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One

24 Oct 76—PARIS

The flight from Washington had taken seven hours and nineteen minutes. Now a standard black Cadillac sedan was waiting for him at the curb, in a no-parking, no-stopping zone. There were no other American cars at Charles de Gaulle Airport that morning.

Devereaux stood on the walk outside the terminal for a moment, looking up at the leaden morning clouds, feeling the threat of rain in the air. Then he looked down at the Cadillac sedan, and he shook his head. It was a bad joke, all of it.

The driver got out of the car and walked around the hood to the rear passenger door and opened it.

Devereaux paused a moment before entering the car. He looked at the driver and said, “Why don’t you have American flags flying on the front fenders?”

The driver blinked and said nothing.

Devereaux crawled in and dropped his bag between his knees.

The other passenger was a black man with honey-brown skin and large blue eyes. A sprinkle of freckles bridged his nose and cheeks.

“You don’t appreciate our meeting you,” Pendleton said.

“Not very much,” Devereaux replied. The rear compartment was sealed from the driver by a bulletproof glass window. The driver had closed the door and resumed his place behind the wheel.

“You’re too cautious. Everyone knows everyone in Paris. The KGB dines at Maxim’s.”

“I’d expect that. The Russians have bad taste in most things,” Devereaux said.

“You know Paris. They said you worked here—”

“I worked here once. After Vietnam. I could speak the language,” Devereaux said.

“I know all about you.”

“So we know all about each other, Pendleton,” Devereaux said.

Pendleton was smiling. “And?”

Devereaux said nothing.

The smile faded and the question remained unanswered. Pendleton tapped one large, manicured finger on the glass partition and the driver slipped the transmission into drive.

Flecks of rain appeared on the side windows. The air trembled with thunder from another plane taking off.

“This is really a simple matter,” Pendleton said at last. The car was on the freeway out of Roissy, descending south and west toward Paris. The countryside was turning winter brown. The fields were flecked with whitewashed farmhouses with red tile roofs.

“So simple that Section sent me from Washington.” Devereaux could not conceal his annoyance because the appearance of the big black Cadillac sedan had unsettled him. He felt as naked as he had felt the night six months earlier when an operation in Albania was exposed right on the shore and he and the others had been captured. The last half a year had been full of nightmares reliving that morning on the Albanian shore, surrounded by ranks of gray-clad troops carrying AK47s. It had been over as soon as it began. Everyone was eventually killed, some more quickly than others. Everyone except Devereaux, who had been shipped to Crete as the last living witness, to tell his tale like Ishmael.

“Section wanted a fresh face on this and I agreed,” Pendleton said. He was head of Paris Desk; he had helped plan the failed Albanian operation. Devereaux had been called in by Hanley in the Albanian thing. He had never met Pendleton before. He was the last man Devereaux had ever wanted to see again.

“I’m not fresh, Pendleton. I’m worn out,” Devereaux said.

“It is simple, this one. This isn’t Albania,” Pendleton said. “You still blame me for Albania?”

“I never blamed you or Hanley. I blame myself,” Devereaux said. Closed his eyes. Saw the dead bodies, every one of them, arrayed on metal tables in a morgue in Tiranë. They made sure he had witnessed everything before they sent him back to Crete. He was a living warning of what happened to spies in Albania.

“I don’t think this can be so simple.”

Pendleton said, “Timing is everything in this, and I can feel it, I want it so bad. Double Eagle wants to get out and we’re his best chance for that—he can see it.”

“So why doesn’t he drive out? You could send a Cadillac for him,” Devereaux said.

Pendleton frowned. His eyes grew dark. The rain streaked wet lines on the side windows. “I don’t really have to take your shit, you know,” Pendleton said to the glass.

“I know. Send me home. Give me an ‘unsatisfactory’ for my two-oh-one file and send me home.”

“I’m not going to do that, Devereaux. You’ve been living good off that Albania story, laying around in D.C. on ‘will call’ duty, just picking up your check every month.”

Devereaux said nothing. Pendleton turned to look at him. “See, what you are is a man who doesn’t see the possibilities. Double Eagle has two chances: slim and none. He’s taking slim but he’s trying to be careful. You think he’d put his own family in danger?”

“What about his family?”

“Girl named Ruth Sauer is his half sister, she’s the one he’s sending to Paris to check out the trail. Make sure it’s safe. And that’s where you come in. You go with the girl and if the Mossad ain’t on your back, it’s safe enough for him.”

“Tell me about Mossad. Hanley didn’t—”

“You don’t tell Hanley everything. Not that I knew it all at first. But Mossad is after our Double Eagle and those Jews get on your case, they don’t get off it. Ask Eichmann.”

“Tell me about Mossad,” Devereaux said again. He was feeling queasy. First, the unexpected Cadillac waiting for him. Pendleton was a sneaky bastard and he never did anything without a reason. Pendleton had been on the periphery of the Albania fiasco—brought up to speed because he was head of Paris Desk and had a finger in Europe operations—but Devereaux had not liked that part of it. Too many cooks had stirred the Albania broth. Now there was another surprise. Hanley never mentioned Mossad.

“Mossad has made a connection of Kurt Heinemann to the massacre back a couple of years ago. At the Olympic games in Munich, you remember what I’m talking about?”

Devereaux stared at the rolling brown countryside. He remembered France as full of rainy days like this, just wet and cold enough to be melancholic. Or maybe that was always his mood and the countryside did its best to reflect the inner man.

“When Al-Fatah killed those eleven Israelis in Munich in 1972, Israel went after Syria and Lebanon. Bombed shit out of the Arabs. That was openers. They wanted to find out how the terrorists worked it, got into Germany, got into the Olympic Village. They knew there had to be a German connection. They figured on Bonn but Bonn broke its ass for Tel Aviv and eventually Mossad saw who the German was. An East German boy working as a terrorist for Stasi codenamed Double Eagle. Our boy, Kurt Heinemann. Kurt Heinemann has real trouble, Jews on his ass. They think he set up Al-Fatah with everything they needed and they want him very bad.”

“Do we know this or is this the story that Kurt Heinemann is peddling to you?”

Pendleton started to say something and then stopped. He stared out his side window. “Fucking rain. Six straight days we haven’t seen the sun.”

“It’s still there,” Devereaux said.

Silence. The tires thumped over the pavement, sending up a perpetual trail of rain clouds behind.

“I know some things and I don’t know other things. I picked up this Mossad stuff in the last week. We got informers, they got informers, all God’s chillun got informers. They see, I see, we all see. I pick up this Mossad stuff from a man who knows a man who is the brother of the day bartender at Harry’s who is the friend of a friend. Look. I run my desk. I tell Hanley what I absolutely know. I don’t absolutely know about Mossad, which is why I don’t tell him.”

Devereaux stared at the bag between his knees. He had stored it all these months on the top shelf of his spare closet. He had never wanted to go anywhere again. They gave him pills to let him sleep; when he slept the drugged sleep, he dreamed of dead bodies naked on metal tables in a Tiranë basement. He had known them all.

“So he’s sending his sister out as bait,” Devereaux said. “And I’m supposed to go along with her to find Kurt Heinemann.”

“Kurt Heinemann is gonna find you. He’s gonna see there ain’t no Mossad on his trail and then he’s gonna come up to the Rue Scribe and turn his sorry ass over to me.”

“And what if Mossad wants him?”

“Tough tit.”

“We wash hands with Mossad.”

“But we’re top dog and when we piss out our territory, Mossad knows when to stop sniffing it.”

“So I’m a setup, is that it, Pendleton?”

Silence. No gloom, just a small fire of animosity sparked between the two men.

“You wait for her every morning for a week starting tomorrow at the Gare de l’Est. Wait for the Zurich train in the morning. That shouldn’t be too hard.”

“I want a piece,” Devereaux said.

“For what? You gonna shoot this girl? This girl is a schoolgirl, she’s only seventeen.”

“And how old is Kurt Heinemann?”

“He ain’t gonna shoot you.”

“He wants to come to Uncle. How do you know that?”

“I know things. That’s what we do in Paris Desk. We know things and sometimes we know important things.”

It was wrong, it was all wrong; it was like falling, it was the smell of that Albanian beach on that morning; it was false and wrong and everyone knew it but no one could say anything. They were sleepwalking to death and they knew it and none of them could pull back.

Christ. Devereaux shivered and Pendleton saw it. Devereaux’s face was the color of chalk and his gray eyes were bleak. He saw things past; he saw things coming.
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