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	Going To A Go Go

	 

	Manchester, March 17, 1966

	 

	The winter was receding and spring was beckoning.  The frosted glass on the door still bore the legend “Jake Brody Private Investigator”  The interior was still the same as it had been since I had been there the previous day. A paraffin heater was just stood inside the office to the right.  In the corner was a filing cabinet. 

	 

	Dominating the room was a wooden desk. In front of it were the two chairs for clients, and behind the desk the chair I habitually sat on. On the desk, was a telephone, a blotter and a couple of notebooks. Behind the door on the floor was that morning’s post.

	 

	I stooped down to pick it up and carry it to my desk. I removed my mac and hung it on the coat and hat stand just inside the office door. I was tired, and slightly hungover again.  But coming into the office got me out of my two up two down terrace that somehow felt lonelier than where I conducted my daily business. 

	 

	I looked at the stack of four letters I had picked up. Three were bills. I tossed them into the wastepaper basket by my chair. Knowing full well I would be fishing them out later. But, I just couldn't be bothered to deal with them  right now. The fourth had the look of something official. It wasn't a bill and was postmarked London and had been posted two days previously according to the franking mark. I noted it was a government letter from the Home Office. 

	 

	I used a letter opener that was quite possibly ivory or bone, that had come from Egypt and had been given too me by my older sister. It had sat on the desk ever since I had received it. The blade was like a knife but the top edge was a caravan of carved camels. It's handle was short and ornate with a red stone in the pommel. It's decorative presence was at odds with the plain functionality of the office. I pulled out the piece of paper within the envelope. As I unfolded it, something fell onto the blotter. I didn't look at what had dropped, as my eyes were drawn to the piece of high quality paper that I held in my hands. I was surprised to see it was an invitation to London. 

	 

	The Prime Minister wished to thank me personally for my involvement in the Polish affair. The case where I had managed to prevent a political scandal at the Manchester Town hall while endeavouring to find a missing girl last year. 

	 

	It had only been a few months, but, time had gone by quickly enough. Harold Wilson, the current PM had been busy dealing with all sorts of things - the invitation was a surprise and naturally I felt suitably honoured to be so invited.  The letter indicated I had a couple of days to make arrangements.  There was also a train ticket in with the letter. That, was what had fallen out onto the blotter. I was to catch the train to Waterloo train station, where I would be met and taken by car to see the Prime  Minister at an undisclosed destination. The letter was signed by the Home Secretary Mr Roy Jenkins.  I sat there in my seat looking at the letter and the train ticket which I had placed back down  on the blotter before me. It was one of those sort of invitations I just could not ignore. Of course I had to go. But what a pain having to go to London! All that way down south. Still what was it they say? Yes, that was it: “A change is as good as a rest.” Well there was only one way to find out. 

	 

	I got up from my chair. Tucked the letter and ticket away in my desk drawer. Then running a hand through my slightly wavy mousey hair and  quickly repositioning my tortoise shell glasses I made the decision that I needed to pop down to Bill’s for a trim. 

	My barber friend, was almost, a father like figure, and discussing things with him was always easy. Yes a trip to the barbershop was definitely a good idea. I put my mac back on over the brown three button Donegal blazer I had on. With it fastened, the only thing poking out of my collar, was the maroon turtleneck I had on. But, as the warmer spring air was yet to reach the city I didn't feel overdressed.

	 

	The rain had stopped, I was wearing a pair of Loake shoes that I had bought off Lou the young man who worked in Kendal’s department store, and had helped me find Kinga’s boyfriend when I had been investigating what I now referred to as the “Polish affair”. 

	 

	The shoes were every bit as comfortable as Lou had said they would be. They were also much more suitable to Manchester's inclement climate. They were a treat that previous Christmas. I had felt I deserved them after what I had seen and been through during the last six months or so. 

	 

	 

	 

	***

	 

	 

	Bill was brushing fallen hair into a small heap when I walked in. I smiled broadly at my friend,

	“Hi Bill - any chance of a tidy up?”

	“What do you think I’m doing?” replied Bill looking up from the floor as he swept the small heap into a dustpan.

	 

	“I mean my hair.” I said finding it amusing.

	 

	“Ahh got you. Thought you were trying to be funny.”

	 

	“Well you know me Bill.”

	 

	Bill snorted and smiled. “Ok Jake. What are you having - same as last time?”

	 

	“Yes please.” I said having hung my Mac and my jacket up and sitting in the empty Barber’s chair. 

	 

	“So what's happening Jake - got a new case?”  Bill asked as he began to comb through my hair.

	 

	“Well no - but I have got something happening.”

	 

	Bill looked at me through the mirror before us.  His hands hovered above my head as he waited for me to go on. “Yes something important. “ and not being able to contain myself I told Bill about the letter I had received, summoning me to London. 

	 

	“Well Jake - you deserve to be thanked. Maybe you’ll find yourself on next years New Years Honours list. ” He said

	“I don't think so - but still to receive an invitation from the Prime Minister is pretty special.”

	 

	“Have you visited London before?” asked Bill.

	 

	“I visited a couple of times when I was a child - but not for at least ten years.”

	 

	“So it will be an interesting trip - treat it as a bit of a holiday.”

	 

	“Yeah, I might just do that.”

	 

	Bill carried on snipping away. After a few more minutes he picked up a small mirror and showed me where he had taken the hair in close at the nape of the neck.

	“There you go. Nice and neat. Perfect for your little trip down south.”

	 

	I was happy as usual. I paid Bill and pulled my jacket back on. It looked like it was still dry outside and placed my raincoat over my arm and headed out into Deansgate, where I took a leisurely stroll up the road passing the people who were rushing about on whatever business they were on. All seemingly in a hurry.

	 

	 

	***

	 

	London, early March 1966

	Pawel Godlewski was a bit annoyed - but being the business man he was, and understanding how things sometimes had to operate - so as to achieve ones goal, he ate the proverbial humble pie and had acquiesced to what was expected of him - so he could continue his next phase of operations. After all in the big scheme of things - it wasn't a big ask. But for Ronnie and Reggie Kray  to trust him and agree to his proposal he needed to arrange this one little thing.  He’d been introduced to Freddie Foreman one of the Krays men. Pawel didn't like him. He was obviously an enforcer for the London twins. He would rather deal with more intelligent people than the obvious hired help. 

	 

	He’d ended up in a pub called The Bell. A big boozer in Walthamstow. It was a nice enough place -a place with history. It wasn't too busy and he’d found a corner near a window. He had an untouched Scotch on the table before him, and a smouldering cigar resting on the edge of the large ashtray that sat beside it.  As he waited for Freddie to arrive he thought about what had happened in the last few months. 

	 

	The whole affair in Manchester had almost ruined him. If it wasn't for his status in Poland -  he would still be rotting in a cell. Diplomatic immunity hadn't worked. But his now dead daughter Martina’s foiled plot,  had given him a lifeline. The authorities couldn't charge him as all evidence was circumstantial. Plus the Polish government still found him “useful”. This made him smile grimly. There was no cheer in his eyes. He was taking a risk being in London. A risk worth taking. But if the authorities knew he was in the country - he would have a hard time explaining why. No doubt threats of espionage or racketeering would be levied at him. 

	Still since his Liverpool connection was spending time at Her Majesty's leisure- other arrangements needed to be made and he also had another possible business venture that could be as equally lucrative thanks to someone he’d met by chance when he had got back to his home country. He was now here to meet an associate of the Kray’s. He knew that he was going to be tested. Back home in Warsaw he would test those who would come to see him to do business. This was no different. It just felt a little strange being on the other side of the negotiations for a change.

	 

	The man that Pawel was waiting for entered the large pub with two other men. All three were wearing dark suits that were quite sombre and conservative looking. 

	 

	The slightly shorter and stockier of the three was the only one that had a flash of colour in the form of a regimental striped tie, that was green, silver and navy blue. He had  dark hair  that was receding,  he was wearing glasses, which didn’t quite conceal his prominent dark eyebrows and the very dark piercing, deep set eyes, that almost looked black. His nose was thin and pointed above smallish, but bloated lips. It was narrow features in a round face. It was a serious face, that bore a confidence on the verge of arrogance. 

	 

	To Godlewski he was the obvious leader of the three men, and the sort of man he had dealt with many times over the years. He stood up and gave a curt nod to Freddie and smiled. The smile was cold as his equally dark eyes and stopped short of showing pleasure. He could see Freddie was doing as he was, and was sizing him up. Godlewski was older than Freddie by perhaps a decade. But he was a man who was still very fit and strong and carried himself in an almost feline predatory manner. His movements were fluid and calculated. Almost Panther like. Like Freddie, he had two men with him. They were stood at the bar observing the meeting from a safe distance. Ready however, to step in if the need arose. 

	 

	Pawel indicated to Freddie to sit down. His first word to him was

	 

	“Drink?”

	“Yes but I will get my own. Jack get me a pint and get one for yourself and Ritchie.” he said to one of his men. “So Mister - I’ve been told by Ronnie that if you want to do business you need to do something for him. Just to prove you’re kosher.”

	Pawel Godlewski who was a Polish Jew didn't like Freddie’s tone. But, at this time he let it slide. 

	 

	“Tak” he said in Polish before continuing in English, “ I understand. Does his brother agree with what Ronnie is proposing?”

	 

	“I don't know. Look, Ronnie told me to meet you and let you know what he wants you to do. He doesn't let me know everything that he and Reggie have discussed.”

	Godlewski nodded. 

	 

	Freddie's man, Jack, handed Freddie his pint. He took a sip looking at Pawel the whole time. Pawel reciprocated the stare and took a sip of his Scotch.

	 

	The silence between the men belied the fact that the moment had come where the next step in the meeting was the actual proposition.  When Freddie told him what Ronnie had told him. He immediately felt he was dealing with dangerous men who where not only testing him but were being obviously disrespectful. 

	 

	This was the true test. Could he work with people who were so obviously mentally disturbed? Why should he agree to such risk? 

	 

	“You say he wants me to steal the World Cup?”  he whispered across the table.

	 

	“Yeah. That's right - you got to nick it. No trophy, no deal.”

	 

	“Skurwysyn!” Godlewski muttered under his breath in Polish, the curse meaning ‘Son of a Bitch!’ 

	 

	He then continued “I will do this but after this deal is made  - if things do not work out how I want - then I will make life very difficult for you and your bosses. I come to you with a proposal of business that will be lucrative for all of us - and you ask me to carry out a petty theft! This is disrespectful where I come from.”

	 

	The tension in the pub had risen. Pawel’s men had their hands inside their jackets. They were both armed with revolvers. Freddie and his men were only armed with knuckle dusters. 

	 

	Freddie wasn't surprised at the Pole’s reaction. “Not me mate, it's Ronnie. No one argues with Ronnie, you hear about Cornell? It was just  the other week, that he lost it. So, best do as Ronnie says, don’t yer think? Now, c’mon let's calm this fucking shit down. They do some nice Jellied Eels behind this bar. A local delicacy. Fancy having something to eat?”

	 

	Godlewski nodded. The sound of eating Eels sounded disgusting too him. “ You have some. I will pass. I am not hungry. Whilst you eat you can tell me what you know about where this trophy is, and what you know about the area so I can start thinking about how to carry out Mr Kray’s request. 

	 

	 

	I Met A Girl

	 

	I got myself comfortable in my seat on the train. Still unsure of what to expect upon arriving in London.

	 

	I had a small suitcase on the luggage rack, and a battered briefcase with a couple of novel’s in it. One was an Agatha Christie novel, titled  Cards On The Table, the other was a James Bond novel written by Ian Fleming called For Your Eyes Only. Alongside these were a couple of ham sandwiches and an apple. At the moment I couldn't be bothered to read either book, nor eat. Instead I removed my letter inviting me to attend a meeting with the Prime Minister. It was still something I was trying to get my head round. To be formally thanked by him in person was almost beyond words. I had been lucky to have realised what was going on. But none of it would've happened if Martina Godlewski hadn't entered my office last September. 

	 

	It still hurt a little that I’d been set up by the beautiful Polish woman whose own agenda had put so many people's lives at risk. The whole affair hadn't been in the press thankfully. Plus to be fair - although I had helped stop a murder that could’ve caused a huge international scandal - I had not managed to stop Martina from killing the poor innocent waitress who had been at the Town Hall on that fateful morning. I really didn't feel like the hero that the letter from the Home Office suggested. 

	 

	My reverie was interrupted when a woman of a similar age to my own came into the carriage and sat opposite me. She was attractive in a petite way. She had blonde hair that reached her shoulders, eyes that twinkled and were blue. Her nose was small, and aquiline with nostrils that were perfectly formed and somewhat symmetrical. Her mouth was a perfect bow shape and she had a small mole just above the left side of her upper lip. She had smiled when she took her seat, acknowledging I was opposite her. When she had smiled she had shown perfect white teeth. To me she looked like a film star or a model. I smiled back, and then looked out of the train window. Not wanting to stare - although in truth I was looking at her beauty in the faint mirror like reflection. 

	 

	She was reading a magazine once the train left the station. I sat back in my seat again. This time with the Bond novel before me. 

	It was perhaps fifteen minutes later my reading was interrupted:

	 

	“Excuse me do you have a light?” she asked.

	 

	Putting my book down I brought out my lighter.

	 

	“Of course.” 

	 

	“Are you going to London?” She asked. Her voice sounded southern. She was definitely not from Manchester. 

	 

	As I lit my own cigarette after I had lit hers.  I said 

	“Yes.” 

	 

	“Nice. So am I. Will you be staying there long?”

	 

	“Only a couple of days. You?”

	 

	“Oh I live there. I’m going home.” she said. I nodded. 

	 

	“ What were you doing in Manchester then?”

	 

	“ I’ve been acting. Let me introduce myself too you. I am Julia Copp. I’m an actress”

	 

	I smiled.

	 

	“You're a Cop?”

	 

	“No - I’m not. Copp is my surname. Spelt C - o double P.”

	 

	“Well, I am pleased to meet you Miss Copp. My name is Jake Brody.”  I said. 

	 

	 

	“ So what do you do for a living Mr Brody?” she asked.

	 

	“Well, I’m actually a Private Investigator.”

	 

	“Ooh- a Private Investigator huh. So you used to be a Cop?” She said smiling as a plume of smoke came out of her mouth in a provocative tendril. 

	 

	I laughed. “No not really. I did some training on a private course and set up from there. I was trained by an ex policeman though.”

	 

	“Interesting. Are you on a case now?”

	 

	I decided not to reveal too much about myself to this beautiful woman. Maybe my experience with beautiful women had been marred by what happened with Martina. “No. I’m visiting London and off to see some friends for a couple of days.”

	 

	She nodded. “That’s nice. Maybe if you have time we could meet up and I can show you around a little.” she said, reaching into her purse and handing me a small card. 

	 

	“That would be nice. Although I may not have enough time I’m afraid to say.”

	She looked me in the eyes maybe searching for a sign of disinterest on my behalf. 

	 

	She sighed, 

	 

	“Maybe if you're in London again you can look me up? Maybe even come and see me in a show. I’m going to be appearing in a play in the West End if things go according to plan. I’m actually returning to London for an audition.”

	 

	I nodded and replied that I would love to see her in a show. Then we made idle chit chat about books and movies and the sort of roles she would like to play. She came across as a very nice woman indeed, and it made my journey south so much more pleasurable. 

	 

	Finally the train pulled into Waterloo station. I helped to get Julia’s case from the luggage rack as well as getting my own. We stepped off the locomotive onto the platform that was soon full of disembarking passengers. Many eager to get to their destinations. We walked along together. Naturally, being the gentleman I am, I carried Julia’s suitcase as well as my own. My briefcase was tucked under one arm. Luckily both suitcases were not large, nor were they ridiculously heavy. 

	 

	As we reached the exit to the platform so I noticed a man wearing a dark suit and a military style grey cap holding a sign with my surname upon it. 

	 

	“Right Julia, I’m afraid this is where I have to say goodbye. I will if I get the time give you a call. If that is still ok?” I asked. 

	 

	She smiled at me. “I would very much like that Mr Brody. Thank you for being such a nice travel companion on the train. It would be a shame not to meet in more social surroundings.”

	 

	I felt myself beginning to blush a little. It felt like my attraction too her was reciprocal on her behalf. I nodded and agreed. We shook hands in quite a formal manner which felt a little strange, and then she picked her suitcase up and walked away. I was left wondering if I would indeed see her again.  

	 

	I walked up to the man in uniform holding the sign with my name on it.

	“I’m Brody” I said.

	 

	The man was in his mid forties to look at him. “Very good sir. I’m Travers sir. I’ve been appointed as your driver during your stay. My instructions are to take you too your hotel.”

	 

	“Ok. What hotel am I going to be staying at?”

	 

	“Why The Savoy sir.”  said the chauffeur, seemingly surprised that I didn't know.

	 

	I couldn't believe it! I was to be staying for two nights in perhaps one of London’s most famous hotels! As, I sat back on the luxury leather upholstered seat in the back of the black Rolls Royce that was waiting for me, I reasoned that with the hotel being in Westminster on the Strand that it's location was the reason for staying there. Not the ridiculous over the top opulence that was being showered upon me to just impress me. I was feeling a little overwhelmed as the beautiful luxury car took me too my destination. 

	 

	Tomorrow

	 

	Saturday 19th March. 

	 

	The proposed plan was straight forward enough. Freddie had provided Pawel with the layout of the venue where the Jules Rimet trophy was on display - The Westminster Central Hall. 

	 

	The plan was set to steal the cup on Sunday, the 20th of March.

	 

	Pawel was surprised at how lapse the security was at the venue. He felt that the actual theft would be a “walk in the park.” 

	 

	If everything goes how he hoped - then, Ronnie and Reggie, will be happy enough. Upon the conclusion of this little heist this ridiculous charade of proving himself to the London gangster brothers would at last be over.

	 

	He had been introduced to one of Freddie's associates. He was the representative from The Firm, as the Kray gang was known. He was called Edward Betchly. He would accompany Pawel and two of his own men on the job. 

	 

	Pawel saw this man as one of those underlings who was pretty much disposable and could be disavowed. He wasn't stupid. He was just a minor crook that was bowing to the pressure of his formidable bosses. Nevertheless he would be watched carefully. He didn't dare trust anyone but his own men. 

	 

	 

	***

	 

	The hotel was plush and ostentatious. Staff on hand whenever required. I felt suitably overawed at how lovely the suite was. The bed in the bedroom was huge! It also had a lounge area separate from the bedroom and it's own ensuite bathroom. It was beautifully decorated and felt palatial compared to my grim two up two down back home. 

	 

	I had been told by Travers I would be picked up at seven that evening. If he could be sure to be appropriately dressed in a dinner suit. 

	 

	“Dinner suit! I don't have one!” I said in alarm.  

	 

	Travers looked at me.

	 

	“Sir. If you don't mind I can go and see a gentleman  who may be able to provide you with one. Naturally it won't be bespoke. But maybe there will be time to sort something out.”

	 

	I nodded and he smiled. 

	 

	“I will see what I can do directly sir. ” 

	 

	After Travers had left to find me an evening suit. I went to the bathroom and washed and shaved. It had been a long day, what with the journey and everything. My thoughts returned to the beautiful and enigmatic Julia. I wondered what she would make of all this fuss so I could meet the Prime Minister? 

	 

	***

	 

	So, after a meeting in a safe house somewhere in East London the final plans were talked through.  

	 

	Teddy (Edward) would have a car waiting near to the rear of the hall. Pawel would stay in the car with Teddy. His two men, Jan and Oskar would,  using bolt cutters and a crowbar, go through the rear door of the two story building should it be locked as expected. The same tools should also allow them access to the rear of the glass cabinet which housed the display of the Jules Rimet Cup and other items of interest such as a collection of stamps from around the world. 

	 

	Pawel was happy as he could be at this stage. The plan was simple, straight forward and shouldn't really cause too much trouble for Jan and Oskar. Teddy knew the area and would be a suitable getaway driver. So providing it is timed perfectly there shouldn't be any problems. The risk was minimal and Ronnie Kray could finally hold the trophy, he so wanted to hold in his firm grasp. Then, and only then, could business get back on track. Yes, Pawel was pleased at how simple the task was. As for Ronnie disposing of the trophy - that was his problem. 

	 

	***

	 

	 

	Travers had returned quite quickly. He was obviously a man whose capacity for using his initiative was wasted when it came to his current employment. Yet- on this day he had been able to use his initiative with great aplomb. He had had the foresight to ask my measurements before heading off in search of a dinner suit. When he returned he had a black dinner jacket with a satin shawl collar made by Anderson and Shepherd, complete with matching trousers, a dress shirt by Hawes and Curtis and a pair of  black patent leather dress shoes in my size, to finish the outfit off there was a black self tie bow tie. 

	 

	“How on earth did you get these!” I said incredulously 

	 

	“The tuxedo belongs to another guest who is a resident in the hotel sir, he won't be needing it again until next weekend according to the in house dry cleaners. The shirt I took the liberty of purchasing. The shoes are my own.”

	 

	I nodded and smiled as I began to dress. Travers waited in the other room of the suite. I didn't have long before he was to drive me too my meeting with Mr Wilson.  

	 

	I felt resplendent once dressed. The shoes were slightly too tight - but not unwearable. The shirt fitted well. The dinner suit was of a much greater quality than what I was used to. It fitted very well - not perfectly - but that was no surprise considering it had been made bespoke for someone else. Still I felt very sophisticated and suave in it. 

	 

	I looked at my reflection in the mirror on the dressing table. I ran a comb through my slightly wavy, mousey coloured hair. My parting was how I liked it and looking at myself with my glasses on- I liked what I saw. I felt ready to meet the Prime Minister. I still couldn't believe I hadn't thought about a dinner suit. I had just assumed I would meet Harold Wilson during the day and be wearing the blue worsted three button suit I had brought with me. 

	 

	When it was time to leave - I was still unaware as to where I was being taken. Travers made the drive to Leconfield house relatively quickly,  I was actually unaware I was in Mayfair and driving along Curzon Street. Being from Manchester I was actually oblivious to my actual location, apart of course that I was in London.  I had no idea I was being taken into MI5’s  headquarters.  I was ushered through various corridors that were the interior of  the building into a wood panelled room. There was a long table resplendent with a Snow White table cloth. It was set with gleaming cutlery and sparkling glasses. At one end of the room was a fireplace. 

	In front of the fireplace, stood chatting,  were three men - all immaculately dressed. 

	 

	Travers had accompanied me through the building as a stern and serious looking woman wearing slightly winged glasses and greying hair that was pinned into some sort of bun affair, led us to the room where I stood now feeling a little awkward. 

	 

	I could see immediately who one of the three men was. I had seen him in the newspaper enough and heard his voice plenty of times. He was lighting his all too familiar briar pipe - which he was talking around,

	 

	“Well, yes with the current campaign and the not too distant election. I have no choice. It is that or risk the very future of The Labour Party. The Soviet’s know this. They will meddle as they always do.”

	 

	“Quite sir, but, surely we need to tread carefully?”

	 

	“Indeed. That’s why I need MI5 to look into this, and of course MI6 – the rumblings in Northern Ire…”

	 

	Travers politely cleared his throat, interrupting the conversation. The gentlemen all turned. Harold Wilson took the pipe out of his mouth and gave me a big smile,

	 

	“Ah you're here. Good. Gentlemen - as I am sure you are aware - this is Mr Brody - the man we were talking about earlier.” He strode across the room and stood before me and grabbed my hand in a dry, firm grip and shook it.  

	 

	I stammered a “Thank you Sir” and felt myself blush a little. 

	 

	“Mr Brody - this is Sir Edward Martin Furnival Jones, the Director General of our Secret Service, and this  is The Commissioner of our Metropolitan Police force, Sir Joseph Simpson.”

	 

	“Pleased to meet you.” I said to them both as they shook my hand. 

	 

	It suddenly dawned on me that this might not actually just be a simple thank you for my role in the “Polish Affair”  It was more than that. I felt like I had been invited to an informal interview. 

	 

	The Prime Minister indicated we should sit. A moment later I was being served a sort of soup that was very watery. It was thin, but tasty. It was a beef Consommé. There was some polite chit chat around the table, where I was asked a few questions by Sir Edward. I answered honestly.  I knew that these men knew the whole story anyway. It was obvious they were intent on hearing it in my own words. They wanted confirmation of what had happened. It seemed to me that Harold Wilson, the head of MI5 and the Commissioner for the Metropolitan Police had some intelligence that they were not telling me. 

	 

	They had wanted to meet me in person and maybe not just to thank me. Things were taking an unexpected and curious turn.

	 

	The main course was broiled Salmon with new potatoes and a white wine sauce, garnished with Parsley. It was served with some Asparagus , and was extremely tasty and all rather grand. It was only the second time I had ever eaten Salmon, and my first experience of Asparagus. 

	When the plates were taken away, I noted that Sir Joseph looked too the Prime Minister. When  Mr Wilson nodded,  so I was made aware of what their current concerns were. 

	 

	“Look. Mr Brody  - this is the situation. We believe Pawel Godlewski is here in London.”

	 

	I looked up from the napkin I had been dabbing at my mouth. My eyes narrowed as I stared right at Sir Joseph. 

	 

	“I thought he’d been banned from the country.”  I said.

	 

	“Well, it seems that he is here illegally. We were lucky enough to spot him from the moment he arrived. It seems he is planning something. At the moment we are not sure ,” Harold Wilson had lit his Briar pipe again, “what it is exactly that he is up to. We thought that as his youngest daughter has been relocated down here with her boyfriend - he may be after seeing her again. But, then it could be something completely different, and er, well, much more sinister.”

	 

	I looked at the three men sat at the dining table. The Prime Minister was sat at the end nearest the fireplace too my right. Just watching me. His shrewd eyes observing everything as he puffed on his pipe. Sir Joseph and Sir Edward were both on the opposite side of the table from me. 

	They too were looking at me intently. I was a little bit confused as to why I was being told this. I said as much,

	 

	“I don't know anything about Godlewski’s movements. As for Colin and Kinga - I had no idea they were here in London.”

	 

	Harold Wilson nodded and seemed to make a decision. 

	 

	“Mr Brody - we have looked into you, as it were, and have been impressed at what you have managed to do up there in Manchester. You are intelligent and resourceful. You could be just what we need. Sir Edward and Sir Joseph are going to be coordinating  an off the books security case. We believe from intelligence abroad that Pawel Godlewski is now not only dealing in narcotics, but also arms. Poland is still essentially a Communist country. There are risks that Russia are behind some things that are not nice happening there, and throughout Europe. We know Pawel was targeting the vulnerable and has something planned . Whether his plans are for a cause or just for his own pleasure - we as yet do not know.”

	 

	At that moment dessert was brought in, which was  simply Apple pie and Custard.  

	 

	Whilst the four of us tucked into our dishes, I thought about what I had just been told. These three men, each very powerful in their own rights had plans for me. It was a little unnerving - and quite frankly a bit worrying. They had obviously spied upon me  - to make the decision to use me. It was clear after all, that was what they had been doing. They wanted some sort of puppet. Someone they could direct how they wished. 

	Sir Edward broke the silence.

	 

	“So, Ol’ chap - we think that because you have had dealings with Godlewski you are uniquely placed to help us with our endeavour. With the help from both New Scotland Yard and MI5 we can be sure to keep you updated with any new intelligence from other sources. It's an opportunity for you - and naturally you will be paid handsomely.”

	 

	Now without seemingly to be mercenary - this was where I actually realised I was being given a job that was actually little different from what I do as a Private Investigator- perhaps the risks were higher as it affected national security- but in reality I was being asked to snoop and gather information. 

	 

	“Surely you have spies or detectives that are more qualified for this?”

	 

	Harold Wilson - stabbed the stem of his pipe in my direction- “Ah, you see we have to be careful Mr Brody. This is an election year - plus there are other events happening that are taking up a great deal of our resources. We see that your experience as an Investigator is necessary - and you are the perfect spy - as you are totally unknown by any intelligence organisation. We will give you a code name naturally - and you will be a great asset and be doing your country a great service.”

	 

	I reached for my glass of wine and took a sip- thinking on what I had been told and asked.

	 

	“Do I have any options”

	 

	“You can take it or leave it Mr Brody, take It or leave it.”

	 

	Sir Joseph then spoke,

	 

	“Think on it tonight and we can see you tomorrow. You can give us a decision then. It's just a simple yes or no - but you would be doing your nation a bit of a disservice if you turn down this opportunity. “

	 

	“But, I haven't had the right training!”

	 

	“Let us worry about that Mr Brody, let us worry about that.”

	 

	A short while later Travers arrived to take me back to the Savoy.

	 

	I was very silent and deep in thought as we drove through the shining wet streets of the capital. A recent popular song  entered my thoughts -  Uptight by Stevie Wonder. Maybe it was the title of the song. I wasn't sure. But it seemed appropriate. Because I was certainly feeling tense after that meeting...

	 

	 

	Supergirl

	 

	 

	When I returned to the hotel, I decided I wanted another drink. I told Travers I would see him in the morning - when he would pick me up and take me to Scotland Yard where I would be introduced too my “handler”. 

	 

	Once in the hotel I went into the American Bar, a wonderful Art Deco style cocktail bar that specialised in American cocktails and had a jazz pianist playing on a baby grand piano in the centre of the room. The background music was pleasant to the ear. I was taken to an empty table, where I ordered a Sidecar. 

	 

	To be honest I am not much of a cocktail drinker - and would probably rather drink beer, but in this establishment it would most likely be frowned upon.

	The Sidecar was a refreshing drink consisting of two fluid ounces of Cognac, three quarters of an ounce of Lemon juice and three quarters of an ounce of Triple Sec. All shaken up in a cocktail shaker and then, served straight up (without ice) in a cocktail glass. It was delicious. 

	 

	I took in my surroundings. Many of the gentlemen in the room were attired as I was, in evening suits. The women looked fabulous in shimmering silk cocktail dresses or evening gowns. There was a sophistication I was unused to, and it all felt other worldly, as if I had entered a time machine, and was actually in a bar during the nineteen twenties or thirties. It was so different from bars and clubs I was used to back home. 

	 

	As I sat quietly sipping my cocktail listening to the pianist play and watched  him gracefully run his hands along the ebony and ivory keys, I didn't notice I had company until she placed her glass on the table beside mine. I looked up from my seat and dressed in a simple black dress I was pleasantly surprised to see Julia Copp. 

	 

	“Why, hello again.” she said.

	 

	I smiled and stood up inviting her to join me. 

	 

	“Hello too you to. What are you doing here?”

	 

	“I happen to visit here quite a bit. It's a nice place for a drink and better than going to places where someone is just trying to get me into bed.” she said matter of factly.

	 

	I didn't know what to say. She had given me a bit of an impish smile and I wasn't sure if she was just teasing me.  

	 

	“Really?” 

	 

	I said, bemusement probably showing on my face.

	 

	She laughed, “No. Silly! My brother works behind the bar. I quite often pop in to see him.”

	 

	“Oh, so you have a brother. I seem to be finding out a lot about you without even trying.”

	 

	She smiled, “Maybe that’s because I want you to know about me.”

	 

	This beautiful woman was such a flirt! 

	 

	I was a little intoxicated by the cocktail and the drinks I’d had with the meal. But it wasn't just that. I found her intoxicatingly wonderful too. 

	 

	We chatted some more, and she ordered some Champagne cocktails - which at first I wasn't sure  about. They were called Champagne Dreams, and consisted of Cointreau, Orange juice and Champagne. They were lovely, but not being used to mixing my drinks so much - it wasn't long before I was feeling slightly on the wrong side of tipsy. 

	 

	Julia, being the forward, free spirited woman she was, decided we should go back to my suite for a nightcap. Naturally I agreed. The alcohol having given me some dashing bravado. 

	 

	***

	 

	Teddy Betchley was feeling uncomfortable. He wasn't sure why Freddie had asked him to drive the car on this job. He didn't like the Pole. There was something about him - he didn't trust him. The language barrier didn't help either. 

	 

	On the way over to where he had been told to park the black Jaguar Mark Two, Godlewski and his men had been chatting in their own language. He was frustrated as he didn't understand a word, and when they laughed a few times he thought that the laughter was actually aimed at him. He was finding it hard to remain cool. His hands were gripping the steering wheel tightly. His Chamois leather driving gloves were stretched smooth across his knuckles. If his hands had been bare, those knuckles would've been white, whereas his face was a reddish hue, as he worked hard to stop himself from losing his temper. He managed, somehow, to keep shtum as he watched the traffic that would glide past intermittently on this quiet Sunday morning. 

	 

	Pawel looked at his watch it was ten minutes to eleven. He tapped Jan on the shoulder. Both he and Oskar vacated the vehicle and headed towards the rear of Westminster Hall, leaving Pawel Godlewski and Teddy Betchley in the car on the look out outside the building.

	 

	***

	 

	I awoke, Julia was by my side, still sleeping. I looked at my watch. The Omega I had inherited from my Father. It was a little after eight in the morning. My head was a bit muddled with last nights events. I knew that the mixture of cocktails had affected my brain. The light from the window was making my eyes hurt, and a pounding seemed to begin as I sat up. It had been a lovely evening. The unexpected encounter with Julia and last nights pleasures had taken me by surprise. It had distracted me briefly from the enormity of what I had been summoned to London for. 

	 

	I quietly vacated the bed and began my morning ablutions. After a shower, shave and cleaning my teeth - I got my blue worsted suit out of the wardrobe and teaming it with a white shirt and burgundy tie, got dressed. Just as I was fastening the laces of my Loakes, Julia stirred. 

	 

	From the bed she looked at me and smiled. 

	“Morning. You're up early.” she said. 

	 

	“Yes. I have a meeting to go to. Remember? I told you last night.”

	 

	“Ah, yes. I remember. Your mysterious meeting. The one you can't tell me about.”

	 

	“That's right.”

	 

	“Do you have to go so soon?” she said, letting the sheet fall, revealing her breasts. 

	 

	I smiled. “Sadly yes. I’ve ordered room service. I have a continental breakfast with coffee and orange juice on its way up. We have just enough time for that, before I have to go.”

	 

	Julia pulled a sad face and nodded. She then smiled. Her playfulness making her seem all the more attractive. We chatted a little. She told me she would be meeting a couple of friends for lunch, and then had an audition in the afternoon. After that she had nothing planned. I told her that if possible I would see her again that evening.  

	 

	Making such arrangements seemed so natural. My life here was a marked contrast from the mostly mundane life I had been living in Manchester. It seemed that the plush opulence around me was wrapping me in a fantastical bubble. I was riding a wave of euphoria almost. What with - A new job, meeting a beautiful woman, staying in a luxury, and probably one of the most - if not - “the” most famous of hotels in London. I was practically having to pinch myself!  

	 

	Breakfast was nice and simple. The coffee was perfect, the Croissants were warm and buttery. The freshly squeezed juice, refreshing. The company of a semi naked beauty - was just so perfect, and dream like. I didn't want it to end.

	 

	The telephone in the room rang. I answered it,

	 

	“Hullo?”

	 

	“Morning sir, Travers here. I’m down here in the reception. Just waiting to take you to the Yard sir.”

	 

	“Ok. I’ll be right down.” I replied. 

	 

	I gave Julia a kiss, and, after giving her a fond farewell,  headed down to the reception, ready to see what this day would have in store. 

	Little did I know what the next forty eight hours would actually bring. 

	 

	Make The World Go Away

	 

	 

	At around eleven that Sunday Morning on the twentieth of March, Parliament Square was becoming its usual hive of activity. Some two hundred and fifty Methodists were descending upon Westminster Central Hall for a special Mother's Day service, where, accompanied by a choir of eighty; they were going to enjoy a rousing service of hymns in the Great Hall. It was a special event, and not the only one either. There was also another service being held for parents and their siblings  being held in another room to the rear of the building.  So, in all, there were perhaps four hundred or so people in the building, excluding a handful of staff and the four security men who were responsible for guarding the exhibition. The Methodists had arrived by the front entrance, and the Great Hall was adjacent to one room where the philatelic exhibition was on. The exhibition had been given two spaces -the other one was  in another room immediately above it. The exhibition comprised of around three million pounds worth of stamps from around the world. In a central exhibit ,  in the upper room there was a glass case, housing, on a small pedestal the Jules Rimet Cup. Which, was to be competed for in England, by the national football sides of countries from around the world, that summer, and had qualified for the final groups of the World Cup tournament that was being organised by FIFA, the Féderattion Internationale de Football Association. 

	 

	Displayed around the trophy were various stamps from around the globe. At ten past eleven two of the four security guards had checked the room housing the trophy exhibit. All was quiet, and no one was there to see the exhibition that morning.

	 

	Jan and Oskar had removed some screws holding the lock of the rear doors to the hall. It was one of two entrances to the rear of the building.  They had decided that they hadn't needed to use the crow bar to remove the lock and open the entrance.  Oskar was quite tall, and well built. His hair was black and greased back. his mouth was thin and determined. He looked quite dangerous with the feint scar on his cheek. Jan was squatter with a greying military style hair cut. He was stocky and his nose was a bit flattened like a boxer's.  They entered the room and made their way to a back staircase. Jan waited at the bottom of the stairs, so as to stop anyone from venturing into the rooms above. The sound of an organ could be heard, and the voices of the Methodists rang out in the air as they sang lines such as "Yet when Thou dost accept their gold, Lord, treasure up my  mite." Jan didn't understand a word. His understanding of the  English language being very slight.

	 

	Oskar made his way into the room where the trophy was on display. All was quiet. He strode quickly to the cabinet that held the display. He walked around it, and peered into the case  looking at his quarry. Yes. Just as his boss had said. It was there. He walked to the rear of the cabinet to see his way of getting into the wood and glass repository. It had a hinged opening that was locked by a simple padlock. Oskar grinned to himself. This was so easy! He made quick work of getting the cabinet open, he reached in through the curtain at the rear of the case, and his hand soon came into touch with the cold freshness of the Golden statuesque trophy. He gingerly picked it up and tucked it under his coat. He then about turned after closing the door of the cabinet too. He and Jan quickly exited the building. Jan going ahead with the trophy now hidden beneath his coat, after Oskar had handed it too him. Once Jan was at the waiting  Jag, he passed it through the window of the car to Pawel. Who just took it from him and nodded.  Jan then began strolling away, ready to meet his boss at the arranged rendezvous. Likewise, Oskar headed in the other direction. his conscience clear, as he had carried off his part of the plan perfectly. 

	Teddy headed  off in the direction he was given, and then after half an hour of driving through London, headed back to the safe house where they had planned this charade. 

	 

	***

	 

	When Travers dropped me off at Scotland Yard, I didn't really know what to expect. I walked in - wondering what I was getting myself involved in. I was taken to see Sir Joseph Simpson. He got up from behind his desk and strode round it to grab my hand and shake it vigorously. 

	 

	“Ah, Brody. Good to see you. I’ve just got off the telephone. Just been talking to Sir Edward. Things are going to go like clockwork my dear chap. I’m going to introduce you to a man I trust and will be your go to man for intelligence and back up. I think you will get on really well.”

	 

	“That's good to hear sir. I wasn't really sure how things were going to work.”

	 

	“Quite right too. Brody. That's the ticket. You need to be wanting to know how things work - of course you do. We know you work well on your own - but you do need to report to your handler regularly. We will sort this - so there can be no - er misunderstandings. This is about national security. Hopefully we will catch Godlewski with his hand in the till as it were, and we can be sure he doesn't get extradited so easily this time and actually serves time at Her Majesty's leisure. Don't you think? ”

	 

	“Yes sir. Most definitely it's only right he gets stopped. Especially if he really is selling weapons.”

	 

	There was a tap on the door and a tall man in his mid to late forties walked in. He had a short hair style that was greying at the sides and was cropped close. The hair on the top of his head was longer and swept back and held in place by some sort of pomade.

	 

	Sir Joseph looked at him “Ah, good here you are at last Little.”

	 

	“Sir.”

	 

	“Mr Brody - This is Detective Chief Inspector William Little. He will be your handler here at Scotland Yard. He will go through what we have and will point you in the right direction. He will sort out a means for you to contact us here. Your code name will be Iapetus after the Titan from Greek Mythology. You Mr Brody will be the one to wound the one that calls himself God. You will prevent the chaos he has planned, and will no doubt save many lives.”

	 

	DCI Little gave me look to say - “Don't worry - it's just The Old School brigade getting carried away.”

	 

	I smiled and nodded at Sir Joseph. 

	 

	“Good - now you two have a lot to talk about - get along now, and keep me posted Little.” 

	 

	“Yes sir.” Replied the DCI. I nodded to Sir Joseph and followed my “Handler” out of the room. We walked along the corridor and descended a flight of stairs  then turned right through another doorway that took us into another passage with doors off it. We went into the third room on the right. Little told me to sit. I sat in a chair that was by his desk. He looked down at me. Probably thinking what he was going to say. I wasn't sure what he had been told about me - or even if he knew the reason why an outsider had been drafted in to help capture Godlewski. To be honest - I was still trying to get my head round it all. My link with Godlewski was tenuous to say the least. 

	 

	“Do you like a drink Brody”

	 

	I smiled. “I do.”

	 

	Little opened a drawer in his desk and brought out a bottle. He produced two tumblers and poured a couple of fingers of Scotch in each. “Sorry no ice.” he said.

	 

	“That’s fine.” I took the proffered drink and took a sip. 

	 

	“Look, Brody - I don't care for all this cloak and dagger malarkey. I just want results. You come highly recommended, and that is good enough for me. The code name business is for their benefit. Any documents such as reports and files will only refer to you as Iapetus. Why? Because it covers up sensitive information and protects you and everyone else. It also appeals to their snobbish elitism that those who went to Oxford, Cambridge and Eton only understand. I.E. they refer to classics such as episodes in Greek or Roman mythology, just because they can, and they don't expect the average man in the street would understand. Well, Brody I don't come from a privileged background. It's hard graft that's got me here. And those posh aristocratic creatures that are directing this crapshoot- well let them have their ways and traditions- I am here to catch crooks and for now you are here to help me catch a very slippery character indeed. “

	 

	I liked Little. He was straight forward. A proper Policeman. A man who had morals, and knew what he was here to do. 

	 

	“So tell me about Godlewski and what he has been up to since last year.” 

	 I Got You

	 

	 

	Teddy was on the blower talking to Freddie. The job had gone well. They had the trophy. It was beautiful. The Gold plated silver trophy depicted the Greek goddess of victory Nike, not that Teddy knew that. He thought it was some sort of angel with her hands held high, holding an octagonal vessel. But that didn't matter - he was pleased. Soon he’d be able to get away from these ruddy Polish hoodlums. He’d rather do normal stuff - not be pissing about with these foreigners.  

	 

	It was then that Freddie broke the news to him. 

	 

	“Ronnie was only joking- he didn't really want the cup. Plus Reggie is angry about it. You're going to have to deal with  it yourself. They don't want it. It's going to be too hot. If I were you - I’d lay low. Then see if you can sort out a buyer.”

	 

	“But Freddie! How the fuck am I supposed to do that? I ain't big time. I don't know the right people. What about the Pole?”

	 

	“What about him?”

	 

	“Well does he get to talk to the twins?”

	 

	“Yeah - tell him they will sit down with him. He’s proved himself. They respect that.” 

	 

	They chatted for another couple of minutes. After Teddy hung up he thought about what had happened. It wasn't all over. They had a cup that suddenly felt like a poisoned chalice. But maybe all wasn't lost. An idea had come to mind- one that could make a bit of profit.

	 

	***

	 

	“As you know Pawel Godlewski is the head

	 of a gang that has monopolised what it can in Warsaw. It's set up isn't as refined as say the Mafia - but Godlewski seems to be using the way the Mafia works as a model that he hopes to emulate. His gang has become known for extortion rackets, drug smuggling and now we believe Russian made weapons , and other ‘contract’ work. Obviously with Poland still being a Communist regime, we here in the U.K.  are concerned that Godlewski is maybe working for the USSR and not for the Polish regime at all. When he returned to Poland after his eldest daughter’s death. He seemed to disappear for a short time. Then there was a series of unexplained attacks in Poland, that resulted in Godlewski coming out of the shadows as a supposedly legitimate businessman. One company he now owns is a shipping business.”

	 

	I took this all in. I was writing the odd note in a notebook as DCI Little informed me of what was going on. 

	 

	“So if he owns legitimate businesses- can he not be just here to do with those?” I asked.

	 

	Little poured me another two fingers of Scotch. 

	“No. We have intelligence that he has been moving some Russian weapons about. “

	 

	“Ok, so he is definitely here illegally. You think he could possibly be here to snatch Kinga, or here to do something else?”

	“Yes. He wouldn't have ventured out of cover otherwise. 

	 

	“Hmm, do you think we will catch him?” I asked

	 

	“I know we must. I think because of it being an election year, and that we are hosting the World Cup tournament this summer, we need to be sure that Godlewski isn't out there - waiting to terrorise us or create a scandal that could upset the status quo.”

	 

	The phone rang on the other side of DCI Little’s  desk. 

	 

	“DCI Little.”

	 

	The voice on the other end gave Little some information. I could see by his face that it wasn't good news. - his eyebrows furrowed, and his lips pursed in to a fine line as he listened. He nodded, “Right. Ok. Damn it! Yes- I’ll inform him. You need to send someone down there now. I think You should send Buggy. Yes sir. Ok thank you.” 

	 

	He slammed the receiver into the cradle. I raised one of my eyebrows in query, and pushed my tortoiseshell glasses up slightly onto the bridge of my nose. 

	 

	“We have a major incident at Westminster Central Hall. Whether Godlewski is involved I don't know. But with him being in London, there is certainly a possibility though.”

	 

	I nodded. “Do you want me to go down there?”

	 

	“Yes. I will sort you out with some ID - and then you can join DI Charles Buggy. He is our best man for this.” 

	 

	Again I nodded - it seems this event was pushing me into the deep end. I asked what had happened.

	 

	“They've stolen the bleedin’ World Cup.” Came DCI Little’s reply.

	 

	I placed the tumbler on the desk. “What!” I exclaimed. 

	 

	“Exactly Brody. This could have some really embarrassing repercussions.”

	 

	“You aren't kidding. This country is going to be really vilified for letting this happen!”

	 

	“I know. The security firm that was doing their job obviously weren't doing it well enough. Right let’s go and see Buggy - and then you can pop down with him too the hall and see what we can find out. I’ll just tell him you have been sent down from up north. He won’t argue.”

	 

	I nodded. “Ok fine - but are you going to introduce me by my real name?”

	 

	“Ah, quite right of course. We can't do that. We will still call you Jake - how about Broadstein? It’s not too far from your own name, and it will be easy to remember.”

	 

	I acquiesced to the name change. Little told me he will come up with a proper back story with identification later that day. But for now I had to go and meet Charles Buggy - a Detective Inspector whose job it was to investigate the theft of the Jules Rimet trophy.  

	 

	I felt more like a cop than a Private Eye - and this turn of events was making my visit to London very interesting indeed.  What with this recruitment and meeting the beautiful Julia. Yes this change in my immediate life was huge. 

	 

	DI Buggy looked at me with a curious eye. I was an unknown quantity on his turf. I was being thrown in to work with him, and he quite possibly didn't like it. But, it wasn't my fault. It was the powers that be that had put us in this situation. He grunted and didn't talk much. He pulled on his Mac and hat, a grey fedora, and  made me follow him to his car, a black Wolseley six. 

	 

	We climbed into the rear and the driver pulled away from  Scotland Yard’s car park. It didn't take long to reach the crime scene. There were several Police cars and a van on the scene already. Buggy and I climbed out of the car and headed straight through the main entrance of Westminster Central  Hall. We were greeted by four very upset security guards. There were also a large number of  Methodists milling around. Really unsure of what they should be doing. 

	 

	I saw Buggy go into action. He got several uniformed Police men together, and set about organising the crowd. Being sure to get statements from those that thought they could help. After about an hour The majority of worshippers were allowed to head home.  I took my opportunity to walk up to the display case where the trophy had stood. It was hard to believe that such a thing could be stolen in broad daylight.  I looked through the glass of the cabinet. Everything else inside the cabinet was as it had been, apart from one rosette which had fallen face down.  As well as the rosettes, there had been commemorative stamps.  All on display with a backdrop of pale blue silk. There was a pale blue silk curtain that ran along the length of the cabinet also. In front of it in the centre was the raised piece that the twelve inch high Jules Rimet trophy would have been standing on. It was now devoid of that particular all important show piece. I walked round the cabinet, too its rear . I could see that the padlock had been forced and that the rear entrance to the case had not only been tampered with, but totally broken.  It was clear that the trophy, would’ve literally been stolen, in a matter of moments. No wonder the guards were upset. How didn't anyone notice?  I returned to where DI Buggy was chatting to one of the guards. He had managed to pull himself together a bit, now his emotions were going from despair to a simmering anger. 

	 

	“At eleven I checked the display. It was all present and correct. Everything was as expected. Nobody was in the exhibition area.”

	 

	“Go on” prompted the DI. “What then?”

	 

	“Well, this crowd came in for their Mothering Sunday service. But they went straight into the great hall. The Choir had arrived earlier, but also went straight in. I had two of my boys watching them.” 

	 

	The DI nodded. "Ok. We may want to talk to  you again. Give one of the Constable’s your details. We may need to question you a bit further. But, for now go and get yourself a nice cuppa. We’ll get to the bottom of this.” 

	 

	The guard thanked him and walked over to a nearby man in uniform. 

	 

	“You were quite nice to him then.”

	 

	“Yeah - no need to be heavy with him yet. I don't think he is involved, but if he is we will deal with that after we look at the evidence.”

	 

	I nodded. I was impressed with him. He seemed like a good Copper. One that wasn't going to make rash decisions. I liked that. He was similar too myself in that regard. 

	 

	***

	 

	Pawel Godlewski was pacing the room. He had expected an invitation from the Krays by now. It was frustrating this hanging around. Both Jan and Oskar had arrived, and were sat in the kitchen of the house they were using to lay low. They were playing cards , and chatting about what they would do when they get back home to Warsaw. He envied the lack of pressure that was on their shoulders after the successful heist. For him things were only beginning. This ridiculous charade just prolonged the deals he had in the pipeline.  

	 

	He’d been approached by the KGB, and what they were asking of him could actually elevate his position back home if he followed what the Russians wanted him to do. It was a messy business but now he was essentially a Russian spy, a Terrorist and a Gangster. It was a combination that he felt had been forced upon him, but one he would adapt to. His hunger and drive meant alliances that were not always ideal. Such as his alliance with the Krays. Needs must and if he was going to be able move both his weapons and perhaps reroute the drugs he currently transports, then such deals have to be made. 

	The telephone rang. It was Freddie Foreman. 

	 

	Dedicated Follower Of Fashion

	 

	 

	I arrived back at the Savoy. Having bathed and changed into a pair of navy slacks and a maroon turtleneck sweater, I called room service. I ordered a club sandwich, with Caesar Salad on the side and a bottle of red wine. A Bordeaux. When it arrived I thought about what had happened today. There was one piece of information that could possibly link Godlewski, and that was the sighting of the tall  man with the scar and slicked back black hair. When Buggy and I had returned to Scotland Yard, I had been summoned to William Little's office. When I reported too him what we had found out, he had picked up the phone and asked for a file to be sent up. Upon its arrival, DCI Little passed me a couple of photographs. They depicted in black and white two men together. The monochrome likeness of the man on the left was a good likeness of the description we had been given. The man on the right was Godlewski. 

	 

	“So who is he?” I  asked.

	 

	“We only know his first name at the moment, and that name is Oskar. He is thought to be one of Godlewski’s thugs. Now if he was at Central Hall, then Godlewski must be involved. Obviously we need to have one hundred percent proof, and evidence that Godlewski is indeed involved. But it's looking more than likely he is.”

	 

	I nodded. This looked like we had an early break on the case. 

	 

	The DCI then said, “For now we will keep this information to ourselves Brody. We need to be, as I say, one hundred percent sure. But at least we have a start.”

	 

	“Yes sir” I had said. Nodding in agreement. He then told me that I would stay at the Savoy until the following weekend, whilst they sorted out a more affordable accommodation. It seemed I might be in London for a little longer than first expected. 

	 

	I looked around the suite. It was very ostentatious and classy, and all rather indulgent. Still, I hoped that wherever they did decide to put me. It will still be nicer than where I lived back home. 

	 

	The phone rang, it was Julia. I asked her to come up. I also took advantage of the hospitality I was being given , and ordered some champagne on ice and two glasses. 

	 

	When she arrived, I was again taken in by her beauty. She wore a purple silk blouse, maybe unbuttoned one more button than the older generation would've liked, and had a lovely cream trouser suit. She looked like a model or indeed a Hollywood actress. 

	 

	“Jake - you will never guess what?”

	 

	“What?” I said smiling at her. She was obviously excited about something.

	 

	“I have been offered the part!  I’m going to be appearing in ‘There’s a Girl in my Soup’ at The Globe!”

	 

	“Fantastic! What’s it about? ” I asked, my ignorance showing through. 

	 

	“It’s a wonderful comedy. There is even talk about it being made into a film. Its marvellous Jake. It really is!”

	 

	I smiled, “I’d love to come and see you. I presume you're going to be pretty busy in the coming weeks?  I mean, as you learn your lines and what not.”

	 

	Her smile slipped, “Yes. You're right,  I might not get to see much of you I’m afraid.”

	 

	I gave her a smile, and took her hand, “We’d better make the most of what time we have then.” I said as I lifted the champagne bottle out of the ice bucket to pour another glass. 

	 

	Her smile returned, along with an impish gleam. “Jake, are you trying to get me into bed?”

	 

	“The thought had crossed my mind.”  I replied standing up from where we sat. 

	The bedroom beckoned, and was the perfect distraction from today's events. In fact those events were far from my mind as Julia undid another button on her purple blouse. 

	 

	 

	***

	 

	 

	Teddy had an idea brewing in his mind - he knew he could make something out of this debacle. He’d give a false name and demand a ransom for the trophy. This could add some much needed green to his battered wallet. He’d be able to keep the wolf from the door and start living a much better life. Yes, he was going to call Joe Mears the chairman of the England Football Association. He would offer proof of his possession of the trophy, and earn himself a decent wedge. 

	 

	Now that the Pole had left the ‘safe house’ with his two goons, he had been left alone with the stunning trophy. Freddie’s words telling him to deal with it himself still going round inside his head. The plan that was forming was beginning to make sense. He was convinced he was about to do the right thing, and profit from his situation. 

	 

	Pawel Godlewski and his two men ventured into Soho. Pawel was feeling happy. Things were moving in the right direction. He was going to have a sit down with the twins in a couple of days. He knew they were making him wait on purpose. It's what he would've done if they had approached him back home in Poland. So for now he would take Jan and Oskar out. They deserved some fun. Plus he fancied a bit of fun too.  

	 

	Soho in 1966 was a bustling hive of clubs, pubs, and interesting little places that were packed into narrow little streets, some of which were cobbled. dark and slick, adding to the whole imagined history of iniquity and impropriety that the area’s reputation lived on. It was dangerous, exciting, and furthermore full of colourful characters. Criminals a plenty mixed with the voyeuristic rich, and curious tourists. Entertainers, Whores of every type plied their trade amidst hustlers, wide boys and the fashionable young things. It had been like this for quite some time. Now, in 1966, it was known to swing, although it had been doing so before that term had even been coined. 

	 

	Soho had been put on the map by an upsurge of interest, as celebrities had begun to buy their clothes two or three years before from the hip shops that had opened in the area around and on Carnaby Street. The whole idea of Swinging London had been taken up by the media. For a short time this thriving and colourful place was to be the centre of the world. To Pawel, and 

	his goons - this didn't mean anything. They wanted to get drunk, maybe get laid or even have a scrap with anyone who got in their way. For people like Oskar and Jan, a good punch up was as entertaining as going to see a good show. It so happened a little scrap outside a coffee stall, was typically called a “Straightener” and was a common “sport” in the area.  Pawel was aware of this, and knew his ‘boys’ would find their fun that night. 

	 

	 

	 

	Shapes Of Things

	 

	 

	Sir Joseph Simpson was back at Leconfield House with Sir Edward.

	 

	“There is a development - Little has informed me about, I thought I’d let you know.” said the Metropolitan Police Commissioner. “You know the theft of the Jules Rimet Trophy? Well, it seems one of Godlewski's men is implicated. A man matching the description of a thug called Oskar was seen at the Central Hall. But, that’s not the development I am referring too. It seems that Joe Mears, the head of the England Football Association has been contacted by a person giving the name of ‘Jackson’. This Jackson chap is demanding a ransom of £15,000. He has said he will supply Mr Mears with irrefutable proof tomorrow.”

	 

	“Right. Thanks Ol’ boy.  That's the sort of info we need.  Who do you have investigating the robbery?” asked Sir Edward. Lighting a cigarette. 

	 

	“Well, its DI Buggy. A very good chap. Takes no nonsense. DCI Little has assigned that chap too him. The one that’s being referred to as Iapetus.”

	 

	“Good. Investigating a robbery seems a good idea. It's close enough to what the PM wants, but won't interfere with real intelligence work.”

	 

	“Quite. Not really sure why the PM has to get a civilian involved. Still anything to keep him happy at the moment I suppose.”

	 

	Sir Edward nodded. 

	 

	They chatted for a little longer, and then Sir Joseph made his excuses and headed back to the Yard, where he could be kept up to date with developments.  

	 

	Sir Edward got up from behind his desk and looked out of his window to the street below. He saw the Police Commissioner’s car head out into the traffic. 

	 

	Whilst he gazed out of the window thinking about this latest news - he did not know that over 1500 miles way in Moscow that Vladimir Semichastny the head of the KGB was looking at a file about an operative who was in position to start the next phase of a plot that could destabilise the British for quite some time. Based in Paris. Her code name was Rose Noir. The Black Rose or as it stated in Russian Chernaya Roza.  She had used her ‘talents’ to get a known Polish criminal, and Soviet sympathiser to add arms smuggling to his enterprise. What he didn't know was that he was being used to facilitate a route via England to Northern Ireland. The brewing unrest over there was perfect. Feelings were beginning to run high in that part of the country. If weapons were given to both sides of the impending trouble then maybe a civil war of sorts could start - taking the British  eye off the bigger picture. Then - other plans could be made. It was all about distraction. Sleight of hand. Plus the long term projection for this plot was far reaching. It could lead to splits within the British Isles and a spate of terrorist attacks that would serve well to revenge the discovery of what were quaintly referred too as the “Cambridge Spies”. 

	 

	***

	 

	Julia was sat crossed legged on the bed, she  looked stunning, her blue eyes twinkled with mischief. “So, Jake tell me. What's the latest. Are you heading back north soon?”

	 

	“No. Not yet. It seems I’m needed here.”

	 

	“Good. I want to see you again. I like you - but you know that already.”

	I was rather surprised. I don't know why - but I suppose women were becoming much more aware and free. They weren't afraid of being a bit more forward. They were so much more liberated these days. “Well I should hope you do like me. After all we have slept with each other.”

	 

	“Well there wasn't much sleep was there!” She laughed. Patting the bed as if to say. “C’mon get back in. I want more.”

	 

	I looked at my watch. No doubt I’d have to be back at The Yard soon. But, not yet. I smiled and walked back to the bed. When I sat beside her, she removed my glasses, and ran her hand through my hair. I leaned in, and kissed her.

	 

	The telephone rang. 

	 

	Cursing at the time of the call, I got back up and walked through to the next room where the telephone beckoned with its trilling ring. 

	 

	“Iapetus?”

	 

	“Yes,” I said cautiously. 

	 

	“Good. You're needed now. There has been a development.  Travers will be waiting in the lobby.”

	 

	It seemed my fun with Julia had been brought to an abrupt end. I quickly made my apologies and got dressed putting on the same slacks I had worn earlier and the maroon turtleneck. I looked out of the window - it looked like it might rain. Seeing this I pulled on my raincoat. Julia had got dressed too. I gave her another kiss and said I would call her on the number she had written down for me. She nodded and at that I headed out and down to the lobby where sure enough Travers was waiting. We walked out to the car he was driving today. It was a beautiful Bentley. I climbed into the rear and slid onto the plush leather seat. 

	 

	“You're needed at the Yard, sir. There has been a development. I was asked to fetch you by Sir Edward. But before we arrive at the station I was told to hand you this. 

	Travers passed a Manila envelope too me. 

	 

	I scanned the outside of it. It bore the legend “Iapetus’ it was sealed and had a Top Secret stamp on it. I gingerly opened it. Not really knowing what to expect. This ‘cloak and dagger’ stuff was new to me. 

	 

	Inside was a copy of the ransom note that had been delivered to the head of the England FA and a photo of Godlewski talking too another man. The name of the man was simply “Oskar”, his surname was not known at this time.  

	 

	I sat back in the rear of the car as it drove slowly from Mayfair too where DCI William Little and DI Charles Buggy were waiting for me. 

	Second Hand Rose

	 

	 

	Somewhere in Paris, France: 

	Gabriela DuPont had shortish black hair, cut into a bob style. She had a striking appearance, that oozed a confidence that was borderline  arrogant. She was wearing dark Capri pants, red heels  and a black turtleneck. Over this a red Pierre Cardin designed Jacket that was quite futuristic looking with an asymmetric front and a funnel shaped collar. Her figure was petite, and almost boyish, but was hidden beneath the jacket, all you could see was her stunning features protruding from the collar- the strong yet feminine jaw line, the perfect bow-like lips, the proud but straight nose (slightly bigger than she would have liked), and the  almond shaped eyes that were a rich dark brown. They were made up with black Kohl, which made the whites of her eyes glow with an almost iridescent purity. When she entered a room she commanded everybody's attention. She was an interesting study that was for sure. The men sat around the warehouse  were a little intimidated by her. She was both clever and attractive. A dangerous combination that could open interesting opportunities. Opportunities that she never shied away from. She was the boss and those that worked for her knew that she was both determined and ruthless. Her domineering nature and business-like approach meant she found it straight forward and almost second nature to delegate and manage those that worked for her. She was a hard taskmaster and found manipulating situations to her advantage relatively easy. But equally she would reward loyalty when it was proven. The shipment to the UK was due to leave at dawn. Crates were loaded onto the four trucks waiting outside the warehouse. They would make their way to the boat docked by the banks of the Seine. From there the boat would head towards the coast, Dock for the night, and then travel to somewhere in the North Sea, or the English Channel, where again the cargo of weapons would be transferred to a more suitable and seaworthy ship. This would then make its way to Britain, before being passed on to the final destinations. Where various distributors would oversee the dispersal of mutual interests.  It was simple and was a fantastic way to add money to the coffers. 

	 

	 

	 

	Back in London,

	Oskar and Jan were playing cards again. Pawel was sat in a chair deep in thought. He’d just spoken to Gabriela - the over seas call had been somewhat cryptic and in code - but the upshot was, was that a large consignment would be on its way over the Channel in forty-eight hours time. He had to make sure this end of the deal was secure in the next twenty four hours - so as to be sure of success. 

	 

	Gabriela’s operation was going to work well in conjunction with his own. Trafficking both narcotics and weapons was a risky business. But the money and respect he’d gain for his hard work on this venture could surely be one of his most lucrative deals yet. This made him smile. 

	 

	***

	 

	On the other side of the Thames- Teddy Betchley smiled. Things were all set. His own payday would be tomorrow when he received the ransom that he had demanded for the trophy. He'd arranged to meet Joe Mears and make the exchange. He had to be canny about it -and not put himself in unnecessary danger. If Mears follows his instructions and hasn't gone to the Ol' Bill then it should go  fine. Then -hopefully he coul slip away somewhere -maybe down to  the Westcountry. No one would know him down there. He could live like a king and no one would be any wiser. 

	 

	Yes, that's what he'd do. Get away from the likes of the Krays and that Freddie Foreman -who quite simply gave him the creeps. He'd start a new life -maybe set up a small business or something. 

	 

	He pulled his overcoat tighter as a chilly wind blew in his direction whilst he walked alongside the capital's great river. Tower bridge was ahead of him -keeping his head down he plodded on -thinking to himself about the following day, he was a  little nervous he realised. He wanted it to be tomorrow now -and for the real endgame to be in  sight. When, he hoped, he was finally away from the hold this city had on him. 

	 

	He decided he needed a drink -and headed North East towards the Ten Bells pub, going via Whitechapel towards Spittafields. There were other pubs he could stop in along the way - but he liked the old pub, he had set as his destination,

	it not only served a decent pint- it was far enough away from where he’d been hanging out lately . The twenty five minute walk didn't deter his need for a drink to quieten his nerves, as he made his way through the streets on his route - he couldn't help but be wary of the other people he saw, paranoia was setting in. He pulled up the collar of his coat in an attempt to hide himself. 

	 

	A Must To Avoid

	 

	 

	I arrived at Scotland Yard, and was immediately shown into DCI Little’s office. As I had suspected both Little and Buggy were waiting.

	 

	“Ah, good Ol’ chap glad you're here. I presume you’ve seen the copy of the ransom demand?”

	Little said, lighting a cigarette.

	 

	“I have.” I said. 

	 

	“Good. Well we have a problem - which hopefully we can resolve. Poor Mr Mears has been taken ill. The stress of it all, I should think. Anyway he’s not well enough for the rendezvous with this character calling himself Jackson. So first thing tomorrow, DI Buggy here is going to call Jackson, and tell him that he will meet him himself. He will pose as Mr Mears’ assistant. Is that clear?”

	 

	Both Buggy and I looked at each other. Little’s Military style approach felt a little over the top. But as this was indeed a serious situation. We both nodded in agreement and in unison said, “Yes sir!”

	 

	Little nodded, “Good. Let's hope we can capture this bastard, and get that bleeding trophy back. Now, Iapetus as you are being called by those upstairs- I want you to observe Buggy tomorrow and be on hand if things should go awry. We must get this fella, but hopefully with as little fuss as possible. If we get this chap - maybe we can garner some intelligence on Godlewski and this Oskar.” 

	 

	I nodded again. 

	 

	“Right,” continued DCI Little,   “go with the DI, and go over what is to happen tomorrow. Keep me informed if things change. Maybe visit Mears in hospital - see if he is well enough to talk.”

	 

	At that, Buggy and I left the DCI. We went to another room. On a large table was a map of London. In various places pins had been placed. I noticed one at the location of Westminster Central Hall, where the theft had taken place. 

	“Right, Broadstein. This is what’s going to happen.”

	said Buggy. It took me a moment to realise he was calling me by my cover name. It felt strange. 

	 

	“Call me Jake. I don't enjoy being called by my surname.”

	 

	Buggy looked up. He smiled, “Me neither. Call me Charles.”

	 

	He then went into more detail with what had happened with Joe Mears the Chairman of the English Football Association.

	“His wife called. It seems the stress of it all has made him sick. Quite honestly I’m not surprised. I’ve had the pleasure of meeting him a couple of times in the past. It looks like he’s had an Angina attack.  So, naturally he isn't fit to make the proposed exchange.” 

	 

	Charles Buggy indicated another pin on the map. “The exchange is to take place here - at Battersea Park.  I am going to pose as Mr Mears’ assistant from the FA. If this Jackson accepts that I am who I say I am. We should be able to get the cup back - and hopefully get our man.”

	 

	I nodded. “If we get Jackson - we may get some further information about Oskar - and in turn hopefully Godlewski.” 

	 

	Charles Buggy looked at the Northern man as he leant over the map studying it intently. “Well I don't know all about that Jake. I just need to get the trophy back. The rest of it is up to you. But yes. I agree with you. Jackson might hold some answers.”

	 

	I looked at him and then at the clock on the wall behind him. It was nearing lunch time. 

	I don't know whether Charles was thinking the same thing but decided that it was time to go to lunch and suggested we should go and get some pie and mash.  I had heard of this popular London dish and  said “let’s” smiling. 

	 

	Charles took me to M. Manze’s Pie and Mash house in Peckham. It was a proper pie and mash house it had wooden almost pew like booths with tables in between. The tables were Formica topped and easy for the Proprietor and his staff to wipe clean. The walls were tiled in a green and white chequerboard style with a gleam that only well polished ceramics can give. We sat at a free table and after a few minutes our lunches were served. It comprised of a pie that had a suet base and a puff pastry lid. Inside it was minced beef. It was served on a pool of “liquor” a parsley based sauce made with the water that had been used for another local delicacy- “Jellied Eels” taking up half the plate was the expected mash. A fan of steak and kidney puddings, chips and gravy that I was used to in Manchester - meant that this variation was one that was at least palatable. I wasn't sure I fancied eating Eels. But the pie and mash was gorgeous - and the liquor was tastier than expected. 

	 

	After we had eaten we both drank a mug of tea. Charles was curious about me. He asked a couple of questions. Which, being a policeman, he couldn't but help to ask.  It was after all his inquisitive nature that made him a good cop. I parried some questions easily enough. I managed to give him an abbreviated and somewhat censored version of events that happened in Manchester, and how it had been me who had helped the police to apprehend Godlewski last September. He seemed satisfied enough. 

	 

	The meal had been nice and the initial wariness and suspicion had alleviated somewhat.  The fact I had had dealings with this Godlewski meant I was indeed the right man for the job.  We headed back to the yard. When we got there, there was little for me to do. Charles had paperwork to catch up on.  I went to see DCI Little, but he was busy. After a half hour wait - I was finally allowed in to see him. 

	He listened to what Charles and I were going to do in the morning. I would follow in a separate car and act as an observer. If there was anything not quite right I was to be there with some uniformed officers and to back Buggy up. Naturally if this Jackson is apprehended without incident and the cup is retrieved. Then the role of back up was just precautionary.

	 

	***

	 

	The shipment from Paris had reached the port of Dieppe. From there it was being loaded onto a ship called The SS Kolno. One of Pawel Godlewski’s ships. It was a cargo ship that had changed hands several times since the Second World War, having been commandeered by the allies, before, being sold to the Soviet Union, who in turn sold it to Poland. Upon getting his shipping business together - Godlewski had managed to secure the ship in one of his deals with its previous Polish owner. Now it was to be used to transport both legitimate goods and those that could be hidden cleverly in secret compartments built into the ship. Gabriela’s use of the Kolno, thanks to Godlewski meant the shipment of Tokarev Self loading rifles known as the Sveta, or SVT40’s and DPM’s - Degtyaryov machine gun’s along with some Makarov pistols would be making their way to Britain, before heading to Northern Ireland. Someone from the newly formed Ulster Volunteer Force was already showing interest in arming themselves. The mission for Russia was going well, and the use of Godlewski was making sure everything went according to plan. Gabriela smiled at how she had manipulated him. It had been so easy. Setting a “honey trap” always was. The Kremlin had been right about him. Godlewski was ambitious and hungry for status. He saw Russia as the ruling nation. Not Poland, his own country. He was fickle because he liked to gamble - but only if he thought he’d come out on top. He would commit treachery if it was too his advantage. Working for Russia instead of Poland would bring him more opportunities to gain power.  

	 

	What Pawel hadn't realised yet was that he was just a Pawn in a much bigger game.

	 

	 The Hard Way

	 

	It was time. I was up, dressed and ready for this morning’s operation. I arrived at the Yard, knowing that what they had planned could regain the trophy and hopefully supply me with some important information with regards to what Godlewski was up to. Should this character they were going to arrest be on the level. For that was another thing, this Jackson could be someone just trying to pull a fast one. Just trying to con the ransom out of Mr Mears. But, deep down - I thought this unlikely. I had been an investigator for too long not to believe in what my gut told me. Yes. Today was going to supply some necessary answers. I was sure of it. 

	 

	As instructed I went in a different car from Charles. It did make sense. I’d brought with me a pair of Opera Glasses, which I had asked Julia to get for me. They were small and could fit in my coat pocket. I didn’t want full size binoculars- I had thought they would be too big. These were much more discrete.  We headed out to where we had been instructed. My driver was Travers, who I hadn’t really seen much of the last couple of days. He was silent as we drove towards Battersea Park. He knew this was a serious operation, and no doubt had his own instructions. I myself was not in the mood for idle chit chat. The atmosphere was strangely silent and the sense of seriousness was palpable.  Where we parked was a good spot. I could see exactly where the rendezvous was going to take place. I removed the Opera Glasses from the little leather box they were contained in, and put them to my eyes and looked towards the car parked a couple of hundred meters away. The car came into magnified focus, as did Charles Buggy’s face as he sat and waited. I began to scan around the area taking in the entrance to the Fun Fair that served as the backdrop. Here was a suitable spot for a clandestine meeting. I could see why it had been chosen. 

	 

	I could see the top of the Big Dipper in the background, and the conical segmented roofs of the various stalls all in various bright colours. Also the shapes of other rides and the large carousel. The Fair wasn’t open at this time of day and everything was quiet. There were no families strolling around, ready for a fun filled day out. The sky was grey, and the clouds were thickening. Rain was imminent, I could tell. I looked towards the DI’s car and saw a tall thin man in an overcoat approach. This must be “Jackson!” The DI had lowered his window and words were being exchanged. I tried to see Jackson’s face through the Opera Glasses. His face was thin and angular, his hair was receding and swept back, and he looked to be in his forties. I saw him climb into the dark saloon besides Buggy. I tapped Travers on his shoulder.  As the car ahead moved, so a moment later did we. It wasn’t long before we were out of the park and in Wandsworth.  As well as our car, there were various other unmarked Flying Squad cars tailing the criminal, in the lead car. We were travelling along Kennington Park road when the Detective Inspector’s car came to a halt at some traffic lights. Jackson was getting out of the car! He began to casually walk away. An unmarked van that was ahead of us, also part of the Flying Squad car pool broke suddenly coming to a halt. Another car that belonged to a member of the public beeped his horn in anger at the sudden halt in the traffic. “Jackson” looked round, just as Charles was about to climb out of the car. He returned and climbed back in. The procession of cars began to move again. Obviously those moments at the traffic lights had spooked our quarry. Because it wasn’t long before he jumped out of the car again, whilst it was moving!  He landed on the pavement, and sort of rolled, before scampering off. DI Buggy was soon in pursuit, and I wasn’t far behind either! We ran through the streets chasing him. The game was obviously up. Jackson must have guessed we were the authorities. I wasn’t far behind Buggy and saw him take a left and climb over a garden fence. I was soon scrambling over myself. On the other side in an ornate tastefully and well looked after garden I found Buggy standing over Jackson who was clutching his ankle. 

	Jackson was down and defeated and was formerly arrested. I was glad. For I was really out of breath. I helped Charles by holding Jackson tight by one arm, then with handcuffs on we led him through the garden gate we had all missed, out into the street. A black Mariah turned up and then we headed to the nearest Police station over at Kennington. 

	 

	***

	 

	Julia Copp was sat on a bench overlooking The Thames at Victoria embankment, not far from Cleopatra’s Needle near Westminster. She wore a pink overcoat with a scalloped collar that was like what was often referred to as a “Peter Pan” collar. She also wore sunglasses. If her hair had been dark she could have passed for a Jackie Kennedy lookalike. She had a purse on her lap and was fishing about in it. Moments later a man in a cream Macintosh sat beside her. He was also wearing a Bowler hat and looked very much like the usual “City types” who would be seen scurrying about their business in the city.

	 

	“So, Miss Copp - anything to report?” said Sir Edward Martin Furnival Jones.

	 

	The attractive woman whom Jake had been enjoying carnal liaisons with smiled at her boss.

	“Not really. He is very good, very aware and hasn’t given anything away with regards to his new job. He doesn’t suspect that I am working for you, nor does he know that I am part of the vetting service to offer him a proper position within our Secret Service.”

	“Good. Now another thing. Does MI6 know you are doing us this little service?”

	“Not that I am aware of sir.” I have followed all my protocols. I also made sure I wasn’t followed.”

	“Quite right too Miss Copp. Now it seems that Mr Brody may be privy to some information this afternoon with regards to Godlewski- so if you can keep tabs on his movements. If your superiors at MI6 begin to suspect you are working for me - I have assurances from the Prime Minister, that any conflict of interests can be smoothed over, and your mission can be made official. But until then it has to remain dark, and off the books as it were.”

	 

	Julia glanced at the people walking by and then said,

	“No problem sir. I understand.”

	 

	“Good girl. Now, I will get up and walk back the way I came. You wait another minute or two. There is an envelope on the bench. Pick it up and place it in your purse. We will discuss it’s contents the next time we meet.” 

	 

	Sir Edward stood up and walked away. A minute later Julia Copp placed the Buff envelope in her purse and headed off in the opposite direction. 

	 

	***

	 

	Kennington Road Police station was a hive of activity. Jackson was quickly processed, fingerprinted and having had photographs taken, he was ushered into an interview room. 

	Sat on a chair with his handcuffs still on - he looked across the table with an impassive expression. DI Buggy was standing, and looked down at the man. 

	“Right. This is what’s going to happen. You are going to tell us everything. You are going to either tell us your real name now, or we can wait for the results of your fingerprints being cross referenced with our records. I’m pretty certain we will have a match. Something about your behaviour assures me that you are already in the system. Am I right?” said the DI.

	 

	I was in an adjacent room with one of those two way mirrors. It was strange watching the interview without actually being in the room. The sound of their voices played through a set of small speakers. The interview room obviously had hidden microphones. 

	“Jackson” was refusing to talk. Charles Buggy peppered him with questions. All of which remained unanswered.  He was currently refusing to budge. He obviously felt that by keeping shtum, meant he couldn’t incriminate himself further. I could see his logic. I saw a uniformed officer enter the room and hand Charles Buggy a file and leave. The DI opened the file and scanned its contents. He nodded when he saw it. It seemed it was time for some home truths and for the petty thief before him to start giving him answers. 

	 

	“Okay Jackson - or should I actually say Edward Betchly? It seems your fingerprints are in our records. Just as I thought they would be. You do realise you have no way of getting out of this? We have you bang to rights in the frame for this stupid caper. If you don’t talk chum - you will get a severe sentence - thanks to the embarrassment you’ve caused your own nation. It’s practically treason. A few years ago some people could be hung for less.”

	Teddy Betchly seemed to crumple a little. His shoulders drooped.

	 

	“I don’t have it. But, I can get it. I sort of know who has it.”

	 

	“Who?” pressed the DI. 

	 

	“ I don’t know! I only know him as ‘The Pole’. He’s the one who will have it. I’m pretty certain.”

	 

	“Where is he?” asked the DI. 

	 

	“I’m not sure.”

	 

	“You’re lying Betchly. You do know.”

	 

	“Look, if I give him up - what’s in it for me?” he whimpered.

	 

	“Well, You snivelling wretch. We will see - won’t we? Maybe you’ll get a shorter sentence - if we get the trophy back.”

	 

	Betchly looked defeated. Although I wasn’t so sure he was giving up everything. He was still holding back. I was sure of it. Still if we act on what he gives us, I thought, then maybe we will have enough. He had mentioned “The Pole” and that in itself confirmed Godlewski’s involvement as far as I was concerned. After a couple more questions Betchly gave up an address that was in Wandsworth. 

	 

	After Betchly had been put back into a cell, DI Charles Buggy handed me a piece of paper with the address on it. Armed with this information - I was now at last able to do the job I had been drafted in to do. I was going to find Godlewski, and hopefully bring him in. 

	I looked at my watch - I had to return to the hotel, there was something I needed, and I didn’t want to go rushing off blindly into god knows what. 

	 

	 

	I Can’t Let Go

	 

	I arrived back at the hotel relatively quickly. Travers had given me a lift. He asked me what I was up to.

	 

	“I need to speak to my friend Julia. I’m sure she mentioned that a friend of hers might have a scooter I can borrow. Plus I need to get changed. Then If I have the scooter - I’ll zip over to that address that Betchly has given us. Scout it out. Then I’ll report back.”

	 

	“You know I could give you a lift over to that address?”

	 

	“I know. But, I don’t know how long I am going to be. It’s going to be a bit of a stakeout.”

	 

	“Well if you’re sure Jake. Be sure you do report in though.”

	 

	“I will, don’t worry.  See you soon.” I said as I climbed out of the car. 

	 

	Julia was waiting. I was relieved to see her. I kissed her on her forehead, the action just seeming natural. We went up to the suite. Once inside I asked her if indeed I could borrow the scooter from her friend. She nodded. “I’ll give him a ring, and if he says yes we can pop over and get it straight away.”

	 

	Ten minutes later we were outside climbing into Julia’s red Mini Cooper. Heading towards Bethnal Green. When we arrived and parked at a street just off Bethnal Green Road, I didn’t know what to expect. I was aware we were on the Kray Twins manor. I hoped that Julia wasn’t here to introduce me to the notorious brothers! 

	 

	My worries were soon irrelevant when Julia knocked on the door of one of the houses. A man in his sixties opened the door. He was wearing a waistcoat over a grubby shirt that had its sleeves rolled up to the elbows. He was also wearing a flat cap. Julia conversed with him for a moment. She handed him a note and then they shook hands. A moment later after disappearing back into the property he appeared to come round from behind the house, pushing a scooter. 

	I climbed out of the car and strolled up to see exactly what I  needed. It wasn’t a Vespa, which I had been used to riding around Manchester, it was a light blue and cream Li 150. Do Lambretta’s handle a bit differently? I wondered too myself, when I saw it. It was certainly going to feel different than the GS. The weight for a start would be noticeable I thought to myself. But, beggars can’t be choosers, and I should be grateful to Julia for arranging it so quickly. The man with the scooter was introduced too me as “Albert” and as he handed me the keys, and a helmet, he said,

	 

	“You take care of her mister. She was brand new in 1960. Don’t rev her too much, and don’t push her too hard for speed. Keep your eye on the traffic too. Also be careful where you park her. Don’t want her getting nicked.”

	 

	I assured him that I would look after it. After a few more words I climbed onto the front seat of the twin seats.  I put on the helmet and watched Julia climb back into her Mini. I’d already told her the reason I needed the scooter was because I had some errands to do and didn’t want to be held up by traffic or be delayed by public transport. She had agreed the Scooter was a great way to get round London. So, after Julia had pulled away, I too pulled away heading into the traffic at Bethnal Green.  

	 

	It was nice to be independently mobile again. Although there was a lot of traffic, I soon got used to how the Lambretta handled. It wasn’t long before I was heading to the address that Betchly had provided. 

	 

	It was in Wandsworth and when I found the Art Deco flats in the Balham area, I found a suitable place to watch. I looked at my watch. It was coming up to twelve midday. I hoped I wouldn’t have to stakeout the property for too long.  

	 

	The flats at Du Cane Court, looked quiet. Most of the people who lived there, were out working most likely, I thought. Children would still be at school also. So, it looked like I could be hanging around for a while. I looked along the road to see what cars were parked nearby. One stood out, it was a very nice Jaguar. I immediately thought to myself that it was most likely the car that belonged to Godlewski.  I was glad the weather had eased off a little. It was at least dry. But the sunshine lacked the warmth of summer. This spring had been a mixed bag with regards to the weather. I was glad I had remembered to bring gloves to wear while riding the lovely Lambretta. 

	Some three hours later, I am feeling extremely bored, tired and irritable. I hadn’t observed any one entering or leaving the flats. I was just about to give it up, when two men appeared.  I watched on as they approached the Jag. One of them was definitely Godlewski! I had to assume that the larger man was Oskar. The two men climbed into the Jaguar, and set off. I started the Lambretta and started to follow. Always keeping a safe distance, but, close enough that I wouldn’t lose the Jaguar.  

	 

	We were heading towards Greenwich and the river. I suspected that we were going to the dockland area. Godlewski was known for smuggling activities, and perhaps I was going to find out once for all what the Polish Gangster was up to - at long last. I didn’t believe he’d come all the way to London just to be involved in the petty heist of the World Cup. No, he had a bigger agenda.  

	 

	The journey too Greenwich had allowed me to get used to how the Lambretta handled. I liked it. I liked it a lot. I liked its narrower and more streamlined shape. It had been perfect for me to follow my quarry through London.  I saw the dark saloon park near a warehouse, and watched as the two men entered the large building. It was clear this destination was of importance.  I took a note of where I was. I felt that I had to return here later, when it was dark, and investigate what was inside. Maybe a shipment of some kind had arrived?  It was time for me to return to Scotland Yard, and to speak to Charles Buggy about this development. If I was to come back here later, I may need some back up. I didn’t want to take any unnecessary risks. 

	 

	***

	 

	The Kolno had arrived at the deep water dock at Tilbury in the early hours of that morning. It couldn’t get any nearer to London than that. Godlewski had been pleased, although then having  to get several trucks to transport the shipment to Greenwich was a little annoying. Still, everything was going well. Ronnie and Reggie were sorting their end out. When it was completed, he’d be free to return to Paris, and from there back to Poland. He was fully aware of his presence in this country was dangerous. If he could have carried things out a bit differently and not had to leave his home country again, so soon after what had happened last year, then life would have been much easier. Still tonight this phase of the operation would be over.

	 

	He followed Oskar into the warehouse. It was cold and damp. It had a musty smell. But the space was perfect for the shipment of guns and ammunition that would be arriving from Tilbury after dark. 

	 

	***

	 

	Charles Buggy was looking at the wall in his office. He had various documents and photos on it. All were to do with the theft of the Jules Rimet trophy. It was clear Betchly was involved, but, not for one minute, did he believe that he had actually taken the trophy from Westminster Hall. The mysterious “Pole” was indeed a person of interest, and could be this Godlewski that this new fella Broadstein was after. Something made him think that Jake’s name wasn’t actually Broadstein. He was like a spook. A spy from MI5 or MI6. But, there was a manner about him, that was like he was new too it all. Perhaps it was his amiable manner, not the paranoid suspicion of someone who had been playing the “Game” for quite some time. 

	There was a knock on the door too his office. He looked up, and there he was. The amiable spook. 

	“Hi Charlie, I need some advice.” Jake said. “ I know that it is Godlewski. I’ve found him, and followed him to a Warehouse near Greenwich.”

	“ Well, that’s good. But can’t you see I’m busy trying to get this blasted trophy back. If you need advice - go to Little. He will sort out whatever you need.”

	I was surprised at Charlie’s response. But I did also  realise that his case was that of the cup. My mission was obviously beyond that. I was here to help track down Godlewski and to prevent what was lined up. I told Charlie I’d catch up with him later and headed towards Little’s office.  I wanted to be sure someone at least was aware of what I planned to do this evening.  I found DCI Little sat at his desk. He bade me to enter and take a seat. 

	“Now my dear fellow. What brings you to see me then?” 

	I filled him in with my discovery. He nodded as he listened. His hands steepled in front of him, 

	He was obviously calculating what the best course of action was.

	“Are you sure it was Godlewski?”

	 

	“Yes Sir, I am pretty certain it was. He was with the other man that we have identified as Oskar. Look, Sir. You have brought me in to find out what he is up to. Let me go and investigate tonight. Maybe have some back up arranged if it goes south. That’s all I ask.”

	 

	The DCI nodded. He sat up straighter in his chair, having come to a decision.

	“Ok. I will have four members of the Flying Squad go down, as your back up. Hopefully you will find something. But, I really don’t want you to engage. I don’t want your death on my hands. If things go ‘south’ as you say- you get out quick. You report to my men and then we can make those all important decisions that have to be made in the field. The four men I am sending will be armed with firearms.”

	I nodded. “Thank you sir,” 

	“Right, let me make a couple of phone calls and sort out the logistics. Report back here at 1800 hours. Go back to your hotel. I will  send Travers round if things change.”

	At that I left the DCI. I was soon back on the Li150 heading back to the Savoy. 

	 

	Lightning Strikes

	 

	Back at the hotel I showered and sorted out what I would wear that evening. I had a dark blue pair of Levi’s, and a dark navy knitted polo shirt. I tied on some dark brown desert boots that I had bought on the way back to the hotel. Their crepe sole would ensure I could be stealthily silent when I entered the warehouse. I teamed the whole outfit with a dark navy windcheater. It was really a golfing jacket. But served its purpose well, which was to, one, keep me warm, but two to ensure I wasn’t easily spotted.  I looked at my mousey coloured wavy hair, and brushed it. I looked at my reflection and replaced my glasses on to my face. I looked at my reflection again, and wondered too myself 

	 

	‘what is happening here?’

	 

	Everything had been fairly simple and straight forward back home in Manchester. I’d be investigating cheating spouses, or missing persons. Usually the former. Searching for Kinga last year had been only my second missing persons case. The first had been the teenage son of a wealthy couple. He hadn’t really been missing, he’d just been partying. He’d gone with a girl back to Birmingham and just hadn’t informed his parents. I happened to find him in a compromising position at the girl’s flat. I had chuckled at the thought of how far a young man may go - just to have sex with the girl he’d fallen for. The parent’s were relieved when they knew he was safe, although embarrassed they still paid the fee I charged. Although I was pretty sure the husband had felt his wife had jumped the gun a little in hiring me. It was clear he understood that his son was sowing his wild oats as it were, and unless he was to get the girl pregnant, it wasn’t too big a deal. 

	I looked at my watch, it would be dusk soon. I strolled down to the foyer of the hotel and left a message for Julia at the reception. It had DCI Little’s number on it and said:

	 Call this number if I am not back by morning.

	Love Jake xxx

	At that, I headed out and once again rode the Li 150 to the Yard. 

	 

	***

	 

	 

	Four officers from the Flying Squad had followed me to Greenwich and the docks area where the warehouse was situated. Two officers in each of the two unmarked cars. They parked a safe distance away from the property and took up positions where they could observe safely and discretely. One of the officers, Mac said to me,

	“You be careful going in there. Stay out of sight and don’t get yourself caught. As you know this Godlewski is a nasty bastard.”

	 

	I nodded. “ Don’t worry it’s just a quick in and out to see what’s going on. It will be fine.”

	 

	At that  I bent into a crouching walk, staying in the shadows I made my way stealthily towards the building. I had to work out how I was going to gain entry without raising the alarm. I found an entry that was set into the floor at the side of the building. It was a two door  entry with steps leading to a  dark and sunken level. I lifted one of the doors and carefully made my way down. There were various crates and barrels in there. Many stamped with where they had originated from. Mostly from European countries. Some from Italy and Spain but most of them said they were from France. I made my way carefully, my eyes now fully adjusted to the murk of the cellar, to the slope that lead to the next level. I was being as quiet as possible. The heavy door at the top of the slope was chained shut! I cursed too myself. The main warehouse was not accessible from here. I returned down the slope, and as I was about to go back out the way I came in, I heard voices! I hunkered down beside some crates covered in a tarpaulin.  

	 

	The voices were talking in  Polish. I hoped it wasn’t Godlewski! 

	I peeked from where I was hidden and saw three men. One I recognised as Oskar. The other two were men I had never seen before. I quickly hid deeper into the corner I was hiding in. I hoped they wouldn’t find me. 

	Oskar was ordering the two men he was with to get on with whatever they were doing. 

	“przenieś te skrzynie z Paryża na stok i bądź szybki!”, which 

	I think meant, “ Move the crates from Paris to the slope, and be quick!”

	My heart was pounding in my chest. I looked at the crates next to me. They were from Paris! 

	Sure enough - moments later I was discovered! The tarpaulin was pulled back

	 

	“Szef! Mamy intruza!”, 

	 

	“Boss! We have an intruder!” shouted one of the men. I was grabbed by the other man and pulled to my feet and shoved in front of the towering Oskar. Whose eyes peered at me like a hawk staring at a mouse in a field. 

	 

	“Ach, mamy towarzystwo. Szpieg! Weźmy go też za Godlewskiego”

	 

	I took it he was calling me a Spy and that I had to be taken to Godlewski. The two men grabbed me roughly and took me towards the slope. Oskar went ahead and unlocked the padlock that was on the chain. We entered the main warehouse. 

	 

	 

	*** 

	 

	Mac looked at his watch. This fella they’d escorted here was taking longer than he’d like. It was supposed to be a quick in and out job. Something didn’t feel right.  It was taking too long. He could be in trouble. He indicated to his partner, another plain clothes Policeman called Spencer. 

	 

	“Right, Spence - we are going to have to investigate. He’s been gone too long. We should be heading back to the Yard by now.” 

	 

	“Sure Guv. You’re right. Do we know how many people are likely to be in there?”

	 

	“I reckon half a dozen, tops”

	 

	“ Right Guv. I’ll let Smiffy and Parker know we are going in the back - and they need to watch the front.”

	 

	Mac nodded. He trusted Spencer. He was a good solid Copper. A no nonsense type of chap. A man that got things done. A bit like himself really. He thought. Yes. That’s why they worked well together.  A couple of minutes later they were doing the same stealthy crouched walk that the bloke from up north had been doing earlier. Heading straight for the subterranean entrance. 

	 

	***

	 

	I was tied to a chair, and had been on the receiving end of Oskar's fists a couple of times. They were jarring well placed blows. I could feel my left cheek beginning to swell and bruise. My right eye was also hurting. My eyebrow had a small cut where a ring on Oskar's hand had caught the flesh. 

	Godlewski stood nearby watching, and waiting for answers. He had recognised me immediately. At first - he was angry -but then realised I might have information. Information that could help him find his missing daughter. 

	 

	“Meester Brody. You will tell me where my daughter is -and I may let you live.”

	 

	I glared at the Polish mobster.  “I don't know where she is -and if I did -I wouldn't tell you! Kinga deserves to be happy and not corrupted by your, your - evil! ”

	 

	“Ha ha -did you hear that Oskar? This no good Engleesh detective thinks I'm evil!”

	 

	Oskar looked at his  boss -not understanding what he was saying.

	“Meester Brody. Oskar here does not understand what I say. But, if you do not answer me I will indicate too him what happens next. I'd use your next words wisely.”

	 

	I was literally about to say something that would've probably got me killed -when one of the other men came running into the office.

	Words were spoken rapidly. Whatever it was  -it was urgent. Godlewski indicated to Oskar that my bonds needed removing. Then a moment later as I stood up from the chair -shaking and staring into Godlewski's face. I did not see Oskar move round, and strike me from behind, with a well placed wollop on the back of my head!  The blow had come from a cosh. Darkness descended instantaneously. I didn't hear the beginnings of a gunfight in the warehouse by the docks. For, I was completely unconscious.

	 

	***

	 

	Mac and Spencer soon came face to face with opposition from Godlewski's men. Lead was buzzing through the air like angry hornets. The bullets hitting crates and packing around them. Both officers were armed with Walther PPK’s which had been recently issued to replace the more outdated Beretta's they had previously used. Two of the men they were facing were armed with Sten Guns. Relics from the War. But they were clearly in perfect working order.

	“I think We're out gunned Guv!” shouted Spence as the scrimmage continued. A bullet hitting the crate next to him -making splinters fly towards his face. He didn't feel the sting of the wooden needles as adrenalin pumped through his veins. He returned fire. The Walther kicking reassuringly in his hand when he squeezed the trigger. His bullet missing the man on the left and hitting the wall behind him. Mac was likewise pinned down. He rolled to one side and came up next to a barrel. He returned fire and hit one of the men with machine guns in the knee. He went down  howling. As he fell, the Sten gun moved up in an arc -a spray of bullets flying towards the ceiling.  Mac began to move forward again. Heading towards the ramp that was leading to the ground level of the warehouse. He heard shouts in another language and more bullets came whizzing in his direction. Again he was forced to take cover. Spence was also on the move, his face slick with blood from the ricochet of splinters. He ducked and began to stealthily move forward, he had no choice as the crates he was using as cover depleted. He had to break from hiding. As he did so, the second of Godlewski's men saw him and fired. Two bullets hit Spence. One in his right shoulder and another in his left thigh. He screamed out in pain and fell back in shock. Mac saw what happened and fired at the man as he charged forward. The gun was empty! He immediately threw the Walther at the man's head as he turned to take aim at him. The gun caught him and the man looked surprised! The moment of hesitation was enough. Mac was on him! Bowling him over. They tussled, writhing like wild animals in a fight for survival. Mac caught the man on his temple with a swift right. The man's head bounced on the hard floor. 

	 

	“Your nicked sunshine.” He said. 

	 

	***

	 

	I didn't know how long I had been unconscious. I was feeling groggy and out of sorts. As my senses returned so I felt the throbbing on the back of my head. I tried to reach up and touch where I had been hit from behind. But my hands were bound again. I opened my eyes. One was slightly gummed together with dried blood from the cut on my eyebrow. I wondered where my glasses were! My vision was a bit blurred. Partially from not having my prescription spectacles on, and partially from the obvious concussion I was suffering from. Still, I tried to focus on my surroundings. I was tied to a chair again. This time in a small room that contained a bunk alongside one wall. To my right there was a round window. It dawned on me I must be in a cabin - on a ship! I drifted in and out of consciousness...

	 

	 Nowhere Man

	 

	Mac watched on as Spence was placed in the ambulance. He'd lost quite a bit of a blood. Mac hoped his partner would pull through and that the injuries were not too serious. The bullet wounds looked like they were through and through’s and hadn't shattered any bone. His own injuries were miner cuts and bruises. The DCI had arrived and was asking him some questions.

	“So what the hell happened?” said DCI Little.

	 

	“Your man was taking too long. Spence and I went in to investigate, and they were waiting on us. It was a full on shoot out. It was like the bleedin' OK Corral! We tried to get to your guy. We think they must have left with him during the melee.”

	 

	Little nodded. “Ok Mac. Get yourself checked out and get back to the Yard. Get me your report as soon as you can. I'm going to have to inform MI5 of what has happened. Hopefully this disastrous turn of events can be sorted.”

	 

	“Yessir. Sorry it didn't work out how we wanted it too.”

	 

	“Its not your fault. Hopefully we can get some info out of the man you caught. Its not a complete disaster.”

	 

	***

	 

	 

	Julia was applying some makeup when the telephone rang. She picked up the receiver and a voice spoke a word that immediately informed her that the line was being switched to a more secure one. It was unusual protocol -but one that had not been unheard of. Within seconds she heard the voice of her boss Sir Edward.

	 

	“Meet me as soon as you can, at the usual place. There has been a development.” 

	 

	She hung up. Her gut tightened. Something had happened to Jake! She actually liked him. She shouldn't do really.  But, she couldn't help herself. She had found herself getting emotionally attached too him. Which wasn't professional at all. Still. She hadn't informed MI5 of that attachment at this stage. Maybe she was just a little confused because of how intimate they had been, and also at how much of a genuine and true gentleman he was. She wasn't used to dealing with someone in this game who is so – normal, and charming. She donned her coat and quickly made her way to the rendezvous with Sir Edward by the river.

	 

	***   

	 

	When I came too the second time. I could make out the outlines of two people before me. I presumed it was Godlewski and Oskar. 

	I wasn't mistaken.

	“So, Meester Brody. Let's continue where we left off shall we? This time we will not be so rudely interrupted. We are sure of that. As no doubt you will have surmised. We are actually at sea.”

	 

	My feeling that we were, indeed on a ship was right. The fact we were at sea was disconcerting. “Godlewski. What are you doing? Why have you taken me as a hostage? I am no one. Just a private investigator. That's all.”

	 

	“Hmmm. You see Meester Brody. I am not sure you are just what you say you are. I think you are an English Spy. Firstly you ruin things in Manchester, and now you appear in London, and almost ruin my current plans. You are most definitely the proverbial thorn.”

	 

	“Just a coincidence. I just happened to be in London. I saw you and recognised you. I couldn't keep my nosey nose out. That's all.”

	 

	Godlewski looked at Jake sat before him. “I want to believe you. But I do not believe in coincidences. Oskar will help me get to the bottom of this. Then you will help me find my youngest daughter.”

	 

	I looked at Godlewski. My vision was still a little blurred. I asked Godlewski if he had my glasses.

	 

	“Luckily for you Meester Brody I do.” He moved forward and placed the tortoiseshell glasses on my face. I could smell the smell of the cigars he smoked upon his clothes. My vision now clearing I tried to sit up straighter. 

	 

	“As I said before. I do not know where  Kinga is. But if we return to London maybe I can get back to being an investigator.”

	 

	“Nice try Meester Brody. We will not be turning round straight away. We will continue to France. Once there I will arrange things to make up for  the mess that you have made of my operation. Then when I am happy things are back on track. I will get you to help me find Kinga. But for now -you will be my guest aboard this ship. 

	If I were you I would get on that bunk and rest. That blow you had to your head will no doubt have given you a headache. Oskar and I will be back soon. I may have some more questions for you.”

	 

	Oskar untied me from the chair. I appraised the situation. There was no point struggling or trying to escape at this stage. Rubbing my wrists I climbed onto the bunk. Godlewski nodded. He was pleased I was doing as I was told. The gangster and his henchman left me alone in the cabin  once more.

	 

	In Dieppe, Gabriela got off the telephone. She had just had a conversation with one of her KGB superiors. Apparently there had been an incident in London. One that had involved Godlewski's warehouse being raided by the authorities. It seemed that Godlewski was on his way back to France with his tail between his legs. It was her job to salvage the situation. The arms deal had to go ahead. Some of the seized shipment will have to be replaced,  and eventually it seemed so would Godlewski. He was turning out to be a liability. How did the British authorities get on too him so quickly? What had the KGB missed? The whole plan to get the weapons into the hands of the different factions that were rising up in Northern Ireland -were paramount to destabilising the region, and to distract the British and the Americans for that matter from other plans that Mother Russia had. She was annoyed at Godlewski. He was obviously not as good and resourceful as had been implied. She would now have to take control. Something that she was happy to do -providing it is acknowledged that she is the one that will resolve matters.

	 

	***

	 

	Julia Copp was on her way to the airport. After meeting Sir Edward, she had been handed a ticket to fly to Paris. It was believed that Godlewski was on his ship The Kolno, and that it was returning to Dieppe. It was then believed he was to be returning to the French capital. Some information had come to light that Godlewski was to meet someone in Paris at a place on the Champs-Élysées not far from the Arc de Triomphe. It was her job to get there before Godlewski. It was likely he is also holding Jake Brody hostage, although that piece of intelligence wasn't certain.

	She hoped that Jake was with Godlewski, and alive. Not floating somewhere at the bottom of the English channel. She was again surprised at her feelings for this man -who had entered her life initially as someone she was supposed to just watch. It was unlike her to become romantically involved on a job like this. But he had had an affect on her that was for sure. Perhaps it was his seemingly innocent demeanour, and honesty that intrigued her. She wondered how he would react when he realises she was in fact an MI6 agent moonlighting with MI5. He may feel betrayed and think that their intimate moments had just been all part of her job. He might hate her for it. How was she going to explain? She needed to rescue him. It was the only way she could think that would lessen the blow. He might be pragmatic enough to understand. He might actually be grateful. If she was lucky he may forgive her and still want to know her. She stopped a moment. My god - she realised. She had actually fallen in love with him!

	 

	***

	Oskar listened to his boss. It was clear that Pawal had plans for the English man. Keeping him alive was some sort of insurance. Something to do with finding his youngest daughter Kinga. Still. That didn't mean Oskar had to be extra nice to the English man. He could still be a bit rough on him. Making sure that he knew that one wrong move, he would kill him without batting an eyelid. The fact remained though -that he was their hostage, and as such he had to be fed and watered. So when his boss told him to take the prisoner a sandwich and some water. He did as he was told. It wasn't worth getting angry over. He handed Jake the plate with a cheese sandwich on it and then handed him a mug of water. Jake now sitting upon the bunk, took the proffered food. He found that surprisingly enough he was indeed hungry. He ate the sandwich quickly. Perhaps a little too quickly. He then took a sip of the drink. He smiled at Oskar, who just stared back stonily. His eyes looked black in the subdued light of the cabin. Almost like a Shark's. Jake shuddered inwardly. When he had finished the drink. Oskar took the plate and mug and left Jake on his own in the cabin again.

	Now his head was feeling a little clearer, he began to assess the situation he had found himself in. So much had happened in the last few days. What with the summons to see the Prime Minister, the job he was almost press ganged into. Then the excitement of the heist. The capture of Betchly and meeting a woman who had literally taken his breath away. Julia Copp. She was just so lovely it almost didn't ring true. She was gorgeous, lively, funny and insatiable. Compared to the women he had known in the past. She was a league above. Now. With the situation he was now in. He may never see her again! It was a crushing thought. He realised he was thinking like a teenager. But he couldn't help it. She had had that affect on him. If he managed to survive and get back to England. Would he see her again? He knew he wanted to. But was it wise? Was he setting himself up to be hurt -like he had been in the past? Martina -Godlewski's eldest daughter had pulled at his heartstrings. She had played him, as well as her own father. Turning out to have her own evil agenda. She had been her father's daughter alright. When she had disappeared from the parapet at the top of the tower of the Manchester Town Hall -he'd been shocked at how he hadn't sussed her game until so late. Kinga the younger sister hadn't been tainted by Godlewski's lack of morals and emotion. She had turned out to be a lovely girl, who had been lucky to find her boyfriend Colin. It was obvious Godlewski was keeping him alive to use him to find her. How was he supposed to  investigate someone under a witness protection programme? It didn't bode well. Should he fail to find Kinga -he would surely be killed. Most likely by that oaf Oskar. 

	 

	He looked at his Omega. It was late in the evening. They wouldn't reach Dieppe for a while yet. He looked around the cabin, and there on a shelf was a transistor radio. He reached for it and began tuning it in. It wasn't long until he found the station he was looking for. Radio Caroline, the infamous Pirate Radio show. Famous for being “Your all day music station.” He lay back on the bunk again and listened to the music that the dj Emperor Rosko was spinning - the first track was a silly tune that kind of put a smile on his face. The ludicrous Winchester Cathedral by the New Vaudeville Band, then Rosko's American voice came over the airwaves with its usual exuberance, before, Got To Get You Into My Life by Cliff Bennett & The Rebel Rousers. The song made him think of Julia Copp again. He hoped things would change for the better soon. In the meantime - it was a welcome relief to listen to some music as The Kolno continued across the sea towards the French coast.  

	Some Day, One Day

	 

	Ulster, Northern Ireland:

	A man known to Gusty Spence was sat in the kitchen of his home cleaning his fingernails with the slim blade of a sharp knife. His name was “Jim” He was a large man. At least six feet three inches tall. He was waiting on news of a shipment of weapons. The Ulster Volunteer Force (UVF), was a militant organisation that had sworn to fight against another Irish militant organisation -The Irish Republican Army (IRA). Tensions were building in Northern Ireland, and there was a belief - that a full scale war was on the horizon. A war that was different from the usual battles one would see in the world, one not run by governments and world leaders -but by smaller groups of men and women who had decided enough was enough and to take action themselves. The Republicans wanted Northern Ireland to be part of Ireland. Whereas, the loyalists wanted to remain part of Great Britain. Throw in Protestant and Catholic religious fervour and the whole situation in the region was becoming tense. Other rivalries could also light a fuse at any moment. Jim believed there were changes afoot, and that the future could bring about a glory that would make him feel like he had literally put his stamp on the world. Two months earlier he had been in a pub in Derry and he had been talking to an attractive French woman called Gabriela. She was an interesting, and passionate woman. He had been attracted too her. Like most of the men in the bar were. But, she held her own. She proved she could drink with the best of them, was funny and quite a good singer. At the end of the evening he had taken her back to his cottage. There. They had made love, and whilst smoking a post -coital cigarette she began to tell him some stories about smuggling, and how her father had been a French Resistance leader during the Second World War. He was fascinated by her stories. The whole idea of guerrilla tactics. Planning incursions that would disrupt the ruling Nazis. The planting of bombs. Raids on  fuel sites, and the punishment of informers. Jim was enthralled. He also realised that the same tactics the French Resistance had modelled during the war, would serve the Ulster Volunteer Force well. It wasn't long before he was thinking of how he could get weapons to the region. So as to arm his passionate colleagues. Gabriela, offered to help via people she knew in the murky underworld of Paris. Yes, Jim really did feel changes were afoot.

	 

	***

	 

	The Kolno arrived in the port of Dieppe, and within an hour of arriving Jake found himself in the back of a black Citroen DS. Beside him sat Godlewski. Oskar was driving. Behind them, were two more cars. Also Citroen's. They were soon heading inland towards Paris. Godlewski began to talk to him in his heavily accented voice. The tone was quite friendly. But, Jake knew he had to be careful with his answers.

	“So, Meester Brody. It seems you have a choice. You can continue to cooperate with me, and help me track down my daughter, or -we can find somewhere out here in the countryside. Where we can stop and I can let Oskar have a little more fun with you. Which would result in either the answers I need -or you er - being laid to rest in a shallow grave in one of these  pretty fields.” 

	I looked at Pawel. He was like a stubborn dog. He wasn't going to let it go. I knew I had little choice at this time  but to go along with him. His reputation had been worse than that of Top Cat, the Gangster I had to deal with last year – the thug who had originally kidnapped Kinga -Godlewski's youngest daughter. I nodded at him. “I can try -when we return to England. I may be able to find something out. But It will be hard. I think when I return to England, I myself might become a person of interest to the authorities. After all. They are either going to think you have kidnapped me -which you have -or they will think that I am actually working for you. Which you now actually want me to do. Godlewski you have put me in an impossible position.”

	 

	“Ha. I do not care about your worries. You will find my youngest daughter. You have no choice. In the mean time I have to continue with what my original plan was. Which is to transport weapons through your country to those that have requested them.”

	 

	“So, that's your game now is it Godlewski? Smuggling arms. Narcotics weren't enough for you?” I said shaking my head.

	 

	“Ahh Meester Brody. When one is in business. One can not  -what is you say -put all your eggs in one bag.”

	I smiled coldly, “The saying is put all your eggs in one basket. Who wants the weapons Godlewski?” 

	 

	“Ha. You are my prisoner Meester Brody. It is I who ask the questions. I will not tell you who wants the weapons. But know this. That once that supply route is sorted. There will be changes happening in your pitiful little country. A revolution is on its way, and there is nothing you Brits can do about it.”

	I looked at Godlewski. Straight in his eyes. I could see he was crazy. A dangerous man. A killer. Someone who needed to be stopped. I had no choice but to bide my time and hope an opportunity presented itself,  and presented itself soon. I sat back in the seat of the car and watched as the car continued driving towards Paris. 

	 

	***

	 

	Julia arrived at Aéroport de Paris-Le Bourget. She was wearing a cream jacket and skirt, with a green chiffon blouse. Her fair hair was teased into a sort of beehive and she wore a matching green ribbon in her hair. She had two small cases and looked like a typical young woman visiting the exciting and romantic city of Paris. There was a man waiting for her. His name was Anton, and he worked for INTERPOL. 

	“Mademoiselle Copp?” he asked, when he saw her. She nodded. He took her cases and introduced himself in heavily accented English. “Bien -my name - er is Anton. I er will be accompanying you whilst you are here in Paris. I have been told to take you to our headquarters at Saint-Cloud. If you'd like to follow me s'il vous plait.” 

	 

	Julia looked around the busy airport. Anton had met her before she had even got to customs. The operation was quick and professional. No messing about. Sir Edward wasn't lying when he said that finding Godlewski was important. It seemed there was intelligence that she was not yet privy to. Perhaps the briefing at Interpol headquarters would shed some illumination on the situation. She just hoped Jake was not going to become a sacrificed pawn in this deadly game. She settled into the back seat of a cream Citroen DS. The car, which had a front that resembled the face of a frog, headed out into the heavy traffic and made its way towards the Arrondissement of Nanterre and Saint-Cloud which was the suburb of the French capital where the INTERPOL HQ was located. Saint-Cloud was a very affluent area, and considered the perfect location for Interpol to base its HQ after the end of The Second World War. It was from this location that many investigations into all types of smuggling, drugs, arms and people trafficking took place. 

	 

	Anton, was a slim man in a dark suit. He had beady eyes and a largish nose. His skin had a slightly jaundiced look that hinted at maybe some North African, or Arabic heritage. His hair was dark and straight. The nape just touching the top of his shirt collar. He had thick sideburns that went with his heavy brows. Julia thought him quite good looking in a very French and angular way. He smiled at her as he opened the car door and ushered her into the building that was the French hub to fighting international crime. She was led to an office where a man with a balding head and large glasses was waiting. He was wearing a grey suit, with a not so crisp white shirt. The top button was undone and his tie was loosened. A tendril of smoke wafted up from his strong smelling  Gauloise cigarette, and was whipped away by the ceiling fan turning above their heads.

	 

	“Ah Mademoiselle Copp! Bien! You are here. I am Pascal Borde. I am overseeing the situation. You will no doubt like to know that Pawal Godlewski is indeed on his way to Paris. We have reason to believe he is here to meet a woman who is known as 'Rose Noir' Have you heard of this individual?”

	 

	Julia took off her coat and placed it on the back of a chair. “I have heard of her - yes. We think she is actually working for the Russians.” 

	 

	“Oui. You are correct Madamoiselle. She is indeed a spy for the KGB. All attempts to capture her have failed so far. We here at Interpol see that Godlewski's panicked retreat to France as an opportunity to not only capture him, but also capture The Black Rose.”

	 

	Julia nodded at Pascal. He was like a French version of Sir Edward. A gentleman with a quick and keen mind. Obvious difference was sir Edward's 'Stiff Upper Lip' approach thanks to the old school upbringing, and circles he moved in. 

	 

	Whereas Pascal, had the less formal approach of a middle European, and exuded rather deceivingly - a laissez faire approach. But, when he ordered other members of his staff, it was with the same military abruptness that Sir Edward used. He sent someone to get a file on The Black Rose. When it was handed to Julia. She took it and began to scan through its contents. It contained a black and white photo. Obviously taken from some distance. It was enhanced to show a slim attractive woman wearing sunglasses. She looked like a movie star. She was fashionably dressed. And if it hadn't been for other people in the photograph that were armed. The photo wouldn't have revealed anything other than that it was a picture of an attractive woman. Julia picked up a magnifying glass and looked at the photograph a little closer. To Julia on closer inspection -The Black Rose didn't look quite as attractive as she had been led to believe. Her mouth looked cruel, and her nose was a little too large for the rest of her features. Maybe she was just looking at her from the point of view of another woman, and not a man. But even so. This woman was a clear and present threat.  She once again thought of Jake and hoped he was coping ok with his situation. She hoped that the resourcefulness that he was said to have in his dossier was correct, and that he managed to escape -or at least garner some important intelligence and find a way to inform someone. Although, with him now being in France, that meant that the chance of informing someone was highly unlikely. Still she could only hope. 

	 

	***

	 

	The convoy of black Citroen's had reached Auvers -Sur-Oise, around 30 kilometeres from Paris -situated to the north of the capital. Auvers - Sur -Oise, a picturesque place was famous for being the  place that the painter Vincent Van Gough used to live in before his sad demise. Not that I was aware of that piece of information at this point in time. But, I had managed to keep an eye on some of the road signs, and should I get out of my present predicament - I could at least report where I had been, and more importantly, what Pawel Godlewski was up to. So, yes I had an idea where I was; driving through the beautiful French countryside, with the odd Chateau on the horizon, with vineyards a plenty. The scenery hadn't changed much throughout the journey, but was lovely nonetheless. Under different circumstances - it would've been a very pleasant journey indeed. 

	I had begun to doze, or at least pretend to, in the back of the car, simply because Pawel and Oskar had spoken in Polish throughout, and as my grasp of the language was somewhat limited. I couldn't surmise what was being said. I just knew that when we arrived in Paris -I would be happy to get out of the car and stretch my cramped legs.  

	Substitute

	Le Cafe Du Commerce dated from 1921, It's art deco décor was spread throughout the three levels of the restaurant, and topped with a stunning glass roof that allowed daylight to shine through radiantly during the daytime. It had always been a popular destination for diners. It boasted some of the best Oysters in Paris, along with absolutely stunning and tasteful cuisine. Gabriela was shown to a table on the top floor. The table was beside black metal railings adorned with sumptuous green plants.  It allowed diners to look down and see the activity on the ground floor. Gabriela was pleased with the table. It meant she could watch below, and continue to be alert to any possible dangers that may present themselves. 

	 

	The Maître D, presented the Sommelier, who brought a bottle of Château Haut- Bailly, after Gabriela's request for a good quality red wine. The vin rouge was an expensive Bordeaux. Gabriela looked at her watch, a beautiful Cartier, she had inherited from her now dead Mother. It was encrusted with diamonds and emeralds, and didn't look out of place in the Art Deco surroundings. She was wearing a dark green dress, and with her short hair she looked like she had walked straight out of the 1920s. Her contact was shown to the table.

	“Ah, you are here Anton.” She said. 

	The Interpol agent looked nervous. “You do realise - This is dangerous meeting you here like this?”

	“Relax Anton. Don't be nervous. Now tell me. What news do you have?”

	Anton, spoke to Gabriela and informed her of what he knew. Of the English agent from MI6 that was in France helping Interpol capture  Godlewski. He also told the KGB spy that they were closing in on her, and that she was in danger.

	 

	“Anton, Anton. You -my darling are here to ensure  I do not get captured. You lead them on a merry Goose chase. I will deal with Godlewski. The English agent is nothing. She will find nothing, and will go home with nothing. If she stumbles on something we can get rid of her easily enough.”

	 

	“There is another problem.”

	 

	“What?”

	 

	“Godlewski has with him a hostage. We don't know who he is. I have his name -but there is no other information.”

	 

	“What is his name? Anton. C'mon you must tell me.”

	 

	“His name is Brody. Jake Brody.”

	 

	“Brody? Never heard of him. Is he American?”

	 

	“No. English, from what I have found out. Seems he was working with the British Police. But, there is no record of him in their personnel.”

	 

	“Ok Anton. You have done well. Enjoy the rest of your meal. I will see if I can find anything out about him.”

	 

	Gabriela drained her glass. Anton hadn't even touched the glass that had been poured for him. The food came, Gabriela and Anton dined in silence. 

	 

	The Oysters were exquisite. They were from Saint-Vaast and were the northernmost of oysters in France. They had a tangy hazelnut flavour, and were both crunchy and fleshy to eat. Anton looked at Gabriela, interrupting the silence. “You do know -really you should drink a white wine with Oysters?”

	 

	Gabriela looked across the table at him. She liked Anton. Yes he was nervous around her. So were most men. But, sometimes he would surprise her and make a statement like that - something that most men wouldn't dare. “Anton. You know me. I do things the way I like. Now. These Oysters are an aphrodisiac are they not? Lets leave I want some fun.”

	 

	Anton dabbed at his mouth with a napkin. He knew it would be too dangerous for him to refuse. But he also knew he was pushed for time. “We will have to be quick. I am expected back at Saint -Cloud soon.”

	 

	“D'accord Anton. Let's go. Before the moment has gone.” she said with an impish smile. The French double agent gulped silently. He wasn't just nervous about meeting Gabriela, he was nervous that he was getting too deep into the darker side of things. At first what seemed an exciting opportunity, was turning into a living nightmare. He rose from his chair and with a sheepish smile did as Gabriela commanded and lead the way out of the beautiful restaurant

	 

	***

	 

	They had reached the capital city of France. A city full of history and so much heritage. Great building's, churches, palaces, and of course the Eiffel Tower. Jake missed many of the sights as he had fallen into a slumber. The heat inside the car and the boredom of the long journey had made him drowsy. Godlewski, wanted his arrival in Paris to be discrete and directed his driver towards a poorer district of the capital city, The Latin quarter in the fifth arrondissement. There, they found a cheap hotel, after booking into two rooms. A now awake Jake, was ushered up a narrow staircase to the fourth floor of the building. The room he was shoved into was basic. It had twin beds. A wash basin in the corner of the room. No bathroom or toilet. This was at the  end of the hall, and was to be used by all guests using that level of the hotel. Godlewski and his men went into the adjoining room. Leaving  Jake locked in the room on his own. He sat on one of the beds and pondered upon what he may have to do next. He ideally needed to escape. But, how? He was in a foreign country, with no knowledge of the area. If he did manage to get away -where would he go? His knowledge of the French language was rudimentary to say the least. He knew his best option would be to be directed to a British embassy. But, without papers or proof of who he was. Would he be believed? He looked at the rooms window. He knew he was on at least the fourth floor, maybe even higher. It would be too high for him to jump down into the street below. Perhaps if he could climb down? But, the opportunity may not arise when he could. It needed to be at a time when either he is left here on his own with maybe a guard outside his room -or late at night when everyone was asleep. The trouble was -he had no idea how long he may be a hostage here. They might move again in a few hours. He had to think back to what he knew. Godlewski was definitely in Paris to meet someone important. Quite possibly his puppet master. His whole demeanour since leaving London, made Jake realise that Godlewski was not actually in charge. Yes. Godlewski was powerful and dangerous in his own right. But able to run all this? Highly unlikely.  No Godlewski was determined to straighten something out with regards to the arms smuggling. It was clear it was important. Otherwise getting Kinga back would have been his priority. 

	 

	Arrangements would be made. It was obvious that Pawel would let some information slip. He wasn't guarded enough. If he was able to hear something. Then maybe -armed with information he would be able to do something. He just wasn't sure quite what, yet.  Escape was necessary. But to escape too soon -wouldn't be much help, apart from of course surviving. But this was surely too big for him just to think about himself? Yes. He would bide his time a little longer. That was all he could do...

	 

	***

	 

	Julia was sat in Pascal's office. She was beginning to feel impatient. If only she could go out there and search for Jake. But it was hopeless, he and Godlewski could be anywhere in the large city.  Pascal was talking on the telephone rapidly in French. It was clear there was some development. But at the moment. The French man had not shared his intelligence.  He hung up the telephone, looked at Julia, smiled, loosened his tie a little more, and picked up the telephone receiver once more and dialled a number. One of his Gauloise cigarettes smouldering in the ashtray on his desk. 

	After another few minutes of conversation he finally hung up again. He retrieved the cigarette, the inch and a half long ash dropping off as he did so. He placed the almost spent cigarette in his mouth and spoke to her around it. “It seems that the Rose Noir has been spotted with a slim man coming out of a restaurant. They are being followed. So far there is no news on the Polish man or your friend. However, another thing has come to light. A table has been booked at a very expensive place on the Champs Elysees. A place called Fouquet’s. Have you heard of it mademoiselle? Non? It is magnifique. The table has been booked using one of Rose Noir’s aliases, a Gabriela DuPont.”

	 

	“I thought that was her real name Pascal.” Julia said matter of factly. 

	 

	“Ah, Oui. It maybe so. But, we are not sure. Her links with the KGB make us think her name may actually be different.”

	 

	Anyway. How about I book a table for us at Fouquet’s and then we can observe the meeting ourselves. Maybe even capture her. In fact pluck her from right underneath the Russians noses.” Said Pascal, pleased with his choice of words. 

	 

	Julia smiled at Pascal. Visiting the restaurant, would be a good idea. “Do we know who the man was that she was with? The slim man?”

	 

	“Non. We do not. But, we will. Rest assured mademoiselle, it will not take Interpol long to find out who this man is. We have many eyes and ears in the country. We will know soon. If he is at Fouquet’s we will bring him in also – yes?”

	 

	Julia stood up. “Yes. That is what we would do. Now if we are eating tonight at Fouquet’s – I must freshen up and find something to wear.”

	 

	“Ah, you are in the best city in the world for elegant clothes mademoiselle. Maybe one of my female agents can accompany you and take you shopping?”

	 

	“That would be helpful yes. Thank you Pascal. Remember while I am out if any word of Godlewski or my friend Mr Brody comes in. You will get in touch straight away?”

	 

	Pascal nodded and with a few more pleasantries guided her through the building. Julia was introduced to a woman of about forty called Maude. Her English was good, and after a few minutes they were on their way to visit various boutiques, chatting away quite naturally. Julia was fully aware that Maude was making sure Julia didn’t have any plans of her own. It was a natural thing for Pascal to assign an escort for Julia whilst she was in his city. Anton was elsewhere so Maude was perfect for the job.  

	 

	
Keep On Running

	 

	Anton tied his shoe laces and stood up from the corner of the bed where he had just been sitting. A still very naked Gabriela was smirking at the French agent. “Anton, you must relax. You are not in Algeria now. You work for Interpol, and  you are well placed to provide me with information. It is simple. Do not complicate things. This was fun. But, now you must continue to play the game. Return to Pascal, find out what is next on Interpol’s agenda. Find out if the English woman has any new information. Then. Quite simply, just report back to me tomorrow.”  

	 

	Anton nodded at her words. He buttoned his white shirt, and replaced his narrow tie which had been hanging on the corner of the wooden headboard. Then after putting his dark jacket back on. He lit a cigarette. “You do know if I get caught. I will be classed as a traitor?”

	 

	Gabriela’s face became serious again. “Well, Anton. Do not get caught. I do not want to see you faced with the Guillotine. It would be a tragedy to see your handsome head severed from that body.”

	 

	Anton nodded almost sheepishly. The graphic image entering his head. 

	 

	“Now go. Pascal will be missing you. Be careful. Don’t be seen. Go to the roof, cross at least three rooftops before going down to the street. Remember, tomorrow. You know where.”

	 

	*** 

	 

	At last, an opportunity presented itself. Oskar walked into the room where I had been waiting patiently. As yet I had not heard anything of use. In fact I had not heard anything from the adjoining room! I indicated to Oskar I needed to use the bathroom. He escorted me out of the room into the seedy hotel’s corridor. 

	 

	As we walked past the room that was next to mine, I saw it had its door open. Pawel Godlewski was in his shirt sleeves. He had discarded his jacket and tie. He was pacing with the telephone in his hand. The wire leading behind him like some sort of long tether. As I was unceremoniously pushed along the corridor, I heard Pawel mention Fouquet’s. 

	 

	Now, although I wasn’t Mr knowledgeable about Paris. I did know that Fouquet’s was an old restaurant on the Champs-Élysées  - and that was enough for me! I at last had some important information. I needed to escape. And escape soon. Then, hopefully I could get the news to the correct authorities.  After I entered the bathroom. I looked around at my surroundings. The bathroom did have a small window. It lead out onto a flat roof of sorts. I knew it was my only chance. Oskar had been too dim to check. He was waiting outside the bathroom. I turned on the faucet and whilst the water ran into the sink basin, I quickly, and as silently as possible, opened the window and climbed out into the  early dusk on this March evening in Paris.  The roof was slightly wet, from a light shower that had covered the area only a half hour or so before, and the wetness glistened blackly. I could see the looming presence of the Eiffel Tower in the distance too my right. I scurried along the flat roof to the adjoining building, only the setting sun lighting my way. Passing by the rooftops, I moved as quickly as I could. It was dangerous. I must have been at least six stories up from street level now, having had to climb up higher to escape. I was trying to be careful as I went , I found I had to slow down. Trying to take care as I encountered the inevitable obstacles that the rooftops  put in my way. From slanted roofs, to unusual parapets, narrow platforms, and chimneys. I was nearly far enough way – or so I thought,  far enough away that I thought I would be able to find a way down back into the street soon. However, the confidence of my escape suddenly began to wain, when a gunshot rang out, and a bullet narrowly missed my head and - hit a chimney next to me! I yelped in surprise. I looked to see a sweating Oskar trying to make his way towards me. I couldn’t stay to be caught. I moved quickly. Once more running along the rooftops. I came to the edge of the building I was currently on the top of. 

	 

	There was a gap of about six or seven feet before me. I had no choice - I had to jump! Down below, cars and other vehicles drove along at what seemed fast speeds. I took another look back. Oskar was negotiating a tricky and narrow part of the roof, determined to catch me. I had to go, and I had to go now! So that was it. Decision made I sprinted and leaped! The jump was all wrong! I wasn’t going to land on the roof of the adjacent building. Instead I was falling towards the building! However, by the grace of God or some other divine intervention. A window presented itself in my path. I crashed through and landed heavily in a bedroom. Smashed glass surrounded me on the carpeted floor. Luckily the room was empty. 

	 

	I pulled myself up off the floor and looked through the smashed window. On the edge of the roof opposite. Oskar stood panting. He was obviously furious. But, was out of breath and could not reach me. I gestured with my hand a rude sign. He just stared with his Shark like eyes. It was a chilling look. I turned and headed out of the room. 

	 

	Luckily I was in a hotel. I quickly made my way out of there. I was now in the street. Heading as quickly as I could, towards the only destination I could think of. The Champs-Élysées and Fouquet’s. I smiled grimly. Fouquet’s, why not? I thought to myself.  Maybe if I see a Police man, or bump  into someone who can help me get in touch with the embassy. I would be alright after all.

	 

	***

	 

	Julia had bought a dress by  Andre Courrèges, and it was a stylish futuristic garment that was simply stunning as far as she was concerned. She had of course charged it too her expense account. It was a shimmering woven dress in a cream and pale pink check. It was made of  coarse silk, lined with a softer matching pale pink silk for comfort. The structure was A – lined and came to just above the knee. It wasn’t quite a mini dress but was very modern and beautiful. It had a small bow at the front which was part of a cream ribbon belt that sat low at hip level. She wore some cream Mary Jane style shoes with it, and carried a pale cream and pink purse. Pascal was impressed. He was wearing a dark suit, and his tie was actually fastened neatly at his throat. Making him look much smarter, than all the times Julia had seen him before on this trip. He still had one of his ever present Gauloise cigarettes, hanging from the corner of his mouth. “Mademoiselle – you look magnifique!”

	 

	“Merci Pascal. Please thank Maude for her help. She was a wonderful shopping companion.” 

	 

	Pascal nodded and smiled, as he opened the door for Julia. “Oui mademoiselle Julia. I will of course pass on your gratitude. Come now we must get to Fouquet’s before Rose Noir. Then we can observe who the other players are in this interesting game.” 

	 

	A moment later they were driving through the Paris streets, hoping to observe a clandestine rendezvous. 

	 Blue Turns To Grey

	 

	Anton was nervous. He knew the English agent was with his boss, and were on their way to Fouquet’s. There was no way to contact Gabriela. The situation was out of his hands. If he waded in, his cover would be blown, and he would be exposed as a traitor. But if he didn’t surreptitiously get a message too her. He would then, surely be held responsible, and she would quite simply kill him. No, he had to go there. Maybe disguise himself some way? Then get a message too her. Yes. A disguise. That was what he needed. Maybe a wig and glasses? A change of clothes. Maybe he could be disguised as a waiter, or a member of staff at the restaurant. It was his only way. Yes. Decision made. That was what he would do. The clock was ticking. He needed to get a move on. 

	 

	Back in the busy streets, I kept on looking over my shoulder as  I moved in the direction I hoped would lead me to the Arc De Triomphe, and from there  to the  Champs-Élysées. 

	 

	I saw a stall selling papers, and other Knick knacks. Some of which were obviously for tourists. I spotted what I needed. Something that maybe wouldn’t make me stick out so much. The stall had some traditional French Berets for sale. I then realised I had no money. Not even any English money. It was a predicament, and one I didn’t like! I wasn’t a thief. What could I offer in exchange for a cheap hat? I looked at my Father’s Omega. It was ridiculous. No, I couldn’t justify swapping something so precious for a simple hat. I quickly dismissed the idea, and continued on my way. I eventually came to a small park area, that had some benches. I walked through the park. I realised how I was feeling extremely tired. Yes. This situation was draining me. I sat for a moment on one of the benches, wishing I was back in London at the Savoy dining with Julia. 

	 

	I sat there reflecting on what had happened recently. I had helped apprehend one of the thieves who stole the World Cup, then I had tracked down an international smuggler and crime kingpin, who in turn  - had abducted me! I had now escaped. But instead of just going straight to the Police I was heading back into the one place I shouldn’t. It was obviously part of my nature. I am a private Investigator after all. My instincts were sending me this way, when really I should be thinking about getting back to London. Godlewski had definitely got under my skin. The history we had, yes – I had to see this through. Do what was expected of me. I had taken the job, and not left it. I was essentially working for the British government. I had to be tougher with my conviction. With this reasoning in my mind. I returned to the stall where a middle aged man was selling his wares. 

	 

	“Monsieur?”

	 

	The man smiled at me. 

	With a conversation in fractured English and French, I explained I was trying to escape some criminals. Could the man help?

	He managed to give me directions towards the Champs-Élysées

	 I also asked if I could  borrow one of his berets. He looked at me, his eyes boring into mine, trying to work out if I was on the level. I pulled out the empty pockets of my trousers, and patted my jacket, showing I had no money. The fact my face was still bruised from when Oskar had been beating me back at the warehouse must have convinced him. He handed me one of the black berets. I told him I would return and pay for it when I could. He smiled and nodded, most likely not believing that I would return. I thanked him  once again. Now with the beret on, I waved au revoir and headed in the direction he had indicated. 

	 

	Now that I felt less noticeable, I was able to head to my destination much more confidently. I didn’t believe Oskar was following me anymore, and Godlewski had more pressing matters. In fact, most likely much more pressing matters to deal with, than me. 

	 

	 

	Scotland Yard: 

	 

	DCI Little was reading through some paperwork, when there was a knock on his office door. He looked up and saw it was DI Buggy. 

	 

	“Ah Charles, everything OK?”

	 

	“Not sure Sir. I don’t really know how to proceed. Betchly isn’t giving us anymore information. With that Northern fella missing, and Betchley’s mysterious ‘Pole’ gone. The lack of leads is infuriating.”

	 

	“Quite, dear chap. OK, I can tell you that MI5 and MI6 are looking for both of them. Godlewski is the priority obviously. However, we do hope to track our man down also. All you can do is keep at it. Betchly might let something else slip. He has moved the Trophy somewhere. Or given it to someone for safekeeping. You will find it. I am sure.”

	 

	“I hope so sir. Still wish we knew why Godlewski was involved, and why a low grade criminal like Betchly would be working with him. There has to be another local connection. One of the local gangs, wouldn’t you think?”

	 

	The DCI looked at DI Buggy. He nodded, 

	“I think you maybe right. But, you need to tread carefully. We don’t want to start some sort of gang war by pointing fingers at any of  the local firms just yet. Make some enquiries by all means. But, and I mean this Ol’ chap. Be discreet.”

	 

	Buggy nodded at his boss, and left him too his paperwork. There was something not quite right about all of this. It was bigger than the theft of the trophy. But what? He really did not have a clue. With the amiable spook not around. The whole case was becoming more and more of a mystery. 

	 

	Today was March 26th. The trophy had been missing for nearly a whole week. The Press were making it into a big deal. With the tournament looming ever nearer. It had to be found. He would speak to Betchly again in the morning. Maybe he would let something slip. 

	 

	***

	 

	Godlewski had been furious when Jake had escaped. Oskar had never seen him so angry. If  the telephone had not rang again, then quite possibly Godlewski may have shot him. Luckily, the phone call had forced Pawel to calm down and get back to being his normal calculating self.  The call had been from London. The Twins, were willing to tolerate the minor set back, as long as business could get back on track by the middle of next month. This was good news for Pawel. It meant he could meet Gabriela, and reassure her that things were back on track. The delay would be minimal, providing the lost weapons could be replaced. It was up to Gabriela to sort out her end of the operation. He turned to Oskar and smiled. Oskar was a bit confused, but realised enough that for now his position was safe. 

	 

	Godlewski fired off some instructions. It was time to get ready and go to Fouquet’s. The situation with the missing Mr Brody would have to wait. He knew the private eye would return to London, or Manchester. There would be other opportunities to track his missing daughter. 

	Uptight (Everything’s Alright.)

	 

	 

	Anton was disguised. It had been simple. The restaurant sometimes hired temporary staff at busy times. With his hair slicked into a centre parting and some round glasses with black frames, and a waiters uniform he had managed make himself look quite different. 

	 

	When he told the Maître D he had experience as a Sommelier, he was given the extensive wine list. He had an hour to study it before his shift began.  

	He hoped being the Sommelier he would be able to surreptitiously hand Gabriela a message, before retreating out through the kitchens into the street, and away from the scene. It was a simple plan. As long as he wasn’t recognised by anyone. After all his disguise was very basic. He just hoped he could blend into the background. 

	 

	Le Fouquet’s history was a long one, and one with a sterling reputation for classic French Cuisine. The red awnings made it distinctive in its location on the corner of the the Champs- Élysées. The interior was wood panelled, and had luxurious carpets throughout. The table linens were spotless and white. The chairs around the tables, were the same colour of the exterior awnings. The glasses on the tables, all gleamed with a crystal-like brilliance. The cutlery was likewise shining as if brand new and had never been used before. 

	 

	The whole place exuded the elegance of an expensive and popular place to dine. It was early evening, the place was beginning to get fairly busy when Pascal and Julia were shown too a table by the wall in a wood panelled alcove. From their table they could observe the whole room. Which was set out with a number of round tables, all set perfectly for the diners. Pascal had ordered a bottle of Champagne. A Dom Perignon from the very fine 1960 vintage.  To Julia, it was a bit extravagant ordering such an expensive year. But, as she wasn’t paying for it, she might as well enjoy it. 

	 

	The Sommelier brought it to the table, and served it in  an almost inaudible whisper. Pascal wasn’t paying attention. Julia however smiled at the wine waiter and looked at him. There was something familiar about him. She could not however put her finger on it. 

	 

	Moments later the slim, familiar wine waiter was weaving his way through the tables, and she turned her focus back to the head of Interpol. Who was reiterating what that evenings plan was. 

	 

	“Mademoiselle, when we observe who Rose Noir is meeting. We will not move in until they are eating their dejeuner and we feel that they are  no longer, what do you say? ‘On their guard.’ We  do have several agents in here. You only need to observe. Do you understand mademoiselle?”

	 

	“Of course Pascal. I understand. I am in your country, I will follow your lead. I do not want to jeopardise your operation. I hope it all goes as well as you have planned. So far I have been impressed by your organisation and skill in these matters.”

	 

	The couple were eating their appetisers , Julia was eating an entrée of Foie gras de canard,  whilst Pascal had Gros escargot de Bourgogne en coquille. He was a noisy eater, he slurped his way through the large snails, relishing in the taste of the garlic and butter. Whereas Julia was a much more refined diner, eating the duck liver pate in small quantities with fresh warm bread. 

	It was Pascal who spotted Gabriela DuPont first. He coughed as if he had a bit of snail at the back of his throat, and then with his knapkin in front of his mouth, whispered, 

	“She is here! Over there, dark hair. Red and black dress.” Julia looked across to where Pascal was indicating. She was taking a sip of Champagne as she looked. Yes it was her alright. She looked at the man she was with. Sure enough, he looked like the man she believed was Pawel Godlewski. 

	 

	***

	 

	A Few Minutes earlier:

	 

	I had finally arrived at Fouquet’s.  I sat at a table outside, underneath the red awnings. Pretending to read a  newspaper. The table had been vacated by a previous customer. I pretended I was a new customer, and dishonestly pocketed the tip they had left on the table when they had left. I now had a few francs, and was able to order a Café Au lait. So, with my drink. I was able to sit quietly and observe those that entered and exited the busy restaurant. It was quite pleasant seeing the various people wandering in and out. Meeting friends, family or lovers. It must have been nearing eight pm when I saw the man himself, actually it was his brute of a minder,

	the man with eyes as dead as a sharks, that I saw first. My  pursuer across the rooftops, Oskar. Then, behind him in a  finely tailored dinner suit was Godlewski. Behind him, were another two of his goons. I really wasn’t sure what, by being here,

	I hoped to achieve.

	But I suppose like any private Investigator,

	it was sometimes the sitting, and observing,

	was what brought about results. I would glean as much information as I could,

	before contacting the authorities. Hopefully I would be believed and then, and only then, maybe this crazy chapter of my life could become a memory, and normality, whatever that was, could resume.

	 

	I sat patiently, knowing that Godlewski was inside. I wanted to go in and see who he was meeting. But, at this point. It was too dangerous to enter. I held back. Knowing that I would find out the truth soon enough. 

	 

	***

	 

	Anton was sweating. He felt hot in his uniform. He had seen that Pascal and the British agent were there observing Gabriela. He really didn’t want his disguise to be rumbled. After Godlewski had been seated at Gabriela’s table, the Maître D beckoned for him to come to the table and present the wine lists. This was his chance. He approached the table, and with a slightly hesitant voice introduced the list to the KGB agent, and the man who was sat at her table.

	 

	When he returned with another bottle of Champagne, he dropped a napkin on to the table next to Gabriela’s glass.  The napkin had one word written on it. It said Interpol. Gabriela looked up at the Sommelier – she managed to recognise Anton. She gave an almost imperceptible nod and picked up the napkin, and wiped her hands on it.

	 

	Julia was watching. It was clear the wine waiter was passing a message. She saw the napkin being dropped on to the table. The build of the Sommelier was lean and tall. Julia realised this could be the ‘thin’ man that had been seen with Miss DuPont, but more to the point. She realised who he was! It was Anton!

	 

	 “Pascal!” she whispered.

	 

	“Oui mademoiselle?”

	 

	“The Somellier! It’s Anton. I think he is a traitor!”

	 

	Pascal looked and saw she was right. Infuriated by the news he stood up and took out from beneath his jacket a gun. 

	 

	Then all hell broke loose!

	 

	Gabriela reached into her purse. Oskar who was sat at another table also stood up. 

	 

	Then bullets began to fly! 

	 

	There was pandemonium, as diners screamed in horror. Tables were upended, some of the finest cuisine in Paris spilled all over the floor. Pascal was hit by one of Gabriela’s bullets in his upper arm. He dropped his revolver. Julia pounced upon it - and came up firing in Gabriela’s direction. Gabriela ducked as Anton dived in front of her. One of the bullets from the gun in Julia’s hand hit him squarely in his chest. He landed with a squelch on top of the upturned food, dead before he knew what had happened. Oskar fired at Julia, who ducked back into the alcove, where Pascal was sat tying a napkin around the top of his arm. Pawel had retreated behind Oskar. His other two goons also had guns drawn. They headed towards the entrance. Hoping to make their escape. 

	 

	During the melee, I had been sat at my table outside. As everyone ran away in great haste, so I put the newspaper down and walked towards the entrance. 

	 

	I saw Oskar, come out first. I picked up a bottle from one of the vacated tables and threw it at him. The attack was unexpected. He stumbled at the impact on the side of his head, and as he fell, so Godlewski tumbled into him. As they  both fell in a tangle. The other two of Godlewski’s men opened up in my direction with their firearms. I dove to the floor as sirens screamed and vehicles began to pull up outside the restaurant. 

	 

	Within seconds, the restaurant was surrounded by armed police . As I climbed to my feet an armed officer roughly started  leading me towards a waiting van. Luckily for me, Pascal and Julia walked through the entrance. 

	“Jake!” exclaimed Julia who managed to recognise me immediately. I looked at her uncomprehendingly. I was confused. She was supposed to be in London! Not here - in Paris. 

	 

	It was then, that the whole world turned upside down. The police man that had hold of me had let go. Everything began to swim and fragment in to floating motes, I felt myself begin to fall. Then - everything disappeared as I fell into a deep unconsciousness. 

	 

	***

	 

	The following day, March 27th, 1966.

	I woke up in a hospital bed. Sat in a chair by the bed waiting for me to wake up was Julia. 

	 

	“Oh darling! I was worried. How are you feeling?” she said. 

	 

	I thought for a moment. Things were still a little confused. I remembered the chaos at Fouquet’s but then everything went blank. 

	 

	“OK I think. But Julia – tell me. What happened? Also why am I here?”

	 

	“One of Godlewski’s men shot you. Its OK its only a flesh wound. No bones were broken. It went straight through. You will be fine. You collapsed because you were losing blood. I think with the excitement of what was happening. You hadn’t realised you had been hit.”

	 

	“You know who Godlewski is then? ” I said trying to sit up. The pain in my side making me wince. “Are you a spy, a secret agent?”

	 

	She looked at him. Her eyes were tearing up. She was almost too scared to tell him the truth. But, she had no choice. “I work for MI6. But, MI5 ‘borrowed’ me to help with the vetting process.”

	 

	“Vetting process? So, do you sleep with everyone you vet?” I said feeling anger and disappointment rising. 

	 

	She was crying now. 

	 “No, Jake. It was real. I  wanted to sleep with you. I, I, have fallen in love with you.”

	 

	I looked at her. I didn’t know what to believe. She had lied to me. My ex wife had lied to me, Martina Godlewski had lied to me, and now – well now Julia Copp had lied to me. I lay back down. I felt drained. “I am not sure you do Julia. If that’s your real name? And, if you do love me. You have hurt me. Our relationship has been  built on deceit.” 

	 

	“I know. I am so sorry. Believe me. I have never wanted to hurt you. I can’t help that the way we met was through my job. But honestly. The feelings I have for you are real. Why do you think I am here in Paris?”

	 

	“Because you had no choice?” I replied. 

	 

	“No. Because when I heard you had been abducted. I volunteered to try and find you. To rescue you, and to bring you home.”

	 

	I looked at her again. She was so beautiful. I wanted what she was saying to be true. It was hurting my head hearing what she was saying. I was too tired to argue, that, what she felt couldn’t be real, and of course a big part of me,  wanted it to be real.  I told her I wanted to sleep. She nodded, and said she will be back later. Interpol had Godlewski in custody. I asked about the person Godlewski had been there to meet. 

	 

	“Oh you mean the woman from the KGB?”

	 

	“Is that who she works for? I thought it was just another smuggler.”

	 

	“Get some rest. The woman escaped. I will tell you more. Rest now. You need to get a bit better before we start working out what was going on.”

	 

	I smiled weakly. I closed my eyes, the exhaustion taking hold once more.  

	What Now My Love? 

	 

	During the melee Gabriela DuPont used the cover of the upturned tables to make her retreat out through the doors to where the kitchen’s were situated, she passed through the Still area where Kitchen Porters would load dishes into a machine to be washed. From there she made her way through another entrance to a back door. This was the goods entrance where the fresh food was delivered daily. 

	 

	Once out through the goods entrance, she climbed into a waiting Citroën DS. The driver pulled out into the road, and they disappeared into the busy traffic. 

	 

	***

	 

	It wasn’t long before Pascal had realised that Rose Noir had escaped.

	 

	The one saving grace was that Godlewski and one of his men, Oskar were in his custody. They were both being held in a local Police Station by La Sûreté Nationale, where they were waiting to be transported to Saint-Cloud.

	 

	I was sat up in the hospital bed. Now that I was more aware of my surroundings, I saw that I was in my own  private room. Although, my side hurt like hell, the medication and treatment I had received by the French medical team was making a difference. I had calmed down a little after what had happened. 

	 

	My initial shock at Julia’s revelation of being a British intelligence agent, was something I was coming to terms with. I was still attracted to her. And, if she was now being honest with me, as well. She was, also attracted too me. I just hoped, that there was no more hidden agendas. I wanted something relatively normal and positive in my life. 

	 

	She entered the room. She had brought me a book, another thriller. This one was written by Eric Ambler, titled The Night-Comers, along with a nice bunch of grapes. She sat on the chair by the bed.

	 

	“I have some news. The World Cup. Its been found.”

	 

	I sat up a bit more. “How?” I asked.

	 

	“You won’t believe me.” She said grinning.

	 

	“Go on. Tell me.”

	 

	“A dog found it.”

	 

	“What! A dog? Really?”

	 

	Julia grinned. 

	“Yes a man was walking his dog, Pickles. He found it under a hedge wrapped in newspaper. Its in all the papers. Naturally everyone is talking about it. Means the tournament can go on after all.”

	 

	I laughed. I wondered how Charles Buggy was feeling, now that the trophy had been found. Naturally he would be happy, but at the same time disappointed that it hadn’t been found in the hands of the thieves. 

	 

	Julia continued, “The doctors are letting you leave later. We have to go to Interpol’s HQ. Apparently they want you to observe Godlewski’s interrogation.” 

	 

	At the mention of Pawel Godlewski. Everything became real again. I nodded. It was now time to deal with this mess. 

	 

	“OK. Just let me eat those grapes first. You want some?”

	 

	Julia smiled. “Sure.”

	 

	We chatted more about what had happened. I told her about the warehouse in London, where Godlewski abducted me. She told me how, DCI little had reported too her boss, that I was missing. Who, subsequently called her in. The feelings of betrayal had receded somewhat. I was pleased to have her with me. It also meant I didn’t have to be vague about what I had been up to any more. I realised I had lied too her also. I had been angry at her – but I hadn’t been completely honest either.  Yes, we had both been dishonest. We had been as bad as each other. It was just she had set out to lie right from the start. I had just been economic with the truth. Although my attraction too her had definitely been the one constant truth, since we had met on that train. Which, now seemed such a long time ago. I smiled at her as she continued to talk, I struggled to take everything in she said, as once again I was distracted by her beauty. 

	 

	***

	 

	Gabriela DuPont was furious! She was in two minds as to what to do next. The whole operation was under threat, thanks to Godlewski’s blunder. His race to France had just made matters worse. She wanted to kill him. But, no. Her superiors in Moscow did not want that to happen. They felt he could be useful still. How? She couldn’t fathom their way of thinking. No. Her instructions now were to rescue him from the authorities. How ridiculous! More unnecessary danger. But what else could she do? Orders were orders. So rescue him, she would. Her plan was a simple one. 

	 

	***

	 

	La Sûreté were getting ready to transport the prisoners to Interpol’s head quarters, from the first arrondissement, too Saint – Cloud, in the sixteenth. They had three cars and two motorcycle riders as escort. Godlewski and Oskar were in the middle car. Both were handcuffed.  Both were silent as they were placed in the rear of the car. The drive wasn’t going to take long. But the nature of the situation meant La Sûreté  were not going to take any chances. The convoy headed out into the traffic. Following a quiet and fairly clear route. It was when they were about half way too their destination when it happened. Half a dozen men appeared! The first and last car in the convoy were peppered with machine gun fire.  The lead car stopped. The car behind, the one with Godlewski and Oskar in crashed into the back of the stopped car. The rear car almost smashed into the back of them! But, if it had not been for the driver, who wrestled valiantly with the wheel and managed to swerve, before hitting a row of parked cars.  Then - smoke canisters started letting off smoke by the middle car. The doors were wrenched open. Oskar and his boss were dragged out as a white truck pulled up.  

	 

	The two bewildered men were hoisted into the back of the truck, and it sped off away from the scene. 

	 

	One motorcyclist tried to give chase. The clatter of gunfire filled the air for a moment once more. The motorcyclist was hit! He lost control and managed to flip before landing hard, with the motorcycle crashing next too him. Not that he knew it landed next too him. He was dead before it had landed. The whole operation took less than two minutes.

	 

	The Interpol HQ was a hive of activity. Julia and I arrived to find Pascal Borde  with his arm in a sling. The telephone receiver wedged between his shoulder and his chin, whilst he wrote something down. His shirt collar was undone, and his tie was loosened as usual. His balding head was gleaming with perspiration. He indicated the two seats in front of his desk.

	 

	We sat down and waited for him to finish talking on the telephone. He had put down the pen, and with his now free hand took the receiver from beneath his chin and placed it back on the cradle. He lit a Gauloise, and looked at the pair of them. 

	 

	He filled us in with what had happened. The audacious rescue, the deaths of three police men and the critical state of another.

	 

	“C’est la Rose noir! She did this! We had your smuggler, mondiu! He could have helped us find her! Now she is in the wind! We are back to the first square, non?”

	 

	He said in a fraught voice.

	 

	“You mean square one.” I corrected.

	 

	He looked at me through his large glasses.

	“Ah, you must be the monsieur Brody, that I have heard so much about?”

	 

	I nodded. Julia broke into the conversation,

	 

	“Pascal? Do you have any intelligence you can share? Is there anything we can do? Because, otherwise we will just have to return to London.”

	 

	Pascal looked at the two of them. He was silent for a moment, weighing up the right course of action. He took a deep drag of his ever present Gauloise cigarette.

	 

	“OK, the dilemma we have is, that we are not exactly sure which way they are going. They could be heading towards Switzerland, and from their to Germany, and East Berlin. Or if they are continuing with their original plans, they will be heading back to Dieppe. From there they would be most likely be replacing the seized arms with another shipment.”

	 

	I looked at Pascal, I agreed with what he was saying. I asked a question that was yet to be asked.

	 

	“Do you know who the weapons are for?”

	 

	“A good question Monsieur Brody. We believe they are to arm some militant groups. We are not sure if they are Communists, or another group. We think the weapons were going to Britain, so as to be distributed elsewhere. Possibly America, or somewhere else. We do know Gabriela DuPont was in Northern Ireland six months ago. But, how that is part of this, I am not sure.”

	 

	There was something niggling at the back of my mind about the Northern Ireland connection. But, it was too elusive. Was it something I had heard, or something I had seen? I just wasn’t sure. I was certain it would come back to me. 

	 

	After a bit more talk with Pascal it was decided that we would head back to London via Dieppe. It was the best we could do.  On behalf  of Interpol we would investigate the port, and see if anything turned up. Pascal would concentrate on the aftermath  of the attack on the convoy and would also put feelers out in Germany. 

	Workin’ My Way Back To You

	 

	Kinga Godlewski was sat in her small flat. Her official name now was Kazia Langowska. Her new identity provided by the British government. Her boyfriend and fiancé Colin, went under the name John Smith. The pair had been moved to Coulsdon, Surrey.  A leafy suburb not too far from London. Since the troubles the previous year, life had developed into a much simpler routine. They had become a bit more reclusive. Colin/John no longer wished to be a disc – jockey, playing records at a night club. He still loved his music, and did buy records regularly. But, everything that had happened, the taste for an exciting life, partying had diminished somewhat. Especially as Kinga/Kazia was now four months pregnant. 

	 

	Colin was working at the Vickers factory in Weybridge. It wasn’t the job he had foreseen for himself, but he couldn’t grumble. Making components for aircraft engines was a steady job at this time. Kinga was home all day. It was a lonely existence, but they were beginning to get used to it. Their lives had changed so much. They were lucky to have each other. Their friend Peter, had remained in Manchester. He hadn’t been given a new identity. Instead he just kept himself to himself. He also worked in a factory. One that made a famous brand of soap. The three of them were oblivious to everything that had been going on recently. 

	 

	Kinga had no idea her father had been in the country, nor did she know that the Private Investigator had been to London who had helped them in Manchester had got embroiled in more trouble with her father. The routine of normality had settled nicely. Little did they know, that their lives would experience more upheaval in the near future. For now, life was pretty normal. 

	 

	Pawel and Gabriela had travelled to Dieppe by train. It had given Gabriela a chance to get to know the Polish mobster a bit better. After all the excitement in Paris, Godlewski was both tired and angry. However, he was grateful to Gabriela for the flawless rescue. He realised that she was in charge. It was a position he was unaccustomed too. They had a private sleeper cabin on the train that had left Paris-Saint-Lazare and was heading to Gare Maritime de Dieppe. Gabriela explained they had to split up in Dieppe after the new shipment of arms had been sorted. She had to sort out the other end of the deal and be on  hand when they arrived in Ulster. She explained that until the UK end of the deal was sorted properly Pawel would have to return to London. Godlewski wasn’t sure he liked that idea. He wanted to return to Poland. But, Gabriela told him that he could not. Not yet anyhow. Moscow still needed him. He acquiesced to what he had been ordered. He would take the time in London as an opportunity to track down Kinga. In fact an idea had occurred to him. Maybe this turn of events could be helpful after all. 

	 

	Godlewski would travel to Newhaven by ferry. Once there it would be straight forward getting back to the capital. Gabriela, apparently was going to fly to Northern Ireland from a private air field. He was glad he did not have to remain with the KGB agent longer than necessary. She was a dangerous woman. 

	 

	Gabriela, understood that Godlewski was a powerful man in his own right. But. He was too emotionally attached. His obsession with finding his missing daughter would probably be his undoing. He needed to be above all that nonsense. Be removed from what could hurt him. Mind, she was an orphan. She didn’t know her parents. Had murdered her Foster parents when she had been a teenager, and didn’t have any siblings. So emotional detachment was second nature. It was a shame the people she had to work with couldn’t be the same. 

	 

	***

	 

	Julia and I flew by helicopter to the port of Dieppe. I wasn’t sure what we hoped to find. But, it did seem the best course of action. During the flight, somehow Julia managed to catch up on some sleep. I was awake, my mind racing with all the recent events. My side still hurt. The wound was still tightly bound. But, it was healing. I thought about what I should do when I got back to England. I wanted to return to Manchester, but at the same time I wanted to be in London so I could see Julia. Of course I would first have to file some sort of report or be debriefed when I returned to the capital city. It seemed that this change in career was complicated. I didn’t like things being complicated. Plus, I had been beaten and shot since taking this job. The trouble was – I wasn’t sure I would be able to leave it that easily.  Maybe the next couple of days would resolve things. 

	 

	There was a grey Renault Dauphine waiting for us when we landed at an airfield just outside Dieppe.  Julia drove, and we headed into the popular port. We needed to see if we could find any information that may help. Although The Kolno was no longer here, I did wonder if any of Godlewski’s other ships were here. That would be the obvious thing to check. Although the chances of Godlewski being on one of his own ships at this time was remote. But, he maybe helping organise the loading of the shipment. 

	 

	Dark clouds were forming, giving a sense of foreboding. Julia and I were not sure what it was we hoped to achieve here in Dieppe. For a start,  we had no official back up. 

	 

	***

	 

	We arrived down by the main port. Julia went to speak to le douanier, a monsieur Jean Bureau, the customs officer that Pascal had put them in touch with.  Bureau had been alerted to keep an eye out for both Pawel Godlewski, and Gabriela DuPont.  Bureau was a largish man, with a stocky build. He had a proud angular nose and piercing eyes that were quite close together, that sat under heavy brows. There was an alertness about him that suggested he was suspicious of almost everything. He relayed to Julia what he knew. He stated that another of Godlewski’s  Ships had arrived late last night, however it had been thoroughly checked by his team. Everything was in order.

	This, Julia didn’t doubt. However, she wanted to see the documentation, and the ships manifest, then make an informed decision. Bureau took her to his office and showed her what she needed. She returned to where I was waiting in the Renault.

	 

	“I think I need to take a closer look at the ship Jake.”

	 

	“Ok, let’s go.” I said, opening the car door.

	 

	“No. It’s too dangerous for you. You stay here. Keep a look out for Godlewski or Gabriela. You can see where the passenger ferry leaves  quite clearly from here. We need to be sure we do not miss them. But, I need to investigate that ship. The weapons must be on it, and not the Kolno. OK?”

	 

	I thought about protesting against her logic. It was clear to me she was right, but, the risk of what she proposed. Sneaking onto the SS Polus to look for the weapons was just a bit more dangerous than I’d like. I told her so.

	 

	She smiled and held my hand in hers and with her other hand stroked the side of my face,

	“I have been trained for this Jake. Let me do my job. You are still injured. Just watch for those two. I will be fine. If I am not back in an hour. Get the next ferry to Newhaven. Telephone this number”, she wrote a number on my forearm. “They will send someone for you. I will see you in London as soon as I can.” 

	 

	With that she kissed me on the lips and got out of the vehicle. Leaving me there. I sat back. A little dumbfounded by this development. I was a bit confused, but knew she was also right. But, now here I was in a foreign land on my own again. Luckily Interpol had provided me with papers. I also had some money, thanks to Julia. I looked at my watch. To get back to London, and then ultimately back to Manchester and normality. That was what I wanted. To hell with Godlewski and Gabriela! 

	 

	The next ferry  in would be arriving in a little over an hour. I got out of the car to stretch my legs. I walked down to where the ferry terminal was. I looked across at the water. Returning to London, would be good. But, still this niggling sensation at the back of my mind was there. It was this Northern Ireland thing. What had I heard? What was it that was tantalisingly close to being recalled – but still didn’t want to reveal itself? No. It still would not materialise. I bought  a drink from a kiosk and walked back to the car. The time for Julia to come back would be up soon. But, somehow I didn’t think I would see her again today. Maybe quite possibly never again. But, there was hope. Upon returning to London. She may reappear. But only time would tell.

	 

	***

	 

	SS Polus was the exact replica of the SS Kolno. Julia had managed to sneak onto the ship and was now carefully making her way into the cargo hold. It wasn’t going to be easy to explain her presence on the ship if she got caught. But, if she found the right spot. Maybe she could hide. Be a stowaway and see where the cargo was headed. She doubted the ship would go to the port of Newhaven, where the ferry she hoped Jake would be on, when it was due to depart, was going. It was essential to get to the bottom of this.

	 

	There was the damp salty smell in the hold that she associated with being at sea. The ship wasn’t new. It had been made before the war, just like, the SS Kolno and had made many journeys since it had been launched. 

	 

	She found a place to hide. There was a small section with a partition. When she looked behind it there were several wooden crates, and what looked like large barrels – that she assumed were filled with beer, according to their labelling. She made her way deeper into the section of the hold and squeezed into an area between two crates. She felt she was far back enough that, anyone entering the hold would not discover her straight away. It was uncomfortable, but until the ship casted off, she did not want to snoop around properly. Her instincts told her to be as quiet as possible. Because if she was caught, she would be killed, and quite possibly after having been tortured first. Yes. Gabriela DuPont looked the type to relish in torturing her captors. 

	 

	***

	 

	There was a light breeze blowing as Godlewski and Oskar boarded the ferry. Pawel was wearing a black overcoat and a Homburg hat. Oskar had a blue hooded overhead jacket with a big pocket across the chest, not unlike a military ski jacket from the war, on. I could see them from where I was standing on the top deck. I had to be sure I wasn’t seen by the pair of them. I did not want to be captured again, and definitely not when we were out at sea!

	I made sure that I kept enough distance between myself and the two Polish criminals. The pair of them went inside and sat down for the duration of  the four hour journey to Newhaven. I walked to the stern of the boat. I stood with my back to the rail and watched from my vantage point the view as we glided through the English Channel towards our destination. There was little chance of being spotted where I was standing. It would be exiting the ferry that could give rise to problems.

	Hold Tight! 

	 

	The sky was fresh and blue with Cumulus clouds, the breeze that blew over the open water made the experience for the other cross channel ferry passengers seem nice, and pleasurable. Now as March was heading into April, it felt like spring had properly arrived. My golf jacket was zipped up and the collar was fastened. I still had the beret on that I had got in Paris before the Fouquet’s gun battle. I felt a little guilty that I had not returned it to the man who had given it me. But, for now. I was glad I had it. It wasn’t much of a disguise, but at least it meant I was less likely to be recognised. 

	Little did I realise that Oskar and Godlewski had already spotted me. 

	 

	Oskar and Pawel had come up onto the deck on the port side. Oskar was taking his bodyguard duties seriously. He was scanning the ship for anybody that seemed out of place. Maybe it was because he now knew the English spy’s build and height. It hadn’t been hard to spot an individual that was alone and was seemingly trying to look in the opposite direction all the time, also it didn’t take many grey cells to work out that the man was actually following them. He muttered as much to Godlewski. Who, turned away from the rail and the sea, and looked over to where Oskar had discreetly indicated. Sure enough. It was Mr Brody. This pleased him!

	 

	Oskar was waiting for Godlewski to give him the nod, so as to dispose of the English man once and for all. But, Godlewski put a restraining hand on his bodyguard and told him to be patient. They would do their best to follow  him back to London. Then, at long last he would be able to use the spy to help find his hidden daughter. 

	 

	***

	 

	Julia felt the rumble of the ships engine’s stop. The silence was palpable. She moved out from between the crates she had been using to hide. Her limbs ached from being in such a confined space. She needed to find a window. See if she could get her bearings. She felt like they must surely still be in the middle of the English channel. There was no way they could’ve reached the shores of England that quickly! 

	 

	Sure enough a moment later she heard voices! Someone or a group of people were, making their way into the hold! She moved to one side, an area that was dark, and in shadow. She bobbed down behind another crate. 

	 

	Three men came in. Barrels that had been where Julia had been hiding earlier were being moved! She heard the three men laughing as they worked to move the barrels and crates to a ramp where there was equipment that allowed the cargo to be winched out of the hold, up on to the deck above.

	 

	Julia decided to sneak out of the hold and up to one of the upper decks, to see if she could observe what was happening. So, stealthily she made her way, sticking to the shadows, the way back to how she had entered the hold when she had arrived. 

	She heard more voices up ahead! She quickly doubled back the way she had come. 

	 

	It soon became apparent that for the time being she was trapped. She was frustrated because she couldn’t see what was happening. About ten minutes later, the ships engines restarted again. It was clear she had missed what had really happened on this unscheduled stop in the middle of the channel. She could only guess. Which, when working for MI6 or MI5 was not good enough. Hard intelligence was needed. She retreated back to the hold, unsure of what was going to happen next, or even where this blasted ship was headed. 

	 

	***

	 

	The ferry docked at Newhaven at last. I was in two minds of what to do. Did I try and follow Godlewski? Or did I just get myself back to London? After a moment of indecision, I thought back to what Julia had said. She had told me to report in. Then someone would be sent to fetch me. It made sense. It was the safest way. So, I headed off the busy craft into the coastal port of Newhaven. Not aware that Pawel Godlewski and Oskar were following me. Newhaven is situated approximately forty-nine miles south of London, in East Sussex. Lying at the mouth of the river Ouse. I walked a short distance and began to look for a place to make a call to the London number I had been given by Julia. She had told me to call the number and give my codename. Then I would hear a series of clicks as the line changed to a more secure one. Then I would be able to report in. But, where to telephone from? 

	 

	I saw an inn. It was quite a large place. It had that sort of art deco architecture you see quite often in coastal towns. It had clean lines and curves, all in white. It had a series of pillars holding up a veranda that could have been like the deck of  a cruise ship.  It had the legend “The Hope Inn”, and beneath it “Brickwoods Ales”, I realised I quite fancied having a beer. I made my way to The Hope, thinking to myself that there was a modicum of irony in choosing a place named The Hope. 

	 

	I entered through the double doors, and went to the bar. I ordered a pint of Brown ale. I sat on a barstool while the bartender pulled the pint. I looked around. The bar was nicely furnished, but in a dated style. It had probably not been refurbished for many a year. I took a well needed sip from the pint pot with its dimpled glass and thick handle. It wasn’t as nice as a pint back home in Manchester, but it did hit the spot. I looked around. There was a small stage, no doubt they had entertainment from time to time. 

	 

	There were a few people sat at tables. Chatting and drinking. A small group of young men were sat in a corner. They were wearing heavy boots, levis and leather jackets. I had spotted various bikes parked outside. They were obviously what were often referred to as “Ton Up Boys”, Rockers who loved riding their big, usually British made motorbikes at speeds of 100 miles per hour or more. They were looking at me sat at the bar. I realised that in my golfing jacket, and Desert boots I must look like a Mod too them. I drank my pint relatively quickly and then asked the barman if there was a telephone I could use. 

	 

	“Over on the wall just outside the Gents mate.” He indicated.  

	 

	The Gents were near to where the Bikers were sat. I didn’t fancy making the call straight away. I ordered another drink. It was then, that I looked into the mirror that was behind the bar, and I saw Oskar and Godlewski walk in.  I stood and made my way towards the Gents. The last thing I needed was a public confrontation. 

	 

	Oskar couldn’t hold himself back, when he spotted me, and started charging in my direction! One of the Bikers saw what was happening. Maybe because Oskar was such a large brute, and that the biker thought the odds were uneven. He also jumped into action! He threw his own drink at Oskar and dived at him. They tumbled to the ground and wrestled for a moment. The other bikers cheered at this unexpected explosion of violence. The tall biker was handling  himself quite well up to this point. Naturally I went to help. After trading a few punches, Oskar managed to catch his assailant with a good left. It sent him crashing back into the table where he had been sat moments before with his friends. I had circled behind Oskar. I dove at him and almost like a Rugby tackle took him down. The tall bikers friends then attacked him! I jumped out of the way. Oskar defended himself bravely, and swatted a couple of the bikers away relatively easily to begin with, but there were too many of them for him to cope. The bartender rang the last orders bell. Its loud peel interrupting the brawl almost like the bell at the end of a round in a Boxing match. Instinctively we all turned towards the sound. In his hands, the barman had a shot gun! 

	“Get out! Get the fuck out of my pub!” He shouted. “The Police are on their way. So unless you want to be arrested...”

	 

	The fight stopped as quickly as it had started. Oskar was battered and bruised on the floor almost unconscious, despite his valiant efforts, being attacked by half a dozen young men had been too much for him. Pawel Godlewski was nowhere to be seen.

	 

	I followed The Ton Up Boys out of The Hope. The tall one that defended me, grinned. His mouth was bloody and a gap in his teeth was bleeding. Oskar had caught him good and proper, he had lost a tooth. 

	 

	“That was a fun scrap mate. Totally unfair a bloke that big starting on yer.”

	 

	I nodded. “Yeah thanks for that.”

	 

	“You’re not from around here are you?”

	 

	“No. From up north. Manchester.”

	 

	“A Manc huh. Long way from home then.”

	 

	“Yes, you could say that. Listen, I need to get somewhere to make an Important call can you help? That bloke and his boss are after me. So I need to get away quick.”

	 

	“Sure, you can come with us. Get on the back of my bike. We’ll take you along the coast to the next town. You will be fine then. The name is Tommy by the way.”

	 

	“Call me Jake. Thanks. Really appreciate this mate.”

	 

	We joined the others, where an impressive array of BSA’s, Norton’s and a Royal Enfield Continental GT waited. The Royal Enfield was Tommy’s.  He was obviously proud of it. He told me he had rebuilt the engine himself, making various little modifications that would make the 250 run faster.  What he told me was way over my head. Not really being mechanically minded. It was a bit of mumbo jumbo to me. But I did nod appreciatively. He gave  me an open faced helmet and goggles to put on. One of his mates also handed me a leather jacket to borrow. I put it on over the golfing jacket. Tommy told me how to sit, and explained we would be travelling fairly fast. “Don’t worry I am not going to go a ton with you on the back. But I don’t want to travel like a snail. You know what I mean?” he said. 

	 

	I grinned and nodded. A few minutes later I was sat behind Tommy, the engine letting out its throaty growl, and that was it! We were travelling  faster than I’d like towards Peacehaven. Still, I couldn’t complain. This dangerous ride was getting me away from Godlewski and his thug Oskar. I wondered if our paths would ever cross again? I sincerely hoped not. 

	Trouble Is My Middle Name

	 

	When Oskar saw a red mist, and charged at the English spy, Pawel removed himself from the vicinity pronto. There was no way he was going to get caught in the middle of a brawl in a pub! He was annoyed with Oskar, but, to be fair, he couldn’t blame him. Jake Brody had embarrassed him more than once. No, he would just make sure nothing like that happened again. 

	Pawel observed Jake leave with the Bikers. Oskar came out of The Hope Inn a moment or two later. He was struggling to walk, and looked battered and bruised. Pawel grinned, the big oaf had proven that rushing things was not a wise course of action. Trouble was his middle name, that was for sure. 

	The only thing he could think about now, was that for the time being, Brody had escaped. 

	All that he and Oskar could do, was simply  head back to London, and hopefully that meddlesome Brody will stick his nosey nose in where it shouldn’t again. So then things could get back on track, and he could find his missing daughter. 

	 

	***

	 

	The SS Polus finally docked at a port. Julia still did not know where. She was going to have to get off the ship and get on to land. She hoped that it had docked in England, and had not returned to France, or another coastal country. 

	 

	She had lost all sense of time. She had fallen asleep at one point, and was just relieved she had not been discovered hiding in the ships hold. 

	 

	It was dark when she ventured out onto the deck. Still keeping to the shadows, she found an area that was quiet. She was going to have to go in the water and swim to somewhere,  somewhere where she would be able to get on land without being seen. 

	 

	With her hair tied back, she climbed over the side and made her way down into the water that was calm and still around the ship. It was freezing! She struck out underwater and swam a few feet away from the Polus. She lifted her head out of the water, to get her bearings. She saw a jetty ahead, illuminated by the moon. She ducked under again and swam through the cold murky water towards it. She was desperate to reach it fast. She didn’t want the cold to slow her down, and  cause her trouble. She pushed harder to reach the jetty. At last her hand hit something solid. She had made it. She pulled herself up, she felt exhausted. Once on the jetty she lay on her back panting heavily. The indigo sky suspended above her was immense. The odd star twinkled above her. She sat up and took in her surroundings. She was on the opposite side of a harbour area. There were several warehouses nearby, and she looked to see if she could make out any signs that might indicate where she was. Sure enough she saw the almost illegible writing on the wall of a warehouse, it said, something she couldn’t quite read, “and sons of  Portsmouth.” 

	 

	So that was where she was! 

	 

	Relief flooded through her. She rather unsteadily got to her feet. Still dripping wet she walked towards the buildings. She was shaking. As she got nearer to one of the warehouses, a dog started barking, a moment later a man with a torch turned a corner. As the beam cast itself over her trembling figure, she stumbled. The man ran forward. Seeing it was a woman, he immediately went too her aid.

	 

	Five minutes later she was sat on a chair in a hut with blankets wrapped around her, a hot mug of sweet tea in her hands.The man who had found her was talking to a man in uniform. 

	 

	“Well, when them there dogs started making a racket, I had to investigate, so I did.  And tha she was the poor thing. All a shivering and what not. So I brought her here.”

	 

	“Quite right too. Now Miss – can you tell me who you are, and why you have just come out of that freezing water?” said the man in uniform. Julia guessed he was from the local port authority. He may well have been from Customs and Excise. 

	“I need to make a phone call. Its important....”

	 

	***

	 

	Peacehaven was picturesque. Tommy dropped me off by the post office. I thanked him and returned the helmet, goggles and leather jacket. It was nice to be standing on terra firma. Being on the back of a bike like that was very different from riding a Vespa or Lambretta. I entered the post office. 

	 

	There was a man at the counter. He had his sleeves rolled up to his elbows. His hair was receding and he had a Bobby Charlton style comb – over. He wore a pince-nez, and was studying a newspaper. 

	 

	I saw that the lead story was still about the finding of the World Cup. It made me smile. He heard me come in and looked at me through his lenses. I nodded at him and asked if I could use his phone to make an important call. He indicated a payphone. I nodded and went to the booth where the telephone was situated. 

	 

	I dialled the number that Julia had told be to ring, luckily it hadn’t rubbed off the inside of my forearm. 

	 

	Sure enough after I had said the word “Iapetus” there was a series of clicks. A moment later a voice came on the other end of the line, 

	“Is that you Ol’chap? Thought you were dead. Good to have you back. Now tell me where you are, and we can send our nearest man to fetch you. We will have you back at the Savoy in a jiffy.”

	 

	I told Sir Edward where I was. He was silent for a moment. I have a man in Brighton. Only six miles up the road. I will get him to drive along to pick you up Ol’chap. Then we can see about getting you back here. There is a lot we need to discuss. 

	 

	I was relieved. At last things were nearing the end. My side ached from where I had been shot a few days before. I was tired. I literally couldn’t wait to get back to London and go to sleep. I wished not for the first time that day, that Julia was still with me. 

	A Legal Matter

	 

	Julia had at first been refused a phone call. The man in uniform was indeed a Customs and Excise officer. He stated that until she explained why she had suddenly appeared here, obviously having climbed out of the water, She would be treated like any other stowaway or refugee. 

	 

	Julia was frustrated. She couldn’t blame the man for trying to do his job properly. She had no choice. She spoke to him firmly. 

	 

	“Look. This is important that you listen to me. I am not here illegally. I work for the British Secret Service. It is a matter of national security that you let me make my phone call. If you don’t there could be an international scandal.”

	 

	He looked at her. He wasn’t sure whether to believe her. There was a steel in her eyes that told him she could be telling the truth. “Right wait here. I will make a call. If it comes back affirmative – I will let you have your phone call.”

	 

	He left the room. She sat there wrapped in the blanket. She hoped it wouldn’t take long. When the customs officer returns,  she thought to herself, and once the call was made, she could maybe get The Polus raided, and the weapons found. Then at long last, she could return to London. 

	 

	Five minutes later he returned. 

	 

	“OK. You checkout. They want to talk to you. They are ringing you in a minute. Sure enough the telephone on the desk rang. 

	 

	“Hullo?”

	 

	“Julia?”

	 

	“Yes Sir, Its me. I am back in the country.”

	 

	“Good.” Said Sir Edward. “Right. Tell me what is happening. But be careful what you say. We can do a full debrief when you are back in London.”

	 

	Julia told him about stowing away on the Polus in Dieppe, and how it had stopped In the middle of the channel for a cargo exchange. She believed that the exchange was the weapons that Rose Noir was arranging to replace Godlewski’s impounded cargo.

	 

	Sir Edward then spoke to the customs officer. Ten minutes later Julia was wearing dry clothes. They were men’s overalls. That were a little big. She had on a jacket over the top that belonged to the night-watchman. A team of six Customs officers made their way to the Polish Ship. A few minutes later. They were opening and inspecting the ships cargo. But, they were in for a shock. In fact Julia felt a little red faced. There were no weapons or contraband! The only thing that Julia could surmise. Was that it was the weapons that got taken off the ship in the middle of the channel. They had been replaced with the very cargo that was meant to be on the ship. The Rose Noir had managed to get the weapons onto another vessel. Which meant that she did not know where the weapons were going to arrive. It was another set back. Gabriela Dupont had outwitted them once again. 

	 

	***

	 

	I arrived back at The Savoy about  four pm that afternoon. The man from Brighton had hardly spoken to me when he had picked me up from the cafe that I had found near the Post Office in Peacehaven.  The man told me, that when I was dropped off – I had to go straight to my room and await a telephone call. 

	 

	As you can imagine, I was so relieved. Once I was safely back in the hotel suite I had a much needed shower. Once I felt clean and more refreshed I ordered some food from room service. I wasn’t going to venture out of my room until I received that phone call. The waiting was murder! 

	After I had eaten a Club Sandwich and drunk some coffee, I couldn’t help but pace around the suite. It was six pm when the telephone finally rang. I heard a voice I hadn’t expected to hear. 

	 

	“Travers!”

	 

	“Sir. Glad you are back safely. I am downstairs. Car is waiting. I am to take you straight to Curzon Street and Leconfield House sir. Quick as you can.”

	 

	I was out of the suite in minutes after throwing on my blue worsted suit and my Loakes. I had on a white shirt and a blue tie. It actually felt nice to be properly attired once more. 

	 

	Travers shook my hand when I appeared. It actually felt like a reunion with an old friend. I think he was naturally relieved I had survived my abduction, and had escaped. He didn’t know the details of everything. But he had known enough to be happy to see me. The journey didn’t take long. It was only a short time, before I was being shown into Sir Edward Furnival – Jones’ office.  He stood as I entered and shook my hand warmly.  

	 

	“Ah, good to see you back Dear boy. Its been a shocking few days for you. But, you survived. Which is the good news. Now you must let me know what happened, and whether you have any intelligence that we can use.”

	 

	I sat in the chair opposite his desk and began to tell him everything that had happened from the moment I went into the warehouse with the Flying Squad officers as my back up. I told him how Godlewski was working for a KGB agent referred to by Interpol as Rose Noir. That it was indeed the KGB who were trying to smuggle weapons, so as to destabilise Great Britain. 

	 

	“Are you sure of this?”

	 

	“I think so, Sir. I also think there is a Northern Ireland connection. I am not sure what it is. But, there is a good possibility Sir.”

	 

	“What makes you think that Brody? It’s important you let me know what you think the connection is.”

	 

	“Well sir, I believe the KGB are giving weapons to militant groups to start something. Something that will misdirect us from something else. The head of Interpol divulged that Rose Noir had visited Northern Ireland six months ago. Could it be she was making a deal?”

	 

	“Quite right. You are maybe on to something. Trouble with a capital T is brewing over there. Hmm. I think I will speak to the PM about this. I need you to stay here in London for now. How is your gunshot wound anyway?”

	 

	“Still hurts a little. But not causing problems.”

	 

	“Good. We will keep you at The Savoy for now. Travers will take you back. Tomorrow can you drop into Scotland Yard. They need a report on what happened at the warehouse. Now don’t tell them about anything else other than the abduction and your escape in Paris. Nothing else OK? Remember some intelligence we have to keep to ourselves at the moment. OK?”

	 

	I nodded and said I did. The head of MI5 indicated I was to leave. Travers was waiting for me. A few minutes later I was back in my suite. I climbed into the large bed. It wasn’t long before I was sleeping. It wasn’t  a deep undisturbed sleep. It was one, where  I dreamed of Julia. 

	 

	Everything was dark, then a searching beam of light panned across my vision, like, I was watching a show on stage. A figure appeared. A figure that I couldn’t quite make out at first, but it was a woman, and she was naked, as she got nearer – I saw that it was Julia. Her hair was wet. Her mouth was opening and closing. She was talking. But, I couldn’t make out the words. Then the light disappeared like a switch had been thrown! Then everything changed to an orange colour. Godlewski’s face appeared - he was laughing! His head moving round like something from a television program. Again the colour changed. This time, too a deep red. Oskar’s floating head appeared then – just where Godlewski’s had been. Black eyes stared at me. Unblinking. Their gaze aimed at me. Looking like death. 

	 

	I awoke with a start! The dream was vivid, but did not make sense. I was aching. I had rolled onto the side where I had been shot. I sat up. I was sweating. I climbed out of bed and went to the bathroom. I rinsed my face. I stared at my reflection. The last few days had certainly paid their toll. I had shadows under my eyes. Was that a hint of grey in my mousey hair? I hoped not, rather vainly. I  then looked at my watch. It was only eleven pm. Once again I went back to bed, and couldn’t sleep properly. I remembered the novel Julia had given me, I retrieved it from the inside pocket of the navy Golfing jacket. I tried reading and, not long after I started reading I finally fell into a a long needed dreamless sleep. 

	 

	***

	 

	Julia got back to London. She had wanted to check in at The Savoy to see if Jake was OK. But decided against it for now. Sir Edward had told her to come straight to Leconfield House. She did as she was told. She felt embarrassed by what had happened with Godlewski’s ship. She hoped Sir Edward wasn’t too upset about how things had panned out. She wasn’t a hundred percent sure Jake was back at the hotel anyway. She really did hope that he hadn’t tangled with Godlewski and his thug Oskar. It didn’t bare thinking about. She just hoped this was the end of dealing with this affair, and that she could return to doing her normal job for MI6. 

	 

	***

	 

	Pawel had a plan. One that could throw up some interesting answers. Gabriela had given him information about a woman that had been working with Brody. She was a British agent. She was of interest because she seemed to know Brody well. Gabriela had even stated they knew each other “Intimately”.

	So, from a vantage point on Curzon Street, he had a couple of his men watching the comings and goings at Leconfield House. Sure enough. The woman was seen entering MI5’s headquarters. At last Godlewski would have the right leverage to get Jake Brody to do as he was told.

	 

	When Julia left her meeting with Sir Edward, she was feeling relieved. She had been told that Jake was back from France safely, and was back at his hotel. He was understandably tired after his ordeal. It seemed he had equipped himself well in the field. He had managed to escape Godlewski twice. Julia had looked at her superior when he said that.

	 

	“Twice? “

	 

	“Yes, it seems he was almost captured in Newhaven. If it hadn’t been for the interference of some locals. He would have been captured, and quite possibly killed.”

	 

	Julia asked if he was hurt.

	 

	“I think maybe only his pride.” Sir Edward replied. He stood up from behind his desk and walked to the window and looked down into the street.

	 

	“I know you have become fond of him Julia. But, please don’t let yourself get too close to him. He isn’t one of us you know. Or at least not quite yet. He might turn out to be a credit to the service. A modern agent for changing times. Providing of course these last few days haven’t put him off.”

	 

	Julia had agreed with her boss. But, inside her head was telling her that she was too close to him. Her heart was telling her she was in love with him. She couldn’t let Sir Edward know yet, but undoubtedly it would soon become apparent. So, as she headed out of the building to pick up her car from where it had been parked since before heading to Paris. All she could think was how much she was looking forward to seeing Jake again. 

	 

	***

	 

	They followed the woman. She walked along Curzon Street and climbed into a parked red Mini Cooper, She pulled out into the traffic. The black Jag was being driven by Oskar, two other men were in the car. Pawel Godlewski was elsewhere. His instructions were clear though. Follow the woman. See if she goes to where the Private Eye was staying. Then sit and wait. Once there was confirmation their prey was there. Then the woman was to be snatched. Then their boss would have all the leverage he needed. It was simple. It also meant Brody would be forced to track down Kinga.

	 

	***

	 

	I had woken to the telephone ringing.  I answered with a sleepy 

	 

	“Hullo?”

	 

	The voice on the other end of the line was a welcome one and surprised me, 

	 

	“Julia!”

	 

	“Yes. Its me. Can I come up?”

	 

	“Of course!” I said my voice cracking a little with emotion.

	 

	Moments later there was a tap, tap, tap on the door. I opened it and let her in. 

	 

	She looked as beautiful as I remembered. She was wearing a Navy shift dress, and a blue suede jacket. Her hair was teased up into a bun. She threw her arms around me when she saw me. We stood holding each other for a moment. I inhaled her scent, it was fresh, clean with a hint of jasmine and lemon. 

	 

	“You smell nice” I said. 

	 

	“Thank you,” she replied breaking the hold. “it’s Shalimar by Guerlain. I picked it up when we were in Paris. But it’s the first time I have worn it.”

	 

	I grinned. “Saving it for the right moment?”

	She chuckled. “You look like you have just got out of bed. How about we climb straight back in?”

	 

	Moments later we were in bed tenderly making love.

	 

	Afterwards, we chatted about what we had both been through. I was Smitten by her. But, also was concerned about our professions. I said as much. 

	She looked at me. Her gaze becoming serious. 

	 

	“We will work it out. Once you are properly working for MI5. We can work at making the relationship official. The powers that be are not stupid. They will have probably guessed anyway. Sir Edward more or less said as much.”

	 

	I nodded. It was the early hours of the morning. I had to be at Scotland Yard for nine am. I kissed her again, I had missed her the last day or so, and it seemed so long ago when we had met on the train. My kiss was a touch forceful, my intention clear. She responded by moving her hands beneath the bed sheets Our passion was ignited again as we endeavoured to make our past few days distant memories. Then, after we were both spent, she fell into a deep sleep. 

	 

	I lay there. Thinking about what the future may hold. Was I going to move to London? Or was I going to stay in Manchester? Maybe I wouldn’t be of any fixed abode anymore? I would just be directed to wherever my new bosses decreed. This was going to be difficult. I was a loner. Had been for quite some time. Being answerable to others was going to be different. I wouldn’t be able to pick and choose cases. Julia believed I was being fully recruited into being an agent. I was still unsure as to whether that was what I wanted. Was I in too deep already? All these thoughts went through my brain as the time trickled towards the time of day when I needed to get up and go to Scotland Yard.

	 

	I left Julia sleeping. I had put on a fresh shirt, some grey slacks and the jacket of  my blue suit. I had looked out of the suite window, and saw grey clouds. It wasn’t raining yet. But it certainly looked like it was threatening to. So, with my mac over my arm I headed down to see Travers, who was likely waiting to give me a lift to where I would make a report to DCI Little and DI Buggy.

	 

	***

	 

	Oskar recognised Jake when he left The Savoy with another man. It was all he could do to stop himself from gunning the engine of the car and driving full speed at the man who had embarrassed him so much. 

	 

	But, he had his orders. It was the woman he had to snatch. So, he had to let the bastard go. Yes he was a drań alright. One that when Godlewski was finished with, he would gladly kill, and kill slowly.

	 

	An hour after  Jake had left The Savoy, so the woman left the hotel. Oskar drove foreword, and his two colleagues emerged from where they had been waiting. One of them pressed a revolver in the small of her back. In seconds she was sandwiched between the two men in the back of the car. Oskar pulled away and headed towards an address he had been given earlier. A place not far from Greenwich, where Godlewski’s warehouse was. 

	 

	It was a nondescript house in a residential street.  Nothing distinguished it from the other houses in the street. It was a “Safe” house for the time being. The old man who had lived there wouldn’t be needing it anymore.

	 

	***

	 

	DCI Little was very pleased to see me, as was Di Charles Buggy. We were sat in Little’s office. He had poured us all a Scotch. It was a straight forward informal interview. They just wanted to know what had happened. 

	 

	Buggy wanted to know if Godlewski had admitted to his involvement in the heist of the trophy. I admitted that Godlewski hadn’t made any such admission. But, it was obvious about Oskar’s involvement. The two Policemen agreed. They wanted to know what happened in the warehouse. I told them how I had been captured. I was initially tortured by receiving a beating whilst tied to a chair. Then gunfire was heard and Oskar knocked me out with a cosh. Buggy was shaking his head. He was shocked by what I had been through. I explained how the only reason Godlewski didn’t want me dead was because he thinks I can help find his daughter who has been given a new identity.

	 

	DCI Little, looked at me over the glass of Scotch he was just about to take a mouthful of. “ So, this is what he is really in the country for?”

	 

	“No. Its more than that. I can’t go into it. I would if I could. But, I am sworn to secrecy. What I can say, is that his obsession with finding Kinga – could in theory help us nail him.”

	 

	Little nodded. “Yes you are right. Although you would have to go through Sir Edward to organise anything.”

	 

	Buggy then interrupted. 

	 

	“Are you talking about a sting operation? It wouldn’t stand up in court.”

	 

	Little turned to the DI. 

	 

	“Charles. It doesn’t matter. If Godlewski gets caught. It’s a legal matter, that will mean he won’t be done for being involved with the theft of a trophy. I think you will find he will get tried as a Russian spy. Am I right Broadstein?”

	 

	“Exactly.” I replied smiling at Little’s realisation of the bigger picture. 

	 

	Buggy’s eyes had grown large. He could see that what I was involved in was way above his pay grade. 

	 

	After a moment he said. 

	 

	“Well I’m glad you are alive Jake. We were worried when you disappeared. I actually thought you would be floating in the depths of the English Channel.”

	 

	We wrapped up the meeting. I was asked to write a statement to give to Buggy. Omitting any info about gun smuggling or anything else. Just the abduction and my escape. We all shook hands and I went down to where the Li 150 had been stored. 

	 

	They had had the foresight to bring it to the Yard. Hoping that indeed I would return.  After I signed for its release I stepped into the Scooter and headed out into the London traffic. I wondered if Julia was awake yet, as I headed back to the hotel. 

	Somebody Help Me

	 

	Godlewski looked at the Kurwa before him handcuffed to a pipe in the cellar of the safe house. Yes. Brody’s whore was attractive enough. He crouched down in front of her,

	 

	“Now, it seems that your friend is once again making me do things I would rather not. Like kidnapping  a beautiful woman like you. Now if he loves you. He will do as I ask. If he does not. I am afraid that your life will become short and very painful.”

	 

	Julia spat in Godlewski’s face. The globule of saliva trickled down the side of his nose. He hit her once with the back of his hand. She stared back defiantly as her cheek started to redden from the blow. Godlewski stood and walked out of the cellar. 

	 

	She was left alone. She started sobbing quietly. It was now all too clear her relationship with Jake had put her in this position, and him in danger. 

	 

	She tried to see if there was any give in the pipe. If she could manage to pull it away from the wall, maybe she would be able to release herself. But, it was firm. Determined, she continued to try. Moving along the length of pipe, hoping to find some sort of weakness.

	 

	I got back to the hotel and found the suite empty. Julia had left a note saying she would be back that afternoon after two pm. I had an hour and a half to kill, so returned back into the street. 

	 

	I went for a walk and found myself in Covent Garden. I saw a pub called The Nags Head, I ventured in for a pint. It was busy. A mixture of shoppers, and market workers. 

	 

	I ordered a  Whitbread Stout beer. I found a seat in the corner of the pub and sat quietly, drinking my drink, all the time people watching. I saw men who were having a lunch time drink. They had probably been working, bringing produce into the fruit and veg Market since the early hours that morning, and after several hours of working hard, felt they needed to unwind  with a much needed drink. There were other types in there also. Young men in shirts and ties, with smart dark suits. Their haircuts seemingly longer than the previous year. I had noticed that since the popularity of bands like The Beatles and the Rolling Stones that many young men had started growing their hair out. I still liked my hair short at the nape of the neck. I wasn’t sure I would suit one of these longer hairstyles. 

	 

	The girls too seemed to be changing their styles, more women were wearing trousers, with knitted tops, I had also seen something about a young British model called Twiggy making a stir in the press with a short boyish hairstyle. Since I had read the article I had seen a lot of young women getting their hair cut in this way. It was funny to see an almost role reversal going on in society. Some young women were dressing more masculine in many ways, and the men were beginning to look more and more effeminate. 

	 

	Little did I know that here in London some of the changes that were emerging in “Swinging London” were a form of Dandyism that would morph some of these individuals into what would become known as Hippies. Nor was I aware at this point there would be those that would go the opposite way. These I would eventually hear of were the “Hard Mods” Those that were all about retaining their masculinity  and were taking style inspiration from the mixed race communities they lived in. They cut their hair very short in a military fashion and would wear big boots as a statement. But, as yet I had not seen young men dressed like this.  I looked at other people in the bar. Some sat quietly, as I was doing, others were vocal and loud talking about all sorts of things. None of it I really took that much notice of, as my mind drifted back to my situation. 

	 

	The truth was, I was enjoying London, but at the same time felt homesick for the normality back home in Manchester.  It was Julia that was making me want to stay, not the chance of being a British secret agent. I had been beaten up, shot at and had been through so much since receiving the letter from Harold Wilson. My involvement with Godlewski was becoming a curse. 

	 

	I finished the drink and headed out again into the buzzing activity of Covent Garden, I began to make my way past the stalls, and street venders. The streets around Covent Garden were busy, and loud. After making my way through the throngs of people. I headed back to my hotel. 

	 

	As I walked past the main reception I was stopped by the receptionist calling my name.  I went over to enquire what they wanted. 

	 

	The receptionist handed me a buff envelope. I thanked them and took the envelope and made my way back to my suite. I would open it when I got back to my room. It was most likely instructions from Sir Edward, and was probably delivered by Travers when I had been out. Not for one moment did I think I could’ve been more wrong. 

	 

	***

	 

	Gabriela had arrived in Northern Ireland. Jim had been waiting for her. He was thrilled she had arrived, and even happier to know that a shipment of weapons was due to arrive in the next couple of days. Tensions were really stirring. 

	 

	Gabriela’s ideas enthralled him. He had spoken to Gusty Spence several times. The need to confront Republicans, who were mainly Catholic was getting more apparent. Arming the UVF was the way forward in his opinion. 

	 

	Spence was an ex British soldier, and agreed that more assertive action was necessary. But so far there had just been a lot of talk, and no actual action. 

	 

	Marking the 50th anniversary of the Easter uprising, both nationalists and republicans had parades planned. It was clear that some of the routes these parades were following could incite violence. Arming the small group calling themselves the UVF was necessary as far as Jim was concerned. 

	 

	Little did he know that Gabriela was playing both sides. The IRA had been visited by one of her colleagues. The Cold War was heating up as various plots were being put into action. The friction in Northern Ireland suited Russia. It would create opportunities that could disrupt so many things in the next few years. 

	 

	***

	 

	I poured myself a drink, a scotch and soda on the rocks. I then opened the envelope. What I saw was not what I had expected. It wasn’t instructions from Sir Edward. It was a type written note with a lock of blonde hair stuck to the paper with tape. It stated: 

	 

	WE HAVE THE WOMAN. YOU WILL DO AS WE ASK – OR SHE DIES. INSTRUCTIONS TO FOLLOW... 

	 

	I dropped the letter. My mind racing. Godlewski! It had to be Godlewski who had her. What was I to do? I couldn’t just leave her to die. But if I go in blindly I would be putting us both in danger.  I had to call it in. I remembered the number that Julia had given me in Newhaven. The number to call Sir Edward on a secure line. I dialled and said “Iapetus” the series of clicks clicked, and Sir Edward was on the other end of the line. 

	“Iapetus. Is there a problem? I wasn’t expecting you to call.”

	 

	“It’s Julia Sir. Godlewski has her. I don’t know what to do.”

	“What do you mean Godlewski has her? What makes you think that he has her?”

	 

	“Well, I, I mean. When I left this morning to go to see DCI Little. She was here. Here in my suite. When I returned she had left a note saying she would see me this afternoon.”

	 

	“So, dear chap. Because she isn’t there you think she has been kidnapped!”

	 

	“No. There is a letter. I am to await further instructions.”

	 

	“Right. So, you are telling me that agent Copp has been abducted by Pawel Godlewski?”

	 

	“ Yes, and I think I know why he has her. “

	 

	“Go on.” Prompted Sir Edward. 

	 

	I told him about Pawel Godlewski’s daughter again. I reminded him how when I had been abducted that Godlewski insisted that after he had finished his business with the weapons, he would ensure that I find Kinga for him. “He is following through on what he said. He is using Julia as leverage.”

	 

	“Are you telling me that you and Agent Copp have become intimate?”

	 

	“I am afraid so Sir. I am sorry.”

	 

	There was a pause. “No. Don’t be. It happens. Let’s see what we can do. This could work to our advantage.  Do as you are told. Not only should we get her back, but it also may give us an opportunity to capture him once and for all.”

	 

	I agreed. It was going to be risky. Sir Edward was going to make some calls. Get a team together, and hopefully follow each step as it developed. I just had to be sure I didn’t put Julia’s life at any more risk than it was in already. It was quite possible she may escape. But for now – I  had to do as I was told. 

	At The Scene

	 

	Kinga was doing some ironing. Every now and again she would put her hand on her swelling abdomen. She stroked it and smiled. She couldn’t believe she was actually going to have Colin’s baby. She looked at the clock on the mantle. Colin would be home from work soon. She should start preparing dinner. She couldn’t be happier. She was experiencing domestic bliss with Colin. She truly loved him. 

	 

	Colin was just walking through the gates of  the Vickers plant. He was tired. It had been a hard day. As he walked along the road, one of his colleagues invited him to go for a drink. He was sorely tempted, but kindly declined. Anyway, Kinga would be waiting. He wanted to see her. He was excited by the prospect of becoming a father. 

	 

	***

	 

	Sir Edward had made various calls. He had got the necessary information, and sent a car to the road where Godlewski’s daughter and her fiancé now lived. The agent in the car would keep watch. His task –  to make sure there was no sign of trouble. 

	 

	I was waiting for what felt like an eternity. Finally, the telephone rang. I pounced on it. It was the hotels reception. Someone had delivered another envelope. I asked if they knew who it was that had delivered it. The receptionist apologised and said she had not seen who had delivered it. A few minutes later I was on the ground level, being handed the envelope. I returned to the safety of my room before nervously ripping it open. 

	 

	The hand typed letter inside told me I had three hours to find Kinga and her address. Then I was to visit the address and make  sure Kinga was there without alerting her to my presence. 

	I was then to buy a newspaper and to leave it on one of the seats at St James Park, which was just under five miles away from the hotel. I was to find a bench overlooking the lake facing East towards Horseguards. Then, once the newspaper was left, I was to return to the hotel. I could only presume I was being watched, to see if I had told the authorities. Godlewski was too clever to be caught in a straight forward ambush. It was worrying me the length of time this was going to take. The only thing I could do was follow things through, and hope Sir Edward’s team were on top of things. For not only would I be followed by Godlewski’s men, I was undoubtedly now being followed by MI5. Which, should really be reassuring, but actually made me feel very uncomfortable indeed.

	The telephone rang. There was a plop like click, The now familiar voice of Sir Edward came on the other end of the line. 

	“Iapetus. We have moved Kinga to a different safe house. This will be the one we will use to trap Godlewski. Jot the address down Ol’chap. It’s number eight Windermere Road, Smitham, Now pop along there, snoop around for a bit. Follow Godlewski’s instructions to the letter. Don’t do anything stupid. We will do the rest.”

	 

	“Yes Sir.” I replied “But what about Julia? If you swoop in on him and capture him, he may not give her up!”

	 

	“Let us worry about that. You play your part. We will do the rest.”

	 

	Sir Edward hung up. I was feeling a little anxious. It seemed they were willing to sacrifice Julia to get their man. This didn’t bode well at all. I could only think that my only chance was to shake any tails I may have after placing the newspaper on the bench, and double back and tail whoever picked up the newspaper. This was going to be incredibly difficult. How could I be in two places at once? 

	 

	***

	 

	Julia had all but given up getting free from the pipe she was currently handcuffed too. She was exhausted with the exertion of it all. The man she knew to be Oskar had returned once to check on her. His shark like eyes regarding her with an emotionless glare. She had spat at him, like she had at Godlewski earlier, when he had bent to check the handcuffs. He  just grinned and walked away without saying a word, wiping his face as he did so. This angered her even more. But, there was little she could do  about it. All she could do was sit and wait. It seemed so hopeless. She did realise that Jake would try to get too her. But, would he do it on his own, or do the smart thing and get help? Would he find her in time? She once again shifted her position, trying to get more comfortable. She could be here for a few more hours yet.

	 

	***

	 

	Godlewski felt that he had all the bases covered. Enlisting the help of some Polish contacts here in London, he had several men to help him with what he had planned. Brody would be followed closely by a team of men that will do as they had been ordered. Then this team would be observed by a small team of his own men, to be sure they were not being followed by anyone else. The distance Brody had to travel, should in theory make any tail from MI5 or the Police apparent. Then once the information he needed was known. The next phase to retrieve his daughter should go ahead without any mishap. Then, he would leave this cursed little country for good. The rest of the arms smuggling operation could be delegated.

	 

	***

	 

	I made a quick call to DI Buggy. I had an idea. If it worked, maybe this could be dealt with in a much quicker manner than Sir Edward was planning. It also meant I could be ahead of the game for once.

	 

	Galvanised by my idea, I floated it by Buggy. He wasn’t sure if he could help, or at least officially. But, he would do his best. Ten minutes later he rang and told me it was sorted. I looked at my watch. It was time to get a wriggle on. I had to head out to Smitham and Windermere Road.

	 

	I rode the Li150. I was wearing the clothing I had worn a few days ago, when I had been abducted. The jeans, the desert boots and the navy jacket. I also wore a helmet and goggles. I headed towards Croydon, and from there made my way through Coulsdon to the small area of the South London suburb of Smitham. Windermere Road was a long road lined with Horse chestnut trees and oaks. The houses were mainly large and semi – detached.  The houses on my right had large back gardens that backed on to a huge wall that was maybe twenty feet or more tall. This was topped by the train track that allowed residents to commute into the city. Number eight was on the right near to the path that took passengers to the small Smitham station that served the area. I parked the scooter and strolled by number eight. I could not see through the windows. It was set back too far away from the pavement. I found that there was little I could do. I started heading back to the Lambretta. I spotted a black car, a Wolsey. It flashed its headlights at me. I walked towards it. Unsure as to whether it was a member of Sir Edward’s team, or Godlewski. When I got nearer, the driver started winding his window down. He identified himself as MI5. 

	 

	“She and Colin are in there. I have been told to tell you again, to follow Godlewski’s instructions to the letter. See the blue Mini, that’s one of  ours. You aren’t on your own. They will follow you back. We are here watching the house.  If anything happens we will sort it. “

	I nodded and continued on my way back to the scooter. If I was being followed by Godlewski’s men, I hoped the interaction with the agent in the car had not been seen, or that they see it simply as someone asking another for directions, and nothing more. 

	 

	A moment later I moved out into the traffic, the blue Mini following a couple of cars behind. 

	 

	***

	 

	I returned to the hotel, entered and went back to my room. Ten minutes later there was a knock on the door. I had been expecting it.

	 

	It was a Bellboy, all pristine with shiny buttons. He handed me an envelope and stood there expectantly. I placed a crisp note in his hand. He nodded and left. Once the door was closed I opened the envelope, it was a copy of the previous note with a further instruction to write the address of the safe house in the margin of the newspaper I was to get. This was to be written on page five. Then, when the newspaper had been retrieved. I was to await further instructions, as to where the woman could be found.

	 

	I picked up a copy of  The Telegraph, and wrote 8 Windermere Road, Smitham, Surrey in the margin of page five as I had been instructed. Then with my Helmet and Goggles in hand,  I left the hotel, and once again retrieved the scooter and rode it in the direction of St James Park. I found an area suitable to park the Lambretta. There were several other scooters there. Including other Lambrettas similar to mine, and a couple of Vespa’s. I kept my helmet and goggles on and headed towards the spot I had been told to leave the newspaper. I was sweating. The weather was warming up. I think, this whole situation was causing me a lot of unnecessary stress. I knew the next few hours wouldn’t alleviate it either. But, if everything went how I hoped, then Julia would be found and maybe this could all be over.

	The sky was relatively clear, and blue. The park was fairly quiet, only a handful of families and couples taking a stroll. I made my way to where I had been told to leave the paper. As I myself strolled through, I removed my helmet. I reasoned that if I was being watched, those that were watching me, needed to see me. To anybody else in the park I was just a young man strolling through. After a few minutes, I found the bench I needed. I sat down for a moment, I opened the newspaper, and pretended to read for a moment. I scanned the area. Whoever was watching me were well hidden. After a moment or too, I decided to place the folded newspaper on the seat beside me. I pretended to re-tie my desert boots. I then began walking off the way I had come. 

	After a couple of hundred yards I heard a pssst! Behind a large tree Di Buggy was waiting. Although to look at him you would not have realised it was him. He was attired exactly as I was. He even had a helmet like mine.

	 

	“Charles.” I said.

	“Right, here you are. These are the keys to the burgundy and cream scooter that is parked next to yours. I will take yours back to the Savoy. Be careful. I don’t know what you are doing Jake, but I trust that whatever you are doing is for the right reasons.”

	 

	I nodded, “If I need back up I will be in touch. But, hopefully MI5 have it covered. Thanks again mate. If I went back to the hotel, I would be out of the loop. The stakes are too high. I have to do this.”

	Di Buggy nodded and walked off. Hopefully those watching me, would think he was me. Now the sleight of hand was complete after a moment or two, I came out of cover, and I made my way back to where I had  already predetermined a spot to observe who might pick up the newspaper. I hid in some Rhododendrons. I still had the Opera glasses from when we had caught Betchley. I focused on the bench. Sure enough a few moments later  a man walking his dog, a Jack Russell terrier picked up the seemingly discarded newspaper. He continued on his way round the edge of the lake. I followed along, keeping my eyes upon him. As he exited the park I saw him hand the paper to a stocky man with a bald head, wearing a Donkey Jacket. The kind you would see men digging the roads up, wearing. It was a black heavyweight woollen  untailored jacket with leather panels across the shoulders. I followed this new man, and watched him head to a bus stop. There were several people waiting for the bus. I had discarded my helmet in the park. I had left it in the Rhododendron bush, In which I had been hiding. I joined the rear of the queue, hoping my face was not known to the man I was following. I had reasoned this individual was one of Godlewski’s thugs.  The Bus was quite full. The man I was following had gone up the stairs to the top level of the red double decker. I  had remained on the lower level where I could watch those that entered and exited bus at the rear. The Conductor was in his usual position. Stood by the entrance holding on to the grab rail between stops. 

	The bus travelled towards Greenwich. It wasn’t a short journey. If anything I was getting impatient, waiting for the man in the Donkey jacket to exit the bus. 

	 

	 

	***

	 

	Godlewski was pacing the lounge of the property he and his men had  “commandeered”. Oskar was sat at a table playing patience with a pack of cards. There were four other men in the house. They were all waiting for Justyn Bukowski to return with the address of where Kinga was living. Then Justyn was to remain in the house guarding the hostage held in the cellar. Godlewski would retrieve his daughter, then once clear. Instructions were to be left for the English man to get his girlfriend back. Then everyone would be able to return to Warsaw.  

	The Sun Ain’t Gonna Shine Anymore

	 

	At last as we got nearer to Greenwich, the bald man with the Donkey jacket came down from the upper deck of the red London bus. As he got off so I stepped off too. I pretended to walk in the opposite direction from him and walked a few yards away.  I observed him look both ways up the road before crossing. A moment later he was walking away from me. I stayed where I was until I saw him turn right. Then I quickly dashed along to the corner of the road myself. Just in time to see him enter an end terrace house. 

	 

	I looked for somewhere, where I could watch the property. My gut was telling me that this was where Julia was being held. Once again, Godlewski had resorted to kidnapping. It was a habit that I certainly did not like. I so hoped he would be caught this time.  I found a garden a couple of houses down from the property on the other side of the road. There was a for sale sign posted there. The house looked unoccupied. I entered the front garden, and hunkered down behind the wall and watched the property the man in the Donkey jacket had entered. It was clear that if this was where Godlewski was, then there would be movement soon. I watched to see what was going to happen next. Hoping that Julia was still alive. 

	 

	Justyn took off his Donkey jacket and hung it on the end of the stairs bannister that was a couple of metres inside the front door of  the house on the left. Oskar took the newspaper off him and went into the lounge which was on the right. Justyn carried on along the hall to the kitchen at the rear. He was thirsty. 

	 

	Godlewski had stopped his pacing when he heard Justyn arrive. When Oskar entered he snatched the newspaper from Oskar’s proffering hands. On the Coffee table there was A map of London spread out, waiting for the address to be found. If it matched where Brody had been seen. Then this must be where Kinga was being held. It was good news! It matched. A few minutes later Oskar, followed by Godlewski and his four men got ready to leave the house. Two carried holdalls with machine guns in. All of them, including Godlewski had handguns. 

	 

	I saw them leave. Six men. I recognised Oskar and his boss. The other four I hadn’t seen before, none of them were the bald man I had seen in the Donkey jacket. He must still be inside, watching Julia. I had no idea how many were still in the house. But, I was determined to find her, and help her if I could. With Godlewski and his little gang out of the way, it was now time for me to move. I left the safety of my cover behind the garden wall and strode across the road. I crept down the side of the house. My heart pounding. I found a door, I tried it. It was locked. The door had a  series of nine frosted window panes in its top half. Using my elbow, I broke the eight by six inch pane that was above the lock. The glass fell inwards with a crash! I held my breath. Half expecting the bald man to appear. After a moment, and no charging brute. I opened the door. Careful not to stand on the broken glass I entered the house. 

	 

	I was in the kitchen. It wasn’t a fancy kitchen, it was basic, and small. The decor was dated, the walls were painted in a yellowish cream colour. The cupboards were somewhere between duck egg blue and turquoise. I walked through to the kitchen entrance that opened into a hallway. I waited a moment, there was no sound. Yet I was sure that Julia, and at least one other person were here. The other person obviously guarding her. 

	I realised I didn’t have a weapon of any sort. I didn’t like guns. As for knives. I wasn’t particularly a fan of those either. I would have to wrestle Julia’s captor and hope I was successful! 

	 

	Julia was feeling at a loss. She had as yet, not found a weakness in the pipe. Now, sat on a stool opposite her, was one of Godlewski’s goons. He was called, something or other, Bukowski. He sat there smiling. It was creepy. He got up from the stool and walked towards her. He had been told by Oskar that she was quite ‘spirited’ like an untamed horse. She was also likely to spit or bite. As he got nearer, Julia tried to kick out at him. He laughed. He found it funny. He wanted her all the more. He could feel himself getting aroused at the thought of having the bitch. 

	Julia spat at him, just how Oskar had said she would. It made him laugh as he got nearer. He would have to make her be quiet first. 

	She shouted at him, 

	 

	“GET AWAY FROM ME YOU FILTHY PIG!” 

	 

	I had explored most of the house when I heard the shout. There was another door in the hallway that I had missed! I opened it, and was confronted by a narrow staircase. I headed down them trying not to make too much noise. The cellar was lit by one naked bulb. The brickwork of the room was white washed. There was a work bench, and an assortment of cupboards holding tools and junk. In the far corner I could see Julia, here wrists handcuffed to a pipe. Her top was ripped, and the bald man was bent over her. Julia looked like she had been hit, she looked unconscious, or at least from what I could see, her eyes were closed. Her makeup had run leaving black streaks on her cheeks.  I saw on the work bench a spanner. I picked it up and threw it at the bald man. He turned, upon seeing me, he started reaching for the back of his waistband, while charging at me. I charged at him and we collided! I was pushed back towards the workbench. I struggled to get his weight off me. He caught me with a dig to the side of my head. I brought up my knee. Aiming for his privates. I caught him high on his inner thigh. The blow made his legs give way just enough for me to turn my body so I could leaver his weight off me. Then I side stepped,  grabbing his bald head. I crashed it into the bench. I heard a crunch. I think I had broken his nose! His hand had brought out of his waistband a gun. A revolver of some sort. I managed to grab his wrist and twist his arm. Then, with my other hand I wrenched the firearm from his grasp. I spun him to face me and barked, 

	 

	“KEYS!”

	 

	I now had his revolver aimed at his bloody face. Yes. His nose was definitely broken! He fumbled in his pockets, muttering something in Polish, and came out with a bunch of keys. I told him to unlock Julia’s handcuffs. He just stared at me. It was clear he didn’t understand me properly. I indicated with the gun that we needed to go over to where Julia was. He did as he was told. 

	Moments later, Julia who was now conscious and had seen me deal with Godlewski’s man, was free from her shackles, she grabbed the bleeding man and handcuffed him to the pipe she had just been released from. She then kicked him hard and walked away to the stairs. I followed. At the top of the staircase we found the light switch. I flicked it. Leaving the thug in darkness. He wouldn’t  be seeing sunshine for quite some time. 

	 

	A few minutes later a car came for us. Julia had called it in. The car was a familiar one. The driver was too. 

	 

	“Travers!” I exclaimed. 

	 

	“Sir.” He said. Smiling. We climbed into the rear of the Rolls Royce. Moments later we were heading back to St James Park. I explained I had to pick up the Lambretta from where it had been left. I instructed Travers to take Julia back to Leconfield House. I would be there shortly. Both of them protested at first, and said I should return with them. But, I was adamant that I should pick up the scooter and get over to the raid on the safe house.  Julia’s protest was maybe less persistent due to her exhaustion, as her acquiescence was shown by going into a bit of a sulky silence. Travers just looked at me through the rear view mirror,

	 

	“Jake, don’t do anything stupid. Let the professionals deal with it. We have practically got your man. You’ve done your part.”

	 

	“I need to see it through to the end. I need to be there when he is captured. Its personal now. I have to go.”

	 

	Travers could see there was no way to dissuade me. He drove the rest of the way to St James Park in silence. 

	 

	***

	 

	Having retrieved the helmet from where I had hidden it in the Rhododendron bush, I had used as cover earlier. I found the burgundy and cream Lambretta 150 LD that Di Buggy had left for me. Once I had it started I made my way through London southwards. I had to get to Windermere Road, and ensure that Godlewski and his men were caught. 

	 

	The rescue of Julia had worked, but now ensuring Kinga and Colin were safe was my priority. I felt a little bit responsible for their plight. Although, of course it was Godlewski’s fault not really mine. But, it was ever since Martina, Kinga’s now dead sister who had started all this. By entering my office last year. So much had happened. I wondered - would it ever end?

	This job could mean more tough times ahead. But, hopefully I wouldn’t be so emotionally involved in the future. 

	You Won’t Be Leavin

	 

	Kinga and Colin were hiding. At the rear of the garden at number eight Windermere Road, there was a subterranean bomb shelter. Its entrance was almost like a small cave. It was probably a cold food store from the Victorian age. So, unlike an Anderson shelter it was more solid with rock hewn walls and a  well supported ceiling. When they were told to enter it by the man from MI5, they had to walk at  a crouch, along a short tunnel, then turned left and descended five stone steps into a chamber that was approximately ten feet deep and six feet wide. There were benches that ran down both sides of the subterranean room. At the far end there was a cupboard, still filled with essentials like candles, matches, a couple of blankets and two pillows. Tins of non perishable food, and other things that could be needed in a time of emergency. 

	 

	They sat together, clinging on to each other, both terrified.  Kinga was, sobbing quietly, in shock that her father had found them. Her hand rested on her pregnant belly, in a protective manner. 

	 

	The man from MI5 had explained that her father and some of his men were on their way to collect her. Using Kinga and Colin as bait. They, MI5 had a chance now to capture him. To put him behind bars for life, and to ensure that Godlewski didn’t ruin their lives anymore. 

	 

	Outside up above, the English garden looked typical of a well kept suburb. The back wall of the garden was high, its one only major incongruity was an exotic Monkey Puzzle tree reaching up to the heavens.  Along the right hand side of the garden was a considerable sized vegetable patch growing lettuces, cabbages, carrots and so on. Along the left side were shrubs and bushes. Down the centre a decent sized lawn. It was an idyllic relatively large suburban oasis. Anyone looking out of a window at the rear of the building would not be able to see the hidden entrance of the bomb shelter. Above which there was a bank with a rockery and more shrubs, and in the very far corner a place to pile up compost. The young couple were safe in this hidden sanctuary. 

	 

	The house was silent. Two agents were hidden inside. Both were armed. One was hiding behind some curtains, another in the bathroom. 

	 

	In positions along the road further agents waited observing the property. Waiting upon the go ahead to raid the address. There were also members of the Flying Squad on hand as back up. One of the officers was Mac who had provided back up for Jake at the warehouse. Spencer, his partner was confined to desk work and light duties as he continued to recover from his injuries. 

	 

	Godlewski, Oskar and the other four men arrived. After parking and looking along the road in every direction, searching for any signs of anything suspicious, they made their way to the house.  Oskar tried to peer through  the lounge window. He couldn’t see anything. Godlewski was impatient and got one of the other men to open the front door. The man shot the lock. The gunshot echoing in the street. The door was pushed open. As it did so, the raid began. 

	 

	It was pandemonium! Godlewski, Oskar and one other man had entered the house. The other three suddenly found themselves under attack! One was hit immediately. The other two turned and returned fire. It suddenly sounded like a war zone. 

	Inside the house the agent behind the curtain stepped out. He aimed a gun at the three gangsters. The gun in Oskar’s hand barked. The agent was hit in the chest at almost point blank range. The agent upstairs in the bathroom came running  down the stairs. His revolver shooting the henchman that had entered behind Godlewski. The other MI5 agent who had been with Kinga and Colin suddenly appeared coming through the back door of the house. “Drop it!” he ordered Oskar - The big henchman growled and launched himself at the agent. Who, taken by surprise didn’t react in time. Oskar landed on top of him. His hands grabbing him by the throat.  A few seconds later the two gangsters outside the house had surrendered. The local Police had turned up. The house was surrounded.  

	 

	With the arrival of the Police, the gunfire quickly stopped. Godlewski was no fool. He dropped his weapon. It was only Oskar and the other agent that continued to struggle. Oskar smacked the agent’s head on the floor. He did it twice. When he saw that he was unconscious he looked over his shoulder. He saw that his boss had surrendered. He was angry. He wasn’t going to surrender. He wasn’t going to hang around he threw himself through the back door and found himself in the idyllic back garden. He immediately ran to the fence on the left and clambered over – running along the pathway that took him to Smitham train station. 

	 

	***

	 

	I arrived as things were being wrapped up. The road was cordoned off. I was spotted by one of the Police officers, a plain clothes copper from The Flying Squad. It was Mac. 

	 

	“Didn’t expect to see you again.” He said. 

	 

	I grinned. “Well you know. I did say I would be back. “

	 

	“They have your fella inside. There is a bit of an argument about jurisdiction. MI5 are going to get him I reckon.”

	 

	“Yeah. You are right. I need to go in.”

	 

	Mac looked at me. “Who are you exactly mate? It seems you are in deep with this.”

	 

	“Less you know the better Mac.”

	 

	“Oh. I get it. You are one of them - a spook no less.”

	 

	“Sorry mate. Can’t admit to that.” I replied still smiling. 

	 

	Mac let me through. 

	 

	I entered the house. I looked at the devastation the gun fight had wrought on the place. There was a man sat on the floor rubbing his head. A police officer knelt next to him. There were two bodies on the floor. One was one of Godlewski’s men. I recognised him from what he was wearing. The other man was a stranger. I was relieved it wasn’t Colin. I turned to one of the men who was  sat down on a sofa. 

	 

	“Where’s  Godlewski?” 

	 

	“Next door. They have him handcuffed in the utility room.” Replied the agent. 

	 

	I walked through to where they had indicated. I identified myself to another agent. Who let me in to the room. Sure enough, handcuffed, and sat on what appeared to be an old army trunk, was Pawel Godlewski. 

	 

	He glared at me when he saw me enter. 

	 

	“It’s over Godlewski. You won’t get out of this. You know that don’t you?”

	 

	He gazed at the floor, silent for a moment. “Meester Brody. You bring me bad luck. I should have had you killed a long time ago.”

	 

	“Well. Just remember if it wasn’t for me. You wouldn’t have a happy daughter. She has a chance to live a peaceful life. You have ruined far too many. It was always going to catch up with you one day.”

	  

	He looked up at me again. 

	 

	“Is she here?” he asked. 

	 

	I realised I hadn’t seen her yet. I returned to the lounge. The man that had regained consciousness when I arrived looked at me. “Are you Iapetus?”

	 

	I nodded.

	 

	“The girl and her fiancé are in the shelter at the back of the garden. They’re safe.” 

	I nodded again, relief flooding through me. I said thank you and ran out the back.  A moment later I was calling down the tunnel. 

	 

	“Colin, Kinga! It’s me Jake. Its OK you can come out now. It’s safe.”

	 

	A moment later the pair of them emerged. The glare of the mid afternoon sunshine was bright after being in the shelter. They hid their eyes from the brightness a moment when they emerged. 

	 

	“Jake!” said Colin, “What the hell are you doing here? ”  

	 

	I explained as we headed back to the house. 

	 

	Kinga, was hesitant to enter. She knew her father was in there. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to see him. 

	After a moment she decided she needed to. She needed to see him in handcuffs. She needed to see that this was really over. 

	 

	I took her into the utility room. Godlewski looked up when he saw her. His face was a picture. It was one of defeat. He seemed to age before us.   He had seen that his youngest daughter was pregnant. 

	He spoke in Polish. Only she understood what he was saying. Tears rolled down his cheeks. Kinga, showed strength and fortitude. She didn’t let her emotions get the better of  her. She stood silently looking at him. Then, she simply turned away. There was no emotion or show of anger. She had just wanted to see that it was actually him who had been captured. 

	 

	I explained to her that she and Colin would be returned to their address near the Vickers plant, soon. How, they would be able to continue with their lives at long last. Godlewski was going to be tried as a spy. There was no way he would ever be free again.  The young couple were grateful and relieved. 

	 

	Outside, a uniformed officer was waiting to take them home. They were to expect a visit in the morning for a statement. But for now. It was time to have a bit of normality in their usual surroundings.  I watched as they were taken to a car and driven away. 

	 

	***

	 

	 

	I was allowed to return to the hotel after a debrief. It was late. I was tired. I was glad to be back in my suite. 

	 

	When I got there I found Julia in my bed asleep. I climbed into the large bed and didn’t wake her. We had both been through so much. It seemed wrong to disturb her. No doubt we would both be summoned to Leconfield house in the morning. Godlewski was captured. But now we had to see what intelligence he had to share. He looked like a defeated man to me. Hopefully he would give up a great deal of helpful information. There was, after all, the whole gun running operation,  and the KGB connection to sort out. 

	 

	***

	 

	In a room in Leconfield House Godlewski was tied to a chair. Stood in front of him were two men who were very adept at carrying out interrogations. They knew every trick in the book, and had even invented a few of them.  They knew how to press all the right buttons to get him to talk. What surprised them this time was Godlewski’s willingness to talk.  In fact, he had so much to say, and with such little provocation, that they realised they had to get a secretary, who could write shorthand, in, so as to jot things down as quickly as she could write them. It was like a religious confession. It was clear it was self preservation that was making him talk. 

	He admitted that the woman known as Gabriela Dupont, also known as The Black Rose was indeed a Russian agent. She had initially seduced him, got him to broaden his smuggling enterprise, so as to include weapons. It wasn’t until later he realised she was actually working for the KGB. She had used him to broker a deal here in Britain. It wasn’t a job he had wanted to do. But, the temptation of more power in his own country and recognition by Russia was too much of an incentive. He had done what she asked.  He admitted he did not know much of what Russia was planning. But, getting some of the weapons to Northern Ireland seemed to be Gabriela’s priority. 

	 

	“Why Northern Ireland?” he was asked.  He admitted he did not really know. But, he thought it was clear something was brewing.

	 

	They questioned him some more. He divulged that Gabriela had gone to Ulster. But other than that did not know any more information that would help.  He was asked about his involvement with the theft of the Jules Rimet trophy. He laughed at that.  

	 

	“You can not pin that on me. Look to your own criminals.”

	 

	The two men did not press further. The recovery of the trophy meant it was no longer a priority. Betchly was being charged with being complicit. The truth wasn’t important at this time. It was what was happening with the weapons.

	 

	***

	 

	Travers picked Julia and I up at nine in the morning.  We had woken at seven, we had made love. It had been earnest. I think that now Godlewski was captured we both felt deep down our time together was not going to be for very long. 

	 Afterwards we got up, freshened up and got dressed. I was back in my blue worsted suit with a white shirt and a maroon tie. I felt human again. Julia looked beautiful. She wore a white  shift dress with a yellow motif printed on it. The jacket she put on over it had a peter pan collar and was a light green in colour. Her hair was teased up a little, and with her make up she looked stunning. She wore a pair of green shoes with a low heel. I looked out of the window, it looked like it could rain. I grabbed my mac, and we went down to where Travers was waiting.  We were silent in the back of the car, both deep in thought.  I was wondering what was going to be next. Julia was probably wondering the same thing. 

	 

	I was shown into Sir Edward’s office. Julia had to wait outside. 

	 

	“Iapetus Dear boy. Glad you are here. Take a seat, take a seat. I say you did it. You wounded God.  You did exactly what we hoped you would do. The Prime Minister has been notified. We also have intelligence with regards to the woman, er Gabriela DuPont. She is indeed KGB. As we speak we have an operation taking place in Northern Ireland. If it goes off how we hope. You sir will have contributed greatly to our national security. Drink? ”

	 

	“Thank you sir, a bit early in the day for me.” I said. Still unsure of what was coming next. 

	Sir Edward  had brought out a bottle of Malt. He poured me a glass anyway, and topped up the one he had almost finished before I had entered the office. 

	 

	“Right. Well this is a sort of celebratory drink, now this case has practically concluded. Just a snifter won't do you no harm. Now dear boy. We need to discuss a couple of things with you. Firstly your relationship with Miss Copp. It’s, I am afraid, something we here wish to discourage. Yes, I know you two have become close. Your valiant rescue was greatly appreciated by us here. But, you did go off on your own. In this game. You can not afford to get sentimental. Affairs of the heart are dangerous. They can cloud your judgement. You have proved yourself very adept in the field. But for you to continue with MI5.”

	 

	I interrupted. “You are making it official then?”

	 

	“Why of course. How can we not? We need men like you. You are the kind of agent this country needs. You can work independently, and are tenacious. You see a job through to its conclusion. We couldn’t have got Godlewski without you. Nor could we have unravelled this Russian plot. You sir - are a credit. One that we will nurture.”

	 

	I felt myself go a little red at his praise. 

	 

	“Now. It’s what to do. I think it will be better for you for now to return to Manchester. We will be in touch soon. It will be good to have someone like yourself in the North of the country. Every now and then you will be needed down here or maybe elsewhere. Julia of course will return to her duties with MI6. We have ‘borrowed’ her for long enough. You can see her this evening if you wish. Say your goodbyes and whatnot. But, then dear chap. Its the train back tomorrow morning I am afraid. That will be all for now Iapetus. Can you send Miss Copp in on your way out.”

	 

	I nodded and rose to leave, downing  the  malt. As I turned to go - Sir Edward said, 

	“By the way. I should have said -  ‘Welcome to MI5.’ You will get used to it. I am sure. Chat soon dear boy. Now chop chop send Miss Copp in.”

	 

	Julia went in. I told her I would see her back at the hotel shortly. I needed to pop over to Scotland Yard. I needed to speak to DI Buggy. 

	The Ballad Of The Green Berets

	 

	Somewhere near Ulster:

	 

	Gabriela was feeling very happy, quite smug in fact. Everything was going so well. The weapons were hidden in the barn out the back. The farm was far enough away, and off the beaten track that privacy was assured. 

	 

	Jim was also pleased. Gusty Spence was unaware that the weapons had arrived. Jim would give him the news in the morning. For now, it was time to celebrate. Jim had opened some wine. A red Cabernet Sauvignon.  He was upstairs getting changed. They would visit a pub somewhere that evening. Act like lovers. Yes. She was happy. It had all gone so well. 

	 

	Two miles away from the farmhouse. Two trucks stopped on a quiet road. Out of the rear of  the trucks jumped  twenty four soldiers. Twelve in each truck.  From the front of the first truck Corporal Peter Lake got down. He stamped his feet. It was quite cold out here in the countryside. They were a Royal Marine Commando unit that was in the country secretly, the cold wasn’t anything they couldn’t handle. The operation had been given the green light by the British Home Office, after pressure from British intelligence. Of course he didn’t know all the ins and outs – he just knew what he had been told. There were terrorists holed up in a farmhouse. It was their job to capture them and seize a shipment of weapons that had been smuggled into Northern Ireland. Using hand signals, the squad headed out. It wouldn’t take long to reach the farm house. It was a straight forward mission. A quick in an out. 

	 

	There were three other members of the UVF at the farm. Two in the house and one in the barn guarding the weapons. He was armed with a Tokarev Sub machine gun. One of the weapons that had arrived with the shipment. He was sat on a bale of hay. Smoking a cigarette. It was going to be a long night. Or so he thought. 

	 

	With military precision Corporal Lake had managed to get close to the amateur guard, who hadn’t sensed the arrival of the Royal Marine Commando. So when the Corporal emerged, the man’s reaction was too slow. As he began to bring the gun up to aim at the intruder, so Corporal Lake fired. As the guard fell, his finger did squeeze the trigger. A spray of bullets zipped through the air. The noise from the Tokarev alerting those in the farm house.  Gabriela grabbed another Tokarev as  did Jim, who came clattering down the stairs. The other two men grabbed their weapons too.  One of the windows suddenly broke and a smoke grenade landed on the kitchen floor. The UVF men, and Gabriela started shooting out of the windows.  The front door suddenly crashed in. Two Marines charged in. Gabriela opened fire. The two soldiers died instantly. As they fell, the back door burst open! Another smoke grenade  came rolling in. The smoke had reduced visibility considerably. More Marines entered. Jim was trying to fire his own Tokarev. But not being used to the Russian weapon couldn’t get it to fire. He threw it at one of the Marines and charged at another. The quick burst from the Marine’s own machine gun halted the charge. Jim was dead before he hit the floor. Another one of the UVF men turned his gun on the advancing Marines. He aimed wildly in panic. A moment later he was dead too. 

	It wasn’t long before the gunfire had ended. The silence weighed heavily upon the farm house. 

	 

	Corporal Lake entered the building. He had the grisly job of identifying the bodies. There were three terrorist bodies, and one prisoner. He had lost two of his squad and a third had a stomach wound. He soon realised that the woman was missing. She had disappeared! How did she get out of the farm house? 

	 

	The smoke had dissipated. The house was searched. A window was open in the sitting room. She must have escaped through there. Immediately he sent four men out to search near by. To see if they could pick up a trail. In the meantime the weapons shipment was secured. Despite the woman escaping, the operation had been a success. He radioed it in. For now the KGB’s initial plot to arm factions in Northern Ireland had been foiled.  A similar operation on an IRA safe house had been carried out on information garnered by Pascal Borde at Interpol, information, which he had kindly passed on to MI6. 

	 

	***

	 

	Gabriela was running like she had never run before. She couldn’t believe it. How had the British worked it out?  She had to disappear. But first she had to get away from Northern Ireland. Maybe go back to France, or perhaps somewhere else. She fancied Switzerland. That was it. Yes, she would go to Switzerland. There was a man she knew. A German. He would help her. She would be safe there. Oppenheimer. That was his name. He was in banking, Dealt with finances that needed to be discrete and confidential. Yes, she would make the necessary overtures, then disappear for a while. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d had to lay low. 

	Homeward Bound

	 

	Julia took me to a traditional Italian café called Bar Italia, the atmosphere was vibrant. The Italian staff, jovial and welcoming. It was in Soho on Frith Street. I found it quite busy, there were many young fashionable people about. As we sat outside in the spring sunshine drinking cappuccino, I noticed we were opposite Ronnie Scott’s Jazz club. On the spur of the moment I turned to Julia, 

	 

	“Do you like Jazz?” I said pointing across the road at the venue. 

	 

	Julia smiled. “I don’t mind it. I am not a huge fan, but I do appreciate it. Why? Do you want to go there?”

	 

	“Yeah, I fancy it. I want to be able to say I have visited Ronnie Scott’s. Its my last night in London, I want to do something different. I want to have a nice night with you, one, that I can look back on.”

	 

	She smiled. “OK. I wish you hadn’t said it was your last night in London.”

	 

	I took her hand, “I know. It seems unfair. But, with our jobs it was never going to be a happy forever after.”

	 

	She nodded. She wiped a small tear away. “No. You are right. Let’s make this a night to remember. Let’s see who is on. Let’s have a good time, and let’s hope we do get to see each other again one day.”

	 

	I squeezed her hand reassuringly. “I think we will.” I said. 

	 

	We chatted more, then when we had finished our coffees we ventured across to see who was playing that evening. It seemed we were in for a treat – I saw that Lee Konitz was over from the States. I knew he had performed with jazz greats such as Miles Davis. In fact, if my memory served me right, he had appeared on Birth Of The Cool, playing Alto Sax almost ten years ago. So, for me it was a chance to see one of the pioneers of “Cool” I was excited. It was nice to be thinking about music again. The last few  days had been overshadowed by dealing with  coming down to London, and dealing with Godlewski.  

	 

	Decision made, we headed back to the hotel knowing the evening was going to be exciting. One to remember. One that, hopefully, would see us put all the stress behind us.  

	Back at the Savoy. Julia was bathing. I was putting on the Tuxedo that Travers had got for me a few days ago. It had been cleaned and pressed. Travers had said he would ensure it was returned the following day. I would miss Travers. 

	He was obviously more than just a driver or manservant. But, he played that role incredibly well. I was so grateful for all he had done for me. Thinking about those who I had met whilst here, my thoughts went to my saying good bye to DI Buggy earlier. I had popped into Scotland Yard after my meeting with Sir Edward. I was lucky to catch him. But catch him I did. 

	 

	“Charles!” I said when I saw him. He turned round in the corridor that he had been walking along. 

	 

	“Jake. What are you doing here?”

	 

	“I’ve come to say goodbye. I’m on my way back to Manchester tomorrow. I wanted to just say thank you again for helping me yesterday. I know it was unconventional, but it did work. If you hadn’t helped me. Well, Godlewski wouldn’t have been stopped, and more innocent people would have died.”

	 

	“Well I don’t know about that. But, I am glad it worked out. So back up north then? Are you coming back to London at all?”

	 

	“I dunno – depends what happens in the future. I won’t say that I won’t be back. But for now. I don’t know when.”

	 

	Charles Buggy nodded.

	“You’re a strange sort Jake. Not like the usual spooks I have come across. I hope things go well for you. Sincerely I do. Could have done with you being a proper Copper. Scotland Yard could do with blokes like you.”

	 

	I smiled warmly at his words.

	 

	“Thanks Charles. That means a lot. Take care of yourself. I hope you get more info from Betchley . He knows more than he is letting on.”

	 

	“Yeah, I think you’re right. But, hey even if I don’t. The main thing is, is we have the trophy back. Roll on the summer. I have a good feeling about the tournament.”

	 

	I grinned. “Yeah me too.” I said,  I shook his hand again and said my farewells, then turned to walk away. I didn’t know that when I left, Buggy was thinking to himself, “Well there goes the amiable spook.”

	 

	***

	 

	Julia was wearing the dress she had bought in Paris and had worn at Le Fouquet’s. She looked stunning as ever. I felt resplendent in the Tuxedo. We caught a black Hackney cab to Frith Street, and the cellar club that was Ronnie Scott’s. I felt a million pounds in what I was wearing, and with Julia by my side I felt tall and sophisticated. I was going to miss her a lot. I wanted tonight to go well. We went down the stairs into the club we found a table, and with a couple drinks inside us enjoyed the ambience of the famous Jazz club. So many great musicians had been on the stage here. I was so pleased to be here. I think for one night only I wanted to celebrate being alive. The music was innovative and full of improvisation. Julia held my hand. For a couple of hours we were to look like a typical young couple who were in love. Julia smoked a cigarette as I concentrated on Lee Konitz’s performance. He was wearing a dark suit. He had on glasses similar to my own. His hair was short and dark. It had a little bit of a wave in it. His band consisted of a drummer, a pianist and a bass player. His phrasing was easy on the ear yet took you to other places. It had been a while since I had listened to such jazz. R and B had taken over as  the more  popular  music genre. It was nice to be brought back to such style. I glanced around the room to see if I knew anyone. It seemed that I didn’t. I was quite pleased to be there with Julia, and no one knew who we were. It was a heavenly experience as the band played tunes such as What’s New and  It Always Happens To Me. The last title wasn’t lost on me. 

	I had been offered a job by MI5, and  had been told I could “take it or leave it” it now seemed it was obvious that it really did always happen to me. I wasn’t sure if it was a blessing or a curse. I was resigned too it. Whatever it may be.

	 

	***

	 

	Morning came and it was time to part. I had a hangover. After the lovely evening  at Ronnie Scott’s,  and a passionate and emotional ‘nightcap’– it was time to go back to Manchester. Julia drove me to the station in her Mini. She was sad to see me go. She was trying her best not to be upset. I was full of mixed emotion also. We reached the platform. I kissed her on her forehead and headed towards my train. I didn’t want to look back. But, how could I not? 

	 

	She had a tissue in her hand as I walked away she waved it like some sort of flag. It brought a lump to my throat. The train was busy. I found my seat and sat back. I wished Julia was on the train with me again. The journey hadn’t seemed long on the way down. The prospect of a long journey on my own, was sobering. I looked out of the window as the locomotive set off. Julia was on the platform running alongside the train. I waved a last farewell, and she stopped, she continued to wave the tissue, just standing there. It seemed she had been trying to tell me something. But I was too oblivious to what it maybe as I leaned back in my seat.

	 

	In the carriage behind mine. Oskar opened that day’s newspaper. It was on about  the forthcoming General Election in a couple of days time. The Polish villain, wasn’t  really reading the paper though. He was keeping an eye on his prey. He had revenge in mind. I should have checked whether I was being tailed. I had not.

	 

	I was returning from the buffet car when the attack came. We were between carriages. He appeared before me and threw a punch at my head. I just about dodged it. I threw a punch of my own. The confines of the carriage meant scrapping Godlewski’s loyal thug was difficult. Other passengers could hear the commotion. They held back in fear while we grappled. I managed to get the train door open - it swung open with me clinging too it! It was terrifying. The door began to swing shut again. Oskar grabbed at me and caught my legs. His superior strength pulled me in. I landed on the floor of the carriage. He was above me. Ready to kill me. I kicked at him, and then with crossed legs swept him down. I scrambled along the carriage a yard or two and pulled myself up. I turned to Oskar who was also struggling to gain his feet. Once we were both up. I hit him hard in his solar plexus. He was winded. As he gasped for breath, I pushed him with my feet through the unlocked train door. It was the last I saw of him. Exhausted I returned to my seat. I felt at last it was over. The job was done. For now I could just leave it. Or so I thought. The train screeched to a halt. Someone had pulled the emergency chain!  It seemed, I was in trouble. 

	The Police turned up a short while later. It took another day before I could return home. Oskar was still missing. I hoped he was hurt enough that he would give up pursuing me. But, the chance of that was pretty unlikely. 

	 

	 

	***

	 

	Two weeks after returning home, and dealing with a normal cheating husband case. I arrived at my office. 

	 

	It was warming up. I didn’t need to turn the paraffin heater on. The weather was dry also. So no sodden clothes were trying to dry. There was some post waiting for me. There was a letter postmarked London. 

	I reached for the ivory letter opener. Wondering what my instructions would be this time...

	 

	 

	The End of Take It Or Leave It. 

	Author’s Note

	 

	Elements of this story are based on fact, such as the very real theft of the Jules Rimet  Trophy and the subsequent arrest of Teddy Betchley. The Krays, nor Freddie Foreman were not as far as I am aware involved with the theft of the trophy. Since I started writing this, another pair of gangster brothers Sidney and Reg Cuggliere, have admitted to the crime, and supposedly stole the trophy. However, this can not be proven despite the confession so many years after the theft. It does however corroborate the theory of organised crime being involved. Albeit in a very opportunist manner. 

	At the time of his capture Teddy Betchly did confess to a mysterious “Pole” being involved in the theft. This may have been a tactic to make  his involvement to be seen as less than what he was being accused of. He was charged with trying to extort money from Joe Mears, He served two years in prison and died of  emphysema in 1969. 

	The plot with regards to the UVF is fictional. The troubles in Northern Ireland did not officially start until 1968. But, feelings had been stirring for some time. Militant factions were indeed looking to arm themselves. Tensions were rising, and indeed when the troubles started, they were a constant headache for the British government. The use of Russia and the KGB is to add a sense of Cold War tension, and is simply an expression of artistic license. Although some of the characters in the tale are based on real people. I hope that I have portrayed them respectably. Naturally the main principles, Jake Brody, Julia Copp and Godlewski are purely fictional. Lastly I would like thank, you, the reader for reading. Take It Or Leave It, which is the sequel to Seven Day Fool. The first Jake Brody tale. 

	Jason Disley. February, 2020

	 

	


Chapter Heading Track List

	 

	Each chapter heading is a song that appeared in the UK top fifty during the month of March in 1966. They reflect the “popular” music of the time. The titles themselves are relevant to the tale.  The songs help provide a soundtrack of the period, just as this books title is also a song - Take It Or Leave It, is taken from the title of a song by The Rolling Stones. Which appeared on the album Aftermath which was recorded at the end of 1965 and during the first week of March 1966. The album was released in the April of that year. 

	 

	Going To A Go Go -  The Miracles

	I Met A Girl – The Shadows

	Tomorrow – Sandie Shaw

	Supergirl – Graham Bonney

	Make The World Go Away – Eddy Arnold

	I Got You – James Brown

	Dedicated Follower Of Fashion – The Kinks

	Shapes Of Things – The Yardbirds

	Second Hand Rose – Barbara Streisand

	A Must Avoid – Herman’s Hermits

	The Hard Way – Nashville Teens

	I Can’t Let Go – The Hollies

	Lightnin’ Strikes -  Lou Christie

	Nowhere Man – The Settlers

	Some Day, One Day - The Seekers

	Substitute – The Who

	Keep On Running – The Spencer Davis Group

	Blue Turns To Grey -  Cliff Richard

	Uptight (Everything’s Alright) – Stevie Wonder

	What Now My Love? – Sonny and Cher

	Workin’ My Way Back To You – The Four Seasons

	Hold Tight! -  Dave Dee, Dozy, Beaky, Mick and Tich

	Trouble Is My Middle Name – The Four Pennies

	A Legal Matter – The Who

	Somebody Help Me – The Spencer Davis Group

	At The Scene - The Dave Clarke Five

	The Sun Ain’t Gonna Shine No More – The Walker Brothers

	You won’t be leavin’ – Herman’s Hermits

	The Ballad Of The Green Berets – Sgt Barry Saddler

	Homeward Bound – Simon And Garfunkel

	 

	 

	 

	Also by Jason Disley

	Published by Suave Collective:

	 

	Seven Day Fool

	 

	Being a Private Eye is sometimes a thankless and mundane job. The year is 1965 and Jake Brody Private Eye, is in desperate need of clients.

	 

	When an attractive woman enters his office  and hires him, little does he realise that his week ahead is going to be one that has to be lived to be believed. Seven Day Fool takes Jake on a thrilling chase through the shadowy underworld of Manchester  nightlife. From its hip Café bars such as The Cona, to the shady  nightclubs frequented by Northern Mods, like The Twisted Wheel. He is tasked  with finding a missing  Polish girl, but has just one week to do so, and no longer. The clock is ticking ever faster, as fresh dangers come into play.

	 

	The consequences of not finding her could, in turn, create a scandal for a ruling class still reeling from the Profumo affair. Gangsters, kidnapping, and murder are just a few of the hurdles he has to face. Will he manage to do what he needs to -or, will he end up the fool for just trying to do the right thing?
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