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Number 21 in the series about Rand, the Double-C man, head
of the Department of Concealed Communications. . .

About spies and counterspies: a character in this story says,
“l think you guys are all in a dying occupation. Nobody wants
spies any more. Hell, they don't die spouting patriotic slogans
these days. They justget old and curl up and blow away in the
wind. ”

If only that were figuratively true. It would mean that
other things had curled up and blown away—like distrust
between nations and men, like arms competition between

nations, like war itself. Would it were literally true. . .

THE SPY WHO DIDN'T BEIEIBEI
by EDWARD D. HOCH

elbourne left the cab at
Leicester Square
headed
toward Piccadilly. He walked
quickly, with eyes straight

ahead, altering his pace only to
avoid the occasional knots of
theater goers who crowded the
sidewalk. The time was 7:21,
and in less than ten minutes he
would give the signal that
would bring Saffron out of
hiding for the rendezvous.

It was a cool April evening in
London, and Melbourne
breathed deeply of the crisp air

as he walked. He passed the

and Prince of Wales Theatre, where
up Coventry Strmmnething called Catch My Soul

was playing in its third month,
then a small brightly it
bookshop that displayed the
latest, American bestseller in its
window. Ahead, the flashing
signs of Piccadilly drew him on
and he felt a springy certainty
in his walk. Once contact had
been established with Saffron
the rest would be easy.

He thought of Gilda, waiting
for him back in the room, but
only for a' moment. There

©1972 by Edward D. Hoch.
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would be time for her later,
after the evening’s business was
attended to—after the man
named Saffron had closed the
deal and sold out his country. A
slight smile played along Mel-
bourne’s lips as he considered
the evening’s mission, and he
wondered what these crowds of
dull, chattering theater-goers
would think if they knew. He
could give them a better show
than any of those on stage, and
it would be played out right

here, in the very center of
London.
Melbourne paused for a

moment on the curb, and then
started across Piccadilly Circus.
There was a sudden jostling
behind him, and he turned his
head, irritated, to utter some
sharp words of complaint.

That was the last thing he
remembered. 0

Rand met Hastings in the
lobby, of the hospital and he
could see the lines of worry on
the older man's face even
before he reached him. Hastings

didn't often look like that, so
he knew the news was not
good.

“How is he?”

“Bad, Rand. Very bad. Bad

for us, that is. The doctors
think he’ll pull through, but
there may be some brain
damage.”

Rand caught his breath,

remembering the cheerful greet-
ings he had always exchanged
with Melbourne, the grin on the
man’s ruddy face as he told a
funny story or listened to one.
“What sort of brain damage?”

“Partial amnesia. It may be
only temporary, but at this
stage of things they just don't
know.”

“All right. Let’'sgo see him.”

George Melbourne was in a
private room on the fifth floor,
his head swathed in bandages
and a blank staring look on his
face. Rand dropped into a chair
at the bedside and spoke softly.
“Hello, George. How are you
feeling?”

The head tilted slightly to
look at him. “Who—who are
you?”

“Rand, from
Communications.
remember me?”

“ldon't-"

Hastings spoke from Rand’s
side. “ George, we have to know

Concealed
Surely you

about your meeting with
Saffron.”
“No— don't-” And Mel-

bourne’s voice faded.
Rand stood up and moved to

the window. After a few
moments Hastings joined him
and said, “I'm afraid it's

hopeless for now.”

“Just what happened to him
last night?”

“He'd gone to Piccadilly to
meet Saffron. | gather he'd
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worked out some elaborate
signal to bring Saffron into the
open for the meeting. Anyway,
he was crossing Piccadilly just

before 7:30 when he was hitby.

a bus.”

“Accident?”

Hastings glanced back at the
bed and shrugged. ‘‘He may
have been pushed from behind,
before the bus struck him.
Perhaps someone didn't want
the meeting to take place.”

“Do we have any other leads
to Saffron?”

“None.” Hastings looked
again at Melbourne’s bandaged
head and said, “ Let's go back to

my office. There’s nothing
more we can do here.”
An hour later, seated in

Hastings’ cramped and cluttered
office overlooking the Thames,
Rand lit one of his American
cigarettes and asked, “ Just how
important was Melbourne to
the success of the mission?”
“Damn it, Rand, he was the
mission! He laid all the
groundwork with Saffron and
arranged for the man’s defec-
tion. It was to take place last

evening, right in Piccadilly.
Melbourne was to signal him in
some manner and Saffron

would make himself known.”
“Just how important is
Saffron?”
“Only the top Russian agent
in all Britain,” Hastings told
him, his voice and expression a

study of frustration. “ He wants
to come over to our side,
bringing with him a full list of
other Red agents operating
here, along with code books
and planning directives. He
telephoned Melbourne at home
one night about a month ago.
We've been carefully reeling
him in since then, but his only
contact has been with Mel-
bourne. The actual defection
was set for last evening.”

“Perhaps Saffron will make
contact with someone else if
he’'s that anxious to come
over.”

“And perhaps not. If Mel-
bourne was pushed in front of
that bus it was by someone who
knew about the intended
defection. That might be
enough to scare Saffron off.”

Rand leaned back in his
chair. “You think this is
something for Double-C?”

“It is, if you want those,
code books. There's a secret
message here, all right—the
message Melbourne meant for
Saffron. But it's not written on
any piece of paper. It's locked

somewhere in George Mel-
bourne’s brain.”
Rand nodded. “Where it

might be beyond the reaches
even of Double-C.”

The girl's name was Gilda
Bancroft, and Rand remem-
bered meeting her once in
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Melbourne’s company. She was
a striking blonde, quite young,
with the pouting face and wide
lips one often saw in the
cheaper London dance halls.
When she opened the door to
Rand she seemed to know at
once why he’d come.

“George is dead, isn't he?”

“No, he's not. In fact, the
doctor thinks he’'s coming
along. | just wanted to ask you
some questions. My name is—"

“Rand. | remember you. |
remember faces.”

She stood aside and allowed
him to enter. Her apartment
was little more than a sparsely
furnished loft—a long narrow
room with wide windows
looking out on a dreary street
scene. The room had been
partitioned into sleeping and
eating quarters by the addition
of a folding screen..iof some
vague oriental design.

Gilda directed him to a
couch in what was meant to be
the living-room section of the
apartment. The furniture there
seemed fairly expensive, and he
suspected that Melbourne had
bought it for her.

“1 saw him this morning,”
Rand said. “He’s going to pull
through.”

She eyed him uncertainly.
“Then what do you want from
me?”

“We know he’s been seeing a
great deal of you lately, Gilda.”

“Yes,” she admitted.
“What's wrong with that? He’s
divorced from that bitch he was
married to.”

“Nothing’s wrong.” Rand
tried to soothe her. “George
was working on an assignment
and we're trying to piece it
together. We thought you might
be able to help us.”

“He didn’t talk much about
his work,” she murmured. |,

“Did he tell you who he was
meeting in Piccadilly? Did he
ever mention a man named
Saffron?”

She didn't answer im-
mediately, but sat there regard-
ing him with a calculating
uncertainty. Finally she said, “ I
don’'t know how much | should
tell you. | don’'t want to get
George in trouble.”

“Believe me, you’'ll be
helping him. Anything you can
tell us—’

“He went there to meet
Saffron. He was quite excited
about it, really. He talked of
nothing else ever since this
Saffron began calling and
writing him.”

“There were letters?” Rand
asked. He didn't remember
Hastings saying anything about
letters.

“Yes. He showed them to
me. They're with his things.”

Rand’s heart beat faster.
“May | see them, Gilda?”

She retreated into a pout. “I
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don't think "he'd like that.
They're here in his brief case,
but he wouldn’t like me going
through it.”

“l can assure you it's all in
the national interest. The man
named Saffron is a Russian
agent—an important agent. He
wants to come over to our
side.”

“1 know. That's why George
went to meet him.”

“ Get the letters,please.”

She hesitated a moment
longer and then stood up. He
watched her disappear behind
the scieen, then return in a
moment with two envelopes.
“Here, 1 do hope it's all right.”

Rand glanced at the. post-
marks and opened the first
envelope. The letter was neatly
type.d, brief and to the point: /
am writing as | promised. The
offer to come over to your side
is a real one, and | will be in'
Piccadilly Circus every evening
at 7:30, waiting for your signal.
I long to flee the Russian yoke,
and live with the freedom of
one of your English blackbirds.

There was no signature.

“He received that one about
two weeks ago,” Gilda Bancroft
said. “The second one just came
last week.”

Rand opened it and read: |
have been waiting in Piccadilly
Circus, even though I know it is
too soon for your signal. I long
to come over, but | know |

THE SPY WHO DIDN'T REMEMBER

must be careful. When you light
up .the sky with the numbers |
give you, | know it will be safe,
and | can live out my days in
London like agood fat hen. '

Again there was no signa-
ture.

“This
girl.

“All he showed me.”

“Let me take these. It'll be
all right. I'll give you a receipt
for them, and when Melbourne
is back on his feet I'll make it
right with him. You .won't get
into any trouble.”

“1 hope not.”

He rose to leave. “Is there
-anything else you can remem-
ber?”

“No.”

“1'll be going, then.”

She saw him to the door.
“It’'s hell.”

“What is?”

4'"'Having a spy for a lover.”

is all?” he asked the

Hastings looked at the letters
and read them over carefully.
“They seem authentic,” he said
at last, “though there's really
no way of knowing for certain.
Mailed a week apart, here in
London.”

“It seems to me that Saffron
is ' being unusually cautious.
Why not simply- arrange the
meeting and then do it? Why all
this playing with telephone calls
and letters?”

Hastings leaned back, swivel-
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ing his chair around toward the
window. *“Saffron is a spy,
Rand, the same as George
Melbourne, the same as you and
I. They can call us by all the

fancy names they want, but
we're still simply spies. Or
counterspies—spying on the

spies. After a time | think it
begins to affect one’s mind.
Just look around you—Colonel
Nelson forced into retirement
with a nervous breakdown,
Melbourne in the hospital with
amnesia—’

“You can't blame Mel-
bourne’'s condition on his
work.”

Hastings shrugged. “The
doctor’'s not so certain. The
bump on the head really

shouldn’t have caused all that
damage. They think now it may
simply have triggered a pent-up
anxiety caused by overwork.

Speeded up some sort of
breakdown that was coming on
anyway.”

“And Saffron?”

“Why should the other side
be any different from ours?
Saffron may have become
obsessed with passwords and
secret messages. Then, too, he
may want time to be certain he

could trust Melbourne.” He
picked up the second letter.
“Light up the sky with the

numbers | give you—what do
you make of that, Rand?”
“The signal was to be in the
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form of numbers. When Mel-
bourne showed them in some
way, Saffron would know he
was safe to identify himself.”

“Numbers in the sky? What
could it mean?”

“l1 think I'll go over to
Piccadilly this evening and try
to find out.”

Standing in the center of the
famed intersection Rand
imagined himself feeling much
as George Melbourne must have
on the previous evening. He
glanced around at the colorful
signs, occasionally allowing his
eyes to wander down to street
level, taking in the crowds of
theater-goers and diners.

It was just 7:30, and if
Saffron’s letters had told the
truth the Russian agent was
somewhere in Piccadilly Circus
at this very moment, waiting
for the numbered signal that
would light up the sky for him.
Rand stared hard at the sky,
but there were no numbers up
there—only the inky blue of
approaching night. He read the
news bulletins on the moving
electric sign along the south
side of the intersection, but
there was nothing for him
there. He turned north, toward
the line of movie theaters with
their twinkling marquees, but
all he saw were more people.

“Well! Mr. Rand!”

He turned, startled, and saw
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that the speaker was a bearded
man named - Max Stroyer, a
sometime police informer
whom Rand had dealt with on
occasion. “How are you, Max?”

“What brings you to Pic-
cadilly, my friend? Looking for
awoman?”

“ Hardly.”

“1 didn't think so0.” He
stepped a bit closer, lowering
his voice. “Then you must be
on an assignment. Looking for
spies and codes?”

Rand gazed at the bearded
man, whose sharp brown eyes
were on a level with his
shoulder. “Let me buy you a
beer, Max,” he said suddenly.
“There’'s a pub across the
street.”

“You think old Max can
help you,eh?”

“Maybe.”

Stroyer drank his beer while
Rand was still waiting for the
head on his to settle. “Now
what do you want to know?”

“About a man named
Saffron. Ever hear of him?”

Stroyer screwed up his face.
“You're on to big things, ain’t
you?”

“Then you do know him.”,

“Not really. But I've heard
the name..They say he delivers

the information when it's
needed.”

“To the Russians?”

“Sure. Who else?” He

finished the dregs of the beer.

THE SPY WHO DIDN'T REMEMBER

“1 think you guys are all in a
dying occupation. Nobody
wants spies any more. Hell,
they don’'t die spouting patri-
otic slogans  these  days.
They just get old and curl up
and blow away in the wind.”

“Yes,” Rand agreed.
suppose you're right.”

“You know I'm right. Don’t
let it happen to you, Rand.”

“Max, where can | find
Saffron?”
“Maybe he’s right here,

listening to us now. Remember
those old war. warnings? Even
the walls have ears!"

“If you see him, Max, tell
him | want to help him. Tell
him he can reach me at this
phone number.”

“Hell, I won't see him.”

“1f you do, Max.”

“All right. Sure.”

In the morning .Hastings
came into Rand’'s office in the
Department of Concealed Com-
munications. “The doctor
phoned to say that George is
much better. His memory seems
to be returning.”

Rand sighed with relief.
“Thank God! | was beginning
to think we were at a dead
end.”

“There’s
too.”

Rand saw the envelope in his
hand. “ What is it?”

“1 sent a man

something else,

over to
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.George’s apartment last night,
since he lives alone. This was in.
the mail. Looks like another
letter from Saffron.”

Rand studied the postmark.
“Mailed the day of George’s
accident.”

He ripped it open and read
the familiar typed sentences:
This is my last letter. 1 look
forward to meeting you soon,
beneath the lights of Piccadilly
Circus. 1 am .ready to come
over. | have the codes and the
lists you want. | will end -my
days sitting in the park,
watching the swimming swans.

Rand put the letter in his
pocket with the other two.
“Come on. Let's go see
Melbourne.”

They found him sitting up in
bed, a good color in his face
and a tentative smile on his lips.
“l say, don't | know you two?
Let’'s see...Rand. Is that it?
Rand!”

Rand smiled and shook his
hand. “Glad to have you back
with us. We were worried.”

Melbourne touched his band-
aged head. “It's all coming back
to me, slowly. But | don't
remember everything yet.” He
turned his head slowly toward
Hastings. “I'm afraid | don’t
remember you, sir.”

Hastings cleared his throat
and identified himself. “That's
all right, George. Think nothing
of it.”
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“Do you remember anything
about Saffron?” Rand pressed.

“ Saffron . . Saffron .... |
don't ... The name seems fa-
miliar, though.”

“Numbers. Piccadilly Cir-
cus.”

“No ... | was there, though,
wasn't 1? That's where It
happened. The accident.”

“Why were you there,
George?”

He looked blank. “1 don’t
remember.”

The following morning Rand
found Hastings working at the
main information computer
bank. “Any word on Melbourne
today?” he asked.

“ Still coming along, but it's
slow progress. Damn it, Rand, |
hate to think of Saffron
standing in Piccadilly Circus
every night just waiting for the
signal to defect, and we can't
give the signal.”

“You don’t hate it half as
much as | do. Perhaps we
should simply put up a sign
there and run a newspaper ad.”

“And have him killed before
he could do anything? Someone
almost killed Melbourne, re-
member.”

“I've been thinking about
that,” Rand said, watching the
older man as he selected a reel
of computer tape. “Are we
really so sure that's the way it
happened?” 1
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“What do you mean?”

“Perhaps somebody lured
Melbourne there to kill him for
private gain, for some personal
motive unconnected with Saf-
fron:” /

Hastings shook his head.
“You,don't lure someone to the
busiest spot in London to Kill
him; Rand.” He punched a
series of buttons on the
machine and watched the reel
begin to spin. “What about the
letters? Any luck?”

“Not a thing. If they're
concealing the number to be
used as a signal, it could be
done in any one of a hundred
ways. Count the words, count
the letters, substitute numbers
for the first letter of each line,
or the last letter. Add the dates
shown on the postmarks, or
subtract them. Everything is
numbers, Hastings.”

“Any idea what we should
do?”

“Just wait for his memory to
return. And hope Saffron will
wait, too.” m
_ Rand went>back to the
hospital that afternoon and
found'George Melbourne with a

visitor. She was a sad-faced
middle-aged woman  named
Clare, who proved to be

Melbourne’'s ex-wife. After the
introductions she stared hard at
Rand across the bed and finally
said, “l1 hope you're pleased
with what you've done to him.”

“1 didn’t do it to him, Mrs.
Melbourne.”

“Don’t call me that! It's not
my name any moie!”

“Sorry.”

“Your foolish" little chil-
dren’s games, your spying
behind trees! The world doesn’t
need you any longer, Mr.
Rand.”

' “So I've been told.”

“You see what you've done
to his mind?”

The man
uneasily. “Clare . ..

She had worked herself close
to tears. “Why did | even come
to see you? Go back to that
tramp you spend the nights
with.. Go back to your spy
games!” She turned and left the
room.

“I'm sorry,” Rand said. “I'm
afraid that was my fault.”

in the bed stirred

“Not at all,” Melbourne
reassured him. “ She was always
that way.”

Rand pulled up a chair.
“How’'s the memory coming
along.”

“Good, good.”

“ Saffron?”

“Yes. It's vague, but I'm

beginning to remember. A
Russian agent, here in London.
He telephoned me at my
apartment and offered to come

over to our side. I ...” He put
his hand to his head.
“That's all right, George.

Take it easy.” Rand drew the



THE SPY WHO DIDN'T REMEMBER

letters from his pocket. “ After
the phone calls he sent you
these letters. The third one
arrived after your accident.”

Melbourne read over the
letters with growing excite-
ment. “Yes, yes! | remember
these first two—it's coming
back to me now. He wanted
some sort of signal, so he'd
know he was surrendering to
me and not to someone else. He
said he knew of me, trusted me.
We agreed that | would flash a
number over Piccadilly Circus
at 7:30 in the evening. Then he
would walk to the center island
where I'd be waiting, and
identify himself.”

“He gave you the number,
over the phone?”

“No,” Melbourne answered
slowly. “He said he’'d send it to
me, in case his phone was
tapped. He said he’'d send it in
three letters, because the
chances of all three falling into
the wrong hands were slim.”

“Who did lie fear so much?”

“The Russians, | suppose. He
was bringing valuable data with
him. If they knew his plan to
defect, they would have Killed
him to keep the data out of our
hands.”

“Tell me about this number.
How were you going to signal
him? What does he mean in this
letter about lighting up the
sky?”

But the dazed look had
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returned to Melbourne’s eyes.
“lcan’t... it's there but I can’t
quite grasp it, Rand. Perhaps
tomorrow more of it will come
back to me.” He smiled
pathetically. “I'm trying. |
really am.”

“1 know you are, George.”

Rand went back to Piccadil-
ly that evening and watched the
crowds at 7:30. They were only
faces to him, and he saw no one
he knew except the bearded
Max Stroyer, who was lounging
in a pub doorway. Rand felt
frustration running deep within
him as he watched the people
passing, fully realizing that any
one of them might be the
person he was seeking—any one
of these men or—

He found the nearest coin
telephone and called Hastings at
home. “I'm in Piccadilly,”
Rand explained. “Something
just occurred to me.”

“What?” Hastings asked.

“Could Saffron be a wom-
an?”

“A  woman? We never
considered that possibility.
Why?”

“In the second letter there’s
something about living out my
days in London like a good fat
hen. Well, a hen is' female,
right?”

“1 can’'t deny that.”

“Why would a man use the
phrase?”



16 THE SPY WHO DIDN'T REMEMBER

“No
mitted.

“All right,” Rand sighed. “ It
was just a thought.” He hung
up and went back to watching
faces.

Two days later Rand took
Gilda Bancroft with him to the
hospital. Melbourne was sitting
up and the bandage was gone
from his head, revealing only a
bump' and some irregular
stitches across his forehead. He
remembered Gilda and rose
unsteadily to greet her.

“l wondered if you'd ever
come,” he told her.

“Mr. Rand brought me. It's
so far on the bus.”

He turned to Rand. “I'm
coming along fine. They say |
can go home in another few
days.”

“That's good.”

“I've been thinking about
Saffron. We really do have to
get to him somehow.”

“Any suggestions?”
asked.

Melbourne sat down again.
“It's a number. | know it is. A
number in three parts.”

“Three digits?”

“Perhaps more.
sure.”

“And where were you going
to put the number?”

Melbourne frowned out the
window, searching the sky.
“High up somewhere. On a sign.
On a moving sign.”

idea,” Hastings ad-

Rand

I can't be

“Yes,” Rand said, remem-
bering the moving news bul-
letins. That was where it had to
be, the number in the sky that
would lure Saffron out of
hiding. “And the number was
hidden in those three letters.”

Melbourne nodded. “I just
can't remember the details,
though.”

“What about the accident?
Can you remember how it
happened?”

“There was a jostling behind
me. | started to turn—’

“He needs his rest,” Gilda
Bancroft interrupted. “You
can’t go on questioning him like
this.”

“No,” Rand sighed. “You're
right, of course. Take it easy,
George. | hope you’re out of
here the next time | see you.”

He waited in the hall for
Gilda and she joined him in a
few minutes. “He’'s better than
| expected,” she said.

“Yes, he’'scoming along.”

“What about you? Any luck
with your investigation?”

“Some. Mainly we're waiting
for George’s memory to come
back.”

“The man he was going to
meet that night—Saffron—will
he wait?”

“We can only hope so.”

They walked outside, into
the blinding April sunlight, and
headed back toward Rand’s
little car. “When he’s better |
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hope he quits this business,”
she said.

“Everybody wants wus to
quit. Two people told me the
same thing in recent days.
Nobody wants spies any more.
Nobody wants war.”

“George said his ex-wife
came to see him.”
“Yes.”

“1 met her only once. She'sa
bitch.”

“She probably feels the same
about you.”

Rand climbed the worn
stairs to the second floor of the
office building overlooking Pic-
cadilly Circus. The man he'd
phoned was waiting for him and
showed him into a narrow,
crowded room dominated by a
large desk with a typewriter-like
keyboard.

“This is where we do it, Mr.
Rand,” the man explained. His
name was Hawkins, and he was
an employee of the London
newspaper which ran the
electric sign with its moving
news flashes. “The message is
punched onto tape by this
machine, and the tape is then
fed through here. The tape can
be made into an endless loop to
repeat the same news bulletins,
or new messages can be added.
Occasionally we might send
through some random letters or
numbers just to test the system,
or to see if all the thousands of
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individual light bulbs out there
,are working properly.”

“And George Melbourne
asked you to flash some
numbers for him?”

The man nodded. *“Mr.

Melbourne came to me about
two weeks ago. He identified
himself and explained that it
was a hational security matter.
He said that on a given night he
would supply me with a
number which | would run once
on the news bulletin at exactly

7:30. It was a simple enough
request, so | agreed to it.”

“And the night was to
be-?”

“He phoned last Tuesday—
the day you say he was hit by
the bus. He gave me the number
and said to run it that night. |
did as he said, but never heard
any more about it. | never even
knew he was injured until you
told me today.”

“He actually gave you the
number?”

“Yes. | have it written down
here. Do you want it?”

Rand picked up a pencil and
jotted down six digits. “Was
this it?”

“Yes. How did you know?
Did Mr. "Melbourne tell you?”

Rand shook his head. “A
man named Saffron told me.”

Two days later George
Melbourne was released from
the hospital. Rand and Hastings
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were waiting for him and they
drove to his apartment while
Rand outlined the plan. “ | have
the number, George. | figured it
out from the three letters. You
don’'t have to remember it
now.”

Melbourne looked relieved.
“That's good. That was the one
thing | still couldn’t come up
with.”

“We can flash it on the sign,
George, but we need you there.
Saffron knows you and trusts
you. The night you were
injured, the number flashed on,
but he didn’'t reveal himself—
simply because you weren't
there. I want you to come to
Piccadilly with us tonight,
George, and stand on that
island in the center.”

“Mightn't it be dangerous?”

Hastings objected. “He was
almost killed the last time.”

“We'll be there,” Rand
assured him. “One of us on
each side.”

They arrived in Piccadilly
shortly after seven, when the
sky “was still bright with the
memory of the spring day, and
the wusual theater and dinner
crowds were filling the side-
walks on all sides of the circle.
Standing there on the center
island, facing the moving sign
above them, Rand could almost
imagine what Saffron must have
felt on all those nights. He only
hoped it wasn't too late.
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“You
number,”
him.

Rand nodded. His eyes were
scanning the crowds on the
opposite sidewalk for a familiar
face. “The part about the hen,
in the second letter. It didn't
really make sense, until |
realized that each of Saffron’s
three letters ended with some
reference to an animal. The first
letter had blackbirds, the
second had the hen,' and the
third had swans. If there was a
number concealed in the letters,
it was most probably concealed
there. Now, are there any
numbers connected with these
three animals? Yes, there
are—four and twenty black-
birds, from the famous nursery
rhyme, gives us the number
24.”

“But what about that good
fat hen?”

“Another nursery rhyme,
Hastings. One, two, buckle my
shoe, and nine, ten, a good fat
hen. Which makes our number
so far read 24910r-u Rand’s eyes
were on the moving sign above
them. It was almost 7:30. His
eyes scanned the crowd once
more. If he was wrong all three

said you knew the
Hastings prompted

of them could be in deadly
peril. If he was right—

“The last part of the
number?”

“Those swimming swans.

Seven swans a'swimming, from
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The Twelve Days of Christ-
mas. "
At his side Rand saw

Melbourne tense. It was exactly
7:30 and the ribbon of light
bulbs had gone suddenly blank.
Rand continued talking, his
voice a bit louder than he'd
planned. “Making the full
number 249107—the number
that will bring Saffron out of
hiding. The number that—"

And there it was, above
them, starting its bright lonely
journey down the track of light.
249107.

At his side George Mel-
bourne turned and said, very
quietly, “My name is Saffron. |
am a Russian agent. | want to
defect.”

It was morning before Rand
could talk about it, and he sat
again in Hastings' office over-
looking the muddy Thames and
thought about the labyrinthine
ways of the human mind.

“You mean you knew it all
the time?” Hastings asked,
incredulous.

- “Not all the time, no.” Rand
was feeling very old. Once, long
ago, George Melbourne had
been a friend. “ And even at the
end | wasn’'t absolutely certain
—not till he spoke. But | had to
get him there to see the number
on the sign. | knew if
Melbourne and Saffron were
two parts of the same person,
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the number would trigger
Saffron’s defection.”

“It's like something out of
Jekyll and Hyde!”

Rand nodded. “Or Freud
and Jung. Melbourne was a
double agent in the truest sense.
I think he began as any other
double spy, simply playing both
sides, but something happened
along the line. Saffron gradually
became an entirely separate
personality—so much so that
when he decided to come over
to the British side he insisted on
surrendering only to Mel-
bourne. That's when the letter
writing began, and the imagin-
ary phone calls.”

“ And the accident?”

“It really was an accident, a
jostling by the crowd. Of course
Melbourne must have been
under tremendous mental pres-
sure that night, and the slightest
damage to his head brought on
the temporary amnesia. Re-
member, the doctor told you he

suspected some pre-existing
mental condition that was
merely triggered by the ac-
cident. That was the only
danger last evening. If | was

wrong, and someone had tried
to Kill him, our lives might have
been in jeopardy standing out
there. But | was almost certain |
was right.”

“How could vyou have
known, though, Rand? | never
suspected such a thing.”
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“The number. It was all in
the number. Melbourne went to
meet Saffron last Tuesday night
knowing the complete number.
In jfact, he’'d even phoned- the
sign man that day and told him
the number to flash on the

screen of light bulbs. But
remember, the third and final
letter did not arrive at

Melbourne’s apartment till the
following day, the day after his
accident. On Tuesday he could
not possibly have known that 7
was the final digit of the
number. He could not even
have guessed at it, because the
first two letters contained
two-digit and three-digit num-
bers, both from nursery
rhymes. The final letter con-
tained a one-digit number from
a Christmas song. Melbourne
could not possibly have antici-
pated that,,, final ai®umber—he
could have known it only if he
had originated it, only if he had
written the letters himself. Only
if, in short, he was Saffron.”

“What will happen to him
now?” Hastings wondered.

¢ That's for the doctors to
say. In my opinion he’'s pretty

far gone on this split personal-
ity.

y“And the codes and lists he
was to deliver?”

VI think he’ll tell us about
them. If he doesn’t, | have an
idea where they might be
found—in that brief case of his
at Gilda Bancroft’'s apartment.”

Hastings nodded, stirring
uneasily behind his desk. “ What
was it that did it to him, Rand?
Overwork? His wife? What
pushed him over the line?”

There was no simple answer.
Rand stood up and walked to
the window. The river seemed
darker than usual this day. “ He
was on the road to madness,
Hastings, and the games we play
were too' much for his mind.
Sometimes, when | think about
it, | wonder if we're not all on
the road to madness—the spies
and the generals™and even the
politicians who pay us. We're in
a worl!d_that doesn’t want us

any more, and maybe Mel-
bourne knew it.”

“1 think he did,” Hastings
said quietly. “1 think we all

know it. But we keep on with it
anyway.”
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Young Dominic had stolen and stashed a Contiverdoso. There
were only two in the world, one in England and one in the
Louvre, and young Dominic didn't want the English one to go

to America—even for half a million dollars ...

a breezy “art"

yam in British slang-and-vernacular-“these arty-crafty blokes

arearummob". ..

NO QUESTIONS ASKED
by BERKELY MATHER

hen Mr. Waltenhapper,
the eminent art dealer,

Eustace Skinner, Q.C, his
counsel, was saying impatiently

arrived breathlessly at theisidghe cell down below. “ Give

door of Jhe Old Bailey, Willy
the Weeper met him and said
sorrowfully, “Too late, guv'nor.
He's dahn the steps with a
Jacks-alive up his jumper. Bit
heavy for an amerchoor—but he
was dead cheeky and the Old
Cock must of had a bit of a

liver on.”

And that was indeed the
truth. Translated into more
conventional English, young

Dominic Crayson, of hitherto
unblemished character, had
been a bit pert in his remarks to
the Judge and was even now
starting on a sentence of five
years' imprisonment.

“So unnecessary,” Mr.

the wretched thing back and we
could get it reduced on appeal
to eighteen, months, and per-
haps a suspended sentence.”

“Not bloody likely,” Dom-
inic said firmly. “What would
be the point in my stealing it in
the first place if 1did that?”

“What was the point?” Mr.
Skinner demanded. “Come on,
the thing’s over now, and you
can tell the truth.”

“1've told the truth,” Dom-
inic insisted.

“You mean to say that
you're willing to waste five
years of your young life in
prison just to keep a stupid
picture in this country?” -

© 1972 by Berkely Mather.
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“Just that—and it's not a
stupid picture. It's a Contiver-
doso. There are only two in the
world—one here and one in the
Louvre—and that dirty-fingered
swab Waltenhapper was arrang-,
ing to sell ours to a detergent
manufacturer in Dayton, Ohio,
U.S.A.—for half a million
stinkin’ dollars. Over my dead
body.” '

“ Listen,”
begged.
stolen it and hidden it to keep
it here. What good is it to
anybody now? Pictures are for
hanging on walls and looking
at.”

“And this one can go back
on its wall at the Gallery—just
as soon as the Government gives
me a guarantee that they’ll
prohibit its export.”

“You really think the
Government will allow itself to

Mr. Skinner

be held to ransom like that?
Ridiculous.” Mr. Skinner
breathed hard through his nose.

“ Governments change;”

Dominic said. “As a matter of
fact, the Arts and Culture bloke
was up at Oxford with my old
man, and | happen to know he’s
sympathetic.”

“I'll send my chief clerk to
see you from time to time,” Mr.
Skinner sighed. “Just in the
hope that prison will knock a
little of this absurd idealism out
of you. Behave yourself and
you can earn a third remission.”

NO QUESTIONS ASKED

A guard put his head in and
said, “ There’s a geezer out here
wants to see you. Sobbing his
heart out, he is. He your dad or
something?”

But it. wasn't . Dominic’s
father; it was Mr. Waltenhapper,
and the loss of his commission
on the sale was weighing on him
heavily.

“ Fifty thousand dollars,” he
kept repeating piteously. “And

“All right, so you've ~double that from the insurance,

boys, if it’'s done nice and quiet
by a gentleman that knows the
business. A gentleman like me.”

But Dominic stood firm,
even when Mr. Waltenhapper
came up to fifty-fifty, and went
off to do his porridge—in
Rentonbury, the big long-term
nick where | happened to be
doing mine. Dominic was a nice
kid. We worked together in the
bookbinder’s shop for over two
years, and he told me all about
it—all, that is, except where
he’'d stashed this expensive bit
of canvas.

That worried me, because |
knew what the insurance boys
were like in these really big
heists. The investigators are all
ex-Yard dicks, freed from the
tyranny of Regulations and
accordingly entirely without
inhibitions. They’'ll speak you
fair and bribe you to the
eyebrows at one end of the
scale, and kick the hoppin’
stuffin’ out of you at the other.
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All they want is the swag back
and the underwriters off the
hook—and no questions asked.
They're paid on results and that
makes them very eager indeed.
Me, I'd settle for a regular
bogey any day of the week,
even the old-timers who can
give you an elbow in the short
ribs or a clip behind the ear'ole
without leaving a mark.

Now don’t get me wrong. |
wasn't trying- to con the boy
out of anything. It was just as |
said. | was worried about him. |
told Eileen on visiting day to
get a couple of my chinas to
put their ears to the ground to
see what was cooking—and she
came back the following month
with a right old menu. There
was certainly going to be a
Welcome Back Dear Dominic
party waiting for him outside
the pearlies on Release Day,
which, provided we kept our
noses clean, was the same for
both of us. Not only were the
insurance boys laying it on, but
Willy, old Waltenhapper's man
of affairs, had retained a couple
of tearaways to be there also.

| told Dominic about this,
but it didn't seem to worry him
much. He just said thanks, Wilf,
and carried on with his
painting. And very good he was
at it, too. Anything from copies
of photos of the guards’ wives
to big things on the walls called
Muriels or something. He could

even make some of the slags
look human—and yet you could
still tell who they were meant
to be. One Muriel he did on the
wall of the single guards’ Mess
was a beauty. “Aphrodite
Arising from the Foam,” he
called it. They had to cover it
with blankets when the Visiting
Board came round.

The release procedure never
varies at Rentonbury. You get
your civvies back from the
tailor’'s shop the night before,
all cleaned and pressed, and you
yawn, smoke, and scratch
yourself all night, but never
sleep; then in the morning you
tell die kitchen blue-band for
the last time just what he can
do with'the breakfast, and at
long last the pearlies open for
you and two guards take you
down to the station in a truck
and lob out your tickets and
travel money to you.

I wasn’'t bothered about the
early part of the trip. They
couldn’t do much while Dom-
inic was in the nick truck, nor
yet at the station, where the
local Law usually gathered to
see us off. | reckoned that
Waterloo would be the place
and | advised Dominic to hop
off the train when it stopped at
Clapham Junction—ight at the
last moment as it was starting
again. He was sensible about it
and said he’'d do just that.

“Where are you going to
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hang out?” | asked him. “Don’t
tell me if you'd rather keep it
to yourself.”

“I'm going to my flat,” he
said. “My old man has been
paying the rent.”

“Are you crazy?” | yelled.
“They'll be waiting for you.”
But he grinned and tapped the
side of his nose.

“Don’'t worry about that,”
he told me. “Not my old pad. A
friend of mine took another
one for me in a phony name.”

“Still a risk,” | grumbled.
“Take my advice and disappear
for a bit'until you know what
the form is.”

“Thanks, Wilf,” he said.
“You've been a real pal inside
and | won't forget it—but | can
look after myself.”

He gathered up his suitcase
and overcoat and prepared to
jump at the Junction, but the
damn train didn’t stop there,
and the next thing we knew we
were in Waterloo.

I kept my eye skinned
walking down the platform half
a pace behind him—and | hadn’t
been wrong. Two large gents in
sober gray suits and trilbies
loomed up beside him, and one
said, “Mr. Dominic Crayson?
We're police officers and-we’d,

be obliged if you would
accompany us.”
“What the .hell for?” Dom-

inic demanded. “Il've paid my
debt to society.”

“Just a formality on release,
sir,” said the bogey. “You can
be on your way in half *an
hour.”

“When did you rejoin,
Toby?” 1 asked him, because
I'd recognized him by now. “To
the best of my memory you
retired from the Force a couple
of years before | copped my
last poultice.”

He turned and smiled at me
sweetly. “OIld Wilf, as sure as |
stand here,” he said. “Nice to
see you again,. Wilf. Now
suppose you drift, sharpish like,
eh? Or do | have to show you
the way?”

“1 never thought I'd see the
day dawn,” | said. “Toby,
here’s where | get struck off the
roll. I'm going to holler for the
cops. The real, active, fully
paid-up and operative cops.”

“What do you mean?” he
said, and | saw a swift look pass
between them.

“1'd like them to have a look
at your warrant cards,” 1 told
him.

“Try it,” he ground out of
the side of his mouth like they
do on the tellyi

| turned and made a beeline
for a uniformed fuzz standing
by the bookstall watching the
miniskirts go by, and | asked
him what bus | got for
Streatham. He told me, and
when | turned and went back.to
Dominic, the two ex-bogeys
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had scarpered, quick. There's
no OIld Boys' League in the

Force, and .impersonating aJ
police officer is a serious
offense.

“You see what I mean?” |

said to Dominic, and he looked
serious and nodded as we went
out and got a taxi. Looking
back as we drove down the
ramp | saw the two of them
diving for a car in the parking
area. | paid the cab off in the
Strand and we ducked into the

Underground and then by
devious routes made for Ei-
leen’s place.

Eileen looks a bit like

Two-ton Tessie, with a heart
built proportionately, and she
didn’t mind Dominic living with
us for the nonce. We had three
callers that first day—a gent
who wanted to read the gas
meter, another one who wanted
to sell her a vacuhm cleaner,
and one who wanted to come in
and discuss how she'd voted in
the recent elections. They may
have been genuine, but she met
them all at the front door with
a kind smile and said not today
thank you and they departed
without argument. Maybe the
fact that she was quite casually
carrying a meat cleaver had
something to do with it.

But | realized that bringing
Dominic here hadn’t been too
smart either. They'd seen us
float together and