gut, took a blogw from the
. other cosh-man scross: the
‘ribs -but.even so kept going,
threw 4 fist strike at the
throat-and knew at once that
it had connected, that there
was a good chance that the
second  cosh-man might be
dead, thiough there was no
time to find out. .

Fe wanted b9 kncw things,
and for that he needed the
living. . . . HMe went (o the
man he'd kicked, who was on
his kneezs, greoaning, bul even
5o locked up appalled as
Callan-stood over him.

Y Who sent you?”
Callan.

The young man groaned out
& Dblasphemy, and Callan:
stooped, his thumbs pressed
into the young man’s arm-
pits,
points even through the over-
alls. The young man’s next
groan became a seream, and
he shot uaprignt. .

M Who  seni you?”  said
Callan again. He was in a
hurry too. “ Logk,” he said,
“*you'd better tell me. Qiher-
wise -I might get rough,” The
pain beneath the armpils
flicked, - just once. needle-
sharp - :

* Plastle Mac,”
mal said at pnce.

“Who? "

“Joe MacNamara,” the
voung man said. “We call
him Plastie.” L

“ Have youn been ta my
hotel too ? ” asked Callan.

“ Not us,” the young man
gald :

“Who then?” )

- But- the young man Wwas
slow in answering,-and Callan
was impatient, ‘and pressed
acain, and pressed too hard.
The young man fainted . . .
amatewr night. . ..

said

the young

EE stage door opened,
and Evan . .ang
appeared.  Evan Lang,
who'd missedq his cur-
tain call and besn loose for an
hour or mwore, He moved intg
the dodgy lamplight and
stooped. t0 peer ab the un-’
conscious knife-man.
S What - bloody
that?" he said. ©
“ Wrang play,” said Callan,
* That's Macbetl. .
Lang seemed to be having
difficulty in _getting himself
uprignt, and when Callan
went to him he  found out
why, Lang was nonumentally
drunk. Callan didn't find the
fact surprising, not that night.
He steered Lang away up
the street, andg .waited. for
Hunter. The fght .had taken
a couple of minuies, N0
more, -and Callan stond in a
furv of impatience until the
Daimler appeared, and he
hustled Lang into the seat by
the “offside . dgor and ran
round .to the near-side. A
littla more ~ wpreotection for
Huiiter. I, a n g had once
worked for Hunter, too. He
must  learn to take his
ghances. ... . The driver's
voice came over the speak-
ing tube.
S Where to? ” he asked.
M The hatel,” "sald Bunter,
but Callan vetoed that,
~Just drive around for a
&it,” he said. : .
Evan Lang spoke then—his
voice resonant and unslurred.
“1 must have a drink” he
saig, then added, to make his
poiat clear., *“An alccholic
drink.” And Callan knew he
snoke the truth : the ftrouble
was the pubs were shut, . . .
all nart of the night's disaster.
He tried fhe driver. “ Where
can we get a drink?” lie
asked.
“Your best bhet is Alac-
Namarg's, the driver sald.
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found the f:ressul‘e.

“That's ‘& club out by the
‘alrport.”

_Callan: asked more ques-
tinns, and found they'd got a
bit of luck. They were about,
due. for some. . , . Callan
listened as the driveyr talked,
then asked: “If it’s- a club
we'll need a member {0 sign
us in.”

“ T'm a member,” the driver
said, and Callan sighed. Tt
needed but that. He put doewn

the speaking tube, and Hunter-
said : “I'd like your. report’”

Callan looked at Evan Lang:
he was sitting bolt upright,
and hy the look of him,
sound asleep.

“ There were three young
fellecrs by the siage door
who wanied o give me
marilial orfs lessons,” said
Callan, * It wuas very educu-
fional’”

* No doubt,” said Hunter.
“Are .they dead 27

“One of thent may be,” said-

Callan. “ But there's more.”
~He told it, and Hunter
listened.

“You can handle it,” he said

at last. .

“I could it I had a back-
up mon,” said Callan. .

“Youve got one” said
Hunter. - Me."

The craziest night of the
yvear. . . . Suddenly Lang
opened his eyes and said:
“ Murder most foul, as in the
best it is.

-t BUb this most foul, strange”

anrd unnatural—!" then
instantly went back to slcep,

“Hamlet © again” said
Hunter. 71 take it he zaw
the men you déalt ‘witih. The
sooner we get a drink into
him the better.” -

“ Drink'll be the death of
frime,” said Callan, :

* Perhaps,” said Huhter,
“In our business we die as we
must.” . '

Hunter philosoplilc was more
than Callan could take. . He
sought refuge in praeticalities.

“You can't be my back-up
man,” ne sald. “You need a
gun” . .

“Tve got & gun” sald

Hunter never carried a
gun ; generals never do.
Callan  wished he were as
drunk as Evan Lang.

"Hunter,

ACNAMARA'S was -
M brash. and opulent,

and . served by bar-
maids = who  thought
that .night’s Ophelia had had
4, =ood ides, Qr perhaps it was
the heat, thought Callan. But
as least it helped to get rid
of  their driver: he went
straight to the bar. Skin and
tonic. And ilet's get him out of
here while he can still drive,
thought Callan. .. .
Now It was time to talk

while they could still hear.-

The blare of disco music was
deafening . . . but at least
Lang had been able to walk.
All Hunter had said was,
“There's g drink waiting,”

"and Evan Lang had moved.

Like Frankenstein's monster—
but he'd moved. :

“Thevy poured whisky into
him and his speech, thiough
siurred came at last, And he
knew what Hunter wanted.

“Luhov.” he said. " Some-
body sent me a job in Buda-
pest” Callan Aicked a glance
at Hunter. “And. I met
Luhov,”

Evan Lang, too, turhed to:.

Hunier, * Was it vou who senf
me 2-"

“Just tell it. old som,” said
Callan, “You know it's rude
o be noszy.”

“ Luboy,” Lang sald again.
“He killed Opheliz.~Only
mine had all her clothes on.
But I saw. . . . I was there,

He . Killed her. With his
hands. . . . All that vitality,
that loveliness—just switched
off.... Put out the light,”

“Why didn't he kill you 7
said Caillan, )

“He thought I was on his
side,” Lang said. “ Funny
thing—]1 never used o drink
much before I saw Ophelia
die,” He smiled, then drank.
“1 played Hamlet in thosg
days. T was going to be good. '

“ Where ig Lubov now?”"
asked Hunier.

“ Notting Hill,” sald Lang.
“ Hamlet- Street . . . Funny,
that, Number 43. Top floor.
He brocded for a Immoment.
“Ancther .funny thing. I
was 20 years later—and
knew himl at once. He didn't
know me. . . . 1 was going to
take the flat below-—but not
after I saw Inim. 1
Lubov. . . . Keeps Death his
court! That's Richard IL”
He turned to Hunter. *I
played Richard on that tour
too. And then I started
drinking. ¥ou owe me my
cereer.”

He went back to sleep, still
sitting bolt wuptight. Callan
sipped  cauticusly at his
Scoteh, . - .

“Youwve kept um eye on
that for 20 years? ™ - he
asked. : .

“1 had no choice,” said
Hunter, “Me was once engagec
to 1y daughter.

“shall we deal with Mac-

Namara ? 7 . "
“What ohout HIM?
Callan nodded .at  Evan
Tang: a man who should
have been in his prime. but
‘was already so sunk in decay

that— . :

“Leave him” sald Hunter.
“HEyen we can’t hurt him
now.”

C get to Joe *Plastic
Mac? MacNamara it
was necessary to elim-
inate two
guards. first, two muscular
gentlemen wha lurked behind
a door marked ” Private” in
scarlet letters, three inches
high, where the disco music
was sitll all too audible.
Calian found he couldn't
‘fake them both, and was re-
lieved to find he didn’t have
te. Hunter still knew how to
use a revolver's barrel as 2
club. The two bodyguards fell

softly to the thickly-carpeted’

floor, and Callap and Hunter
moved to the door marked
“Dirvector ” and pushed it
apen—still as deft as Meres
or PitzMaurice — and Callan
leaped insides The man behind
the desk Jlocked into the
I\g%]gnum’s barrel and was
still :

“ You're making a mistake,”
he said. e

“The story of mu life
said callan. “ Quiy it’'s the
other geezer who dies when
I do.

“No protection money, nob
ever.”” MacNamara said.

Callan shook his head.
“ Just a ltile informoation,”
he said. “ Thetl’'s not much
%‘._r} usk in exchange for your
ifet

Ang in the end he got it,
even if MacNamara resented
bitterly that for once he
should be aobliged to give
rather than receiver And
when he’d got what he came
for Callan thanked him nicely
and turned as if to leave, and
MacNamara erabbed for the
Llama 33 Super he kept in his
desk drawer, because you
never knew wheit such a thing
might come in handy. And
* Callan shot him twice, head
and heart, the shots echoing
the beat of a .bass guitar.

He came out to where

Not where .

“and the lights of the grimy

‘darkness.
body-

‘¥ played Hamlet
in those days...you
oWe me my career’

Hunter waited, and they
walked down the corridor
together. The badyguard
Hunter had hit, pushed up on
his hands, groaning, as- they
approached, and Huonter
tapped him again. He went’
back te oblivion.

“1 take it that MacNamara
is dead,” Hunter said.

“ He talked first,” said Cal-
lan. * We've got all we need.
Let’s go home” -

“To the hofel you mean ?

“ No,” said Callan. “ I medan
home . .. Where you're safe.”

* Very well” said Hunter,
" If you insisf. But I think we
should take Evan Lang with
us.” .

“ I thought you would,” said
Callan.

O they tore their
driver away from the
topless barmaid, and
their pilot from.
& poker game, and poured
Lang into the Lear and put
him back to sleep with more
whisky, and the jet climbed,

“4 mon came to gee him,”
said Callan. “ Gave himn five
thousgnd  pounds to have us
both killed and promiised five
thousand more when he'd
done it. So he seb lis lhree
reugh boys on me—fifty quid
apiece and petrol. money”
He grinned. “}& seems ihey

Street..
turned to Hunter.

e went pack to sleep.

For you he put a plasiic D tar et o

bomb under the bved while we
were at the theatre, We were
biown before we cven stdried,
and wyou could be dead.
They'd have Iloved that in
Dzherzhinsky Street”

“Whao hired him 7" :

“A bloke with: a briefcase
full of fivers. Bloke in his
foriies, No scdrs, no dccent,
But MacNamarn didn’'t think gply but at risk.
he was English.” “'Not  exclusively,

Evan Lang apened his eveS has manifestly
again. : here

“ Lubov,” he said, Callan
logked at him.

“You back with us *

“Lubov has grey hair and
grey eves,” satd Lang, then
_added as if it were part of the
‘same sentence, "3 need a
drink.” .

Callan reached out to a on
focker and grimaced as his
ribs remingded hlm of the
blow they had received, pro-
duced whisky and glasses.

Lubov  tonight.”

caught the lock in

“gswor

fown twinkled below them,
tiny as diamond chips. And
then suddenly there was a
big 'one toe, a real Koh-I-
Noor of a diamond. that
erupted and shimmered as
the Lear counbthued to climb.

* Your hotel room,” Callan
said to Hunter. “ They didu't
call him  Plastic Mac for
nothing.” : : .
The Lear sailed on Into

“No more  lrony.” said
Hunter.. *Just tell it.’r :

contact us.

to Lang, then?™

have

“You and me poth mate,” ha
sald, and poured and sipped
as-Lang drained his glass.
“Yowll kill him tonfght 7™
Lang asked. * Lubov. Hamlet
He'll die tonight?”
Callan said nothing, and Lang
] € It‘S ﬁot
Lo be tonight,” he sald. ' I've
used - to enjoy their wark ... izlot a show tomorrow.”

. *1 think 1t .
would be best if you did kill
Then
Callan's
eve, and added testily :
not thinking about revenge.”
“ Aren't you ? ™ said Callan.

Hunter forced - himseif to
spesk honestly with this man
whose life he had so irrespon-

been
1 to kil me — quite pos-
sibly you, too. That’'s why he
allowed Lang to see him.

“ He knew that Lang would
How . fortunate
for Lubov that to see Lang
I had fto leave. London.
mace his job somuch easier.”
“ You're saying that fre was

Callan. “ That. he knew Lang
ted done a §ob for you all
those years ago. Luboy must
dane — otherwise

© 5uppose

wonldn't have wused  Lany as
& buit to get you.”

Hunter noadged.

“ Phen why wait 20 years 7™

“1 tola you” sald Hunter.
“Twenty vears ago I wasn’t
the head of the Section—and
vou hadn't even joined, I
¥ in a way., Lubov's
beine sent te xili us both . is
rather a comnlitment.” .

He settled pack in his seat.

*All the same, I want you
to get rid of him.” '

HIS time there was
the Bentley waiting,
- andg a couple of body-
guards to help decant
Evan Lang, and Callan made
his own way to Hamilet
Street,. to logck at the
flat- where o' K.G.B. operator
lived, an operator who owed
five thousand pounds. to a
dead man. ...’
No lights on in the fat,
or in the: whole house,
but the- locks on the doogr

would be too much for hir-

even if Lubov slept. . . , For
locks like that ne’d need the
help of a friend, amnd the

friend would need a gallon-
of altershave if he ever found

out what Callan was up to, ..
But it had to be quick:
before Lukov had time to read
his morning paper and turn
on the news znd learn that
the wrong man had died. ...
* At this time of nijght?”
sald Lonely. A
Ar this time of might”
&aid Callan. . -

“¥ou get e onut of a nice

Itot bed just 50 I can open up

- cleaned

Somme geezer's drum and thed
scarper 7V - -
_“ Thet's right,” said Calian.
. Why P " said Lonely, pul-
ting his finger on the problem,
then added to make himself
clear, *What for ?”

" A hundred quid”
Callan.

Lonely sighed, and reached
for his trousers, . . .

Deft, thought Callan. ~That
was the word., Deft. Lonely

said

and his magie fingers. . Jusb ,

‘that, and sdme skeleton keys
and a few twirls, Plus ap ail

can, © judicionsly applied, in.

Lubovs drum wes open to
him, and = Lonely hutiched

- order that the door wouldn't’
-squeak. And at the end of it all

down inte his rainepat and.

© prepared to go back to bed.

A hundred mnicker you

‘said.” His vaice was a whisper.
salad Callan.:

* Tawmorrow,”
“You know 'l pay you.”

For " some reason
iooked up. then. .
years,' thought Callan.
those jobs.  The little man

Lonely

knew him like a greasy, weli-’

~thumbed book.

“¥You take care of yourself.
Mr. Callan,” he said, then
although he was niffing, he
added, " Want me to come
with you ?» .
. ¥ No saild Csallan,
marage” T've got to, he
thought. .

Ceppt

“ See you down the bnoz_'er'_
then,” said Lonely, andg sip- -

toed away as if from a grave.

Come ~ come, ~Callan
admonished himself : this will
not o,

and took - out the .

Magnum he had so carefully

and
entered MNumber 43, Hamlet
Street.  screwed on t b e
silencer. and - elimbed the
stairg PN o

Lubov woke up and his
hand went at once towards
hls pillow, the Maghum gave
two soft thuds., like boots

reloaded. He .

slammed down on. a carpet, -

and Lubov, . whose- business

was death, was dead. <
Callan looked at him : erey -

hair, grey eyes, Even as &
corpse he looked tem years
younger than. his age. Would
his laved ones mourn him ?
he wondered. ., . . He went
back to his own flat, and
wrewed cofice, and meditated
on - Hunter’s madness, and
in .the middle - of it
?‘H answered his own -gues-
1017 &
mourn Lubov, any more than
anyone would @ mourn him,

No one would ever

Cailan, when his turn came to '
die. ‘Not even Lanely would .

motrn  bim,
wonld tell the listle man that

Callan was dead. . . -

Next: File on a
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Fred. Olsen Lifes. The name eruising
people come back to,year after year, ,

The founders of the winter cruise clubl

You simply cant dobettern

Our ships ave stabilised, ultra-modern,
have the finest cuisine and service. o

Top-class throughout.

Theres every sort of sport, activity
entertainment includling dancing.

Please send me the Fred. Olsen
76 77 Winter Cruise brochure.

and cabaret by night.

We sail to the sunshine~to Madeiva
and the Canaries; and a complete ‘round’
cruise costs from £270-£755. ‘

We offer truise and stay” holidays too.

Yor further details see your .

Travel Agent, or return the coupon here t

Tred.Olsen Lines, 229 Regent Street,
London W1R 8AR -Now Sail On!

FredOlsen Lines X

NAME.

To: Fred.Olsen Lines
229 Regent Street,

ADDRESS.

SEC 29/8

London WIR 8AP
Tel: 01-437 9888,

Moreisthe firstfilter cigarelte
that’s 120mm long. '

How long is 120mm?

To give you an idea, the
average king-size cigarette is only
8dmm. :

Flavour?

More tastesmild, surprisingly
niild. Because it’s made from
specially selected, mild cigarette
tobacco.

More. Long, slim and browi,

Definitely anew style of
cigarette.

Now available it menthol and
new crushproof packs.

e sesmeaione MIDDLE T.

Manufacturer’s estimate, January 1976, of
group asdefined in FLM. Government Tables

EVERY PACKET CARRIES A GOVERNMENT HEALTH WARNING

because nobody .
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