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Part I

Chapter 1

H

e felt a throbbing pain in his head, as if every painful
nerve was being tightly squeezed. His whole body felt
bruised, sore, and limp.
Larry Murdoch slowly opened his eyes for a second then shut
them again. Where in God’s name was he? He thought he had
glimpsed the face of a nurse bending over and looking down
at him. He pinched his leg hard and convinced himself that he
wasn’t dreaming.
“Mr. Murdoch.” said a young woman with a soft reassuring
voice. “Can you hear me? Could you open your eyes again?”
With his eyes still shut, he desperately tried to gather his
thoughts. He should be in france, but she spoke English. He felt
a wave of nausea flood upwards from his stomach. Oh no! Not in
England, not in bloody England!
The soft voice called his name again. His cloud of semi-consciousness slowly began to clear. His mission had obviously failed,
drastically, just minutes away from a couple of million dollars.
The young voice broke the safety of silence for the third
time.
“Mr. Murdoch, can you hear me?”
Larry slowly opened his eyes. The light was bright, too bright.
The pain in his head seemed to intensify, but gradually his vision
focused on the concerned face of the young nurse looking down
at him.
“Where does it hurt most of all?” she asked tenderly.
“Everywhere,” he complained as he attempted to re-acquaint
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his mind with his aching body. “i feel as if i’ve been thrown out
of a car.”
The nurse smiled at him with caring eyes. “Not a car, Mr.
Murdoch, a plane. your plane crashed in The Channel, and you’re
very lucky to be alive.”
Larry shut his eyes again. Lucky to be alive, she’d said. Christ,
she couldn’t be more wrong. He tried in vain to recall what had
gone wrong, and just how he and his incredible cargo had ended
up in the sea.
A man’s voice interrupted his tortured thoughts. “Hi Larry.”
said the voice. “you’re in Portsmouth not Paris.”
He opened his eyes slightly and peered at the bronzed face
of a tall man wearing the brightest blue tie he had ever seen. A
chewed toothpick protruded from the corner of his mouth. “Come
on, Larry, say something for Christ’s sake, i’m speaking English
not french.”
“Who the hell are you, and what do you want?” he mumbled,
staring at the white ceiling.
The stranger pulled up a chair and sat at the side of his bed.
“facts Larry, just facts.”
Larry turned his head away.
Another man approached the bedside. He was about six foot
tall, slim, wearing a dark grey suit with a striped tie. His dark hair
was going grey and the leanness of his face was exaggerated by a
small well-trimmed beard. He sat down opposite the other man.
“Mr. Murdoch, I’m Commander Finsbury from New Scotland
yard, and my colleague is Mr. Wayne Kostynski, an agent from
the United States Federal Bureau of Investigation.”
They simultaneously produced identity cards and offered
them for Larry’s inspection.
“We’re here to ask you some questions concerning your activities over the last twelve months in the United States, France,
and this country.”
“What if i don’t feel well enough to answer any questions?”
Larry snapped back, as beads of perspiration started to trickle
down his flushed face.
“We have plenty of time, Mr. Murdoch.” finsbury replied,
glancing at the American agent. “Plenty of time.”
Kostynski cleared his throat and adjusted his bright blue tie.
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“The puzzle is almost complete, Larry. All we want you to do
is help us put a few pieces in the right places.”
Wayne Kostynski, forty-five years old, was an agent with
much field experience in the United States and in Europe.
He leaned back in his chair and chewed on his toothpick. “you
know, Larry, I’ve gotten to know you quite well.”
“is that right?”
“Sure is,” he smirked. “I’ve followed your movements more
or less since your bust-up with S.D.C. back home.”
Larry stared in amazement at Kostynski. Could he have been
as important as that? The S.D.C. scene was fairly dramatic at the
time, but surely not that big? His hot body, after hearing those
awful letters, S.D.C., changed to a cold sweat, and he could feel
his hands starting to shake.
“it was your trips to france that let you down Larry. your
Entente Cordiale caught you out.”
The young nurse was summoned to help him into a more comfortable sitting position. He glanced around the small single-bedded private room in which this bizarre meeting was taking place,
and then looked at his watch, 10:30 AM, Friday, 15 September
“Mr. Murdoch,” said Finsbury, “My first question concerns
your three friends who died in the plane—Michael Nicholson,
Coral Watkins, and Janet Kenworthy. Will you tell me exactly
how you got to know them?”
Larry turned his head towards the window on the white wall.
fear and anger melted into remorse. Mike and Jan had been such
good friends. As for Coral, how could he ever forget her? They’d
had such a great time together in London. What he had done only
the day before now seemed unbelievable, so calculated, so cruel.
He stared out of the window. Drops of rain from a grey sky trickled down the glass.
“We all met by chance on holiday in California last summer,”
he began.
“Where exactly?” Kostynski interrupted.
Larry took a deep breath and let his troubled mind recall that
hot early July day the previous year, 1988.
***
OUTSIDE the Greyhound bus, the temperature hovered near
30ºC. inside, it was much cooler. Larry Murdoch relaxed in his
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seat and gazed out of the window at the dry countryside passing
by.
He had just spent four memorable days in hot, lazy Los
Angeles visiting an old college friend, and he was now on his
way north for his first visit to San Francisco. His friend had taken
him to see so many places in such a short time, that right now, all
he wanted to do was sit back and listen to the hum of the engine
and relax.
Larry, twenty-six years old and an East Coast American,
had decided to go west before leaving the country and flying
to England. in three weeks time, he would be in London, ready
to start a new job with the United Kingdom subsidiary of an
American manufacturer of industrial robots; a dynamic new
company poised to penetrate an expanding European market.
He closed his eyes, and tried, for a while, to think about the
future. Life would be so different. To someone with no previous
experience of robotics, it was going to be hard.
He had always had an enquiring mind, and after high school,
his tertiary education had prepared him for a demanding and lucrative career in nuclear physics. After graduating, he had been
offered a good job with the S.D.C. (Strategic Defense Corporation),
which involved research in military, scientific, and technological
projects. The corporation was known to be a supplier of highly
sensitive materials to the American defence department.
His family was delighted, and he had felt very proud at the
time. His parents had convinced him that a well-paid, respectable
career, together with an opportunity to serve his country would
bring him the rewards and the status he wanted so much. Now,
after two years with S.D.C. things were so very different. His
dreams had been shattered, and he felt so immensely bitter.
from childhood, only his elder brother John had really understood him. only John had discussed things with him, things that
mattered, things that helped to develop his strong desire for both
personal recognition and power.
Poor John! He never dreamt that he could miss anyone so
much.
He unwrapped a mint sweet, sucked hard on it, and for a long
time stared at the road ahead down the bus passageway.
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A young man in the window seat next to him, who had been
asleep for some time, suddenly opened his eyes and asked him
what time the bus would arrive in San Francisco.
Larry looked at his watch. “About 6.00 PM, i guess.”
His companion yawned, stretched his arms and legs, and
turned towards Larry. “you on holiday?”
“Yeah—my first trip to the West Coast. How about you?”
“My first trip too. I’m from England. My name’s Mike, Mike
Nicholson.” They shook hands briefly.
“i’m Larry Murdoch. What d’you think of the Mighty America
then Mike?”
“What I’ve seen so far, great! The surf beaches are fantastic.
Ever tried surfing, Larry?”
“No, never. I come from New York. The only waves we’ve got
there tend to be waves of violence.”
A young woman sitting in the seat on the other side of the
passageway leant across towards Larry.
“Mike, any thoughts yet about what you’re going to do when
we get to San Francisco?”
Both men turned towards her. She was attractive with brown
eyes and long auburn hair, which glinted in the sunlight.
“Not exactly, Jan,” he replied smiling. “I’ve got the address
of a cheap hotel near the Greyhound depot, so i’ll no doubt go
there.”
Larry smiled at Jan. “you two together?”
“No,” said Jan. “My friend Coral and I met Mike a few days
ago in San Diego.”
Jan Kenworthy, twenty years old, loved sunshine and travelling. She and Coral Watkins, her same-age, blond Australian
friend sitting next to her, were trying to see as much of America
as possible for twenty dollars a day.
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