you who are watching that the authorities -
mlitary, police, FBI, Governnment or whoever-have nmade a deliberate attenpt to
murder or at | east
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i ncapacitate those of us who have taken over the Presidential entourage and
this bridge. There nust be sonmeone on this bridge who knew ho'w to identify
poi soned trays and see that they fell into the right hands-that is. the hands of
ny coll eagues and nyself. The attenpt, fortunately, failed, but there has been
one casualty whom | shall nention |ater.

"Meantine, | would draw your attention to the fact that a second food wagon has
arrived." A canera obligingly drew the viewers' attention to this fact. 'It
seens incredible that the authorities would be so obtuse as to try the sane
ganbit again but, on the other hand, they have already shown that they are
incredibly obtuse. So we are going to select three trays at random and offer
themto the President, King and Prince. If they survive, we may reasonably
assunme that the food is uncontam nated. If, on the other hand, they becone
seriously ill-or worse-the world will know that the guilt cannot be laid at our
door. W are in permanent radio-tel ephone contact with the police and mlitary



authorities ashore. They have one minute to tell us whether this food is
contam nated or not.'

Mayor Morrison was on his feet. Van Effen lifted his Schneisser fractionally
but Morrison ignored him He said to Branson: 'Apart from the personal indignity
and affront you are heaping on the President and his royal guests couldn't you
pi ck someone a bit |ower down the scale for your experinent?"

'Such as yoursel f?
'Such as nyself.

"My dear Mayor, your personal courage is beyond dispute. That is well known.
Your intelligence, however, isn't. If anyone is to be put to the test it will be
the three nmen who are probably the nbst inportant in the United States today.
Their untinely disappearance from the scene would have the maxi mum i nhibiting
ef fect on woul d-be poisoners. In the olden days, the serfs tasted the food of
their rulers: | find it rather amusing that the roles should be reversed. Please
Sit*

' Megal omani ac bastard,’ Revson said.
O'Hare nodded. 'He's all of that but a lot nore. He knows damm well there isn't

a chance in the world of the food being spi ked but he's going through the
charade all the sanme. He's
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not only enjoying his own showranship, he's getting a positively sadistic kick
out of it all, particularly in humliating the President.’

"You think he's sick? In the head? Certifiably, | nean?

"I"'m no psychiatrist. He could get all he wants without those histrionics and
TV spectaculars. Wat's for sure, he's got a grudge against society in general
and the President in particular. Certainly, he's in it for the noney, but he's
init for something else: as if he wanted to becone a nationally-or
internationally - recognized figure.

"In that case, he's nmade a fair start. In fact, he's gone as far as he can go
Now it seens as if he's overconpensating for something. Lord knows what.'

They wat ched three trays of food being brought towards the rows of chairs.
O Hare said: 'Reckon they'|ll sanple that stuff?

They' Il eat it. In the first place, they couldn't bear the indignity of being
force-fed in front of hundreds of nillions of viewers. The President's courage
is known well enough -you will renmenber his record during Wrld War Two in the
Pacific. Again,, as President, he has to give a lead to the nation-if he refused
to eat while his oil friends did, he'd be a dead duck at the next election.
Conversely, his oil friends would lose face if the President ate and they
didn't.'

They ate. After Chrysler had given a negative signal from the Presidential
coach, Branson nodded towards the trays. The President - inevitably, he was not
a man to be upstaged by any one-was the first to get busy with knife and fork
It could hardly be said that he ate with unrestrained gusto but he plodded al ong



stolidly enough and had finished nore than half his neal before he laid down
"his eating tools.

Branson said: 'Well?

"I wouldn't offer it to ny guests in the Wiite House but it's palatable
enough.' In spite of the deep humliation he nust have been experiencing, the
Presi dent was mai ntaining a renarkabl e degree of sang-froid. '"Alittle wne
woul d have hel ped, though.'

"You shall have as much as you want in a few nonents. | inagine a great number
of people are also going to feel like a restorative pretty soon, too
Incidentally, if you people are still interested, .we shall be fixing our second

strap of explosives at nine o' clock tonorrow norning. Qur tine, of
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course. And now, could we have the caneras on that stretcher there.

Two nen stood at the head of the canvas-shrouded stretcher. At a word from
Branson they pulled back the top section of the canvas. The caneras zooned in on
the pallid, haggard face of the dead man, held it for all of ten intermnable
and hushed seconds, then returned to Branson

He said: 'John Hansen, your energy czar. Death certified as due to botulinus
poi soning. For what may be the first tine jn history a wanted crimnal accuses
the legal authorities of murder. Second degree murder it may be, but |
neverthel ess indict themon a charge of nurder."'

Hagenbach was in full vitriolic flow Some phrases like "evil, tw sted
macabre, vicious bastard* were just identifiable, but the rest was wholly
unprintable. Newson, Carter, MIton and Quarry were nonentarily silent but their
faces showed clearly enough that they totally identified thenselves with
Hagenbach's expressed convictions. Hagenbach, being only human, finally ran out
of breath.

"He's made us | ook very very bad indeed.” In the circunstances, MIlton's
restraint was remarkabl e.

"Bad?' Quarry | ooked around for another word then gave up. 'If he pulls another
one like this - if we pull another one like this-Branson will have half the
nation on his side. Wat's to do next?

Hagenbach said: "Wait till we hear from Revson.'

"Revson?' Admiral Newson seenmed unenthusiastic. THe's hardly distinguished
hi nself so far.'

"A hundred to one it wasn't Revson's fault,' Hagenbach said. 'And don't forget
the final decision was ours. W bear a collective responsibility, gentlenen.'

They sat around the table bearing this intolerable responsibility, each one an
Atlas bearing his own private world on his shoul ders.
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On the Golden Gate Bridge that evening events happened in fairly quick but
ordered fashion. A special anbul ance appeared and took away the stretcher
bearing the remains of Hansen. An autopsy was to be performed, which seened to
be a singular waste of tine but was apparently nandatory under State |aw when a
person had di ed under unusual circunstances. Dr Kylenski and his colleague, wth
a marked absence of reluctance, acconpani ed the anbul ance. Newsnen, captives and
captors had their evening neal, the first two with a notable but understandabl e
lack of appetite but with a thirst, equally notable and understandable, so
mar ked that further liquid supplies had to be commandeered. The two TV trucks
left and, shortly afterwards, the two food wagons. Last to go were Vice-

Presi dent Richards and Hen-drix. The Vice-President had spent a long tinme in a

Il ong and earnest private discussion with the President, just as had Genera
Cartland with Hendrix. Both Branson had watched with a certain anused tol erance
but had paid little attention. From their grim and depressed expressions it was
clear that their discussions had been totally fruitless. No other result could
have been expected. It may well have been that Branson was suffering froma
certain degree of euphoria after the dramatic effect of his |ast broadcast: from
his expression it was inpossible to tell.

Branson approached Kowal ski, just as Richards and Hendrix turned towards their
waiting police car. "Well?

"My life on it, M Branson. | had nmy eye on Hendrix and the Vice-President
every second. At no time did Revson approach within twenty yards of either man.'

Branson was aware that Kowal ski, a very bright youngster indeed, was | ooking at
himw th an expression of barely restrained curiosity. Branson gave his usual
faint and enpty snile.

"You wondering what's buggi ng nme about Revson?

"Not wondering, sir. Interested. |I've known you for three years now, sir. |
shoul dn't inegine you see many fairies at
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t he bottom of your garden.

"Don't you, now?' Branson turned and called to Richards. '"Wiit.' To Kowal ski
"What's that supposed to nean?

"Wl l. Revson. He's been searched to pieces. He's passed every test. Mybe if
the boys and | knew what you are-'

"Every test. Wth flying colours. Perhaps his flag flies too high. Wuld you
have sanpl ed those charmi ng botulinus dinners?

"My oath and I wouldn't.' He hesitated. "Well, if it was a direct order from
you -'

"And with a gun in your back?'
Kowal ski sai d not hi ng.

Branson said: 'Revson doesn't take orders fromme. And he had no gun in his
back."



' Maybe he takes orders from soneone el se.’
' Maybe he does at that. Just a very close eye, Kowal ski.'
"If | have to stay awake all night.'

"You know, | think |I'd rather appreciate that.' Branson wal ked away towards the
police car. Kowal ski | ooked after himvery thoughtfully indeed.

The Vice-President and Hendrix were standing inpatiently by the opened doors of
the police car. Branson canme up and said: 'You will not have forgotten the
deadl i ne, gentlenmen?

' Deadl i ne?
Branson smiled. 'Do not be so deliberately obtuse, M Vice-President The
transfer of certain nonies to Europe. Half a billion dollars - plus, of course,

my quarter nillion expenses. Noon. Tonorrow. '

Richards's chilling glare should have petrified Branson on the spot. Branson
remai ned unaffected.

"And don't forget the escalation clause. Two million dollars for every hour's
delay. And, of course, the free pardon. | expect that will take sone tine, |
suppose your Congress will be a little stuffy about that. But we-your friends
and | —can rest confortably in the Caribbean till that cones through. | bid you

good eveni ng, gentlemnen.

He wal ked away and stopped at the opened door of the rear coach. Revson was
there, slinging over his shoulder the strap of the canmera which Chrysler had
just handed back to him Chrysler sniled at Branson.

"Clean as a whistle, M Branson. My word, | wish | had one of those.'
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"You can have a dozen very soon. You had another canera, Revson.

"Yes.' Revson sighed. 'Do you want ne to fetch it for you?

el'"d rather not WII you get it, Chrysler?

'Five back, inside seat,' Revson said helpfully. "It's on the seat.'

Chrysler returned with the canera, showed it to Branson. 'An Aaahi-Pentax.
have one nyself. Those things are so jamed with miniaturized el ectronic
equi pnrent that you couldn't hide a pea inside it."'

"Assunming, of course, that it is not just an enpty shell.

"Ah.' Chrysler |ooked at Revson. 'Loaded?' Revson shook his head. Chrysler
opened the back just as Van Effen joined tham and di splayed the rear of the
canera. The genuine article.' M napped the back closed



Revson took his canera back. He spoke to Branson, his tone as cold as his face.
"Maybe you'd like to look at ny watch. Could be a transistorized two-way radio.
Al the best investigators in the comc strips wear one.'

Branson said nothing. Chrysler took Revson's wist, pressed a knob on either
side of the watch. Illuninated red figures appeared, one set giving the date,
the other the tinme. Chrysler dropped the wist.

"Pulsar digital. You couldn't hid* a grain of saad inside one of those things.

Revson turned with deliberate contenpt on his heel and wal ked away. Chrysler
went inside the coach. Van Effen said: 'Still bugged, M Branson? So he's
annoyed. Wuldn't you be if you' d been put through the hoop the way you've put
hi m through the hoop? Besides, if he'd anything to hide he wouldn't let his
ani nosity show so plain, he'd keep a very low profile indeed."

'Maybe that's the way he expects us to react. O naybe he's dear.' Branson
| ooked thoughtful alnmpst to the extent of being worried. '"But | can't shake off
the feeling that there's sonmething wong, and it's a feeling that's never let ne
down before. |I'm convinced, don't ask ne how, that soneone on the bridge has
sone means of communicating with soneone on land. | want every inch of every
person-and that includes our illustrious guests - searched, and to hell with the
| adi es' feelings. Every inch of their personal belongings, every inch of every
coach.'
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"Imredi ately, M Branson.' There was acqui escence in the tone but no great
enthusiasm 'And the rest roonms?' 'Those too.' 'And the anbul ance?* 'Yes. |
think I'lIl attend to that nyself.'

O‘Hare | ooked up in mld surprise as Branson entered the anbulance. 'Don't tel
me that the botulinus has struck agai n?

"No. I'"'mhere to search this anbul ance. *

O'Hare rose fromhis stool, his face tight. *I don't allow civilians to touch
ny nedical supplies.’

"You're going to allow this one. If necessary, I'll call one of ny men and have
you held either at pistol-point or tied up while | conduct ny search.”

"And just what in the hell do yeu think you' re |ooking for?

That's my concern.

"So | can't stop you. | just warn you that we carry quite a |lot of dangerous
drugs and surgical equipment here. If you poison yourself or slice an artery,

here's one doctor who's not going to help you."

Branson nodded to April Wdnesday who was sl eeping peacefully on the side bunk
"Lift her off.'

"Lift her - what do you think -'

"Do it imediately or | call a guard.*



OHare lifted the slight formin his arnms. Branson pummrelled every inch of the
thin mattress, lifted it, |ooked under it and said: 'Put her back.'

Branson carried out a thorough search of all the medical equipnent in the
anmbul ance. He knew exactly what he was | ooking for and nothing he exam ned
| ooked even renotely |like what he hoped to find. He | ooked around, picked up a
torch suspended from one side of the anmbul ance, switched it on and twi sted the
top, opening and then narrowing the hooded shutter. 'A peculiar flashlight,
O Hare.'

O Hare said wearily: '"It's an ophthalnmc torch. Every physician carries one
You can di agnose a dozen different diseases by the dilation of the pupils of the
eyes.'

"This can be useful. Cone with me.' He went down the rear steps of the
anmbul ance, went round to the front and jerked open the driver's door. The
driver, peering at a lurid nagazine in the now fading |ight, |ooked round in
surpri se.
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Branson said: 'Qutl* The man descended and Branson, offering no explanation,
searched him conmprehensively from head to foot. He then clinbed inside the
driving conmpartnent, exam ned the uphol stery, opened various | ockers and shone
the torch inside. He descended and said to the driver: 'Qpen the engine hood."'

This was done. Again with the aid of the torch he carried out a thorough

i nspection of the conpartnent and found nothing worthy of his attention. He went
round to the rear of the ambul ance and re-entered. O Hare followed, politely
renoved the torch from Branson's hand and replaced it. Branson indicated a neta
canister held in place by a spring dip. He said: "Wuat's that?

O Hare gave & creditable inpression of a nan whose patience was wearing very
very thin. 'An aerosol air-freshener.' It was the fake Prestige can that
contai ned the knock-out gas.

Branson freed the can. "Sandal wood," he said. 'You have an exotic taste in
perfumes.' He shook the can, listened to the gurgling inside, then replaced the
canister in its clip. O Hare hoped that the danpness on his brow didn't show

Branson finally directed his attention to die big oiled-wod box on the floor.
"And what's this?

O Hare didn't answer. Branson |ooked at him O Hare was leaning with a
negligent eibow on top of a |ocker, his expression a mixture of barely conceal ed
i npati ence and bored indifference.

Branson said sharply: 'You heard me.'

"I heard you. |'ve had just about enough of you, Branson. If you expect ne to
show any obedi ence or respect for you, then you're way out of your mind. |I'm
beginning to think you are illiterate. Can't you see those hig red letters? They
spell out "Cardiac Arrest Unit". Emergency equi prment for patients who have, or
may shortly be expected to have, a heart attack.'

Wy the big red seal in front?



There's nore to it than just that red seal. The whole unit is hermetically
seal ed. The entire interior of that box and all the equipnment it contains is
conpletely sterilized before the box is sealed. One does not inject an
unsterilized needle in or near the heart of a cardiac patient.

"What woul d happen if | broke that seal ?

To you, nothing. You'd just be committing the nost cardinal sin in any
hospital. You'd render the contents usel ess.
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And the way you're carrying on the President is a prime candidate for a heart
attack at any nmoment.' O Hare was acutely conscious that the aerosol can was
only inches from his hand. If Branson broke the seal and started delving deeper
he intended to use the aerosol wthout a second thought: Branson could hardly be
expected to be the person who would fail to recognize a cyanide air pistol when
he saw it Branson's face was wi thout expression. The President-'

"I'd sooner turn in ny licence than insure the President for anything. | am a
doctor. Twice your needling and public humiliation have driven himinto a state
of near-apopl exy. You never know, third time you may be lucky. Go on and break
the bloody seal. Wat's another death on your conscience?"

"I've never been responsible for anybody's death in ny life.' Wthout as much
as looking at O Hare, Branson abruptly left the anbulance. O Hare went to the
rear door and | ooked after him thoughtfully. Revson was anbling across the
roadway and Branson spared him neither a word nor a glance, behaviour
uncharacteristic of Branson who was much given to directing penetrating glances
at everyone, usually for no reason whatsoever. Revson |ooked after himin sone
puzzl ement, then strolled off towards the anbul ance.

Revson said: 'You just been put through the grinder, too?

That you can say again.' O Hare spoke with sone feeling. 'You, too?

"Not ne. |'ve been searched so often that nobody would bother. Everybody else
was, though. It must have been pretty thorough. | heard nore than one | adylike
scream of protest.' He |ooked after the departing Branson. 'Qur masterm nd seens
unusual |y preoccupi ed.

'"He was acting a bit oddly when he left*

"He drew a bl ank, obviously.'

*Yes."

"Didn't even investigate your one seal ed container-the cardiac unit?

That's when he started behaving oddly. |I'm pretty sure that he was about to
break the seal when | pointed out that that would de-sterilize the equipnent and
render it useless. | also pointed out that | considered the President a prine
candidate for a heart attack and that | regarded him as being the prine cause

for this. That was when he backed off.'
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" Under standabl e, | would have thought. He doesn't want to |ose his principal
host age. '

That wasn't the inpression he gave nme. He also said another funny thing when he
left, that he'd never been responsible for anyone's death in his life.'

To the best of nmy know edge that's true. Maybe he just didn't want to spoil his
good record.'

' Coul d have been, could have been.' But the puzzled expression was still on
O Hare's face

Van Effen regarded Branson with a curiosity that his face didn't register
Branson, he thought, was a shade less than his old ebullient self. Van Effen

said: '"Well, how did you find the anbul ance and the good doctor? C ean?

The anbulance is. God dam it all, | quite forgot to go over O'Hare.'

Van Effen smiled. 'One tends to. Pillars of noral rectitude. I'lIl go |ook at
him'

"How did it go with you?

There were ten of us and we were pretty thorough-and pretty thoroughly
unpopular. If there was a silver dollar on the Golden Gate Bridge we'd have
found it We didn't find any silver dollars.'

But then Branson and his nmen had been searching the wong places and the wong
peopl e. They should have searched Chief of Police Hendrix before he'd been
all owed to | eave the bridge.

Hagenbach, M Iton, Quarry, Newson and Carter were seated round the |ong oblong
table in the conmunications wagon. There were bottles of liquor on a wall-
nmount ed sideboard and, judging fromthe levels of the liquids in the bottles and
the glasses in front of the five nen, they weren't there for purely decorative
purposes. The five appeared to be concentrating on two things only: not speaking
to one another and not |ooking at one another. The bottonms of their gl asses
appeared to hold a singular fascination for them conparatively, the average
funeral parlour could have qualified as an anusenent arcade

A bell rang softly at the inner end of the wagon. A shirt-sleeved policenan,
seated before a battery of telephones, lifted one and spoke softly into it. He
turned and said: 'M
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Quarry, sir. Washington.'

Quarry rose to his feet with the alacrity of a French aristocrat going to the
guillotine and made his way to the communications desk. His end of the
conversation appeared to consist of a series of dispirited grunts. Finally he
said, 'Yes, as planned,' returned to the table and slunped into his chair. The
nmoney has been arranged just in case it's needed.’

MIlton said heavily: 'Can you see it not being needed?



The Treasury al so agrees that we should stall themfor up to twenty-four hours
from noon tonorrow. '

MIton's lugubriousness didn't alter. 'By Branson's escal ati on demands t hat
nmeans cl ose on another fifty mllion dollars.'

'Peanuts to what he's asking.' MIton nade a still-born attenpt to snile.
"M ght give one of our brilliant mnds time to come up with a brilliant idea.'

He relapsed into a silence which no one seened inclined to break. Hagenbach
reached for a bottle of scotch, helped hinself and passed the bottle around.
They resuned their mournful inspection of the depth of their glasses

The bottle was not long left undisturbed. Richards and Hendrix entered and,
wi t hout speaking, sat down heavily in two vacant chairs. The Vice-President's
hand reached the bottle just fractionally before that of Hendrix.

Ri chards said: 'How did we | ook on TV tonight?

' God-dammed awful. But no nore awful than the seven of us sitting around here
without a single idea in our heads.' MIton sighed. 'Seven of the allegedly best
governnmental and |aw enforcenent minds in the business. The best we can do is
drink scotch. Not a single idea anong us.'

Hendrix said: 'l think perhaps Revson has.' He fished a piece of paper fromthe
i nside of a sock and handed it to Hagenbach. 'For you.

Hagenbach unfol ded the note, cursed and shouted to the operator.

"My decoder. Quick.' Hagenbach was back in business and, predictably, he turned
to Hendrix: he wouldn't have asked Richards for the tinme of day. 'How are things
out there? Anything we don't know? How cone Hansen di ed?"

To put it brutally, hunger, greed. Seenmingly he snitched one of the food trays
bef ore he could be warned which were the dangerous ones and how they could be
identified.'

M Iton sighed. 'He always was a voracious eater. Conpul -
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sive, you night say. Sonething wong with his metabolic system | suppose
Speak no ill of the dead but | often told himthat he was digging his grave with

his own teeth. Looks like that's what happened.’
"No fault of Revson's?

"None in the world. But there's worse. Your man Revson is under heavy
suspi cion. Branson, as we all have cause to know, is a very very clever nman and
he's convinced there's an infiltrator in their mdst. He's also alnost equally
convinced that it's Revson. | think the man is working on sheer irstinct. He
can't pin a thing on Revson.'

"Who's also a very very clever man.' Hagenbach paused then | ooked sharply at
Hendrix. 'If Branson is so suspicious of Revson would he let himget within a
mle of you, knowi ng that you were goi ng ashore?'



"Revson didn't conme anywhere near ne. General Cartland gave me the nessage.
Revson gave the nessage to Cartland.'

'"So Cartland is in on this?

'He knows as nmuch about it as we do. Revson is going to give himthe cyanide
pi stol. Never thought our Chief of Staff was so positively blood-thirsty. He
seens actually to be looking forward to using it.'

Carter said: 'You know Cartland's reputation as a tank comrander in the Second
Wrld War. After all the conparatively decent Italians and Germans he disposed
of then, do you think he's going to worry about doing away with a few reailv bad
hats""'

"You should know. Anyway, | went into one of their awful rest roons and shoved
the note down ny sock. | suspected that the Vice-President here and | might be
searched before we left the bridge. W weren't. Your Revson is right. Branson is
Horn over-confident and under-conscious of security precautions.'

Revson and O*Hare watched Van Men wal k away. Revson hinsel f wal ked away a few
steps, indicating that O Hare should follow him Revson said: 'Wll that was a
pretty thorough going-over our friend gave you. | don't think he nmuch
appreci ated your remark about your hoping that he would he a natient of yours
sone day.'

OrHare lonVed uo at the darklv threatening sky, now al nost directly overhead.
The wi nd was freshening and, two hun-
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dred feet below, the white horses were showing in the Golden Gate.

O Hare said: 'Looks like a rough night coming up. W'd be nore confortable
i nside the anbulance, | think, and |I've sone excellent whisky and brandy in
there. Used, you understand, solely for the resuscitation of the sick and
ailing.'

"You're going to go far in your profession. Sick and ailing describes mny
synmptons precisely. But I'd rather be succoured out here.’

"VWhat ever for ?*

Revson gave hima pitying look. '"If it weren't for your good fortune in having
me here, you'd very probably be the main object of Branson's suspicions. Has it
not occurred to you that, during his intensive search of your anbul ance, he
nm ght have planted a tiny electronic bug which you wouldn't discover in a week
of searching?

"It occurs to me now. There's a dearth of devious mnds in the nedical
pr of essi on."'

'"Do you have any gin?

‘It's odd you should ask that. | do."'



That's for me. | told Branson that | didn't drink and that's why | have a nose
like a bloodhound. | shouldn't care for himto see ne with a glass of sonething
amber in ny hand.'

' Devi ous, devious nminds.' O Hare disappeared inside the anbul ance and
reappeared shortly with two gl asses, the clear one for Revson. 'Health.

"Indeed. | shouldn't wonder if that's going to be in short supply inside the
next twenty-four hours.'

"Cryptic, aren't we?

"Psychic.' Revson | ooked speculatively at the nearest helicopter. 'I wonder if
the pilot - Johnson, | think - intends to sleep in his machine tonight.'

O Hare gave a nobck shiver. 'You ever been in a helicopter?
'ddly, perhaps, no.'

"I have several tinmes. Strictly, | assure you, in the line of medical duty.
These arny jobs are fitted with steel-franed canvas chairs, if that's the word
for them For ne, it would be a toss-up between that and a bed of nails.’

"So much | suspected. So hell probably bed down with his fellowvillains in the
rear coach.'

The chopper appears to interest you strangely/
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Revson gl anced casually around. There was no one within possible earshot.

The detonating nechanism for the explosives is inside there. | intend - note
that | only say intend - to deactivate it tonight."

O Hare was silent for a long nonment, then said kindly: "I think | should give
you a nedical. For that space between the ears. There'll be at |east one arned

guard on all night patrol. You know the bridge is a blaze of light all night
long. So you just dematerialize yourself - *

The sentry | can take care of. The lights will be switched off when | want
t hem'

' Abracadabra!"
"I've already sent a nessage ashore.*

"I didn't know that secret agents doubled as nmgicians. You produce a carrier
pi geon from your hat -'

"Hendrix took it ashore for nme.'
O Hare stared at himthen said: 'Another drink?*

"No befuddled wits toni ght, thank you."



Then 1'I1 have one.' He took both glasses and reappeared with his own. 'Look
that guy Kowal ski has the general appearance and the eyes of a hawk. |'m not
exactly short-sighted nyself. He never took his eyes off you all the tinme the
Vi ce- Presi dent and Hendrix were out here. Branson's orders, |'m certain.

"Me, too. Who else? | never went near Hendrix. | gave the nessage to Cartland
who passed it on to Hendrix. Kowal ski was too busy watching nme to bother about
Cartl and and Hendrix.'

"What time will the Iights go off?

"I don't know yet. I'Il send a signal.’

This neans Cartland is in on this?

"What el se? By the way, | pronmised the General the cyanide gun. Can you get it
to hinP'

‘One way or another.*

"No way, | suppose, of replacing that seal on the cardiac unit once it has been
br oken?"

"You nean in case our suspicious M Branson visits the anbul ance again. No.' He
smled. "It just so happens that | am carrying two spare seals inside the box.'

Revson smiled in turn. 'Just goes to show A man can't think of everything
Still on the side of law and order? Still like to see Branson wearing a nice
shiny pair of bracelets?
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"It's becoming a distinct yearning.'

"It mght involve bending your code of ethics a little.
The hell with the nedical ethics.'

Hagenbach positively snatched the sheet of typewitten paper from his decoder
He gl anced rapidly through it, his brow corrugating by the second. He said to
Hendri x: 'Revson appeared to be perfectly normal when you |eft hin®

"Who can tell what Revson appears to be?
True. | don't seemto be able to make head or tail of this.'
Ri chards said acidly: 'You mght share your little secrets with us. Hagenbach.

"He says: "It looks as if it's going to be a |lousy night, which should help.
want two fake oil (ires set now O a mixture of oil and rubber tyres. One to ny
sout h-west, say Lincoln Park, the other to the east, say Fort Mason - a nuch
bigger fire there. Ignite the Lincoln Park one at twenty-two hundred hours. At
two-two-oh-three, infra-red sights if necessary, use a |aser beam to destroy the
radi o scanner on top of the rear coach. Wiit ny flashlight signal - SOS - then
ignite the other. After fifteen m nutes blacken out bridge and northern part of
San Francisco. It would help if you could at same tinme arrange a nassive
fireworks display in Chinatown-as if a firework factory had gone up



""Submarine at midnight. Please provide transistorized transceiver snall enough
to fit base camera. Pre-set your frequency and mine and have submarine patch in
on same frequency."”

There was a |lengthy silence during which Hagenbach, perhaps very
under st andably, again reached for the scotch. The bottle was rapidly enptied
Ri chards finally passed his judgenent.

The man's nad, of course. Quite, quite, nmad.'

Nobody, for sone tine, appeared inclined to disagree with him Richards, pro
tern, the Chief Executive of the nation, was the man to make the decision, but,
apart from his observations on nental instability, he was clearly in no nood to
make any kind of decision. Hagenbach took the decision out of his hands.

'"Revson is probably a good deal saner than any of us here. He's brilliant,
we' ve had proof of that. Al nost ce'tainly, he lacked the time to go into detail
Finally, anyone here got
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any better idea-let ne anend that, anybody here got any idea?

I f anyone had, he was keeping it to hinself.

"Hendrix, get hold of the deputy Mayor and the Fire Chief. Have those fires
set. How about the fireworks?"

Hendrix smled. 'Fireworks are illegal in San Francisco. N neteen hundred and
six and all that. It so happens we know an illegal underground factory in
Chi natown. The owner wi |l be anxious to co-operate.'

Ri chards shook his head. 'Mad,' he said. 'Qite, quite nad.'
158
TEN

From far out at sea cane the first faint flickers of lightning and the distant
runbl e of approaching thunder. A nowrecovered if sonewhat wan April Wdnesday,
standing with Revson by the centre of the bridge, |ooked up at the indigo sky
and said: 'It looks |ike being quite a night.'

"I've a feeling that way mnyself." He took her arm 'Are you afraid of
t hunderstornms as you appear to be of everything el se?

"l don't nuch fancy being stuck out on this bridge in the mddle of one.

"It's been here for alnbst forty years. It's not likely to fall down tonight.'
He | ooked upwards as the first drops of rain began to fall. 'But getting wet |
object to. Conme on.'

They took their seats inside the |lead coach, she by the wi ndow, he by the
aisle. Wthin mnutes the coach was full and within half an hour npbst of the
occupants were dozing if not asleep. Each seat had its own individual reading
[ight, but wthout exception those were either dinmed or conpletely out. There



was nothing to see, nothing to do. It had been a long, tiring, exciting and in
many ways a nerve-racking day. Sleep was not only the sensible but inevitable
recourse. And the sound of drumm ng rain, whether on canvas or on a netal roof,
has a peculiarly soporific effect.

And that the rain was now drumm ng was beyond dispute. It had been increasing
steadily ever since the passengers had entered the coach and could now fairly be
described as torrential. The approaching thunderstorm though still sone niles
distant, was steadily increasing in violence. But neither rain, thunder nor
lightning were any deterrent to the prow ing Kowal ski: he had prom sed Branson
that he would keep his eye on Revson all night long if he had to, and that he
clearly intended to do. Regularly, every fifteen mnutes, he entered the coach
peered pointedly at Revson, spoke a few brief words to Bartlett, who sat
si deways on guard, in the seat next the driver's, then left. Bartlett, Revson
apart, was the only alert person in the coach and this, Revson suspected
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was due nmore to Kowal ski's recurrent visits than to anything else. On one
occasi on Revson had overheard Bartlett ask when he was to be relieved and been
curtly told that he would have to remain where he was until one o' clock, which
suited Revson well enough

At nine o' clock, when the rain was at its heaviest, Kowal ski nade another of
his routi ne checks. Revson took out and arned his white pen. Kowal ski turned to
go. His heel was just descending the riser of the first step when he appeared to
stunble. Then he fell, heavily, face-first out of the coach on to the roadway.

Bartlett was the first to reach him Revson the second. Revson said: 'Wat the
hel | happened to hin®

"Lost his footing, far as | could see. Coach door has been open all evening and

the steps are slippery as all hell.' Both nen stooped to exami ne the unconscious
Kowal ski. He was bleeding quite heavily fromthe forehead whi ch had obvi ously
taken the main brunt of his fall. Revson felt his head gently with his fingers.

The needl e protruded alnpst a quarter of an inch behind Kowal ski's left ear.
Revson renoved and pal ned it

Revson said: 'Shall | fetch the doctor?
'"Yes. Sure looks as if he needs one."

Revson ran to the anbul ance. As he approached, the light came on inside the
anmbul ance. Revson took the aerosol can from O'Hare and thrust it into his
pocket. The two nen, O Hare carrying his nedical bag, ran back to the |ead
coach. By this tinme quite a nunber of curious journalists fromthe coach -
activated, alnmost certainly, by the inbuilt curiosity that notivates all good
journalists, were crowded round the unconsci ous Kowal ski .

"Stand back," O Hare ordered. The journalists nmade way respectfully but didn't
stand all that far back. O Hare opened his bag and began to w pe Kowal ski's
forehead with a piece of gauze. Hi s opened bag was quite sone distance from him
and in the dimlight, the driving rain and aided by the total concentration of
all on the injured man, it was no great feat for Revson to extract an oil-
ski nned packet from the bag and send it spinning under the coach. He, but only
he, heard the gentle thunp as it struck the kerb on the far side. He then
pressed in anong the curious onl ookers.



O Hare straightened. 'A couple of volunteers to hek& aquo; ne eet him across to
t he ambul ance.' There was no | ack of vol un-
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teers. They were about to |ift himwhen Branson canme runni ng up.

"Your man's had a pretty nasty fall. | want himin the anbul ance for a proper
exam nation.'

"Did he fall or was he pushed?

"How the hell should | know? You're wasting what could be valuable tine.
Branson.'

Bartlett said: 'He fell all right, M Branson. He slipped on the top step and
hadn't a chance to save hinself."'

"Certain?

e course |I'm bloody certain.' Bartlett was justifiably indignant. He spoke
again, but a crashing peal of thunder drowned out his next words. He repeated
hinself. 'I was within two feet of himat the tinme-and | hadn't a chance to saVe
him'

O Hare paid no nore attention to him Wth the help of two others he carried
Kowal ski across to the ambul ance. Branson | ooked at the group of journalists
still there, caught sight of Revson.

"Where was Revson at the tine?*

' Revson was nowhere near him He was in his seat, five back there. Everyone was
in their seats. Christ, M Branson, |'mtelling you. It was a pure bl oody
acci dent .’

"Must have been.' Cad only in already totally sodden shirtsleeves and
trousers, Branson shivered. 'Jesus, what a night!' He hurried across to the
anbul ance and as he arrived the two nmen who had helped O Hare to carry Kowal ski
came down the anbul ance steps. Branson went inside. O'Hare had al ready had
Kowal ski's | eather jacket renoved and his right sleeve rolled beyond the el bow,
and was preparing a hypoderm c injection.

Branson said: "What's that for?

O Hare turned inirritation. "What the hell are you doing here? This is
doctor's work,. Cet out!’

The invitation passed unheeded. Branson picked up the tube from which O Hare
had filled his hypodermic. 'Anti-tetanus? The man's got a head wound.'

O Hare withdrew the needl e, covered the pin-prick, with antiseptic gauze. 'I

t hought even the nost ignorant |ayman knew that when a nman has been injured in
the open the first thing he gets is an anti-tetanus injection. You've-obviously
never seen tetanus.' He sounded Kowal ski with his stethoscope,
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took his pulse and then his tenperature.

"Get an anbul ance from the hospital.' O Hare pushed Kowal ski's sleeve further
up and started to wind the bl ood-pressure-band round it

Branson said: 4No.'

O Hare didn't answer until after he'd taken the pressure. He then repeated:
'Cet the anbul ance.’

"I don't trust you and your dammed anbul ances.'

O Hare didn't answer. He junped down the steps and strode off through rain that
was now reboundi ng si x inches high off the roadway. He was back shortly with the
two nen who had hel ped him carry Kowal ski across. O Hare said: 'M Gafton. M
Ferrers. Two highly respected, even emnent journalists. Their words carry a
great deal of weight So will their word.'

"What's mat neant to nmean?' For the first time since his arrival on the bridge
Branson wore just the slightest trace of apprehension.

O Hare ignored him addressed hinself to the two journalists. TCowal ski here
has severe concussion, possibly even a skull fracture. The latter is inpossible
to tell without an X-ray. He also has shallow, rapid breathing, a weak and
feathery pulse, a tenperature and abnornmally | ow bl ood pressure. This could
indicate a few things. One of them cerebral baenorrhag-ing. | want you gentl enen
to bear witness to the fact that Branson refuses to allow an anmbul ance to come
for him | want you to bear witness to the fact that if Kowal ski dies Branson
and Branson alone will be wholly responsible for his death. | want you to bear
witness to the fact that Branson is fully aware that if Kowal ski dies he will be
guilty of the sane charge as he recently |evelled agai nst persons unknown -
nmurder. Only, in his case, | think it would have to be an indictnent of the
first degree.'’

Grafton said: 'l shall so solemly bear w tness.'

Ferrers said: "And I|.'

O Hare | ooked at Branson with contenpt. 'And you were the person who said to ne
that you'd never in your life been responsible for the death of a single

person.'

Branson said: 'How am | to know that once they get him ashore they won't keep
him there?

"You're losing your grip, Branson.' The contenpt was still
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in OHare's voice: he and Revson had deliberated | ong enough on how best to
wear down Branson psychologically. '"As |long as you have a President, a king and
a prince, who the hell is going to hold a common crimnal like this as a

couat er-ransonf’

Branson made up his mind. It was difficult to tell whether he was notivated by
threats or a genuine concern for Kowal ski's life. 'One of those two will have to



go tell Chrysler to call the anbulance. |I'm not keeping ny eyes off you until |
see Kowal ski safely transferred to the other ambul ance.

"Suit yourself,' O'Hare said indifferently. 'Gentlenen?

"It will be a pleasure.' The two journalists left. O Hare began to cover
Kowal ski hi bl ankets.

Branson said with suspicion: 'Wat are you doing that for?

' Heaven preserve nme from ignorant |aynen. Your friend here is in a state of
shock. Rul e nunber one for shock victins - keep them warm

Just as he finished speaking there was a nmssive thunder* clap directly above
so close, so loud, that it was positively hurtful to the ear-drums. The
reverberations took many long seconds to die away. O Hare | ooked specul atively
at Branson then said: 'Know sonething, Branson? That sounded to me just like the
crack of doom' He poured sone whisky into a glass and added a little distilled
wat er .

Branson said: Til have sone of that.'’
"Hel p yourself,' O Hare said agreeably.

From the conparative confort of the | ead coach-conparative, for his clothes
were as soaked as if he had fallen into the Col den Gate-Revson watched another
ambul ance bear away Kowal ski's stretchered form For the nmonent Revson felt as
reasonably content as was possible for a man in his slowy chilling condition
The main object of the exercise had been to get his hands on the cord, canister,
torch and aerosol. Al of those he had achieved. The first three were stil
under the bus by the kerb-side: the fourth nestled snugly in his pocket. That
all this should have been done at the expense of Kowal ski, the npbst relentlessly
vigilant of all Branson's guards and by a long way the nbst suspicious, was just
an added bonus. He bethought himself of the aerosol. He gave April Wd dnesday a
gentl e nudge and, because people were still talk-
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ing in varying degrees of animation about the l|atest incident, he did not find
it necessary to keep his voice especially | ow

"Listen carefully, and don't repeat ny words, no matter how stupid ny question
may appear. Tell ne, would a young lady of - ah - delicate sensibilities - carry
a mniature aerosol air-freshener around with her?

Beyond a blink of the green eyes she showed no reaction. 'In certain
circunstances | suppose so, yes.'

He placed the can between them Then please put this in your carry-all. Sanda
wood, but | wouldn't try sniffing it*

"I know very well what's in it.' The can disappeared. '| suppose it doesn't

matter very much if |I'mcaught with it? If they bring out those old thunb-screws
*

' They won't. They already searched your carry-all, and the person who nade the
search alnost certainly wouldn't remenber the contents of one of a dozen bags



he's searched. No one's keeping an eye on you: |I'mway out on ny own as Suspect
Nunber One.'

By ten o'clock silence and sleep had returned to the coach. The rain had eased
until it could be called no nore than heavy, but still the lightning crackled
and the thunder booned with unabated enthusiasm Revson gl anced over his
shoul der to the south-west. There were no signs of any unusual activities in the
direction of Lincoln Park. He wondered if those ashore had nmisinterpreted his
nmessage or deliberately ignored it. Both possibilities he thought unlikely: nore
likely, because of the heavy rain, they were having difficulty in igniting a
fire.

At seven nminutes past ten a red glow appeared to the south-west. Revson was
al nost certainly the first person on the bridge to notice it but he thought it
inmpolitic to draw attention to the fact. Wthin half a mnute the dark oily
flames were at least fifty feet high.

It was Bartlett who first called attention to this phenonenon and he did so in
a very enphatic fashion. He stood in the open doorway behind the driver's seat
and shouted: 'Jesus, would you |l ook at that! *

Al nost everyone imedi ately started awake and | ooked. They couldn't see nuch.
Rain still lashed the outside of the windows and the insides were pretty well
steanmed up. Like a

bunch of | enmings hell-bent on a watery suicide they poured out through the
door. The view was certainly very much better fromthere and well worth the
seeing. The flanmes, already a hundred feet high and topped by billow ng clouds
of oily snmoke, were increasing by the second. Still of the sane |emrng-Iike
mnd and totally oblivious of the rain, they began to run across the bridge to
obtain a better view The occupants of the Presidential and rear coaches were
doi ng exactly the same. Nothing attracts people nore than the prospects of a
good- goi ng di saster.

Revson, though anong the first out of the |ead coach, nade no attenpt to join
them He wal ked unhurriedly round the front of the coach, wal ked back a few
feet, stooped and recovered the oil-skin package. No one paid any attention to
him even had he been visible beyond the bulk of the coach, because they were
all running in and |ooking towards the opposite direction. He renpved the torch
fromthe package, angled it forty-five degrees to his right and made his SCS
signal, just once: he then pocketed the torch and nade his nore |eisurely way
across to the other side of the bridge, glancing occasionally over his left
shoul der. Hal f-way across he saw a rocket, a not very spectacul ar one, curving
up to the south-east.

He reached the far crash barrier and joined O Hare who was standing sone little
way apart from the others. O Hare said: 'You d make quite an arsonist.'

That's just by the way of introduction. Wait till you see the next one. Not to
nmention the fireworks. Sheer pyromania, that's what it is. Let's look at the
front end of the rear coach.'

They | ooked. A full minute passed and nothi ng happened. O Hare sai d:'Hm
Worri some?’

"No. Just running a little bit behind schedule, | should think. Don't even
blink.'



O Hare didn't and so he saw it-a tiny intense spark of bluish-white that could
have lasted only mlli-seconds. O Hare said: 'You saw it too?

"Yes. Far less than | thought it would be.'

"End of radi o-wave scanner?

"No question.'

"Woul d anyone inside the coach have heard it?

That's academi c. There's no one inside the rear coach.
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They're all across here. But there is sone sign of activity at the rear of the
Presidential coach. A dollar gets a cent that Branson's asking some questions.'

Branson was i ndeed asking sone questions. Chrysler by his side, he was-talking
forcefully into a tel ephone.

Then find out and find out now.'

"I"'mtrying to.' It was Hendrix aad he sounded weary. '| can be held
responsible for a lot of things but | can't be held responsible for the forces
of nature. Don't you realize this is the worst lightning stormthe city has had
in years? There are dozens of outbreaks of small fires and the Fkemaster tells
me his force is fully extended.'

"I'"'m waiting, Hendrix.'

"So am|. And God only knows how you inmagine this fire in Lincoln Park can
affect you. Sure, it's giving off clouds of oil snobke, but the wind's fromthe
west and the snoke won't come anywhere near you. You're junping at shadows,
Branson. Wait. A report.' There was a brief silence then Hendrix went on: Three
parked road oil tankers. One had its |oading hose partly on the ground so it was
earthed. Wtnesses saw this tanker being struck by lightning. Two fire engines
are there and the fire is under control. Satisfied?

Branson hung up without replying.

The fire was indeed under control. Firemen, taking their convincing tinme, were
now snot hering the barrels of blazing oil with foam extingui shers. Fifteen
mnutes after the fire had first begun-or been noticed-it was extinguished.

Rel uctantly, alnost-they were now so wet that they couldn't possibly get any
wetter-the watchers by the west barrier turned and nmade their way back to the
coaches. But their evening's entertainnent had only just begun.

Another fire blooned to the north. It spread and grew with even greater
rapidity than the previous one, becom ng so bright and intense that even the
lights in the concrete towers of down-town San Franci sco seened pal e by
conparison. Branson, who had nmade his way back to his own coach, now ran hack to
the Presidential coach. A bell was ringing in the conmunications section in the
rear. Branson snatched the phone. Tt was Hendri x.

Hendrix said: 'Nice to forestall you for once. No, we are
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not responsible for this one either. Wiy in the hell should we set off a fire
where all the snoke is being carried away from you east over the bay? The
nmet eorol ogi cal officer says that there's a lightning strike once every three or
four seconds. And it's not cloud to cloud stuff, it's mainly cloud to earth. On
the | aw of averages, he says, sonething conbustible has to go in one in twenty.
"Il keep you posted.

For the first time, Hendrix hung the phone up on him Branson slowy replaced
his own. For the first tine, lines of strain were beginning to etch thensel ves
round the corners of his nouth.

The bl ue-veined flanmes were towering now to a height of six or seven hundred
feet, as high as the highest building in the city. The snoke given off was dense
and bitingly acrid, which is generally the case when several hundred used tyres
are added to an oil-based fire. But half a dozen giant fire engines and as many
agai n nobile foam wagons were in very close attendance indeed. On the bridge the
nore nervous of the newspapernen and caneranen were specul ating as to whether
the fire would spread to the city itself, a rather profitless speculation as the
wind was entirely in the wong direction. Mayor Morrison stood by the eastern
crash barrier, fists clenched, tears stream ng down his face, cursing with a
nonstop fluid nonotony.

O Hare said to Revson: 'I wonder if the King and the Prince see the irony in
all this. After all, it's probably their own oil that they're seeing going up.'
Revson made no reply and O Hare touched his arm 'Sure you haven't overdone
things a bit this tine, old boy? In nonents of stress, his English education
background tended to show t hrough

"I wasn't the one with the matches.' Revson snmiled. 'No worry, they know what
they're about. What | am |l ooking forward to seeing now is the firework display."'

In the Presidential conmunications centre the phone rang again. Branson had it
in a second.

"Hendrix. It's an oil storage tank in Fort Mson.' There was no oil storage
tank in Fort Mason, but Branson was not a Californian far |ess a San Franci scan
and it was highly unlikely that he was aware of that. 'I've just been on the
radio to the Fire Conmi ssioner. He says its bark k worse than its bite and that
there's no danger.'
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"And what the hell is that, then?' Branson's voice was a shout, his norma
monolithic cairn in at |east tenporary abeyance.

\What's what?

Hendri x's calm served only to deepen Branson's apprehension. 'Fireworks! Dozens
of them Fireworks! Can't you see thenm *'

"Not fromwhere | sit | can't WAit' Hendrix went to the rear door of the
comuni cati ons wagon. Branson hadn't been exaggerating. The sky was indeed ful
of fireworks, of every conceivable colour and design, at least half of them
exploding in glittering falling stars. If Branson had been his usual calm and



observant self, Hendrix reflected, he mght have noticed that the fireworks,
nearly all of a mediumtrajectory, were firing to the north-east which was the
shortest distance between where they were conming from and the nearest stretch of
water. Al of them w thout exception, would fizzle out in the waters of San
Franci sco Bay. Hendrix returned to the phone.

They appear to be conming fromthe Chinatown area and sure as hell they aren't
celebrating the Chinese New Year. |'Il call back.'

Revson said to O Hare: Take your white coat off. It's too
conspi cuous or will be when it gets dark.' He gave O Hare

his white felt pen. 'You know how to use this? 'Depress the clip and press the
button on top.' 'Yes. If anyone cones too near -well, aimfor the face.

You'll have to extract the needle.' 'Me and ny nedical ethics.'

Branson picked up the phone. 'Yes?9

"It was Chinatown. A firework factory there was struck. That dammed thunder and
lightning doesn't just seemto want to go away. God knows how many nore

out breaks of fire we'll have tonight'

Branson | eft the coach and joined Van Effen by the east barrier. Van Effen
t urned.

"Not often you see a sight like this, M Branson.'
"I"'mafraid I"'mnot in the nood to enjoy it*
"I've a feeling that this is being staged for our benefit' 168

"How could this possibly affect us? Nothing's changed as far as we're
concerned. Don't let's forget our presidential and royal hostages.'

"Even so-'
'Even so your antennae are tingling?

Tingling! They're junping. | don't know what's going to happen next but |'ve
the feeling that I'"'mnot going to enjoy it'

It was at that nonment that the bridge and the whole of northern San Francisco
bl acked out.

For sonme few seconds the silence on the bridge was total. The darkness wasn't
total but it came fairly close to being that way. The only illum nation cane
fromthe faint lighting fromthe coaches-to conserve the batteries nost of the
i ndividual reading lights were out, the others dimed-and the orange-red gl ow
fromthe distant oil fire. Van Effen said softly: 'Your antennae, M Branson
You know you could make a fortune hiring them out.'

"Start up the generator. We'll have the searchlights on the north and south
towers. See that the self-propelled guns are ready, |oaded, crews standing by.
Three nen with submachi ne-guns to be by each gun. I'll go south, you north and



alert them After that, you're in charge of both. 1'll try to find out from that
bastard Hendrix what this is all about

"You don't seriously expect a frontal assault, M Branson."

"I frankly don't know what the hell to expect. What | do know is that we take
no chances. Hurry!'

Branson ran south. As he passed the rear coach he shouted: 'Chrysler! The
generator. Quick, for God' s sake.'

The generator was running before either Branson or Van Effen reached the
respective defensive positions. The powerful searchlights canme on illum nating
both towers: the reverse effect was to plunge the central portion of the bridge
into even deeper gloom than before. The guns were readied, nachi ne-gunners in
cl ose attendance. Van Effen stayed where he was. Branson ran back towards the
central coach. But both Branson and Van Effen were concentrating their efforts
on the wong things and in the wong directions. They should have been where
Revson was.

Revson was crouched in the nose section of the |eading heli-
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copter, the variably shuttered flashlight in his hand reduced to scarcely nore
than a pin-hole of light. He had had no trouble in locating the triggering
device: it was between the pilot's seat and the one opposite to it.

Wth the screwdriver blade of his knife Revson had al ready renoved the four
screws that secured the top-plate and the top-plate itself. It was a sinmple
enough device. On the outside of the device was a vertical |ever padlocked in
position in its top position. Wen this was depressed it brought a copper arm
down between two spring-loaded interior copper arns, so conpleting the circuit.
Twin pieces of flex led fromthose last two to two crocodile spring-I|oaded
cl anps, each secured to the terminals of two nickel-cadmium Nife cells connected
up in series. That would produce a total of only three volts, little enough, one
woul d have thought, to activate the radio trigger: but that Branson would have
it all expertly calculated out in advance Revson did not for a nonent doubt.

He didn't bother to sever or disconnect anything. He nerely renoved the
crocodile clips fromthe termnals, lifted the Nife cells free, broke the
connecti on between them and stuffed one in each jacket pocket Had he
di sconnected or severed anything Branson could have carried out some sort of
jury rig: but Revson would have wagered heavily that Branson carried no spare
Nife cells. There was no earthly reason why he should have done. He began to
repl ace the cover-pl ate.

Hendri x sounded angry, a man near the breaking point of exasperation. 'Wat do
you think I am Branson? A bloody magician? | just sit here and snap mny fingers,
and presto! all the lights in the north half of the city go out? I've told you
and | tell you again that two of the main transformers have gone out. How I
don't know yet, but you don't have to be a genius to know that our old friend
fromthe skies above has been at work again. Wat did you expect us to do -
throw in a tank regi nent agai nst you? W knew you had those heavy guns and
searchlights - and your priceless hostages. Think we're norons? |'m beginning to
think that you're the nmoron. |I'm beginning to think that you're |osing your
grip. I'1l call back.' Hendrix hung up. Branson did the sane, al nost snashing



the rest in the process. It was the second occasion in a very brief space of
tinme that it had been suggested to himthat he was losing his grip. H's lips
were conpressed. It was

170

a suggestion he didn't much care for, far less care to contenplate. He renmi ned
seated where he was.

Revson cl osed the helicopter door softly and dropped lightly to the ground. A
few paces away he could see O Hare silhouetted against the still towering but
slowly dimnishing flames. He called his nane softly and O Hare approached

"Let's walk to the west side,' Revson said. 'No shooting practice?

' Nobody as nmuch as | ooked at the place, far |less came near it. Even if they had
| ooked, | doubt whether they woul d have seen anything. After staring so |long at
that fire and the fireworks, |ooking back to the centre of the bridge would have
been |like looking into total darkness. You know, no night sight.' He handed
Revson the white pen. 'Have your little toy back. | remain ethically unbent*

"And you can have your flashlight back.' Revson handed it over. '! suggest you
return it to your ambulance. At the same tine T suggest we might retrieve that
pistol and give it to General Cartland. | also suggest you give it to him |
don't want to be seen being too chumry with the General. Tell himnot to use it
till he gets the word. Ever seen one of those before? He took a Nife cell from
his pocket and handed it to O Hare who peered at it in the near darkness

'Some sort of battery?

"Yes. There were two of them and | have the other. They were to be used to
power the expl osives' triggering device.'

"And you left no trace of your com ng and goi ng?
' None.'
"So we wal k towards the side of the bridge.'

They | obbed the cells into the Golden Gate and wal ked to the anbul ance. O Hare

ushered Revson in first, then followed, closing the door. He said: 'l think we
shoul d use the torch. The sudden appearance of bright lights in the w ndows
m ght attract suspicious attention. After all, we're supposed to be out there

enj oying the sights.

It took O Hare less than two minutes to break the Cardiac Arrest Unit seal
l[ift out some equi pnent, open up, after a series of intricate operations, a
secret compartnment in the bottom of the box, retrieve the cyanide gun, repl ace
the equi pnment, close and reseal the lid. O Hare placed the gun in an inside coat
pocket and said conplainingly: 'I'm be-
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ginning to becone ethical ail over again.'



Hendri x said over the phone: 'It wasn't the transformers after all. There have
been so many breaks and shorts in the city's electrical equipnent tonight that
t he generators' overload coils just packed up.'

'How | ong?' Branson asked.

"A few mnutes. No nore."

As was his habit. Ceneral Cartland was standing alone by the east barrier. He
turned and saw O Hare who said quietly: 'A word, sir, if you please.’

The lights of San Francisco and the Colden Gate Bridge cane on five mnutes
|ater. Branson left the Presidential coach and went to neet Van Effen. He said:
"Still think I could make a fortune hiring out ny antennae? He was smling

Van Effen wasn't. He said: 'Do ne a favour. Just hang on to thema little while
yet.' '"Don't tell me your antennae are at work too?' 'If they're not, they sure
have good stand-ins.'

The last of the fireworks fizzled to extinction, the oil fire in Fort Mason
sank down into a sullen deep-red glow, the lightning and thunder eased, although
not nmarkedly so, but the rain showed no sign of abating: had fire broken out in
San Francisco that night, it would surely have been rained to extinction. Now
that the night's entertai nnent was patently over, everyone becane very conscious
that the rain had becone very chilly indeed. There was an al nost concerted
novement back to the coaches.

Revson was in the wi ndow seat by the tine April Wdnesday cane in. She
hesitated, then sat down beside him She said: 'And why do you want ny seat? |
thought it was customary for the lady to be offered the inside seat.’

To keep her fromfalling into the aisle during the night? Don't you know this
is the golden age of wonen's |ib? However, that's not my real reason. Is it
possible for ne to reach the aisle without disturbing you in the process?

That's a silly question.'

"Is it? | mean, possible?
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"You can see it isn't.'

"Wul d you be prepared to swear-short of thunb-screws, that is - that | never
once disturbed you in the course of the night?

"You propose to disturb ne, then?l

"Yes. WII you?

She snmiled. 'l think |I've shown that | can lie with the best of them'
"You're not only beautiful, but you're good.*

Thank you. \Where were you thinking of going?



"Do you really want to know? | think you'd better not. Think of the thunb-
screws, the rack, being broken on the wheel -’

"But Chief of Police Hendrix said that Branson never offered violence to
wonen. '

That was the Branson of yore. But he's becone jittery now, nore than a little
rattled. He might find hinself driven to a point where he's conpelled to abandon
his scruples.'

It wasn't the conpletely sodden thin silk dress she was wearing that made her
shiver. 'l think I'd rather not know. When are you - *

"Just before mdnight.'
Then | shan't sleep a wink before then.'

"Excellent. Gve nme a shake at five mnutes to.' Rev*on closed his eyes and
appeared to relax confortably in his seat

By five mnutes to mdnight everyone in the coach appeared to be asleep:
despite their cold and disconfort nearly all had been asleep for over an hour.
Even April Wednesday was asleep, her head on Revson's shoul der, huddling close
to himfor warnth. She was quite unaware of this. Even the guard, Bartlett,
al nost certainly because Kowal ski's prowling figure was no | onger there to keep
himon the qui vive, was nuch nearer sleep than wakeful ness, his head noddi ng on
his chest, only occasionally, and with |onger intervals in between, jerking his
head upright. Only Revson, his eyes closed, was as awake and alert as a cat on a
m dni ght prowl . He nudged April and whispered in her ear. She started awake and
| ooked at him her eyes unconprehendi ng.

Time to go,'" he said softly. It was alnobst dark inside the coach, the only
illumnation comng fromthe dimed |ight
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over the driver's seat and fromthe lights of the bridge itself. 'Gve ne the
aerosol .’

The what ?" Suddenly she was w de awake, the white of the snudged eyes-the
pupi | s coul d have been any colour-huge in the gloom 'O course.' She reached
under her seat and brought up the aerosol can. Revson tucked it in his inside
| eft coat pocket. She said: *How long will you be?"

"Wth luck, twenty minutes. Perhaps half an hour. I'll be back.
She kissed himlightly on the cheek. 'Please take care.’

Revson had no conment on this highly unnecessary advice. 'Mwve into the aisle.
Quietly as you can.'

He passed by her and noved silently forwards, his white pen in his hand
Bartlett's head was on his chest. Revson pressed the button at a distance of
less than a foot and the needle |odged behind Bartlett's left ear. Revson eased
hi m back until his head dangled over the back of his seat. The drug, apart from
i nduci ng unconsci ousness, had a tenporarily paralysing effect so there seened
little enough likelihood that Bartlett would slip off his seat. April watched



all this without any expression: the only indication of her feelings was the tip
of a tongue that sought to noisten dry lips.

There had to be a patrolling guard, Revson knew - he had, in fact, seen him
several tinmes - and he had to be taken care of. He peered cautiously through the
open driver's doorway. A guard was indeed approaching, coming up from the south,
wal king a few feet wi de of the coaches and carrying a shoul der-slung nachi ne-
car bi ne. Revson thought he recognized him as Johnson, one of the helicopter
pilots, but couldn't be sure. Revson switched off Bartlett's dinmed |ight and
remai ned where he was. He had the aerosol can in his hand but at the |ast nonent
changed bis mind and brought out the pen instead. A person recovering fromthe
effects of the knock-out needles invariably awke none the worse for his
experience and usually assuned that he had just dropped off to sleep: but as
Revson could tell from his own experience of that norning, a person awakening
froma gas knock-out felt nauseated and thoroughly hungover and under no
illusion at all that he had been anaesthetized in one way or another. It didn't
seem a good idea to have Johnson report this to Branson.

Revson pressed the button and junped down at the sane
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instant to catch Johnson before he keeled over on to the roadway, |ess for
humani tari an reasons than to prevent the netallic sound of the carbine striking
the roadway. He renpved the needle from Johnson's forehead, hauled him as
silently as possible inside the coach and jamed himin a very unconfortable
position in front of the driver's seat. Johnson was in no position to feel any
di sconfort and Revson didn't want to risk the possibility of any passenger
awakeni ng- hi ghly unlikely though it seenmed - and finding an unconsci ous stranger
lying in the aisle. April Wdnesday had gone back to her 1ip-1licking.

Revson energed by the nearside front door. In the bright lights of the bridge
he nmight alnpbst as well have stepped out into daylight. He had no doubt that his
activities were being carefully watched from both north and south shores through
power ful night glasses, but that was of no concern. Wiat nmattered was that he
was effectively shielded fromthe other two coaches, though he seriously doubted
whet her there was anyone keeping watch in either or, indeed, whether anybody at
all was awake. In point of fact both Van Effen and Chrysler were talking quietly
to each other in the rear coach, but it was inpossible for themto see Revson

Revson crossed the crash barrier, pulled hinmself to the rail and peered down.
Below, all was total blackness. The submarine could or could not have been
there: he just had to hope it was.

He descended and pulled die oil-skin container fromunder the coach. Inside was
the fishing line and a weighted | ab. sanple canister - weighted, because the
wind was still gust-ing and he had to be sure that the |ine descended reasonably
vertically.

He cut off hooks and lures at the end of the fishing Iine and attached the
canister to the Iine. He eased the canister over the side and started unw nding
the line fromits square wooden framework. After about thirty seconds of this he
stopped, held the line delicately between forefinger and thunb and waited for
sonme sort of acknow edging tug. There was none. He lowered it another ten feet
Still no answering tug. Perhaps the subnarine wasn't there, perhaps the captain
was finding it inpossible to maintain position because of the tides and strong
currents. But then Admiral Newson had said that he
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knew just the very man who could do just that and k was unlikely that a man of
Newson's reputation would nake any m stake. Revson |lowered the |line another ten
feet then sighed aloud with relief when he felt two sharp tugs on the line

Twenty seconds | ater there cane another two sharp tugs. Revson overhanded the
line in with all possible speed. Wieh he estinmated there were only a few feet of
line left he leaned far out and pulled in at a nuch slower speed. He had no wi sh
to bang the radi o, however gently, against the steelwork of the bridge. Finally,
he had it in his hand, a waterproof bag with the line securely fixed round its
neck. He descended to the side of the bus to examine his catch. He cut the
securing line with his knife and peered inside. There it was - a tiny gleamng
transistorized transceiver.

"Strange hour to go fishing, Revson,' Van Effen said behind him For a second,
no nore, Revson renained inmmobilized. He was holding the bag at chest |evel and

his hand slid stealthily into his left inner pocket. 'I'd Iike to see just what
kind of fish one catches at night in the Golden date. Turn round, Revson, slow
and easy. |'ma nervous character and you know what that can do to trigger
fingers.'

Revson turned round, slow and easy, in the manner of a man who knows all about
nervous trigger fingers. He already had the aerosol inside the bag. He said
resignedly: "Well, | suppose it was too good to last.'

'So Branson was right all along.' Van Effen, noon-shaped face as expressionless
as ever, was between five and six feet away. He had his nachi ne-pistol in both
hands, held |oosely, but with his forefinger indubitably on the trigger. Revson
woul d have been a dead man before he'd covered half the distance between them
But Van Effen was clearly expecting no resistance. 'Let's see what you have
there. Slow and easy, now. Slow and easy."

Slowy, easily, Revson withdrew the aerosol. It was so snall that it was al npst
hi dden in his hand. He knew that the can was pressurized to three tines the
normal and that its effective range was ten feet. O so O Hare had told him and
Revson had a great deal of faith in O Hare.

Van Effen shifted the gun under his right arm and pointed the barrel straight
at Revson. 'Let nme see that*

'Sl ow and easy?
'Sl ow and easy."
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Revson stretched his arm out unhurriedly. Van Efien's face was no nore than
three feet away when he pressed the button. He dropped the aerosol and snatched
Van Effen's nachine-pistol: again he wished to obviate any netallic sounds. He
| ooked down at the crunpled figure at his feet. He had cone to forma certain
regard for Van Effen, both as a man and a professional: but regrets were not in
Revson's line of business. He retrieved the aerosol, took the transceiver and
pressed a swtch.

' Revson here.'



' Hagenbach.' Revson | owered the vol une.

This is a closed VHP Iine? No possibility of interception?

' None. '

Thank you for the radio. | have a problem here. One of disposal. Van Effen
caught nme but | caught him Gas. He recognized nme, of course, and can't renain
on the bridge. | could throw himinto the Golden Gate but | don't want to. He's

done nothing to deserve anything like that. He might even turn State evidence
May | speak to the submarine captain, please.’

A new voice canme through. 'Captain here. Conmander Pearson."

"My congratul ations, Captain, and thank you for the radio. You heard what |
said to M Hagenbach.

'Yes.'

*Wbul d you be prepared to accept another passenger even although he is
unconsci ous?

"W aimto please.’

"Wuld you have a |ine or rope aboard easy enough for me to haul up but strong
enough to take a man's weight? 1'd need about five hundred feet.

' Goodness, no. Wait till | check.' There was a brief silence, then Pearson's
voi ce cane through again. 'We have three thirty-fathom coils. Joined together
that should be nore than enough.'

"Splendid. Il send my cord down again. Mpnent, please. FH have to get a weight
for it first.' He strap-hung the radio round his neck to | eave his hands free
and his eye lighted alnost inmediately on Van Effen's machi ne-pistol. He secured
the cord to the trigger guard and inmredi ately began to | ower away. He spoke into
the radio.

The line's on the way down. It's weighted with Van Effen's
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machi ne-pistol and the cord is tied to the trigger-guard. | nean, | wouldn't
i ke anyone to shoot thenselves by accident.' The Navy is accustoned to the
handl i ng of offensive weapons, M Revson.'

"No offence, Captain. When | get the rope up I'Il pass it over a rail and
secure it to Van Effen. Double bowine round the thighs, a turn round his wai st
and his hands tied behind his back so that the rope can't slip over his
shoul ders.'

"W have openings in the Service for resourceful young nmen |ike you.'
"I"'mafraid the age qualification cut-off lies far behind me. Wien | have him

ready can you have two or- three of your men | ower himdown over the rail?
Damed if I'mgoing to try nyself. As | said, it's ny age.'



"You woul dn't believe how nodernized today's Navy is. We'Il use a winch.'
Revson said apol ogetically: '"I'"mjust a | and-|ubber."’

We have your cord and gun and nobody's shot down anybody.' There was a brief
pause. 'Haul away.

Revson brought in the rope. It |looked hardly thicker than a clothes-line, but
Revson didn't doubt that Pearson knew what he was about He trussed Van Effen in
the manner he'd described then dragged himto the edge. He said into the radio:
'Ready to take the strain?

' Ready.

Revson eased him over the edge. For a nonent Van Effen dangled there, then
di sappeared downwards into the darkness. The rope over the rail went slack and
Pearson's voi ce cane over the radio.

"W have him'

"Intact?

"Intact. Al for tonight?f

'Yes. Thank you for your co-operation.' Revson wondered briefly what Van
Effen's reaction would be when he found hinself in a submarine, then spoke again
into the radio. 'M Hagenbach?'

"Here.'

"You heard it all?

"Yes. Not a bad job.' Hagenbach was not nuch given to showering ful sone
congratul ati ons on his subordinates.

"I"ve been lucky. The triggering nmechani smfor the expl osives has been
deacti vated. Permanently.'
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"Good. Very good.' This, from Hagenbach, was the equivalent to the Roman

tribute offered a highly successful general after he'd conquered his second or
third country in succession. 'Mayor Mrrison will be pleased to know this.

"When he knows it. | suggest that in a couple of hours' time you douse the
bridge lights again and effect entry into the east side south tower. You have
the men, sir?

' Hand- pi cked. '

"Don't forget to tell themto renpve the detonators on the explosives. Just
precauti onary, you know. "

"Ha!' Hagenbach's deflation was like a snowflake in the river. 'O course.

" And anot her thought. Before you cut the lights you might use the |aser on
their south-facing searchlight



"W will, ny boy, we will.'

'"Please don't contact ne at any tinme. | mght be carrying the radio on nme and
nmght be in a very awkward position, such as talking to Branson, when the call -
up buzzer goes off.'

"We'll keep a permanent |istening watch for you.'

Hagenbach | ooked round his colleagues. His face alnpbst broke into a smle but
he just managed to keep his record intact. He |ooked at each one in turn, trying
to conceal his conplacency, but not trying too hard, then finally directed his
attention towards the Vice-President.

" "Mad" was the word you used, sir. "Quite nad." *

Ri chards took it very well. "Well, perhaps a divine sort of nadness.
Deactivating that triggering device is a major step forward in itself. If only,
as you say, Morrison knew. '

There do appear to be no linmits to his resourceful ness,” Quarry said. The right
man, in the right place, at the right tinme, if ever there was. But it stil
doesn't solve the central problem of the plight of our hostages.

"I wouldn't worry.' Hagenbach | eaned back confortably in his chair. 'Revson
will think of sonething.'
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ELEVEN

The only tiling Revson was thinking about was how very pleasant it would be to
have a few hours' blissful sleep. He'd dragged an already stirring Johnson from
his cranmped position in front of the driver's seat and propped him on the second
step of the coach entrance, head and shoul ders resting nore or |ess confortably
against the hand-rail. A nminute or two. Revson thought, and he would cone to.
Even Bartlett was beginning to stir restlessly in his drugged sleep. Different
people reacted widely in the length of tinme it took themto recover fromthe
ef fect of the knock-out needles. Johnson and Bartlett appeared to have very
simlar reaction tines.

Revson noved silently down the aisle. April Wdnesday was w de awake. She swung
out to let himpass to the inside seat then sat again. Before renoving his
soaki ng coat and dunping it on the floor, he passed her the aerosol. She stooped
and thrust it in the bottomof her carry-all. She whispered: 'l didn't think I'd
see you again. How did it go?

"Well enough.’

What happened?

"You want to know? Real ly?

She thought and shook her head. There were still visions of thunb-screws in her
head. Instead, she said softly: 'Wat's that round your neck?



'Good CGod!' From sl eepi ness Revson was jerked into immedi ate wi de-awakeness.
The little transceiver still dangled from his neck. Wat a sight for a roving
Branson. He lifted the transceiver from his neck, undipped the straps, picked up
his camera and inserted the radio in its base.

She said: 'What's that?
"Just a teeny-weeny hand canera."
"It's not. It's a radio.'
"Call it what you like.'

"Where did you get it fron? | nean, this coach - everything - has been searched
fromtop to bottom'

"From a passing friend. | have friends everywhere. You may well have saved ny
life there. | could kiss you for it'
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When it cane to kissing she was nowhere near as fragile as she | ooked. Revson
said: 'That was the nicest part of the whole evening. O the whole day. O a
whol e | ot of days. Sone day, sone tine, when we get off this damed bridge, we
must try that again.' 'Wiy not now?'

"You're a brazen -' He caught her arm and nodded. Somewhere up front soneone
was stirring. It was Johnson. He rose to his feet with surprising quickness and
| ooked up and down the bridge. Revson could just picture what was going on in
his mnd. Hs last recollection would have been of seeing the steps of the |ead
coach and his natural assunption would be that he had just sat down for a nonent
to rest. One thing was for sure, he would never adnmit to Branson that he'd sl ept
for even a second. He stepped into the bus and prodded Bartlett with the nuzzle
of his machine-gun. Bartlett started awake and stared at him

"You asl eep?’ Johnson denanded.

'Me? Asleep? Bartlett was amazed, indignant. 'Can't a man rest his eyes for a
nonent wi thout having accusations like that thrown at hinf'

"Just see that you don't rest them for too long." Johnson's voice was coldly
sel f-righteous. He descended the steps and wal ked away.

Revson murmured to April: 'l was sleepy but I'mnot now. But | not only want to
appear to be asleep, | want to be asleep if any turnmoil breaks out in the very
near future, which | strongly suspect might happen. Don't happen to have any
sl eeping tablets on you, do you?

"Wiy on earth should |? This was supposed to be a day trip, renenber.’'

"I renmenber.' He sighed. "Well, there's nothing else for it Gve ne the aeroso
can.'

* VVhy?'



'Because | want to take just the tiniest whiff of It. Then take the can from ny
hand and tuck it away again.'

She hesitat ed.

" Renmenber this dinner- those lots of dinners-1'mgoing to take you to just as
soon as we get ashore.'

"I don't renmenber anything of the kind.'
*Vell, remenmber it now. But | can't very well take you if
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I'mat the bottom of the CGolden Gate, can |?' She shuddered and reached
reluctantly into her carry-all

In the rear coach Chrysler put his hand on Branson's shoul der and shook him
gently. Branson, despite what nust have been his exhaustion, was inmediately
awake, inmediately alert

Tr oubl e0

"I don't know. I'mworried, M Branson. Van Effen left here just, he said, to
make a normal check on things. He hasn't cone back.

'How | ong ago was that ?*

"Hal f an hour, sir.
"God. Chrysler, why didn't you wake ne before now?

Two things. | knew you needed sleep and we all depend on you. And if ever
knew a man who could take care of hinself it's Van Effen.’

'He was carrying his machi ne-pistol ?
'Have you ever seen himwi thout it since we cane on this bridge?

Branson rose from his seat, picked up his own gun and said: 'Cone with ne. Dd
you see which way he went?'

*North.

They wal ked to the Presidential coach. Peters, the guard, was sitting sideways
in the driver's seat, snoking. He turned quickly as a gentle tap cane on the
door, renmpved a key from an inner pocket and turned it in the |ock. Branson
opened the door from the outside and said quietly: 'Have you seen any signs of
Van Effen?" He could, in fact, have raised his voice a couple of dozen decibels
and it would have nade no difference: when it cones to the terns of stertorous
snoring, presidents, royalty, generals, mayors and assorted governnent ministers
are no different fromthe common run of nanki nd.

'Yes, M Branson. Mist have been about half an hour ago. | saw him wal k towards
the nearest rest roomthere.’

"Did you see him come out again?



"No. Quite frankly, | wasn't |ooking outside. | don't bother nmuch. My job is to
see that none of those gentlenmen makes for the communi cations desk or rushes me
and takes away nmy gun and key. | don't much fancy having ny own gun pointed at
ny own head. | keep ny eyes for what goes on inside this coach not what goes on
outside it."

"And right you are. No reflections on you, Peters.' Branson
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cl osed the door and heard the key turn in the lock. They made for the nearest
rest room A very brief search indicated that it was enpty. So was the other
rest room They made their way to the anbul ance. Branson opened the rear door,
used a small torch to locate a switch and flooded the anbulance with light. A
shirt-sleeved O*Hare covered with a single blanket, was sound asleep on the
si de-hinged cot. Branson shook him awake. It took sone shaki ng.

O Hare opened the rather bleary eyes, winced at the bright overhead |ight,
| ooked at the two nmen then at his watch.

"Quarter to one | What the hell do you want at this time of the norning?"
"Van Effen's m ssing. Have you seen hin®"

"No, | haven't seen him" O Hare showed a faint stirring of what could have
been professional interest. 'Was he sick or sonething?"

Then why bother ne? Perhaps,' O Hare said hopefully, "he's fallen over the
side."

Branson studi ed the doctor briefly. O'Hare's eyes were slightly puffy, but
Branson was experienced enough to realize that it was the puffiness of
sl eepi ness not of sleeplessness. He gestured Chrysler to |eave, followed,
switched out the light and closed the door behind him

Johnson, machi ne-gun slung, was wal king towards them He canme up to them
st opped and said: "Evening, M Branson. 'Morning rather.

'Have you seen Van Effen?'

'Van Effen? Wen?"

"Inside the past half hour."

Johnson shook his head positively. 'Definitely not.

'"But he was out on the bridge. You were on the bridge. If he was here, then you
must have."

"Sorry. No. It's possible he was and possible that | didn't see him | walk to
and fro all the tine-it's the best way of keeping awake. | don't keep gl ancing
over ny shoulder all the tine.' Johnson thought or appeared to think. 'He my
have been on the bridge but he nay have left it. By that | nean he may for



reasons best known to hinself have chosen to walk on the other side of the
buses. "

"Way should he do that?"

"How should | know? Maybe he wanted to keep in conceal -
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ment. Maybe anything. How should | know what goes on in Van Effen's m nd?

True.' Branson had no particular wi sh to antagonize Johnson, who. apart from
bei ng an ex-naval officer, was a highly experienced helicopter pilot and an
essential part of his escape plans. He said mldly: 'I just suggest that you
stand in the mddle here and |ook around fromtine to tinme. You're hardly likely
to go to sleep on your feet-you're due for relief in fifteen mnutes.”

He and Chrysler made their way towards the |ead coach. There was a hal f-di nmed
light up front and they could see the glow of Bartlett's cigar. Branson said:
"Well, at least all the guards seemto be on the alert-which makes it all the
nore difficult to understand Van Effen's di sappearance.

Bartlett said briskly. "Mdrning, M Branson. Mking your rounds? All's well
here."'

'Have you seen Van Effen? In the past half hour?*
"No. You can't find hin®?
"Let's say he's missing.

Bartlett thought. 'I won't ask stupid questions |like "How can he be mssing? "
VWo saw him | ast?'

"Peters. Not that that hel ps. Anybody left this coach in the past half hour?
"Nobody's left this coach since we cane in after the fire.'

Branson wal ked back to Revson's seat. April Wdnesday was w de awake. Revson
eyes closed, was breathing deeply, heavily. Branson shone the torch in his eyes.
There was no reaction. Branson |ifted an eyelid. There was no involuntary
twitching or muscular resistance in the eyelid which is invariable when the
eyelid of a conscious person is raised. Branson concentrated his beam on one
eye. A rather glazed eye |ooked out unseeingly, unblinkingly. Branson dropped
the eyelid.

Branson said: 'Qut like a light. That's for sure."” If there was di sappoi nt ment
in his voice he concealed it well. 'How |long have you been awake. M ss
Wednesday?'

"I haven't been to sleep Maybe | shouldn't have cone back to the bridge.' She
smled tremulously. 'I'mjust a cowardy-custard, M Branson. | hate
t hunder storns. "'

"I"'mnot going to hurt you, Mss Wdnesday.' He reached out a hand and ran a
finger gently across her lips while she |Iooked at himin perplexity. Her |ips
were as dry as dust.
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Branson renmenbered O Hare's sunming up of her enptional and nervous stability
or lack of it.

"You we scared He smiled and patted her shoulder. 'Not to worry. The storms
al nost passed away.' He left.

She was scared, hut not for the reasons given. She'd been terrified that
Branson would try to shake or even slap Revson awake and find it inpossible to
arouse him

Twenty nminutes |ater Branson and Chrysler stood by the doorway of the rear
coach. Chrysler said: There's no way he can be on the bridge, M Branson.'

'l agree. Let ne hear you think aloud, Chrysler.*
Chrysl er made a deprecating gesture. 'I'ma follower, not a |eader.
"Neverthel ess."

"I'"ll try. | can speak freely? Branson nodded. 'First, Van Effen didn't junp.
Not only is he the last person |'d ever associate with suicide, but he was also
only days away from a seven-figure fortune. He didn't defect. You said | could
speak freely. Again he stood to lose a fortune, he was totally loyal and to
defect he'd have had to walk two thousand feet towards either tower and Johnson
couldn't have missed that. So he's net with an accident You're sure it couldn't
have been the doctor?

"Positive.'

"And it wasn't Revson. The only other person |I could think of is Genera
Cartland. He could be dangerous. But Peters -' Chrysler broke off and thought.
"You know, M Branson, | don't think this would have happened if Kowal ski had
been on the prow tonight." He paused. 'I'm beginning to wonder if Kowal ski's
accident really was an accident.'

"l have wondered. Your conclusions, Chrysler?

' Sonewhere in this barrel there's another rotten apple. It could be one of us.

"A disquieting thought but one that has to be considered. Al though why anyone
should throw away a fortune-'

' Maybe the CGovernnent, some way, sone how, has pronised someone to double their
cut if -’

This is just idle speculation.' Branson's creased brow gave the lie to his
words. ' Suspecting everyone in sight only |l eads to hysteria and hysterics is one
thing we can't afford. And your final conclusion on Van Effen?
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The sanme as yours. He's at the bottom of the Golden Gate.



Van Effen was, in fact, seated in the comunicati ons wagon ashore. Hageabach
and Hendrix were seated across the table from him Two policenen with drawn guns
stood by the doorway. Van Effen wasn't quite his usual expressionless self. He

| ooked slightly dazed, whether from the shock of finding hinmself in the

predi cament he was in or because he was still suffering fromthe after-effects
of the gassing was difficult to say.

Van Effen said: 'So | under-esti mted Revson?

"When you get up to San Quentin you'll find quite a few others who will endorse
your views.' Hagenbach | ooked at Van Effen. ' Speaking of San Quentin, you
appreciate you can't hope for less than ten years with no hope of rem ssion.'
There's an occupational hazard in every job.'

There doesn't have to be.'

"I don't understand you.'

"W can do a deal .’

'"No deal .

"You've nothing to lose and a great deal to gain. Ten years of your life, to be
precise.’

'"No deal .’

Hagenbach sighed. 'l rather thought that might be your attitude. Adm rable but
m sgui ded.' He | ooked at Hendrix. *You would agree?

Hendrix said to the policenen: 'Handcuff him and take himto the maxi num
security wing of the military hospital. Tell the doctors that M Hagenbach wll
be along in a few mnutes. Make sure the recorders are working.'

Van Effen said: 'Hospital? Recorders? You nean drugs.'

"If you won't co-operate with us we'll just have to settle for your unwlling
co-operation. Unconscious co-operation, if you wsh.'

Van Effen cracked his nmoonface in an al nost contenptuous smle. 'You know that
no court will accept a confession nade under duress.'

"W don't need any confession from you. W already have enough on you to put
you away for as long as we wish. W just want a little helpful information from
you. A judicious mxture of sodium pentothal and a few other choice herbs
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will make you sing like a lark.'

That's as maybe.' The contenpt was still in Van Effen's face. 'Even you have to
obey the law of the land. Lawren who extract information by illegal neans are

subject to automatic prosecution and automatic inprisonment.'



Hagenbach was al nost genial. 'Dear ne, dear me. | thought even you, Van Effen
woul d have heard of a Presidential pardon. O have you forgotten that you
ki dnapped a President?

At ten minutes to three that norning an Air Force lieutenant on the south shore
twirled two knobs on a highly sophisticated piece of equipnent until the cross-
hairs on his ultra-violet telescopic sights were lined up dead centre on the
centre of Branson's southern-facing searchlight He jabbed a button, just once.

At five mnutes to three, three nen clinbed into a strangel y-shaped | ow sl ung
vehicle which was concealed from the bridge by the comrunications truck. A

rat her nondescript individual in a grey coat clinbed behind the wheel while the
other two sat in the back seat. They were clad in grey overalls and | ooked
curiously alike. Their names were Carnbpdy and Rogers. They were both in their
md-thirties and | ooked tough and conpetent in a rather gentlemanly way. Wether
they were gentlenen or not was not known: whether they were tough and conpetent
was beyond dispute. They didn't |ook |ike explosives experts but they were that
too. Both carried pistols and both carried silencers for those pistols. Carnody
carried a canvas bag containing a tool-kit, two aerosol gas cans, a ball of
heavy cord, adhesive tape and a torch. Rogers had a simlar bag with a wal ki e-
tal kie, Thermpbs and sandw ches. They were obviously well-equi pped for whatever
task they had in mnd and prepared for a stay of some duration

At three o'clock all the lights on the Golden Gate Bridge and the adjacent
parts of the city blacked out. The man in the grey coat started up his flat
truck and the electric vehicle whirred alnost silently towards the south tower.

The duty policeman picked up the phone in the comuni -
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cations wagon. It was Branson and he wasn't in a jovial npod. 'Hendrix?

The Chief is not here.

Then get him'

"If you could tell me what the matter -'

The bridge |ights have gone again. Get him'

The policenan |aid down his phone and wal ked to the rear of the wagon. Hendri x
sat on a stool by the open door, a walkie-talkie in his hand, a cup of coffee in

the other. The wal ki e-tal ki e crackl ed

"Carnody here. Chief. We're inside the tower and Hopkins is half-way back with
the electric cart already.'’

Thank you.' Hendrix put down the wal kie-talkie. 'Branson? A nite anxious?'

Hendrix finished off his coffee in a leisurely fashion, crossed the wagon
pi cked up the phone and yawned.

‘I was asleep. Don't tell ne. The lights are out again. W've been having
bl ack-outs all over the city tonight. Hold on.'



In the Presidential coach, Branson held on. Chrysler cane running down the
aisle. The President |ooked at him Wearily. The oil barons snored steadily on.
Branson, phone still in hand, |ooked round. Chrysler said quickly: '"South
searchlight is out of action.'

'"It's not possible.' Branson's face was beginning to show deeper |ines of
strain. 'Wiat's wong?

'Cod knows. It's black out there. Generator seens fine.'

Then run for the north one and turn it round. No. Wait.' Hendrix was on the
phone. 'One minute you say?" He turned to Chrysler. 'Forget it. The lights are
com ng on again.' Branson spoke into the phone again. 'Don't forget. | want
Quarry on this phone at seven sharp.'

Branson replaced the phone and wal ked up the aisle. The President stopped him

"When is this nightnmare going to stop?

That's up to your Governnent.'

"I"ve no doubt the Governnent will accede to your requests. You interest ne,
Branson, you interest all of us here. Wiy this bitter grudge against society?

Branson smled his enpty snmile. 'Society | can take or |eave."
Then why the grudge agai nst ne? Wiy the public hum|i-
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ation? You' ve been invariably polite to everyone else. Isn't it enough to hold
the nation to ransom without nmaking a fool of me at the sane tine?

Branson nmade no answer.
"You don't like my politics, perhaps?
"Politics bore ne.’

"I was speaking to Hendrix today. He tells ne your father is an extrenely
weal thy banker back east. A multi-mllionaire. You envy a man who's nmade it to
the very top. You couldn't wait to inherit his bank and his mllions so you took
the only other course open to you. Crine. And you haven't nade it. And you
haven't had recognition-except that of a few top policenmen. So you're a failure
So you bear a grudge. So you take it out, synmbolically, on America's |eading
citizen.'

Branson said wearily, 'You, M President, are a |ousy diagnostician and an even
| ousi er psychiatrist Okay, okay, insults again, but this is private. You may
fear no nore the lash of nmy tongue. But to think that your decisions can affect
over two hundred mllion Anmericans.'

"What do you mean?
"It's how wong you can get. Branson, senior, that nodel of integrity and

propriety, is a doubl e-dyed bastard. He was also -and still is-a double-dyed
crook. A renowned investnent banker, you understand, but it didn't do his



i nvestors much good. They were mainly people of nbdest nmeans. | at |east rob

weal thy institutions. | found this out when | worked in his bank. | wouldn't
have taken a lousy dollar fromhim | didn't even give himthe pleasure of
disinheriting me. | just told himwhat | thought of himand his |ousy bank and

wal ked out. As for recognition - who wants it?"

"You certainly achieved nore in the past eighteen hours than your father did in
alifetime.' The President was understandably sour.

That's notoriety. Wio wants that either? And for noney -1 already ama multi-
mllionaire.'

"And still you want nore?

"My notives are ny business. Sorry to have interrupted your sleep, sir.'
Branson |eft.

Miir, in the next arnthair, said: 'Now, that was rather peculiar.'’
"So you weren't asleep?
"One hates to interrupt. The Branson in the still watches of
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the night is not the Branson of the daylight hours. Forthcomnmi ng, one m ght
al rost say. Polite. Alnost as if he was seeking for sonme kind of self-
justification. But obviously bitter as hell about sonething.'

"If he doesn't want recognition and doesn't need the noney then what the hel
are we doing stuck out on this damed bridge?

'Ssh. Mayor Morrison mght hear you. | don't know. Wth your permssion, M
President, |'m going back to sleep.'

When Carnmpdy and Rogers reached the top of the south tower and stepped outside
the Iift, Carnmody reached an armin, pressed a button and withdrew his arm as
the door began to close. Both nen stepped outside and gazed down silently at the
dar kened and barely visible bridge sone five hundred feet below them After a
m nute Carnody w thdrew the wal kie-tal kie from his canvas bag, extended the
aerial and said: 'You can cut the power now The lift's been down for thirty
seconds. '

He replaced the wal ki e-tal kie and renmoved his overalls. Over his purposely-
chosen dark shirt he wore a |eather harness with a heavy steel buckle at the
back. A nylon rope spliced to the buckle was wound several tinmes round his
wai st. He was in the process of unwinding this when the bridge lights and the
aircraft warning lights on top of the towers cane on again. Carnody said: 'A
chance of our being spotted, you think?

Thinking of the aircraft |ights?" Carnpody nodded. 'No chance. Not from their
angle. And | understand their south searchlight isn't working too well.'

Carnody unwound the rest of the rope and passed the end to Rogers. 'A couple of
turns, if you would, Charles, then hang on real good.'



"Depend on it. If you take a dive that nmeans |I'Il have to disarmthe damed
thing nyself-with no one to hold ne.

"We shoul d get danger nobney for this.'
"You're a disgrace to the Arny bonb disposal squad.'

Carnody sighed, noved out on to the giant cable and began to renove the
detonators from the expl osives.

It'was six-thirty in the norning when Revson stirred and woke. He | ooked at
April and saw that her green eyes were
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on his. There were heavy shadows under her eyes and her nornmally pale skin was
now even nore unnaturally so.

He said: 'You don't look to ne as if youve restea any too well
"I didn't sleep all night’

"Whaf > Wth ne here to | ook after you?

"It's not me I"'mworried about It's you.'

He sai d not hi ng.

"Do you feel hung-over? After your-your sleeping pill?"

"No. Guess | nust have slipped into a natural sleep. That all you worried
about ?"

"No. Branson was here just before one o' clock. He exam ned your eyes with a
torch to see if you were still asleep.’

"No sense of privacy, that man. You'd think -'

"I think he's again cast you in the role of prinme suspect.

' Suspected of what?

"Van Fffen's m ssing.

"I's he nowd'

"You don't seem nmuch concerned."

«What's Van Effen to me or ne to Van Effen? No nore alarnms during the night?
"At three o' clock the bridge lights went off again.

" ARL

"Not hi ng surprises you nmuch, does it?



"Way should the lights going out surprise ne? Could have been a dozen reasons
for it*

"l think the reason is sitting right by ne.

"I was asl eep.'

"You weren't asleep when you were out on the bridge at midnight. T Il bet your
new little - ah - canera wasn't all that inactive either.' She |eaned towards
him her eyes noving fromone of his to the other. 'You didn't by any chance
just happen to kill Van Effen | ast night?

"What dn you think I anf? A nurderer for hire?"

"I don't know what to think. You will not have forgotten that | heard the
contents of the nessage you sent when | was taken to the hospital. | renmenber
the exact words. "Only Branson and Van E3en are natural |eaders. Those two |
could kill."'

"l did say that. | didn't kill Van Effen last night. My life on it. Van Effen
in my opinion, is alive and well, if not exactly flourishing.
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' That's not what Branson thinks."
"How shoul d you know t hat?

*After Bartlett left - was relieved - *

"Bartlett didn't nmention to Branson that he mght just possibly have dozed off
for a noment?

"What do you think?

'Ckay, so he was alert and watchful as all hell. And then?

"And then this-this gorilla cane on.' Revson |ooked at the new guard. Hirsute,
i ncredi bly beetle-browed, with a negligible clearance between brows and
hairline: April's description didn't flatter gorillas any.

"Yonni e,' Revson said. 'Branson's nobile think-tank."

"Chrysler canme by, nore than once. | heard him saying to that nman that he and
Branson knew that Van Efien was at the bottom of the Golden Gate.'

"I"'m looking forward to seeing his face when he finds out, just possibly for
the first time in his Iife, how wong he can be."'

"You don't want to tell ne?'
"No. Neither do you.'
'You seem very sure of yourself.'

" About that, yes.'



‘Can you nake an end to all this?

"That, I'mafraid, is another matter." He thought and smiled. "If | try very
hard, can | take you out for dinner tonight?

Toni ght!"

"You heard.

"You can take ne to Tinbuctoo if you want.'
"Hussies. You can always tell them

The phone call-up in the comunications centre in the Presidential coach buzzed
at exactly seven o'clock. Branson picked it up. 'Yes.

eQuarry here. We have acceded to your preposterous demands and nade the
necessary arrangenments. W're waiting to hear from your contact in New York.'

"Waiting to hear-you should have heard two hours ago.'
Quarry said wearily: "We're waiting to hear from him again.’

"When did he call?

"As you said, two hours ago. He's nmking sone arrangenments with what he calls
"European friends".'

192

'He was to have given you a password.'

'"He did. Hardly original, |I thought. "Peter Branson."'

Branson sniled broadly and replaced the receiver. He was still sniling when he
stepped out into the early nmorning sunlight. Chrysler was there and he wasn't
smling at all. Chrysler was exhausted, he'd tenporarily taken over the roles of

both Van Effen and Kowal ski. But the reason for his worry lay el sewhere. Branson
said: 'Money side is all fixed up.’

That's splendid, M Branson.'

Branson's snile disappeared. 'You seem | ess than overjoyed.'

There are a couple of things I'd |ike to show you.'

Chrysler led themto the south-facing searchlight. 'You probably know that a
searchlight is not like an ordinary torch or flashlight. | nmean it doesn't use
lanps. It comes from an electric arm that junps between two el ectrodes.
Sonething like the sparking plug in a car except that there the spark is
intermttent Here the arc is continuous. Look at the electrode on the left.'

Branson | ooked. 'It looks as if it's been nelted or bent or sonething like
that. And one must assune that those el ectrodes are designed to w thstand the

tremendous heat generated by the arc.'

"Precisely. And sonething you haven't seen. This tiny hole here in the glass.'



"What are you trying to tell me, Chrysler?

There's sonmething else.” Chrysler, walking slowy back with Branson, pointed to
the roof of the rear coach. The radi o-wave scanner. It's kaput, knocked out.
Since we checked and doubl e-checked that there are no transceivers - apart from
ours - on the bridge, we haven't bothered using it. | just happened to check by
accident this norning. I went up and had a |ook. There's a scorch nmark on the
base of the revolving spindle.'

" Coul d have been caused by |ightning? Both cases? After all, Ood knows there
was plenty of it around |ast night.'

"I would point out, M Branson, that neither the radi o-wave scanner or the
searchlight are earthed: both are nobunted on rubber wheels.'

The scanner-*

Chrysler said patiently: The coach's rubber wheels.*

Then what ?
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"l think they're using a | aser beamon us.'

Even at that early hour all seven of the decision-nmakers ashore were gathered
round the table in the conmunications wagon when the phone rang. The duty
pol i ceman picked it up.

*Branson here. Get ne Ceneral Carter."”

'"He can't be far away. Hang on, please.' The policeman covered the nouth-piece.
"It's Branson for you. General.'

"Switch on the speaker so that we can all hear what he has to say. Tell him
I've just come in.'

The General has just arrived.'
Carter took the phone. 'Branson?*

‘"Carter, use that |aser beam on us just once again and we'll throw, say, M
Miir over the side. For starters.'

The other six at the table | ooked at one another w th quick apprehension and
possibly, the relieved thought in their mnds that it was Carter who had to
field this one

"Expl ain yourself.

'One of our searchlights and radi o-wave scanner have been knocked out. All
signs point to a | aser beam'

*You're a fool.'



There was a brief silence. Branson, clearly, had been taken nonentarily aback.
Then he said: 'Miir won't think so when he's on his way down to the Gol den
Gate.'

"I repeat you're a fool and if you can listen I'Il tell you why. In the first
pl ace you're not an expert and wouldn't recognize the signs of |aser damage if
it was on your breakfast plate. In the second place, there are no such units in
the Bay area-if there were 1'd be the first person to know. In the third place,
if we had | aser beans we coul d have picked ott every one of your villains as
t hey wal ked about the bridge - or don't you know how accurate and deadly a | aser
beam is? Wth the proper telescopic sights you can puncture a football at ten
t housand yards.'

"You seemto know a suspiciously great deal about |asers, Ceneral.' It was a
negative remark and Branson could have been either thinking or stalling for
time.

‘I don't deny it. |'ve been trained in them | even helped in the devel oprent
of them Every general has his own trade or speciality. CGeneral Cartland is an
expl osives expert. |I'm an electronics engineer. Were was |? Yes. In the fourth
pl ace we
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could have inmmobilized your helicopters w thout your know ng anything about it
until you tried to take off. You're putting ideas into ny head, Branson. Lastly,
t he probabl e cause was an el ectrical discharge - |ightning.'

*Neither the searchlight nor scanner was earthed. They're nounted on rubber
wheel s."'

Carter let irritation creep into his voice. 'I'd stick to robbing banks if |
were you. You don't have to be earthed to be struck by lightning. It happens to
pl anes hundreds of tinmes a year at altitudes up to twenty-five thousand feet.
Wul d you call those earthed? Lightning has also quite an affinity for nmetal.'
He paused. 'OF course, you have a generator for your searchlight, al nost
certainly a petrol generator and as you wouldn't want to be asphyxiated by
oar bon nonoxi de funmes you wouldn't have it inside a coach. Tell nme, do you also
use the generator to recharge your coach batteries - through a transformer, |
mean?’

There was the barest pause then Branson said: 'Yes.

Carter sighed. '"Must | do all the thinking for you, Branson? There you have a
massive great lunp of netal solidly earthed to the roadway and directly
connected to both searchlight and scanner. Wat a target for any wandering
lightning flash. Wuld there be anything nore?

'"Yes. Pass the word that | want the TV canmeras in position and ready at nine
a.m'

Carter hung up. Richards said approvingly: 'Qite a performance for the crack
of dawn. Takes nore than a few stars to make a general, | suppose. | have a
feeling that our Branson nust be feeling nore than a little harried by this
tinme. And when shall we be giving our own TV performance?’



Hagenbach said: 'Directly after Branson's, | should think. N ne-thirtyish
Monent of maxi mum psychol ogi cal inmpact and all that sort of thing.'

"As our - ah - anchor-man, you have your |ines ready?
Hagenbach didn't deign to reply.
Branson said: 'Wll, you go along with that?"

"Carter's no fool, that's sure.' Chrysler was uncertain. 'But if it were
l[ightning transmitted through the generator why didn't it just junp from one
electrode to the next instead of nmaking a hole in the searchlight glass? | nean,
where was it going?
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"I'mafraid it's not ny field.'

"I'"m beginning to think it's not nmine either. But |I'm dammed sure there's
somet hing fishy afoot.' He hesitated. 'Maybe | wasn't so bright with that one
but 1've another idea, M Branson.

'ldeas are what | need. Myself, |I'mfresh out of them' Coning from Branson
Chrysler thought, that was quite a renarkable statenent.

"I do ny best, but I"'mno Van Effen. Besides, | feel just about all in. Even
you can't keep going twenty-four hours a day. You need a new lieutenant - not to
say a fresh one-and with respects to nmy col |l eagues, well -'

"Qut with it

"Now that our nen are in possession of the Munt Tanal-pais radar stations, |
think Parker is quite capable of |ooking after things hinself. | suggest you
send a chopper to bring in Gscard. You know him even better than | do. He's
tough, he's a leader, he's resourceful, he doesn't panic and in sone ways he's
very astute: by that | nmean, all respects to you, M Branson, he's never seen
the inside of a court-room It would take a helluva |oad off your back."'

"You're quite right, of course. If | didn't need a break | should have thought
of that nyself. Get hold of either Johnson or Bradley-no, Bradley: Johnson had
guard duty. Tell himto nove right away. 1'll get on the phone and tell G scard.
"Il also warn our friends ashore what's going to happen to themif they try to
interfere. Not that they should need telling by now.'

Branson nade his calls, winced at the clattering roar as the Sikorsky lifted
cleanly off the bridge and headed north. At |east Carter had been telling the
truth about one thing: the helicopter hadn't been subjected to the attentions of
a |l aser beam

Revson said to April: 'l don't want to sound indelicate but wouldn't you like
to pay a visit to the ladies' - ah - powder roon?

She stared at him 'Wat on earth for? Ch, well, you'll have a reason.'

"Yes. Just repeat this after nme. I's

that all?'

She repeated it four tines then said:
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*Yes.'

' Once woul d have been enough.'

"Well, you never know what the help's |like these days.

"Why can't you do it yoursel f?

"It's urgent and | want it done now. There are four |adies aboard this bridge
ﬁpghgﬁ.]east fifty nen. Your chances of privacy and seclusion are all that

"And what are you going to do? You |l ook pretty scruffy to ne.

To re-phrase the old song, I've left ny razor in San Francisco. Then breakfast.
The wagon's due at seven-thirty.

"I wish | had an appetite.' She rose and spoke briefly to Yonnie who bared his
teeth in a fearful grinmace that he probably regarded as being a charmngly
graceful assent.

The transistor in front of Hagenbach buzzed. He pulled it towards him and
rai sed the volune. The other six nen bent forward in eager expectancy. This cal
could be fromonly one source. They were wrong.

"M Hagenbach?' A feninine voice

' Speaki ng. "

"April Wednesday.'

Hagenbach took it with remarkabl e aplonb. 'Carry on, ny dear.'

"M Revson wants to know as soon as possible if it's possible to reduce the
last resort to a non-lethal level. He wants you to have as mnuch tine as possible
to try. That's why |I'mcalling now. '

Til try. | can't guarantee.'’

"He says to lay down a pattern of snoke bonbs one mnute before. He says hell
radio you one mnute before that.'

"And | want to talk to Revson just as urgently. Wiy isn't he doing this
hi msel f ?'

"Because I'min the ladies' toilets. Sonebody's coming.' The voice trail ed away
in a whisper and the transcei ver went dead.

Hagenbach called to the comunicati on desk: The arnoury. Energency. Genera
Carter. I'"'mgoing to need your help on this one.'

"The ladies' toilet," Quarry said unbelievingly. 'Are there no depths to which
this man of yours won't descend?
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'Be reasonable. You didn't expect himto be there hinmself. Knowi ng Revson,
rate that an "A" for gentlemanly conduct."’

Vi ce-President Richards spoke slowy and distinctly. "Up in the hospital you
told us that you didn't know what "the last resort" was.'

Hagenbach | ooked at himcoldly. 'Vice-Presidents should know better. No one has
ever becone the head of the FBI without being a master of prevarication.'

Breakfast arrived on md-bridge at seven-thirty. Branson passed it up which, in
view of the shock awaiting his nervous system was perhaps as well. At seven-
forty-five Bradley made a perfect touch-down in his Sikorsky. Gscard, grim
faced and purposeful, stepped down on to the bridge not, oddly enough, | ooking
at all incongruous in his police sergeant's uniform He probably had nore
phot ographs taken of himin the next five mnutes than he'd had in the whol e of
his previous existence-which would not have been difficult: Gscard, as a purely
prof essional safeguard, nade it his business never to have his photograph taken
But even the redoubtable G scard had cone too late. At eight o'clock an already
troubl ed Branson-no hint of concern showed in his conposed and confident face -
received his first and far from faint intimtions of nortality.

Branson was deep in conversation with a fresh and confident G scard when
Reston, duty guard on the Presidential coach, cane hurrying up. 'Phone, M
Branson.'

G scard said: 'I'lIl take care of things, M Branson. You try to get some rest*
He touched himlightly on the shoulder. There's nothing to worry about.' G scard
had no neans of knowing it but it was the npbst way-out prophecy he'd ever made
or would ever be likely to nake again.

It was Hagenbach on the phone. He said: 'I've bad news for you, Branson.
Kyronis doesn't want to see you. Not now. Not ever.

"Who?' Branson saw the marbl ed knuckles on the hand hol ding the phone and nade
a conscious effort to rel ax.

"K-Y-R-O-N-1-S. -The president of that Caribbean island paradise of yours. |I'm
afraid you' re not welcone.’

"I don't know what von're talking ahrnit."
"I"'mafraid you do. And I'm afraid your worl d-w de pub-
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licity campaign has scared the poor man out of his wits. W didn't find him he
called us. He's on the international line right now Shall | patch himin?"

Branson didn't say whether he should patch himin or not. A high-pitched voice
with a pronounced Caribbean accent cane to his ear.

"You fool, Branson. You nmadman. You wi de-nout hed boaster. You had to tell the
world that you were going to the Caribbean. You had to tell the world that it
had a prison stockade in one corner. You had to tell the world that it had no
extradition treaty with the United States. You damm fool, how |ong do you think
it would take American Intelligence to piece that together? | called them before



they cane calling on ne. Their fleet has already noved out from their Guan-
tanano base in Cuba. Their C54s are lined up on the runways in Fort Lauderdal e
with God knows how many paratroopers and marines standing by. They could take
our little principality over in ten mnutes and your Vice-President has assured
me that they would consider it a pleasure.' Kyronis stopped to take what
appeared to be his first breath since he started his tirade

Branson sai d not hi ng.

' Megal omani a, Branson. Megal omania. | always warned you it was the one thing
that could bring you down. Sheer, bloody megal omania."

Branson hung up the phone.
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G scard took the news with remarkable aplonmb. 'So Kyronis has ratted on us.
It's not the end of the world and | don't see that it changes a single thing.
think this is just part of a war of nerves, attrition, you know, psychol ogica
war fare. Ckay; so you've been here - what is it? - twenty-three hours and I
don't know what the strains have been like. But I'msure of this - with no other
way of getting at you they're trying to pressurize you into nmaking a m stake.
It's kind of like a poker game but with no cards in their .hands all they can do
is bluff." Gscard nodded to the Presidential coach. 'Wat's bluff when you hold
all the cards in your hands?"

" There speaks the voice of reason, is that it?" Branson sniled. 'You forget
that | know Kyronis's voice.'

"Sure you do. | don't doubt it was Kyronis. | also don't doubt that the
Government, through sone fast checking by the CIA or the FBI, got to himfirst

"What nmekes you think that?

' Because Kyronis has your VHP nunber. He could have radi oed you direct instead
of causing all this hullabal oo. But that wouldn't have suited our friends'
department of psychol ogical warfare.'

"And |'ve had an idea, M Branson.' Chrysler had shed nmuch of his weariness

since Gscard's arrival. 'Wwo needs Kyronis? The Presidential Boeing can reach
hal f a dozen countries anywhere in the world that have no extradition treaty
with the USA. A dozen, for all | know But there's no need to go further than

the Cari bbean. You've been thinking big all along, M Branson. Now s the tinme to
keep on thinking big.

Branson rubbed his forehead. Think big aloud. Someone has to this norning.”

'Havana. There's no extradition treaty with them Sure, there's an agreenent to
repatriate hi-jackers, but no one's going to return the hi-jacker of the
Presidential Boeing -especially if the President has a pistol to his head. kay,
so the US is prepared to take over Kyronis's tiny islet. Cuba is a vastly
different proposition. Castro has a first-class arny, air
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force and navy. Any attenpt to get the President out would |ead to nothing
short of full-scale war. And don't forget that Castro is Mdscow s blue-eyed boy.
An arnmed invasion of Cuba would bring a violent reaction and T don't think the
US woul d be prepared to risk an eyeball-to-eyeball nuclear confrontation over a
m serable half billion dollars.'

Branson nodded slowy. 'Curiously enough, that was where Van Effen wanted to
go. And for nuch the sane reasons.*

"And can't you see how Castro would just love it? He'd go on TV and weep and
wai | and wing his hands and say how nuch he'd |love to be of help but his hands
are hopelessly tied. Then when the cameras are switched off he falls about the
pl ace | aughi ng/

Branson said: 'Gentlenen, you have restored ny faith in human nature. At | east
nmy own nature. Havana it is. Now Qur next showis at nine. Al the tackle and
expl osives as before. Peters can drive the electric truck as before. Bartlett
and Boyard fixed the last lot - let's give Reston and Harrison a go." Branson
smled. They think they're better than Bartlett and Boyard and shoul d have had
the privilege of the first attenpt. See they carry wal kie-tal kies. Wich rem nds

me. Chrysler, | want to be in a position where | can |lay hands on a tel ephone
wherever | happen to be. |I don't want to have to keep running to the President's
coach. | just want a direct line to Hagenbach and conpany. You can fix one up in

our coach?'
"I'"d have to go through the | ocal exchange.'

"So what? By all neans. Tell themto keep the line pernmanently open. | want a
lead to where 1'Il be sitting when the TV is on. And can you get a radio-
tel ephone link fromthe [ ead helicopter?

Turn a knob, is all. What's that for, M Branson?*
W're going to need it sonme tine. Better sooner than never.*

It was another glorious norning of blue and gold, a cloudless sky, a fairy-tale
setting which achieved the inpossible of making even the grim fortress of
Alcatra™ into an islet of shimrering beauty. As on the previous day a |ow deep
bank of fog was approaching fromthe west. Qut of all three coaches there was
only one person who was not savouring the Helights of the norning or, in the
case of Branson's nen, on duty.
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Revson sat in bis seat, elbow on the wi ndow | edge, hand cupped to his cheeks so
that no one could see his |ips noving.

Hagenbach said: Turn the volunme down, put the transceiver to your ear."”

"I npossi ble. My head and shoul ders are above w ndow level. | can bend down for
a few seconds. But be quick.'

Revson's canera was upside down on his knees, the transceiver nestling in the
opened recess. He turned down the volunme and put his head |ow After about
fifteen seconds he straightened and | ooked carel essly around. Nobody was paying
any attention to him He turned up the vol une.



"Vl ?" Hagenbach's voice was querulous. 'Aren't you surprised?

"Not all that nuch. Are you going to tell hin®

' Remenber, you don't give any signal to go until I'"'mall through at this end.'
Til renmenber. How about the CUBs?

The experts aren't all that happy about the prospects.'

Then use a few of them only and nake up for the rest in gas bonmbs. Are you in
touch with the two nen at the top of the tower?

"Carnody and Rogers. Yes.'

Tell themif they nab anyone to take them down to the pier of the tower.'
" \Why 2"

Took. |I'm exposed. Is the Admiral there?

Hagenbach refrai ned from questions though it nmust have cost hima considerable
effort. Newson cane through.

Revson said: 'Do you have any small, quiet boats, sir?
"Electrically powered?"

"ldeally.'

"I n abundance."

"When the fog conmes in, do you think you could get one al ongside the pier of
the south tower?

' Consi der it done.'

"Wth a breeches buoy pistol and suitable ropes?

"No problem'

Thank you, sir. M Hagenbach?'

'Yes. Secretive bastard, aren't you?

"Yes, sir. The laser unit is ready for action? Ah, good. Wuld you have it
l[ined up on the drive shaft of the rotor of the lead helicopter - that's to say,
the one furthest from

202

you. Have it locked in position so tnat it can tut its target even through
dense snoke.'

"Way on earth -

' Somebody coming. "



Revson | ooked around. There was nobody coming, but he'd no desire to bandy
words wi th Hagenbach. He clipped the base of the canmera, slung it over bis
shoul der and left the coach.

"A bit of trouble, sir.' Chrysler handed a wal ki e-tal kie to Branson.

'"Reston here, M Branson.' Reston and Harrison had set off less than ten
mnutes earlier for the south pier. The lift is out of order.'

"Dam. WAit* Branson | ooked at his watch. Eight twenty-five. H's performance
was due to start at nine. He crossed to the rear coach where Chrysler had
al ready obtained a direct line to the conmunications centre ashore

' Branson here.

Hendrix. Don't tell ne what you're after. | know | was speaking to the bridge
conmi ssioners a few nonents ago. They tell nme that the breaker for the tower
lifts was burnt out during the night.'

"Way isn't it repaired?

They' ve been working on it for three hours.*

" And how nmuch | onger -'

"Hal f an hour. Perhaps an hour. They can't be certain.
"Call nme the nmonent it's fixed.*

He returned to his walkie-talkie. "Sorry, you'll have to clinb. The lift's
being repaired."’

There was a silence then Reston said: 'Jesus. Al that way?*

"All that way. It's not Everest. Should be straightforward. And you have your
manual .' He laid down the walkie-talkie and said to G scard: 'I don't envy them
nysel f. Anot her psychol ogi cal pin-prick?

"Could be. But after a night like last night, well-*

Revson joined O'Hare by the west barrier. He said w thout preanble: 'How
hernmetic is the rear door of your anbul ance?

O Hare had ceased to be surprised at anything Revson said. «Wy?
' Say oxygen were to be abstracted from the inside. How
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woul d you get on?

"We've oxygen bottles, of course. Not to nention the oxygen in the cardiac
unit.'

"You nmay need it. Ever heard of CUB-55s? Short for Cluster Bonb Units.' OTlHare
shook his head. 'Well, there's liable to be a few around in the next hours -



this morning, | shouldn't be surprised. They are |ethal asphyxiation bonbs, one
of the nore delightful of the recent advances in weaponry. They suck the oxygen
fromthe air and | eave not a mark on the victins.'

"You should know. But - well, it's far fetched.*

"A pity you couldn't ask the hundreds who died at Xuan Loc because of them The
Canbodi an Government nade frequent use of them in South-East Asia. The bonbs, |
regret to say, were supplied then by the United States Navy.'

"This classified information?"

"No. Hanoi made plenty of noise about it at the tine.'

"And you're going to use those bonbs?

"Yes. I'mtrying to have them denatured, you know, their |ethal potential
| essened. At |east, the experts are.'

"Can they do it?
There's a certain |ack of optimsm'
"Who thought this one up? You?' Revson nodded, just once. 'You, Revson, are a

col d- bl ooded bastard. Hasn't it occurred to you that the innocent will suffer,
maybe die, as well as the guilty?'

"Not for the first time, | repeat that all doctors should be given an
intelligence test before they're allowed to practise. The innocent will not
suffer. The innocent will be in their coaches and, because it's going to be hot,
they' Il have the air-conditioning on. That neans cl osed doors and the

recircul ation of cleaned used air. Wien you see the first snoke bonb drop, nake
for cover.'

Revson wal ked away and touched Grafton on the arm 'May | have a word with
you?' Grafton hesitated, shook his head in puzzlenent, then foll owed. Wen he
judged they were out of earshot of the nearest person, Revson stopped.

Grafton said: 'Do we have to take a walk to tal k?

"In this case, yes. W haven't been introduced. You're M Gafton of UP. doyen
of the newsnen on this bridge?

"I'f you want to flatter ne, yes. And you're M Revson, food-taster to Royalty.'
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*Just a sideline with ne.’

"You have another business. Don't tell nme.' Gafton regarded him w th cool
grey, judicial eyes. 'Federal Bureau of |nvestigation.'

Thank you for sparing ne the trouble of convincing you. |'m glad your nane's
not Branson.'

General Cartland said: 'If you can't have those CUB-55s denatured, as you call
it, some local funeral parlour is in for a brisk bit of business.'



"You prepared to use that cyanide pistol?

Touch*.'

Several mnutes before nine Branson had his usual stage set. He seenmed as calm
and relaxed as ever, the only change in his normal behaviour being that he had
been polite, alnost deferential, in his seating of the President. At nine
o' clock the caneras began to turn.

At nine o'clock, too, Reston and Harrison, sweating profusely and conpl ai ni ng
bitterly of the pain in their legs, reached the top of their |ast |adder.
Rogers, eyeing them over his silenced pistol, said synpathetically: 'You nust be
exhausted after your long clinb, gentlenen.'

G scard whispered in Branson's ear: "You better get on with it, M Branson
Looks as if that fog is comng in just about bridge |evel.

Branson nodded, then carried on speaking into the m crophone. 'So |'m sure you
will be all as delighted as I amto know that the Governnent has acceded to our
very reasonabl e requests. However, until we receive final confirmation, we feel
we nmight as well pass our time profitably and instruct and entertain you at the
same tinme. |In show business jargon, there will be repeat performances at el even
and one o'clock. | really do urge you to watch those. You will certainly never
see other performances |ike themin your lives.

"As before, you can see the electric truck with its explosives and equi pnent
| eaving for the south tower. Now if we can have the zoom canera we shall be
seeing two of mny coll eagues appearing on top of the south tower.' The zoom
canera obliged hut the top of the tower was bereft of any sign of life. A minute
later it was still bereft
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Branson said easily: There seens to be a slight hold-up. A tenporary del ay.
Pl ease don't go away.' He was sniling the confident snmle of one who knew that
not one of his mllions of watchers would have dreanmed of going away when the
phone on the road beside his chair rang. Branson sniled at the unseen mllions,
sai d: 'Excuse nme", covered the mcrophone with his hand and picked up the phone
"Hendrix here. Lift's fixed.'

*Now you tell nme. Do you know how long it should take a man to clinb up to the
top?'

"Don't tell me your nen have-rather are trying to clinb to the top. They nust
be mad. You nust be mad to have sent them™

They have a manual .’
"What nanual ?'
"A copy of the original.*

Then they can be |ost for days. Because of internal changes that manual was
scrapped twenty years ago. They can be lost all day in there.'



Branson repl aced the phone. Still covering the microphone he said to O scard:
"Lift's working. Get Bartlett and Boyard here at the double. Tell them not to
forget the weight.' He spoke into the mcrophone again. 'Sorry, viewers. A
slight hitch.'

The viewers spent the next ten mnutes being rewarded with a variety of
panoram ¢ shots of the Golden Gate and the nmarvellous surrounding scenery, with
Branson giving an occasional comrentary. After ten nminutes he said: 'Right.
South tower again.'

Bartlett and Boyard were there, hands held high in salute. Then, along with
Peters, they repeated their previous day's performance and had the second strap
of explosives alongside the first in a remarkably short space of tine. Bartlett
and Boyard waved again and di sappeared inside the tower. Rogers eyed them over
his silenced pistol. 'You really are experts. Wat a pity. Now you've put us to
the trouble of having to renpve a second set of detonators.'

The phone by Branson rang as he was delivering a farewell speech to the canera
He picked it up.

' Hagenbach here. Sorry to have to cut in and cut you off but we have our own
little showto watch. You're off the air now
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and your viewers are now seeing and watching us. Sane channel. W've iust
wat ched your splendid production. Now, perhaps, you'd like to watch our little
show. '

The screen's picture changed to a cl ose-up of Hagenbach. To San Franci scans, at
| east, his background was unquestionably that of the Presidio.

Hagenbach said: There seens little we can do to prevent this crimnal Branson
from achieving his crimnal ends. But fromall this, sone good mght yet cone. |
give you M Richards, the Vice-President of the United States.'

Ri chards nade an inposing figure at the microphone. A convivial and highly
articulate man at the best of tines, years of dominating conferences and
canpai gni ng across the nation had honed his natural abilities as a speaker unti
he had reached a stage where he could have recited the al phabet backwards and
still held his audience spell-bound. But he put his gifts into cold storage that
norning: this was a nonent that was neither for conviviality nor rhetoric. As
becare a nan at the very heart of a national crisis, he was stern, quiet and
exceptionally for him brief and to the point

eUnfortunately, what you have just heard is correct. No matter how distastefu
and humiliating this present situation may be, there is no possibility in the
world of endangering the President, his royal guests and the good nane of
America. W submit to blackmail. This crimnal Branson woul d appear to have got
away with the blackmailing equivalent of nmurder but | wish himto listen to ne
very carefully. On information | have received this norning, information, as |
shall shortly prove, of the nost reliable kind, | believe that Branson is very
near the end of his road. | believe he will very soon be alone and friendless. |
believe he will have no one left in the world to turn to. | believe every man's
hand will be against him And | believe that those hands that wll be reaching
out nost eagerly to strike him down, as they nost surelv will, are the hands of
his devoted crimnal followers who ms-guidedly imagine their |eader to be a man



of honour and integrity.' Richards |apsed into nonmentary rhetoric. Those are
hands that will literally cut him down just as he, figuratively, intends to stab
themall in the back.

Sone of Branson's nen were looking at himin a vague and baffl ed
i nconmpr ehensi on. Revson and O*Hare exchanged enquiring glances. Only Branson
seened entirely at his ease,
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| oungi ng back in his chair, a faintly contenptuous snile on his lips

"I said that | had information of the nobst reliable kind. As your Vice-
President, | have been accused nore than once of not exactly being given to
understatenent. In this case | was. Wat | have is inpeccable proof. Ladies and

gentl emen and, indeed, viewers, throughout the world, may | present to you the
man who, until the early hours of this norning, was Branson's npost devoted
lieutenant. M Johann Van Effen.’

The canmera changed to a picture of five nmen in nmedium shot sitting in adjoining
chairs. The man in the centre was unquestionably Van Effen, who appeared to be
his normal relaxed self and to be chatting with seeming amability to his
conpani ons. The picture wasn't close enough to show the gl azed eyes, the fact
that he was still under the influence of drugs, the drugs which had made him
talk his head off during three Iong hours of probing by a skilled police
psychiatrist who, in turn, had received continual pronpting from Hagen-bach

Ri chards went on: 'From left to right: Admiral Newson, naval commander, west
coast: San Francisco Chief of Police Hendrix: M Van Effen: M Hagenbach, head
of the FBI: and General Carter, officer commandi ng, west coast. If | may be
permtted a feeble joke, | doubt whether Van Effen has ever found hinself in
such | aw abi ding conpany in his life.'

Branson had very definitely stopped both |ounging and relaxing. He was sitting
far forward in his chair and for once his feelings were showi ng: the expression
on his face could be described as nothing else other than stunned disbelief.

"Van Effen,* Richards said, 'defected in the very early hours of this norning

He defected for what he, and indeed I, believed to have been very conpelling
reasons. He departed for the excellent reason that he is still a conparatively
young nan and would like to live a little longer. Incidentally, as the acting
Head of State, | have already guaranteed Van Effen imunity from the due

processes of the law His informati on has been invaluable, as has been his
i nformation of eight major robberies in the past three years in each of which-as
we
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now know - Branson was the | eader.

"But | digress. He defected because he feared for his life. He defected because
Branson had suggested to himthat he and Van Effen share the ransom noney
equally. The rest could go to hell and, presumably, prison. Apart from the fact
that Van Effen does appear to be possessed of a belief in honesty between
thieves, he was only too well aware that if he went along with this the next
back to feel the blade of a knife - literally - would be his own. Van Effen
feels strongly that his ex-conrades should be nmade aware of what lies in store



for them He has, he tells ne, already persuaded four of Branson's nen to defect
along with him and we expect them shortly. Wen they arrive we shall show them
on the screen. If you can at all, | suggest you don't stray too far from your
television sets.'

O Hare said: 'Jesus! Talk about sow ng seeds of dissension. How s Branson going
to cope with this, recover fromthis? Brilliant. As the Veep says, who's going
to trust him now anmong his own nen. This your idea, Revson?

"I wish it were. But even | amnot as crafty, evil and devious as that. The
unm st akabl e hand of Hagenbach.'

"l never thought that Van Effen -’

"What ever you're about to say, he didn't. Hagenbach nade sure that there were
no cl ose-ups of Van Effen. Had there been, even a | aynan woul d have seen that
Van Effen was doped to the eyes."

' Doped? |If he defected-*

"An involuntary defection. | gassed him aad | owered himdown to an - ah -
passi ng submarine.'’

"Of course. What else? An - ah - passing subnmarine.' O Hare favoured himwth
the ook of a psychiatrist who finds hinself with an intractable case on his
hands.

'Dear, dear. You don't believe ne.*
"But of course, old boy.'

"You're under stress again,' Revson said kindly. Talking English English.' He
parted the base of his canera. *How do you think | got hold of a brand-new radio
transceiver in the mddle of the night?

O Hare stared at him He said with an effort: 'And the four other prom sed
def ectors. Submariners all?
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"Hell, no. Forcible abduction, all within the past half hour.' O Hare got back
to bis staring.

In the Mount Tanul pais radar station, Parker, until lately G scard' s nunber
two, | ooked away from the TV set and at the four nmen gathered around him He
said: 'Sold down the river.'

From the silence that net this observation, it was clear that the others agreed
with him But it could hardly have been called an agreeable silence.

Ri chards was trying hard to show that he was not actively enjoying hinself. He
said into his mcrophone: 'l can see that the fog is going to pass over the
bridge so you won't be able to see ne in a couple of mnutes. Don't suppose it
will last long, though. Wen it clears, we'll show you your four other faithfu
henchmen who have defected fromyou. | will |eave you with one |ast observation.
Your noney's guaranteed, but watch how you go: | understand it takes exactly six
mnutes to block the major runways at Havana Airport.



Branson, his face quite w thout expression, rose and wal ked to the rear coach
G scard following. It was noticeable that his own men either |ooked at himwth
puzzl ement or thought-ful ness or just averted their eyes. After entering the
coach, G scard went to the back and returned with scotch and two gl asses. He
poured two large drinks and said: Tm against drinking in the norning, too.

Branson, nost uncharacteristically, drained half his glass in one gulp. He
sai d: "How does your back feel, G scard?*

"Wth eleven years working for you and a seven figure bank bal ance, ny back

feel s okay. | suggest we cut the conmedy, M Branson. This could be damed
serious. Wth the exception of Van Effen, Yonnie and nyself, none of your nen
has known you for even as long as a year. | forgot Chrysler. But the rest-did

you watch their faces as we cane here?

Branson shook his head slowy. They just didn't know what to think. Blane
t hen?’

‘No. Blanme Van Effen?

"If | believed the sun wasn't going to set tonight, 1'd believe he defected. He
didn't. Notice that the canera showed no close-up, and that be wasn't invited to
speak?' He broke off
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as Chrysler appeared at the doorway.
Branson said: '"It's all right. Come in. You |ook unhappy.'’

"1l am unhappy. | heard what G scard just said. They let Van Effen stay in the
background because he was drugged. |'Il bet he told them his life story without
realizing one word of what he was saying. Van Effen defect? Never. And there's
another thing |'m unhappy about. Bartlett and Boyard should have been back by
this tinme. They haven't even appeared at the south tower. Wat's nore, they're
not going to. | know who the next four so-called defectors are going to be.'

Branson said: 'Drugs. No defection. Coercion. We're all agreed on that. But -
how did Van Effen | eave the bridge?

G scard said: 'God knows. | wasn't here. Could it have been during one of the
two bl ack-outs you had that night?'

Branson said: 'He was with me on both occasions. Any ideas, Chrysler?

"None. It's as | said, M Branson. There's a rotten apple in the barre
sonewhere.' He |ooked out noodily at the fog drifting over the bridge. 'It's
getting so that | don't like this bridge rmuch any nore.'

Carnody renoved the |ast of the detonators from the second strap of explosives
and gingerly rejoined Rogers on the top of the south tower. He picked up the
wal ki e-tal kie. 'General Carter please.' There was a few seconds' delay then
Carter came through. Carnpdy said: 'W've got them sir. Shall Rogers and | take
a stroll across to the other side? Branson, | believe, has pronised another show
at eleven. It'Il be the west cable, this tinme, and we quite like our job of
being a reception conmittee.’



"It's a sensible precaution although |I somehow don't think that Branson is
going to risk any nore of his nen in the south tower.'

"Ah! Qur four friends nmade it to terra firma, sir?

"Wth me now Pity you haven't a TV up there, you and Rogers. Sonme splendid
shows on today.'

There' |l be repeats. W nust |eave, sir. Fog's thinning quickly down bel ow.'

The fog, in fact, noved into the bay in less than five minutes |eaving the
bridge brilliant in the bright sunshine. Branson
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paci ng up and down a short section of the bridge, stopped as Chrysler
appr oached.

«Hagenbach on the phone. M Branson. He says to switch on the television in two
m nutes' time.*

Branson nodded. 'We all know what this is going to be.'

This time Hagenbach was the master of cerenopnies. He hadn't prepared his |ines
as well as the Vice-President but he nade his point with considerabl e inpact.

*Tt does look as if Branson's crimnal enpire, if not at least crunbling, is
showi ng signs of conming apart at the seans. The Vice-President pronised you that
nore defectors woul d appear. That Van Effen had tal ked four nore into deserting
the sinking ship. Wll, they have just so done as you can see for yourselves.'

Anot her camera picked up a table with four nmen sitting around it, each with a
glass in his hand. A bottle stood on the mddle of the table. They could hardly
be described as a gay and happy group but then they had no reason to be

Hagenbach nmoved into canmera range. There they are then, |adies and gentl enen
Left to right, Messrs Reston, Harrison, Bartlett and Boyard. Incidentally, one
of Branson's top nen is in hospital with a fractured skull. One does wonder what
wi || happen next Thank you for your kind attention.'

The caneras had just stopped turning when a policeman cane running up to
Hagenbach. Tel ephone for you, sir. It's Munt Tamal pais.'

Ten seconds | ater Hagenbach was inside the comunicati ons wagon, |istening
intently. He replaced the receiver and |ooked at Hendrix, Newson and Carter.
"How long would it take to provide two helicopters, one with a TV camera and
crew, the other with armed police?

Carter said: Ten m nutes. Twelve at the nost.'

G scard said bitterly. "Attrition, attrition, attrition. Pin-pricks and nore
pi n-pricks. A steady underm ning of confidence in those of us who are left. And
not a thing in the world you can do about it, nothing to justify any violent
retaliatory action against the hostages. They're just using the TV to play you
at your own game. M Branson.' 'Yes, they are.' Branson didn't seem unduly
di sturbed:
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what he'd seen had cone neither as shock nor surprise to him 'One has to admt
that they're quite good at it.' He looked at Gscard and Chrysler. 'Wll,
gentlenen, |1've made up ny mnd. Your thoughts?

G scard and Chrysler |ooked briefly at each other. It was not in character with
Branson that he shoul d ask anyone's opinion

"We've got our hostages trapped here,' Chrysler said. '"Now |I'm the one who's
beginning to feel trapped on this dammed bridge. W' ve no freedom of novenent.

G scard said: 'But we would have in the Presidential Boeing. And it has the
finest comuni cations systemin the world.'

'"So we make orderly preparations for, if need be, an energency take-off. | am
in agreenent They shall pay for this. Just to show them | nmean what | say, |'m
still going to bring down their damed bridge. Now, | hardly think it would be

wise to wap the renaining two expl osive devices round the west cable at the top
of the north tower.'

"Not,' G scard said, *unless you want to have another couple of involuntary
defectors.'

"So we wap themround the cable just where we are here. At the |owest point,
between the two helicopters. That should do satisfactorily enough, | think.'

Some half hour later, shortly after the last two of the explosive straps had
been secured to the west cable, Chrysler came up to Branson. 'Hagenbach. He says
there'll be an interesting programre conmng on in just two mnutes. Five mnutes
after the programme he's going to call you. He says two very inportant nessages
are comng through fromthe east.'

"I wonder what that conniving old devil is up to now?" Branson went and took
his accustomed viewing place. Automatically, the seats beside and behind him
filled up. The screen cane to life.

It portrayed sonething that |ooked |ike an enornous white golf ball - one of
the Mount Tanml pais radar scanners. Then the canera zooned in on a group of
about ten nmen, policenmen hi then* shirt sleeves, all arned wi th submachi ne-guns.
Slightly in front of them stood Hendrix, a nicrophone in his hand. The canera
foll owed as Hendrix noved forwards towards an opening door. Five nen energed
all with their hands high. The leading man of the five stopped when he was
wi t hin
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three feet of Hendrix.

Headri xsai d: ' You're Parker?
*Yes.*

"I"m Hendrix. Chief of Police, San Francisco. Do you men surrender
vol untarily?



*Yes.'
* VVhy?'

"Better than being hunted and gunned down by you-or stabbed in the back by that
bastard Branson.'

"You're under arrest Get into the van.' Hendrix watched them go then spoke
again into the mcrophone. 'Wen it cones to making speeches, I'mafraid |I'm not
in the sane | eague as the Vice-President or M Hagenbach, so | won't even try.
All 1 can say, with due nodesty on the part of all of us, is that ten defectors
is not a bad norning's bag. And the norning is not over yet Incidentally, there
will be no nore broadcasts fromus for at |east an hour.’

Revson stood up and glanced round casually. In the space of only two seconds he
caught the eye of both General Cartland and Grafton. Slowy, casually, the
newsrmen and the hostages began to drift off to their separate coaches, the
former presunably to wite up their dispatches or refill caneras, the later,
al nrost certainly, in the pursuit of refreshnents - the President |ooked
particularly thirsty. Besides, the confort of an air-conditioned coach was
vastly to be preferred to the already unconfortable heat out on the bridge

G scard said in anger: The fool, the fool, the bloody fool! Wy did he have to
I et hinself be duped so easily?

There was just a trace of weary acceptance in Branson's voice. 'Because he had
no G scard there beside him that's why.'

'He coul d have phoned you. He could have phoned ne.*

"What mi ght have been. No ol der phrase in any l|language. | don't really blane
him'

Chrysler said: 'Has it occurred to you, M Branson, that when youVe received
your ransom noney and returned the hostages, they might want nost if not all of
it back if you want their prisoners freed? They're no fools and they know damed
well that you wouldn't let your nen down.'

There'll be no deal. | adnmit it's going to make things a bit nore tricky, but
there'll be no deal. Well, | suppose |I'd better go and see what friend Hagenbach
wants.' Branson rose and wal ked towards the rear coach, his head bent in thought

Mack, the guard, waited until the last of his illustrious hostages had entered
the Presidential coach, |ocked the door and pocketed the key. H s nachine-pisto
was dangling from one hand. He turned round to see Cartland' s little pistol not
three feet from him

Cartland said: 'Don't try anything, | beg you. Try to lift and fire that gun
and it is the last thing you ever do.' Cart-land' s cal minpersonal voice carried
i mense conviction. 'Gentlenen, | ask you to bear witness to -'

That funny little pop-gun?' Mack was openly contenptuous. 'You couldn't even
hurt nme with that thing, but I'd still cut you to pieces.'

"Bear witness to the fact that | warned this man that this "pop-gun" is | oaded
wi th cyanide-tipped bullets. Just has to break the skin and you won't even feel
it. You'll be a dead man before you hit the floor.'



"In ny country,' the King observed, 'he'd already be dead.*

Wth the possible exception of Yonnie, none of Branson's nen was a fool. Mck
was no fool. He handed over his gun. Cartland marched himto the rear of the
coach, pushed himinto the washroom extracted the inside key and |ocked the
door from the outside.

The President said: 'Well?

Cartland said: There's going to be sone rather/violent unpleasantness outside
in a mnute or two. | don't want to risk any of you at this late date. | want
this door kept sealed and | ocked because our friends ashore are going to use a
special and very lethal bonmb which sucks oxygen from the atnmobsphere and | eaves
you very dead. Thirdly, Branson is going to cone around very quickly with the
intention of shooting up one or two of you if the nastiness doesn't stop. But if
the door's locked and he can't get in he can fire ail day at this bullet-proof
gl ass and nake no inpression. Fourthly, although we now have two guns, we're not
going to use them when we do | eave here as we nust eventually. | don't want a
gun-fight at the OK corral. W'Ill be |loaded into a helicopter but
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the helicopter isn't going any place.'

The President said: 'Wwere did you get all this information front*'

*A well-informed source. Fell ow who gave ne this gun
*Revson. How does he tie in? Don't know the chap.” 'You will. He's stated as
Hagenbach's successor in the FBlI.* The President was plaintive. "It's like I

al ways say: no one ever tells nme anything.'

Revson was nmuch | ess verbose and not at all forthcom ng with explanations.
Ensuring that he was the last man in, he turned and chopped the unsuspecting
Peters below the right ear just as Peters turned the key in the |ock. Revson
relieved himof both key and machi ne-pistol, dragged himin and propped himin
the driver's seat, then brought out his radio.

' Revson here.’

" Hendri x.

*Readv yet?

' Hagenbach's still on the phone to Branson.'
"Let me know i nmedi ately he's through.'’

'"So the noney's in Europe,' Branson said into the phone. 'Excellent. But there
had to be a code-word.'

There was. Very appropriate this tine."
shore." '

Hagenbach's voice was dry. ' "Of-

Branson pernitted hinself a slight smle.



Hendri x's voice cane through on Revson's receiver. He said : They're through.
'Clear with Hagenbach.

"Cear.'

* Now.

Revson didn't replace the transistor in his camera case. He put it in his
pocket, unslung his canera and laid it on the floor. He unlocked the door
| eaving the key in the | ock, opened the door a judicious crack and peered back
The first snoke bonb burst about two hundred yards away just as Branson
descended from the rear coach. A second, twenty yards nearer, burst about two
seconds later. Branson still remained as he was, as if nonentarily paral ysed.
Not so O'Hare. Revson observed, who noved very swiftly into the back of his am
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bul ance, dosing the door hard behind him the driver, Revson assuned, was
al ready i nside.

Branson broke from his thrall. He leapt inside the rear coach, lifted a phone
and shouted: 'Hagenbach! Hendrixl' He had apparently overl ooked the fact that if
Hendri x had been at Munt Tanal pais sone five mnutes previously, he could
hardly have returned by that tine.

' Hagenbach speaki ng."'

"What the hell do you think you're up to?

"I"'mnot up to anything.' Hagenbach's voice was infuriatingly unconcerned
The dense cl ouds of snoke were now no nore than a hundred yards away.

Tm going inside the Presidential coach.' He was still shouting. 'You know what
that nmeans.' He thrust the phone back and pulled out his pistol. 'Gscard, tel
the nen to prepare for an attack on the south. They rmust be mad.' Johnson and
Bradl ey had advanced from the rear of the coach but he thrust them back. 'You
two | can't afford to lose. Not now Stay here. That goes for you, too, G scard.
Tell the men, get back here, and tell Hagenbach what |1'm doing." G scard eyed
him wi th understandabl e concern. An erratic, repetitive and slightly incoherent
Branson he had not encountered before: but then G scard had not spent the
previous twenty-four hours on the CGol den Gate Bridge.

Two nore snoke bonmbs had fallen by the time Branson junped down to the roadway.
The pall of smoke, thick and dense now totally obscuring the south tower was no
nore than fifty yards away. He rushed to the door of the Presidential coach
grabbed the handle and tried to wench the door open: but the door renained
i mmovabl e.

Anot her snbke bonb exploded. This one was just abort of the rear coach. Branson
battered at the w ndow of the door with the butt of his pistol and peered

i nside. The driver's seat, the seat which Mack, the guard, should have been
occupying, was enpty. Ceneral Cartland appeared at the doorway as the next snpke
bonb burst not ten yards away.



Branson shouted at him quite forgetting that he was only nouthing words-for
the coach was totally sound-proof-and pointed at the driver's seat. Cartl and
shrugged his shoul ders. Branson | oosed off four quick shots at the lock and
wrenched the handl e again but the Presidential coach had
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been specifically designed to withstand assaults of this nature, which was as
wel | for Branson: Cartland' s right hand, held behind his back, had the
forefinger on the trigger of the cyanide gun

The next bonb burst directly opposite Branson and the dense, acrid evil-
smelling funmes were on himin seconds. Branson fired two nore shots at the |ock
and tried again.

Revson withdrew the key from the door of the |ead coach, dropped down to the
roadway, shut the door, locked it and left the key in position. A snoke bonb
burst inmediately opposite him

Vile though the fumes were to both nostrils and throat, they were not

i ncapacitating. Running his fingers along the side of the Presidential coach
Branson nade his way back to the rear coach, opened the now closed door and went
i nside, closing the door behind him The air in the coach was clear, the lights
were on, the air-conditioning unit was functioning and G scard was on the phone

Branson nanaged to control his coughing. 'l couldn't get in. Door's |ocked and
no sign of Mack. GCet anything?

"l got Hagenbach. He says he knows nothing about this. 1 don't know whether to
believe himor not. He's sent for the Vice-President.'

Branson snatched the phone from him and as he did Richards's voice cane
through. 'You this fellow G scard?

' Branson.

There is no attack. There will be no attack. Do you think we're nad-you there
with guns at the heads of seven hostages? It's the Arny, in the shape of Carter,
who's gone mad. Heaven al one knows what he intended to achieve. He refuses to
answer the phone. 1've sent Adnmiral Newson to stop him It's that or his
career.'

In the comunicati ons wagon, Richards turned to | ook at Hagenbach. 'How did |
sound?

For the first tine in his years of contact with R chards, Hagenbach permtted
an expression of approval to appear on his face. 'You' re keeping the wong kind
of company, M Vice-president. You' re as devious as | am'

G scard said: 'Do you believe hinP*

"God only knows. It's sense. It's logical. Stay here. And keep that door
cl osed."
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Branson dropped down to the roadway. The snmoke was thinning now but there was
still enough of it to nake his eyes water and start him coughing again. On his
third step he bunped into a vaguel y-seen shape in the opacity. "Wo's that?

"Chrysler.' Chrysler was al nost convulsed in his paroxysms of coughing. "Wat
the hell's going on, M Branson?'

'God knows. Nothing, according to Richards. Any signs of an attack?
"Any signs of an-1 can't see a bloody yard. No sounds, anyway.'

Just as he spoke, there cane half a dozen cracks in rapid succession. Chrysler
sai d: Those weren't snoke bonbs.'

In a few seconds it was clear that they were indeed not snoke bonbs. Both nen
started to gasp, searching for oxygen and unable to find it. Branson was the
first to guess at what might be happening. He held his breath, grabbed Chrysler
by the arm and draggi ng hi mtowards the rear coach. Seconds l|later they were
i nside, the door closed behind them Chrysler |ying unconscious on the floor,
Branson barely conscious on his feet.

G scard said: "Wiat in God's nane - *

"Air-conditioning nmaxi mum' Branson's voice canme in short painful gasps.
They're using CUBs.'

Unli ke OTHare, G scard knew what CUBs were. 'Asphyxiation bonbs?
They' re not playing any nore.'’

Nei t her was General Cartland. Mack's nmachi ne-pistol in hand, he unl ocked the
washroom door. Mack gave him a baleful glare but with the machi ne-pistol's
nmuzzle six inches from his stonach was unable to give any nore direct expression
of his feelings.

Cartland said: '"I'mthe Arny Chief of Staff. In an energency such as this |I am
responsible to no one, including the President, for my actions. Gve nme the door
key or 1'll shoot you dead.

Two seconds later the door key was in Cartland' s hand. Cartland said: Turn
round.'

Mack turned and al nost imediately collapsed to the floor. The inpact fromthe
butt of Cartland s nmachi ne-pi stol nay have been too heavy, but fromthe
i ndi fferent expression
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on Cartland's face it was clear that he didn't particularly care one way or
another. He |ocked the washroom door behind him pocketed the key, wal ked
forward, thrust the machine-pistol out of sight beneath the chair of a rather
dazed President, and made his way to the control panel in front of the driver's
seat. He touched a few buttons without effect, pulled and pushed sonme swi tches
then turned sharply as the entrance wi ndow slid down. He took twp paces, sniffed
the air, winkled his nose and quickly noved back to push the last switch he'd
touched in the other direction. The w ndow cl osed. Again, very briefly, Cartland



touched the switch. The w ndow slid down an inch. Cartland noved across and
dropped the door key outside, returned and closed the w ndow.

Two minutes later the gentle western breeze fromthe Pacific had bl own the now
di spersing funes into the bay. The bridge was clear. Branson opened the door of
the rear coach: the air was sweet and fresh and clean. He stepped down, | ooked
at the figures lying on the ground and started running. G scard, Johnson and
Bradley followed him A slowy recovering Chrysler sat up but renained where he
was, shaking his head from side to side.

They checked the men lying on the bridge. G scard said: They're all alive
Unconsci ous, totally knocked out, but they're still breathing.

Branson said: 'After CUBs? | don't understand. Load them aboard your chopper,
Bradl ey, and take off when you're ready."

Branson ran towards the Presidential coach and imedi ately saw the key on the
ground. He picked it up and opened the bullet-scarred door. Cartland was
standing by the driver's seat. Branson said: '\Wat happened here?

"You tell ne. Al | know is that your guard |ocked the door from the outside
and ran. He ran when the snoke reached here. | assune that the snoke wasn't
really snoke, just a snobke-screen, to allow another defector to escape.’

Branson stared at him first shook his head, then nodded. 'Stay here.'

He ran towards the |ead coach. He at once saw the key in the lock, twisted it
and opened the door. He |ooked at the slunped and clearly unconsci ous Peters,
mount ed the steps
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and | ooked down the coach. He said: 'Were's Revson?*

"Gone.' A well-rehearsed and apparently unconprehending G afton spoke in a
weary voice. 'l can tell you only three things. He chopped your guard. He spoke
on what |ooked like a mniature radio. Then, when the snoke cane, he |left,
| ocked the door from the outside and ran. Look, Branson, we're only bystanders,
civilians from your point of view You pronmi sed us safety. Wuat's happening out
t here?

"Which way did he run?"

Towards the north tower. Hell have reached there | ong ago.*

Branson rermined silent for quite some tine. Wien he spoke, it was in his
accustoned measured tones. '|I am going to destroy this bridge. | do not Kil
i nnocent people. Can anybody here drive a coach?

A young journalist stood up. 'l can.”

"Cet this coach off the bridge. Imediately. Through the south barrier.

He cl osed the door and ran towards the anbul ance. The rear door opened as he

approached. O Hare appeared and said: 'Well, you certainly know how to lay on
entertai nment for your guests.



"Cet off this bridge. This nonent
' \What ever for?
"Stay if you like. I"'mgoing to blow up this damed bridge.

Branson |eft, not running now, just walking quickly. He saw a dazed Chrysler
energing fromthe rear coach. He said: 'Go stay by the President's coach."

G scard and Johnson were standing by the rear helicopter. Bradley was |eaning
through an opened w ndow. Branson said: 'Go now. Meet you at the airport.”

Bradley lifted his helicopter cleanly off the bridge even before Branson had
reached the President's coach

Revson lifted hinself from his cranped position on the floor of the rear seat
of the lead helicopter and glanced briefly through a window The seven hostages,
escorted by Branson, G scard and Chrysler, were approaching the helicopter
Revson sank back into hiding and pulled the transceiver from his pocket. He
said: 'M Hagenbach?' ' Speaking.'
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"Can you see the rotor on this helicopter?

4] can. W all can. W all have gl asses on you,"

"First turn the rotor takes, the | aser beam

The seven hostages were ushered in first. The President and the King sat in the
two front seats on the left, the Prince and Cartland on the right. Behind them
the Mayor, Miir and the oil sheikh took up position. Gscard and Chrysler took
up separate positions in the third row. Each had a gun in his hand

The ambul ance was approaching the south tower when O Hare

tapped on the driver's wi ndow. The wi ndow slid back. O Hare said: Turn back to
the mddle of the bridge.* Turn back! Jesus, Doc, he's about to blow up the dam

bridge.' There's going to be sone sort of an accident but not the
ki nd you think. Turn back.

Johnson was the last to enter the helicopter. Wien he was seated Branson sai d:
"Right. Lift off.’

There canme the usual ear-nunmbing clattering roar, a roar which rapidly

devel oped into a scream ng sound, the sound of an engine running far above its
rated revol utions, but even so not |oud enough to drown a fearsonely clattering
sound outside. Johnson |eaned forward and all the noise suddenly ceased

Branson said: 'Wat's wong? Wat happened?

Johnson stared ahead, then said quietly: 'I'mafraid you were right about the
| aser beamy M Branson. The rotor's just fallen into the Golden Gate.



Branson reacted very quickly. He lifted a phone and pressed a button
' Bradl ey?

"M Branson?
"We've had sone trouble. Come back to the bridge and pick us up.'

"I"'mafraid | can't do that. |IVe had sone trouble nyself-a couple of Phantom
jets riding herd on ne. I'mto land at the International Airport. I'mtold there
will be a welcomng conmittee.'

Revson was silently on his feet, white pen in hand. He pressed the button tw ce
and, alnobst in unison, both nen slunped forward then, quite unexpectedly and to
Revson's
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shocked dismay, toppled far fromsilently into the aisle, their guns clattering
on the netallic floor.

Branson twi sted round and there was a pistol in his hand: Revson was too far
away for his tipped needles to carry. Branson took careful aim squeezed slowy
and steadily, then cried out in pain as the President's cane slashed across his
cheek. Revson threw hinself to the floor of the aisle, his right hand cl anping
on the butt of Gscard's gun. By the tinme Branson had wenched away the
President's cane and swung round again, Revson was ready. Al he could see of
Branson was his head: but he was ready.

They stood in a group, isolated but not twenty yards fromthe anbul ance, the
President, the Vice-President, the seven decision-nmkers and Revson. Revson had
a firmgrip on April Wdnesday's arm They stood and watched in silence as the
shrouded stretcher was |lowered from the helicopter and carried through the
dozens of arned police and soldiers to the waiting anbul ance. Nobody had
anything to say: there was nothing to say.

The President said: 'Qur royal friends?"

Richards said: '"Can't wait to get to San Rafael tomorrow. They're nore than
phi | osophi c about the entire episode. They're downright pleased. Not only has it
all given Anerica a great big black eye but it will make them national heroes at
hone. '

The President said: 'W'd better go talk to them

He and Richards nmade to turn away when Revson said: Thank you, sir.'

The President |ooked at himin incredulity. 'Me? You thank me? |'ve already
t hanked you a hundred tines.'

"Yes, sir. As a rule | don't like owing favours but | rather care for having ny
life saved.'

The President snmiled and, along with Richards, turned and wal ked away.

Hagenbach said to Revson: 'Well, let's go to the office and have your ful
report.’



"Ah, that. What's the penalty for disobeying an order by the head of the FBI?
"You get fired.

"Pity. | quite liked nmy job. My proposal is that | shower, shave," change, take
M ss Wednesday for lunch and then file
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ny report in the afternoon. | guess you owe nme at |east that
Hagenbach pondered, then nodded,

"l guess | do.'

Two thousand miles away, anong the higher echelons in the FBI headquarters,
soneone just came into a mnor sweepstake fortune.

Hagenbach smil ed

224



