
JACK. 
f Py, 

Weenie rabies sé aT a 
Ato Pe Paelll headlines! 

pn A ee) 





RABIES ISA KILLER! 

The virus travels through the body by way of | 
the nervous system until it reaches the brain, 

‘where it multiplies and travels outwards again, 
causing inflammation of the brain and destruction 
of the nerve cells. 
The initial symptoms are fever, headache, anorexia, 
nausea, malaise, sore throat, drowsiness, i insomnia, 
irritability and restlessness. 

_ In the ‘furious’ stage, the voice changes in pitch - 
and there are painful muscular spasms when the’ 
patient attempts to eat or drink. The sound or 
even the mention of water will bring on muscular 
spasm. The patient will die during one of the 
spasms or the disease will progress towards the 
‘dumb’ stage with ascending paralysis until death. 

THERE IS NOTHING WE CAN DO TO EASE 
THE SUFFERING 
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| CHAPTER ONE 

e old man slept that night as he es had, on his back, 
his arms folded across his chest, his left leg crossed over his 
ni ght. The ragged groundsheet kept his spine almost free of 
1e damp; a cocoon of coats and jackets, bundled around 
m, retained enough body heat to let him rest undisturbed ; 

and his sou’wester, pulled down a almost to his chin, abielded 

face from the wind so that any rain in the night would 
oisten only his mouth and this was not enough to bother 

But the time had come to look for shelter. He had 

-wakened that morning with frost on his beard and his last 
thought that night before he slept had been that he needed 

roof for the winter. Even the dog had deserted him. It 
ad been following him for a week, sleeping at his shoulder. 

But that night it had found shelter in the roots of a tree 
trunk some fifty metres away. 
_At first when he awoke in the dark with the sharp feet 
nudging him, he assumed it was the dog on the prowl. He © 
waited until it had clambered onto his chest before he 
opened his eyes. Under the brim of his hat he saw the face 

a fox and he thought he could feel the heat of its breath, 
his face. ) 

. For a moment he did not move. The first blink of sur- 

wly he shies one hand and puhed back his hat. As 
moved, the fox eaaeere backwards and sat down ab- 
tly on the old man’s stomach, staring at him bright- 

He smiled and opened his mouth to croon something 
ing to the animal. It cocked an ear and leapt at him, 
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twisting its body, its full webs tearing. at his mod, 
ping its head from side to side, attempting to shake 
out of him as if he were no more than a rat. ae 
He screamed again and the dog hit the fox from 

hard on the rump, so that it released its grip and tu 
~ to the ground, the dog on top, searching for its throat 

missing and losing its footing on the wet leaves. Briefly. 
animals fought for balance; the fox was faster to its 
lunging at the dog, finding an ear and ripping it bef 
scampering into the bracken with the dog in close pul ui 

The old man sat up and tried to shout for the dog. bu 
there was too much blood in his mouth. Gently he presser 
the torn lip against his gum, closed his eyes and prayed 
would hold, pleading silently that the flesh wouldn’t co: 
away in his hand. ( 

It took the virus a month to reach the old man’s bony 
two weeks it lay dormant in his blood stream as 
wandered through the forest. He had made a rough poulti 

of leaf mould and dock leaves, tied in a handkerchief a 

bound tightly round his mouth. He wandered aimlessh 
a week unable to eat or drink and when he slept he mo 
quietly, sometimes waking in the night and uttering mu 
screams. At first he had tried to look for the dog but it hac 

gone and he soon forgot about it. On the third ‘day, 
the pain was at its worst and he was vomiting blood 
considered finding a doctor but he dismissed the idea 
most immediately ; he had done without human com 

eat him to seek help now. 
In the third week the virus began to move oe 
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itable and his throat ached, be aestiined it was just ‘hi 
weather, but when the virus reached his brain and the 
flammation began, he became afraid and began to run, 
ing to escape from himself, heedless of the bracken and 
parties which tore at his clothes. 

further and when the gendarmes found ‘ crouched 
the verge of the autoroute into Paris, he was tearing 

_ The old man lived in the hospital for three days and, in 
that time, he was visited by six groups of students. When the 

ard sister’ rebuked the consultant in charge for his 
parent insensitivity, she was rebuked; this .was the first 

sase since 1924, said the doctor, and presented a unique 
portunity to view the symptoms at first hand. 
Twice a day the students were taken to the door of the 

id man’s room and each time the consultant explained 
iat he was being kept in isolation because the nature of _ 

I he disease made the patient a tragic sight for others to 
ontemplate. He spoke softly and clinically with no 
parent trace of emotion: ‘The man is aged around 
ty and has no name that we know of. He was bitten on 

lower lip by a fox one month ago and is now suffering 
m what is termed “furious” rabies. There is nothing we 

. do but attempt to ease his suffering.’ 
_ Ashe talked, the students took notes. 
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there are painful muscular spasms when the ati 

attempts to eat or drink.’ 
The doctor paused: “You will notice when we g 

that the reflexes are absent and the pupils dilated. The 
is an inability to close the eyes and the patient suffers fror 
constant erection and penile pain. The sound or even th 
mention of water will bring on muscular spasm.’ 
On one occasion, at this point, a young man who | 

unknown to the others, muttered ‘Hydrophobia.’ And - 
doctor nodded before continuing: ‘The patient will d 
during one of the spasms or the disease will progress 

wards the “dumb” stage with ascending paralysis un 
death.’ He stopped talking, his hand on the doorkno' 
listening to a strange high-pitched howling noise from ir 
side. ‘Prepare yourselves, he said softly, “This will be. 

_ very unpleasant experience. And please say nothing. TI 
man is perfectly lucid. There is no merciful escape i 
unconsciousness for this unfortunate creature.’ 

They trooped inside, in single file, and some of ihe 1 
could not look at the old man. He sat up, his back be: 
into a crouch, saliva dripping from his chin; two : 
nurses were holding him and as he stared at the etude 
and screamed again, the young man who had “ ns 

- hidden beneath his housecoat, 

As the students examined the old man, the tee 
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papers. had used the picture antl the Fresch hheadl 
translating for the benefit of their readers : Sah “ 

CEST LA RAGE 
THE FACE OF RABIES ‘ 

_ The old man, in his final agony, gazed upwenee fr 
bar counters and desk tops, resurrecting the recurT 
arguments about professional ethics; on the one side, 
of the younger reporters and the desk-bound staff ar 
that the end result illustrated-the gruesome effects o 
disease and justified the means of getting the picture; wh ! 
others — the photographers and the older reporters — com 
plained, sometimes bitterly, that to snatch a snap o 

dying man in an isolation ward was an unwarrantet 

trusion which could only damage the reputation of the | 
_ fession. And there were some, the self-appointed cynics : 
funny men, who made cracks about people being et oO 
their dinners and biting people in Tube train, = 

Andrew Stern took no part in the discussion. He 

_ seen the story in the early afternoon editions, read it quick 
and dispassionately, searching for any possible loopkio 
hint of official neglect and decided immediately that 
were none. There was no place where one could re 
ably hope to attach blame: an anonymous tramp of 
fixed abode; a fox, missing and by now dead. He passed 

| quickly to the rest of the news, barely glancing: at the 
of the old man. 
Later in the pub when someone oned to draw him into 

the discussion, he grunted ae non-committal : 
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ew Stern’s 
and white, cut and dried, — 
thirty-six years old, medium 

eight, clean shaven, curly haired, stocky and wore good — 
suits, understated and elegant, nothing flashy. He had been — 
a journalism since he was sixteen and with his present _ 

er for eight years, three of them abroad. And now he 
as at his peak. For eighteen months he had been respon- 

ble only to Ron Franklin whose title was Assistant Editor — 
Charge of Special Projects. These days, Stern did only 
big stories, the long-term investigations, hunting out 
chisellers and the frauds, his special targets being those 
o made off with public money or took liberties with the 
olic’s trust. Bent coppers and wayward politicians, It was 

simple, easy morality and Stern went after his victims 

ith a single-minded dedication, blinkered against side 
es, losing sleep only when someone slipped away from 

or when Franklin pulled in the reins over some 

mned ethic which would get the paper hauled up be- 
e the Press Council. | 
His colleagues called him Lone Wolf and the One-Dance 

id and occasionally made jokes about him. But Stern > 
idn’t mind. Their laughter was their defence against their — 

wn relative failures; they still had to clock in each day 
for their ten hour shifts; they still had to satisfy the whims | 

of the news desk. He knew that they respected him for - 
tting above all that. And their respect was all he de-_ 

manded. Li: ie 
tern left the others and moved to the telephone. The 

oman sounded excited when she spoke but became angry _ 
abusive when he told her that their date was cancelled. 

rm hung up. He had never married and his affairs rarely 
ed long. The women who were attracted by his apparent 

ruthlessness were finally repelled by his indifference. If 
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cole his car, fo was thinking abou 
_ had been working on for a month and which was 

to a sudden and unexpected climax. It was a compli 
business involving churchmen and a restoration fund 
tied in with backhanders to Westminster. Stern knew he 
would have to be on his toes the next morning when 
confrontation would take place. If it went to plan € 
would be able to say in the story that the dossier was bei: 
sent to Scotland Yard; that was the way to do it. Get t 
story and then tell the law. Let the others hang on to t 
coppers’ coat-tails and do nicely-written background piec 
after the event. That was simple and Stern was past. 
that. Parnes : A eae 

He slipped in behind the wheel of his new Volvo, and 
off towards his flat, only ten minutes drive away in Nor 
London. At the traffic lights i in Fleet Street he stopped a 

waited for the green. Two young girls were standing at 
kerb; one of them nudged the other and bent low, peeri 
into his window, winking and running her tongue > alor 
her top lip. But Stern, intent on his’ thoughts, paid no i 
to her. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

two weeks after the death of the old man, the doctors. o 
the north and east of France were swamped with calls. | 
e surgeries were full and the telephones constantly busy. _ 

or scratched by dogs and cats, foxes and badgers, budgies, 
, horses. For a period, the fear of the disease threatened 
become uncontrollable. Hospitals ordered ‘more serum, 

authorities followed up cases which seemed to be 

ine and a lot which were doubtful. Each day the 
tors had to consider whether or not to vaccinate the 
n, women and children who came to them, whether to 
e the risk of the unpleasant and’ possibly dangerous 

se ries of injections. And just when they thought that per- 

haps they might be over-run, as the stocks of the vaccine 

an to sink to a dangerously low level, the panic eased 

people began to forget. Christmas was coming and 

here were other things on their minds. The face of the 

dying old man gradually slipped out of the public con- 
iousness. 

Lambert Diggery had taken his wife sad daughter on_ 

holiday to France and they had spent New Year with 
nds in Marseilles. Now they made their way slowly | 

rth. Joan and Lambert had enjoyed the luxury of sleep- 

g late and long, and Emma, for the most part, had been 

the perfect ten-year-old : : Inquisitive, cheerful, ready to go 

off for walks on her own as if she realised instinctively that 
Tr parents needed time alone with one another. On their 

al day they lunched in a small routiers in the Ardennes 

d es was silently practising a short speech when she 
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bezz. She would ne to He set with fe eee ation 

when she got back to school or else Sheila woul 
mediately spot a mistake. She looked at her father who 
reading a paper as he ate his soup. ‘My father reco: 
mended it,’ mouthed Emma. ‘He told me. the boo-ya-b . 
‘was simply out of this world.’ She reached for her glass and 
sipped a little wine wishing that Daddy hadn’t insisted 
watering it down quite so much. At nearly eleven years ° 
one should surely be able to take the odd glass of wi 
undiluted. One was, after all in France, not stuffy old Ken 
As she tossed her hair back she caught a second glimpse 
the cat as it peered round the café door before ducking 
head away again. She watched the doorway for a moment 
and the cat appeared again, this time blinking, walking 
forward stiff-legged, rubbing against the frame. It wasn’t 
pretty cat: greyish with dull eyes and the marks of 
bruise midway along its belly. Emma thought someone mu 
have kicked it. The French, the brutal French, forever k 
ing out at defenceless animals. The cat licked its lips an 
raised its head, sniffing at the smells from the tables. 
moved forward, slowly looking to right and left. En 
thought it seemed hesitant, perhaps even suspicious but s 
checked herself. She knew better than to label animals wi 
human characteristics. She had read often enough th 
dogs and cats were not little people and it was foolish | 
think so. The cat was staring straight into her eyes and s 
fought back the tempting thought that it recognised 
was friendly and might be protective. All the cat cou 
sense was the smell of the soup. “ 

As it moved towards her, slowly, its tail held high, the — 
whiskers twitching, Emma glanced at her father. He was 
still reading, his spoon held lightly in his hand. He wouldn' 
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five feet away Mookiitg all around the: room before pesueiy 
gaze to Emma. She switched the piece of fish from her 
oon to her hand and bent slightly forward, her fist under 

the table. She nodded at the cat, a serious little gesture and 

sed quietly, bending low, holding the tit-bit between her 
umb and forefinger, inches from the floor. The cat moved  ~ 
rward again, faster this time. 
‘EMMA’, squealed Joan. “What on earth . 

_ The girl snatched her hand back en as the cat 
apt, missing the fish, grabbing at her finger with its teeth 

the feet and ducking under tables. 
‘Oh my God,’ Joan was on her feet, waltzing round Ge 

ble towards her daughter. 
‘It’s nothing mother. Don’t fuss. It was frightened, that’s 

all. Just a little nip.’ Emma had quietly placed ne finger 

in a glass of water. 
- Lambert Diggery had looked up as his wife shrieked. 
He glanced at Emma, saw she was alright, closed his eyes 

nd counted to five, hoping Joan wouldn’t make too much 

of a scene. When he opened them again he saw a thin 

ittle man in a floral shirt and cavalry twill trousers stand- 

ng by his table asking in English if he could pel 
- Tm sorry?’ said Diggery. 
- {m from Luton,’ the little man said seriously. ‘St John’s 

Ambulance in my spare time. May I take a look?” 
_ Diggery shrugged and the little man examined Emma’s 

Inger. He stood back and nodded in apparent satisfaction. 

Just a scratch, barely broken the surface. But I’d have it 

hed in disinfectant as soon as you can, You never can 

you know.’ | 
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hand, shaming the man naan offering him 
‘Very kind,’ he said, » dragging a chair from 

them. He said he had seen a lot of accidents eeiigh in t 
Ambulance Service. Sometimes he covéred the footb: 
matches. Diggery was having trouble concealing the ya 
when the little man finally said he’d better be getting b: 
to his wife. Diggery thanked him again and accepted 
business card, saying he would be sure to look him UB it 
ever he was in Luton. me 

It took Diggery the rest of the afternoon to drive to his — 
friend’s home in Chantille where they had been invited to 
spend the night. Emma sat in the back, dozing, staring out 
of the window, occasionally asking sleepy questions abo 
the towns and villages they passed through. When Digge 
glanced in his driving mirror he could see the red splz 
of the antiseptic on her finger. He smiled to himself and — 
winked affectionately at his daughter. % 

In the front passenger seat Joan was Oo at asleep, h a 
mouth open, the map askew on her lap. She was supposed 
to be navigating. She would always insist on navigating. 
Dear Joan, he thought. It was just that she could never — 
make it through the day without three or four little naps 
so he took the precaution of knowing exactly where he was — 
going before they set off. If he trusted Joan to get them 
there they would likely end up in Spain or somewhere. He 
was glad to be going home. The holiday had been worth: 
while. Emma had been happy and Joan would have — 
little to complain about for another six months or so. But . 
he was glad it was over. It wasn’t that he hadn’t enjoyed . 
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k round the chteaus, taste the wines, get ae hae 
of country air. Diggery smiled. Open air indeed. There 

enough open air at home. What nonsense. But at 
ast he knew when he was trying to convince himself of 
mething. There were others whose powers of self-decep- 

were developed so finely that they didn’t know whether 

- were coming or going. But not me, ie a Diggery, _ 

dontrollably, wishing he was home, He glanced at his 
ch, saw it was just on the hour and reached forward 

mAlines : more trouble at santa. a cbllision of buses on 

he Yorkshire moors, new moves to curb soccer hooliganism, 
latest trade figures. He snapped off the set and ae 

back into his seat. 
addy ?” Emma’s voice was sharp and meee him jump. 

‘Mmm?’ 
‘What is the balance of f trade deficit ?” 
‘Do you mean what is it or how much isit?? 

‘I know how much it is. They’ve just announced it. Two 
ndred and twelve millions. But what exactly is it?’ 
‘The difference between what we export and what we 
port,’ said Diggery, smiling. 
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t ay 
‘Diggery chuckled. 

get back,’ he said. 

leant his arm over the back seat, wave had: a 
wanting to pat her on the head. Emma squeezed his 
and held it until Diggery came to a turning and = 
put both hands on the wheel. Be 

They reached the Count’s home by early evening a 
were welcomed effusively. The Count was charming 
Joan and made a particular fuss of Emma. When they h 
eaten, he led the girl into the a and pointed out 
stables to her. 

_ Emma ran down the drive, waving over her shouttl 
There seemed to be no-one around and she wandered f; r 
stall to stall peering inside. She knew horses. She had b 
brought up with them and she had a pony of her own, 
she had never seen such animals as these. She was starin 
into one of the stalls, clucking in her throat, trying 
attract the attention of a large mare when she heard 
scuffing sound behind her. Turning, she saw a small w 
dog skidding round the corner of the yard, slipping o1 
patch of grass. A few feet behind, a stable boy lunged a 
and caught it by a hind leg. The dog squealed and strugg 
but the boy had it trapped, slapping it on the nose and 

_ swearing at it. Emma drew back into the doorway as the 
boy snapped a chain round the dog’s neck, hooked a st 
through one of the links and tied it to an iron ring in 
wall. He stared into the dog’s face and said someth 
which caused Emma to frown. Again he shouted the wo: 
and Emma thought back to her French lessons : 
shuddered. She watched the stable boy leave the vel 
waited for a while, listening to the whine of the dog, 
tip-toed towards it, The dog saw her and stared into | 

18 



oe You area strange sees dog, z aren’t a But 
n’t let them drown you.’ She gazed round the yard and__ 
seemed to be no-one around. Quickly she untied the. 

Go away, she whispered. sou on. Run away for good. 
ess sake.’ 
Emma pined to go back to he house but the dog 

allowed, leaping at her elbows and spinning round dike a 
ervish, chasing its tail. 

Half an hour later the Count and Diggery found her 
g on the terrace with the dog at her feet. ‘She looked 
co were going to drown him.’ 
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the Count’s hares to Calais had baew onevenian the 

ing was as calm as could be expected and the AQ fr 

hausted when he finally turned the Jag. into the drive. He 
had planned to spend a couple of hours catching-up on 
work in the evening but his. eyelids wouldn't allow it nd 

for nine dreamless keue, 

In the. morning he was impatient to be off. He kis 
Joan goodbye and shouted cheerily to Emma from the h 
way but there was no reply from her room, so he shrug 
and left for London, glad to be back in the well-w n 
routine. 
Emma had stirred at her father’s call but she ‘a 

wake up until almost midday. As she turned over, yawning 
the dog yelped and began to struggle under the shee 
Emma sat up, momentarily startled, then smiled and pi 
her finger to her lips, burrowing down again and cudd 
the dog as it thrashed its way up the mattress until its ] h 
emetged on the pillow. ; 

_ Emma swung out of bed and smoothed down her a ht 
dress, rubbing at the material, gathering the dog’s hairs into 
small clumps. She looked round the room, opened a drawer 
in her dresser and dropped the hair inside. She turned bacl 
to the bed and smiled. The dog had clambered out from 
under the sheets and stood on the bed panting. It tried 
walk but a front leg buckled, and it Ree over ont 
nose, 
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way out. ‘Morning darling” she called. ‘Breakfast’s 
e kitchen table. I’ll be.an hour or so.’ 
Mrs. Phillips coming today?” 
an looked confused. ‘No. At least I don’t think so. _ 

. I’m sure she isn’t. By-eee.’ 
Pll do the washing up then.’ 

_ ‘Lovely. By-eee.”. 
oan left the house and came back a minute later for 
car keys, shut the door behind her, opened it again, 

ttered something under her breath and was finally gone. 
mma waited until she heard the Volkswagen gurgle off 
wn the drive before going across to the kitchen cup- 
ard. She looked along the shelves and selected a tin of 
té. She snapped it under the electric opener, emptied 

he contents onto a plate and ran upstairs. 
The dog was mobile now, walking stiffly round the room, 

ubbing itself against the furniture. When Emma appeared, 
barked and wagged its tail. She placed the plate on the 
or and watched as the dog ate noisily, snapping at the 
9d and shaking its head as it tried to swallow. The dog 
ked at her and belched. 
Emma playfully slapped its nose, trying to appear re- 

She went to the fitted wardrobe and palmed back a 

couple of dresses until she found what she was looking for. 
She unhooked a long print dress from the rail, a Laura 

ley creation which she despised. She had told her 
mother that she looked like one of the Railway Children 

but Joan had bought it for her despite her protests. 
first time she had been forced to wear it, she quietly 

demonstrated her disapproval. She didn’t sulk. She wasn’t 
t kind of girl. But she sniffed a couple of times in front 
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choked if it aula too hard. As she moved towards - 
dog backed away showing its teeth but she made ge 
clucking noises and eventually it allowed her to slip the belt. 
over its head. That done, it sat down and grinned at he 
its tongue hanging from its mouth, the tail thrashing 
the carpet. Emma sighed and looked at the new coati 
hairs. She gazed into the dog’s face and talked to it, tell 
it not to get so excited. The dog barked, staring at | 

trying, it seemed, to understand what she was saying, cock- 
ing its one good ear, then standing again and ee ¢ 
round, snapping at its tail. A 
Emma shook her head. ‘You’re mad. Quite, quite 

Come on then. To the woods.’ 

Diggery’s house backed onto a sprawling wood of be 
trees which stretched five miles towards the Downs 2 ar 
was cut by the big Motorway leading into London. At 
western extremity it came to an abrupt end, a tall fe 
cutting it off from the playing fields which swept. down 
the river. It was here that the townspeople came to pic 
Few of them knew about the one access lane which led 
the avenue where the Diggerys lived and not many of th 
made use of the wood. They preferred the sunlight 
filtered. 

Centuries of falling leaves had made a mulch of 
ground and even in summer those who walked in the ‘wor 
needed boots or stout shoes. The dogs were the . ma 
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In the past, before the village had ben enstonenes into 
an expensive dormitory suburb, the wood had provided the | 

ckdrop for stories of highwaymen and werewolves, — 

vitches and warlocks, and bats and beasts of every im- 
iginable species. Generations of maidens were said to have 
been forcibly deflowered in the dales; and terrible murders — 
had been committed. But in living memory there had been 
nothing to disturb the peace; only the occasional gasp of 

a girl at night and the shouts of the men on a Sunday at 
lunch as they called their dogs to heel on the way to the 

Emma led the dog through the wood: walking parallel 
to the road, until she reached a small stable yard. The dog 
sniffed the air and tried to run but Emma pulled it through 

e gate, its feet digging small trenches in the leaves. A 
_ pony was grazing in the middle of the yard and looked up 

2s Emma shouted its name. She ran to it, dragging the 
Jog behind her. The pony looked startled but Emma 
: calmed it, crooning into its ear, whispering that she had 
missed it while she had been away. The dog sat at her 
side growling deep in its throat but Emma paid no atten- 

ion to it. She didn’t notice it get up and move away from 
ner and she didn’t see the attack; but she felt the muscles 

on the pony’s neck tense and she screamed when it jerked 
head upwards into her face as it lashed a hoof hard out 
wards, sending the dog tumbling and squealing into 

irt, tearing the belt from its neck. 
she paused briefly to check that the pony had calmed 
before turning to run after the dog which was sprint-. 
away into the woods, The pony watched them go, 

ding one hoof off the ground and aaa over its 
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Emma shouted for the dn to stop but 
ing in the air and turning in tight circles, hh 
As she got close to it, the dog dropped into a crouc 

_ turned and dashed away leaving skid marks in the | 
They ran deeper into the woods until the houses were 
of sight. A rabbit broke cover and the dog was off, 
down, moving low and fast until the little cea ve 
into a burrow. % 

_ As Emma reached the spot, the dog rairied aid) mae 
at her, then turned again ‘to stare into the ground: w 

the rabbit had vanished. Emma quickly slipped th 
round its neck and pulled the dog away. They w Iked 

silently for a while until they reached a small hollow wi 
the roots of a large beech tree had become exposed, lea’ rir 

a hiding-place, partly hidden by bracken. Emma pulled 
dog down the slope, tied the belt to one of the roo 

crawled underneath and began to dig. Her package N. 
still there, a polythene bag buried a couple of inches und rr 
the soil. Emma scraped away the earth, opened it 
pulled out a book and a bag of mints. ” 

‘Here pooch,’ she said, throwing a sweet in the sit 
dog caught it and settled down, occasionally chok 
coughing and spitting like an old man. It allowed En 
to probe its body with her fingers until she was satisfie 
that the pony had done no damage. She lay back into her 
den and began to read. At first the dog appeared to be 
sleeping but, after a few minutes, it sat up, snapped at th 
and strained at the belt, shaking its head, trying to free 
Emma told it to be quiet and lie down but soon the do 

became restless and began to whine. Emma, frownin 
she read, reached out a hand absent-mindedly to stro! 
animal, and as her fingers flapped in its face, the d 

_sprang.... 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

he tip had reached Andrew Stern by a tortuous route. It. 
D gan with a single uncharacteristic slip of the tongue by 
, prostitute in Brussels. It was barely anything, just a 
asual remark in front of her sister that Lambert Diggery 
was proving to be very useful. The sister thought little of 

except for the fact that this was the first time she had 
er heard the name of one of Monique's clients. Later 

week she had mentioned his name to her boyfriend 
passed it on to a friend until eventually the con- 
on between Lambert Diggery and Monique was firmly 
lished in the circles of gossip in Brussels, a city which 

ad become second only to Washington as a centre for 
political tittle-tattle and scandals, real or imagined. 
_ Ten days after Monique had mentioned Diggery’s name, 
Belgian journalist who worked as a stringer for Stern’s 

r had phoned the foreign desk and the message had 
relayed to Ron Franklin. 

t was almost as an sdierthought that Franklin had 
eda piece of paper across his desk to Stern. 

*You heard of this chap?’ he asked. 
_ Stern shook his head. 
_ ‘A Civil Service mandarm. Classically faceless. Seems he’s | 

ocking off some high-class hooker in Brussels and the 
vord is that he may have been caught up in something 
i isreputable.’ 
St tern grimaced and Franklin aniled at him. ‘I know old 

y. It’s hardly surprising. Rumours and whores walk hand 
nd. But just check it out will you. If this should turn 
to be another Lockheed, we would like to be in there - 
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_ bare lines in the reference book. Just the occasional rf 

Stern left Franklin’ s ‘ice a oneaa Diggery’s cutti 
from the library. While he was waiting he pera 

- ina battered copy of Who’sWho. 
‘Diggery Lambert Ronald. Born ise) 12, 1930. 

Civil Servant with the Department of the Environm 
appointed departmental representative to the’ Europe 
‘Economic Community, Brussels HQ, 1975. Son of Kennet 
and Arabella Diggery of Sutton Coldfield; educa 
Chichester and Oxford; 1st Class Hons. Economics. 
ried Joan Smythe 1962. One daughter, Emma .. 2 

Stern ran his finger along the list of appointments 
“marked Diggery’s career, admiring the way the man | 
charted a successful course through three governm 
departments on his way to his present position. 

‘Recreations : none,’ he said aloud. ‘Club, Civil Servi 

The cuttings arrived but there was nothing to add te 

graph from the Times and the Financial Times noting 
change of job. But nothing else. ‘Interviews none,’ tho 
Stern, ‘Gossip, none. An exemplary life. Until now. 

He strolled across the floor, squeezing between d 
nodding occasionally to the men working behind them. 
bent over a small wheel index and flipped through un 
came to a card marking Miges home town. There 
two names on it. 

‘Bob,’ he shouted. A head was raised ons behind a sh 
of papers. Stern held up the card. 

_ ‘Which one do you reckon? Billy Brennan or 
agency?” or: 

“Young Brennan’s okay,’ said the news editor. ‘Kee 
good digger.’ : 

‘Can he keep his mouth shut?” 
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the small town where Billy Brennan worked was routinely 
demonstrated by the check calls made to the police and 

‘stations and the hospital. Rarely did Billy bother to 
ake notes. Cats went up trees, small boys started small 

fires, old men fell down and were admitted to Casualty and 
there were occasional minor skirmishes in grocery shops 

and pubs over loose change. _ 
_ And so when Andrew Stern phoned and asked to meet 
nim he had to fight to keep the excitement from his voice. 

Billy was twenty-three and still lived with his Mum. He 
was small and fat, the product of years of his mother’s 
oking and he knew that if he didn’t get out soon, he 
uld be there till she died. He was bored with the local 
per but it was difficult to move on. Occasionally he would 

get the odd job to help out someone in Fleet Street, but he - 
d never met anyone like Andrew Stern: three times 

mentioned in the I.P.C. Reporter of the Year awards and 
e rumour was that he was in line for Journo of the Year 

is time. Billy knew all about the awards. He could recite 
names of the winners for the past decade. 

Stern was already in the pub when Billy walked in and” 
> recognised him immediately from his by-line picture. 
tern stood up, stretched out a hand and asked him what 

he would have to drink. Billy noticed that Stern was on 

A lager please.’ 
_ Stern nodded and they sat down. 

_ Billy cleared his throat. ‘I saw your oy on the Bishop.’ 

gs yes?” ; 
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thousand pounds meant for "restoration 
pect to get off with probation.’ | 
Billy laughed. He was about. to say how ne h 

joyed the piece when Stern spoke. ‘Did ee find an| 

on our man?” 
Billy fished inside his jacket, pulled out a hee of pape 

and handed it to Stern. 
_ ‘That was quick,’ said Stern, glancing at the half-do 
lines neatly typed. There was little that wasn’t in W: 

Who. : . : . 
‘He doesn’t get about much does he?” 
Billy blushed. ‘I’m sorry. There’s nothing much $0 | 

He seems to keep himself to himself.’ 
- ‘Not even Rotary Club?” 
‘No. I checked that.’ 
Stern stood up and offered to buy Billy some lunch. Billy 

accepted, noticing that he had been wringing his hands like 
Uriah Heep. He resolved to stop acting star-struck an 
hoped that Stern was big enough not to make him 
foolish. After lunch Billy returned to the office and St 
went upstairs. i 

- He had booked a room for the rahe. planning to stz 
_ down and go back up to town in the morning. His reas 

were less than professional. When he had read Frankli 
memo, something had clicked in his mind and he re; 
later that this was the town where the girl called Dorott 
came from; the tall one he had met at a publisher’s pa 

the red-head with the long legs and the nicely arrog at 
manner. He’d noted her down for future reference | 
phoned her at lunch-time. She said she’d be delight 
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klin knew ae but fie was covering himself just in | 
e. ..- But on the other hand, if there was something to 
found, then Andrew Stern was the man to dig it out. 

_ He was lying on the top of the bed, half asleep and 
unking of Dorothy, when the phone rang. 
‘Andrew? It’s Billy.’ The young reporter was stammer- 

ing with suppressed excitement. ‘It’s a pee thing but 
Emma Diggery has been reported missing.’ 
_ Stern frowned. ‘How long?’ 

‘Since this morning.’ 
. Stern said nothing. | 
Yes, well I know it’s nothing much but her mother 

Fe alled the police and I’ve got to go alone to talk to her and 
i I thought maybe you’d like to come.’ 
e Stern’s first reaction was to refuse. The rule, in normal 
circumstances, was to stay clear of the victim until you had 
all the ammunition. But, on the other hand, this would 

ive him a chance to see inside the house and get the feel 

the place. ; 
Billy promised to pick him up in ten minutes. 
_As they turned in through the gate and along the gravel 

‘drive past a small wooden signpost indicating “The Gables’, 
‘Stern whistled through his teeth. Seventy, eighty thousand 
ounds worth, he thought. Mock Elizabethan, half-timbered, 
vy-covered, two large bay windows, a heavy oak door, 

attics above the first floor; eight, maybe ten rooms. 
As Billy rang the bell Stern wondered if there would be 

‘maid. He looked at Billy, hopping nervously from foot to 
oot and he was reminded of the little American policeman 

on television; the one with the cigar and the dirty raincoat. 
_ ‘Yes?’ Joan Diggery was peering out of an upstairs win- 
dow, a tissue held to her nose. Billy stepped backwards and 
looked up. 

oad 

oe 

29 



Well, I hate to bother you. ‘but we heard 
daughter and I was passing and . nee | 3 

opened. the door, turned her back on them eer 
back into the hall. ‘You’d better come in I suppose. 

Billy tried to introduce Stern but Joan wasn’t listenin 
‘Look there’s no story for you or anything like that. Sh 

sounded irritable, standing in the kitchen, her back 
wards them. ‘It’s been hours now and she never goes « 

without telling me. And she never misses meals. Do yo 
- want a coffee or something ” She paced the kitchen stari 
at the walls. Stern studied her. Tall, angular with a gaunt 
face, high cheek-boned and probably beautiful a few year 
ago but too distracted now; the mouth was thin URE 

_ turned downwards in a permanent sneer. } 

With a wife like this, he thought, you could cy 
into trouble in Brussels. 

know. France.’ 
Billy cleared his throat. ‘Did you have a row with her 

anything?” Fess 

She ignored him. Laue 

‘How should I know? Look, I think you haute go? s 
waved her hand absent-mindedly. ‘The police said th 
were coming and I can’t have the place cluttered up. . - 
Billy stood his ground and asked if he could have 

eS photograph of Emma, to help... re turned, left 
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wn on the very day that young Emma vanishes, then you 
ide to leave the young reporter and take your first walk 
years and you bump straight into the errant child. 
he watched him come towards her: a tall, a child 

ith a serious expression. | 
_ You’re Emma Diggery,’ said Stern sen, She nodded 
Y our mother’s been worried about you.’ _ pitta! 

‘Mmm,’ said Emma, pee aed 
‘She called the police.’ 
‘Oh, for goodness sake.’ The girl shook her head and 
hed. ‘Typical, just typical.’ 
They walked together in silence for a while before Stem 

asked : ‘It’s none of any business, but what kept you out so 

* 

‘Ah,’ he looked down at her as she sboaao at her fingers. 
You’ re not crying are you?” 
- ‘Don’t be silly.’ And he was Painded of her foiber: the 
ame sharp irritability, the confident, dismissive gesture of 
he well-to-do, not given to ee foolish questions 

ladly. 
_ ‘What was its name anyway? The dog?” 

mma looked Ewart pursing her lips, ‘Etienne,’ she 
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oe beiéve your father’s fairl y fam 
gested she said: ‘We had the Prime Minis 

once.’ Shoe 
‘I expect that put your mother i ina spin.’ 

‘She was in bed for 2 a week.’ 

and Stern had to race to keep up with her; e 1 
shoulder she shouted that her father was home. a 

At first the Diggerys did not notice him. Joan burst i in 

~ learnt by ene that his first 1 bape oe a fe 

were usually fairly accurate and this man would pose prok 
lems. : 

‘Emma, where have you been?” Joan was — int 

the girl’s face. ‘I’ve been going crazy . 

‘She’s back now,’ said Diggery abruptly, ‘That's the os 
portant thing.’ 

_ Emma wriggled free ai pointed to Stern. ‘This gen 

man found me,’ she said coyly, shifting the attention awa 

from her. A 

Diggery looked up startled, then smiled quickly an 
stretched out his hand. Stern introduced himself. — 

‘She was on her way home anyway,’ said Stern as t 
shook hands, 

‘Nonetheless, it’s very kind.” Diggery led him into 
house and Joan looked up at him but there was no tr 
of recognition. Diggery invited Stern to stay and have 
drink and seemed genuinely disappointed when Stern : 
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When Diggery. reali to the kitchen, oa ‘was perched ae 

na stool and Emma was sitting on the floor, her ices i 

ssed, hands folded in her lap. 
Well, young lady?’ 

Emma shrugged her shoulders and smiled up at him. 
‘An explanation seems to be in order.’ 

_ His tone was severe. He was annoyed at being called 

back from the office, especially on his first day, for nothing 
a all, and with the police involved. It was all Joan’s fault 

he was consciously transferring his irritation to his 
daughter, forcing himself not to smile as she stared at him 

ting and blinking, trying to soften him. She scratched 
head like Stan Laurel and he wanted to take her in 

his arms and hug her, but he checked himself. ‘Come come, 

mma. This is serious.’ 

‘The girl was silent for a moment, beat, Be 
ere weighing something up in her mind. 
‘I couldn’t very well leave him behind,’ she said quietly. 
ey were going to drown him.’ | 

Diggery continued to stare at her and she tried a smile. 
So I brought him back and now he’s run off. I was look- 

gf for him. That's why I was out so long.’ She paused, 

Emma pdtied. ‘I ation t let them drown him.’ 

‘From behind her shoulder came a low wail. ‘Oh my 

od,’ said Joan. ‘Dear, dear God.’ 
iggery said nothing. He shook his head in bewilder- 
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Digsey stiffened and looked over I 
begun to get up but he held out his hand, th 
down at his ee me ; 

‘Don’t move,’ he said ai ; 
She stared at him, searching for some > sign of symp 

but there was none and she turned her head away, figh 
_back the tears. Diggery turned, straightened his tie 
opened the door. Stern was smiling. ees I go out 
front way?’ : 

‘Why of course,’ Diggery ‘shiered him deus ie hall 
thanking him again for seeing his daughter home. At t 
_door they shook hands. 

‘Goodbye,’ said Stern. ‘Tell Emma that I hope she fin 
her dog.’ 

‘Diggery frauced, Tm sey 
‘Someone will pick it up I’m sure? 
Diggery leant back against the frame of the door a and 

sighed. ‘She told you that she had a dog?’ he asked, a Ee 
of weariness in his voice. Stern nodded. 

‘But you didn’t see this dogt 
“No.” 
“Well, you wouldn’t. We have no dog. I’m afraid Emn 

tends to fantasise at times. Other children invent phanto 
friends. Emma comes up with imaginary pets. __ 

Stern smiled, said goodbye, turned and walked down t 
drive past the large black Jaguar, glancing at the splash 
green of the Nothing to Declare sign, still pasted to th 
window. Diggery watched him go then stepped back ant 
coed the door. 

later. She opened her eyes as he sat down beside hers 
‘Well?’ she said. 
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can groaned. ‘Would you ‘like a drink? 
BNO. 8") : 
‘She sat up suddenly. ‘Well, at least, undo your bloody 

Diggery spoke sharply ‘Joan, get a hold of yourself. : 
She lay back again covering her face with a pillow. For 
moment there was silence before Diggery continued. ‘She 
on’t say a word to anyone. I’ve explained the seriousness — 

of it” He shook his head and laughed. ‘She’s amazing you 
w. She said that she could easily have kept it to her- . 

f and made up a story about being out all day. That’s _ 
what she said: “At least I was honest. I could have kept 

e secret to myself.” ’ stds 

“My God,’ said Logs bitterly. I ah the little saree 
- done just that... : 

England; and the landlord, in turn, bought them each a 
pe brandy, saying that Dorothy was by far the most 

She was a publicist she said, and successful. She had 
heard of him before they had met and asked sensible 

estions about his job. When the meal was over they 
nt back to his hotel. There was no need for any coy 

eduction attempt. She had arrived prepared for an over- 
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freely rit the broken earth between its paws. Deca: 
it whimpered helplessly, trying to shake the imag 

_ obstruction from its throat. 

the dog. She stared at it, fascinated, ee oe 
morning as she lay with her cubs, she had smelt the 
and had a te herself from her lair to lead it » 

no need to run. The eed had been confused. Each : 
she sprinted, she listened for the yelping and the scampi 
ing that would indicate that she had been spotted : I 
each time, when she had stopped and turned, the dog f 
been left further behind, oN slowly on its bey ant 
dragging its feet. Hae se 
And now it lay, half covered in earth and ‘be : 

waited for it to die. Mo 
The vixen watched for another two hours ‘dati the we 

was dark and there had been no sound from the dog. Slow! 
it stood up and padded soundlessly across the clearing ani 
as it approached, the dog opened its ee and Preues re 
itself for a final struggle. 
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‘CHAPTER SIX _ 

Diggery three times. He arrived regularly just before mid- 

t and left her apartment an hour later. The money 

Department : three hundred U.S. dollars. 

met. She would be prepared for him, dressed as if to 

ut for the evening, in a smart cocktail dress. Silently 

_ they would embrace before she led him to the bedroom, 

undressed him and soaped him in the shower, until her 

clothes were sodden and she would be forced, with a smile 

o take them off and change. She would lead him back to 

the bed and leave him lying on his stomach while she pulled 

the boots and the frilly cotton dress. Then she would 

massage him, using oil and powder, until he could no 

onger hold himself in check. 

f all her clients he was the most intense in his need for 

. She assumed that his was a life devoted to discipline 

and self-control and that she was his only release. Occasion- 

lly she had trouble with him and was left slightly bruised 

id swollen; and on one occasion he had gone too far, plac- 

his thumbs on her throat and squeezing so that she had 

n forced to bring her knee up hard to stop him. 

When it was over arid he lay half asleep, she would go 

er to his coat and take out the envelope. There was no 

nger any mention of it; not since the first night six months 

Diggery that his’ services were required as a messenger. 

damp towel as the man showed him the phial of 
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d been paid in advance through their contact at the 

ing the next four weeks Monique entertained Lambert 

They had developed a routine in the year since they had» 

previously when a man had come to the room and told 

| Diggery had listened quietly, sitting on the bed, wrapped 



pe 

_ nousse had become legendary in diplomatic circles. 

gS Digg ey 
blackmail him, he ad no ‘doubt To plead innoc 
home would be of little use. He could have got awa’ 
an association with a prostitute; but heroin was anoth 

matter. | 
And so he brought the envelope through every time no 

He didn’t know what he was carrying. All they would 
was that it was nothing which would damage the secur 
of his country. He was doing nothing treasonable and 
would be of no advantage to him to know what he broug 
to them. All he needed to know was that he was what th 
called a safe pigeon, virtually CD plated. There was 
risk, they said, and he chose to believe them. But each tim 
he was given the envelope in the lavatories at Heathrow, 
had to lock himself in a cubicle and vomit. 

At home, his routine continued uninterrupted ; mu 
nights he was home in the middle of the evening in tim 
for supper with his wife and daughter. Occasionally | 
would have a game of chess or backgammon with Emr 
and at the weekends they would bring out the Scrabb 
board. Sometimes he took Joan to the theatre in town an 
on occasions they entertained his friends and colleagues. 

home, the chairman of the Commission coming out o 
evening to sample the Diggery’s hospitality. Joan’s chocol: 

hostess she was unsurpassable and would keep her guests 
amused for hours with her opinions on the Arts. Over the — 
years the Diggerys had developed a double act of their own, 
with Joan spouting her theories and Lambert interjecti 
clever little put-down lines for their mutual amusement. 
They enjoyed these evenings but often it took Joan a af 
day in bed to recover from the strain. " 
On the first of these dinner parties after Ennia's d 
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aracteri ic pauls of Richard Nixon. 
Ie had suggested that, given the choice bene: pro- 
sional survival and one’s duty, most men in public life, 

luding those presently seated around his table, would 
tinctively choose the former, leaving the conscience to 

quelled at a later date; especially, he added, if the 
hoice had to be made quickly. There were grunts of agree- _ 

nent and Diggery paused before continuing. If one 

aged to put the record straight early enough,’he said, 

hen one might even make political capital out of it; one 

uld say that whatever had happened had simply high- — 

hted the need for vigilance. He gazed around the table. 

But the conditions for an instant confession would have to 

right, he said. One would have to respect the man to 

m one was trusting one’s conscience. He would have 

be at least of equal status; not for example, some sie 

- le newspaper reporter. 

Again they nodded in seen although some didn’t 

; what he was getting at; and others kept silent be- 
se they did not wish to offend their host. For a moment 

looked quizzically at her husband and then changed | 

he subject. 
Emma, for her part, went daily to school and worked 

She didn’t visit her den and when they drove past the 

which led to the wood, she made a point of looking 
ther way. For a week she wondered what had become 

1e little dog, and she told herself that it would be 
ht. After all, it had been saved from drowning. Perhaps 

e family had him now, or the R.S.P.C.A. They would 
what to do with him. Quite casually and deliberately 

ut the animal out of her mind. 
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tration a a group of Toennoel Sociale into a 
nent trade union with the alleged channelling. of fi 
into party coffers; and a straightforward oe case be 
ing a councillor and a building firm. — 

So far the Diggery story had come to nothing. | 1 
Belgian stringer had confirmed the connection with t 
prostitute but the local police had nothing on the girl. D 
creet enquiries in Whitehall and at the Yard had shov 
that no-one suspected Diggery of anything, but Stern 
annoyed that the diplomatic correspondent had be 
brought in to ask questions. The man, so far as Stern w 
concerned, owed more loyalty to his contacts than to. ; 
‘newspaper and he was too free with his opinions. 

Stern was inclined to let the Diggery situation rest a 
Ron Franklin was showing little interest in it. The bon of 
the whole affair had been Dorothy. Stern had taken her ° ; 
five times since the first night. She made him laugh, calli 
him Scoop and Ace and referring to his orgasms as | 
deadlines. She made no demands on him and asked him f 
no commitment. Their relationship was based solely 
good-humoured sex and it suited them both admirably. When 
she rang his office and invited him down for the weeken 
he had no hesitation in accepting. 

‘But,’ he asked, ‘what can I get agen | there that I can’ 
find for myself in London?” 

“The best gammon steak in England,’ she said. 
‘Well, of course. But perhaps I’m on a i diet? 
‘Okay, then there’s the hunt.’ 
‘Pardon ?” hy 
‘The fox,’ she said. ‘Eff, Oh, Ecks. Foxhunt, A wii 

pack of hounds and horsemen are coming down fr se 
Cheshire.’ 



e was ‘a chost eres and Seen gould: hear her cy. 

eavily. ‘Oh well, damn it. There’s always my body.’ 

- Done, > he said. 

und asleep when the horsemen from Cheshire met with 
heir hounds in the driveway of the Green Man pb just 

utside town. 
_ The vixen lay panting in a ditch as aie waited for the 

unds to appear over the hill. She could run no further. 

r whole body shuddered, the back legs kicking out 
spasmodically beneath her. She tried to stand but the effort 
yas too much and she pitched forward onto her snout, 

| uttering a small yelp as her face scraped against the earth. 

‘She had run the hounds for two miles now and still they 

ame, two bitches leading the pack with the huntsmen 

§ aggling a hundred yards behind. As the leaders came 

“over the crest of the hill they let out a howl of recognition 

E and slewed towards the ditch where the vixen struggled to 

rise, coughing. and rasping as she dragged herself to her 

feet. The hair stood straight on the nape of her neck and 

her tongue flicked round the corners of her mouth as the 

h unds skidded to a halt in front of her. For a moment the 

three animals stood motionless before the vixen drew from 

somewhere the last of her strength and leapt at the bigger 

of the hounds, snapping her teeth into the side of its neck, 

ihe other bitch leaping backwards scrabbling i in the earth, 

intil the vixen spun away snarling an attack and lunging 

or its throat. 
_ Had the huntsmen arrived just en, they would have 

seen the unique spectacle of two of their hounds being held 

at bay by a frenzied fox, but by the time they reached the 
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He drove down that night and ae were still in bed and 



re home, the larger one scrat 
_ had One. 

The enihatn was being held in the meadow at the f 
the Downs and as Stern and Dorothy arrived, the 
jumping event was getting under way. They trudge 
in arm across the grass to the arena where Billy Bre 
was leaning against a fence, a notebook and a progr. 
jutting from his jacket pocket. He was sipping beer f 
can.and looking bored. : 

Stern tapped him on the shoulder. Billy turned round ar 
beamed at him, then shook hands with Dorothy. ‘I did 
know you were interested in horses, Andrew,’ he sai 
Dorothy shook her head and neighed, pawing the gr 
with her boot. Billy blushed and Stern ruffled his hair. 
They stood chatting for a while, looking at the show 

watching the spectators. Groups of men and women w 
standing in the car park picnicking from spreads of f 
and wine laid in the boots of their cars. eae 

‘Where shall we go later?” squealed a woman 1 stand 
by a Land Rover. a 

_ “There’s beer in that Jag.,’ answered a strident mal 
‘Jolly dee.’ 
Stern and poe chuckled and Billy grinned at th 

‘Don’t knock it,’ he said. ‘Those are my readers out ther 
Stern was about to suggest that they go to the tent or a 

drink when the tannoy rasped out an announcemi 
‘Number sixteen on her pony Bradford: Emma Di 
aged ten. Good luck Emma.’ 

Billy pointed to the paddock where. Lambert Di 
was helping his daughter into the saddle. 

He turned, leant on the fence and watched inten y as 
Emma walked the pony in a circle. He knew ine 
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the pony’s ear. co Pad se 

_ When Dorothy muttered that the pony was boing to be 
trouble he didn’t understand what she meant until the 
imal began to buck, tossing its mane, appearing to snap 

at the air, trying to clash its teeth together. Stern saw 
Diggery move forward but Emma held up a hand and he 

stopped. Again she bent to talk to it until it settled. She 
teadied it and sat upright, keeping the pony motionless for 

_a moment before touching her heels to its flanks towards | 
‘the first fence, a one-bar obstacle. The pony cleared it easily ? 

ut instead of cantering towards the second, it stumbled, 

hook its head and bolted, making straight for a three- 
arred gate. There were shouts from the onlookers but 

tern was the first to duck under'the rail, running hard as 

he pony hit the gate and Emma screamed as she was 
thrown heavily. Stern heard the sharp crack as the pony 
‘went down, scattering the decorative shrubs. 
. Emma was lying half underneath the pony, trying to 

struggle free as the beast thrashed in agony. Stern saw that 
ts left foreleg had snapped just below the knee. He jumped | 

through the debris, caught Emma under the arms and 
began to pull her backwards but she fought him, turning to 

sradle the pony’s head, and he had to struggle as the beast 

screamed, its eyes gaping, teeth snapping at nothing. 

Stern was sharp with the girl, cursing as he grappled 

Pevich her. This was no time for good manners. He had 

a ulled her clear and was breathing hard when he was 

pushed violently from the side and half fell as Diggery 

natched his daughter into his arms. Stern looked up into 

‘the face of the older man. As he tried to stand, Diggery 

_ swore at him and lashed out with his foot so that Stern 

‘stumbled again and fell on to his back. And then they were 

surrounded, a blanket was thrown over the pony and the 

43 



- ‘What was all that about? Bil asked. 
Stern shrugged. ‘Shock, I imagine.’ But as he said it, 

knew there was something else; it was more than simp 
shock which had etched the hatred into Lambert rt Digg eT} 
face. 

‘In the same manner as the tip about Monique had reac he 
Stern’s office, so had news of the investigation come 

_ Diggery’s attention. Stern had been justified in his dist 
of\ the diplomatic correspondent. The man was an 

_ ashamed snob who considered the men of Whitehall to | 
more sophisticated and attractive than those he wor! 

for on the newspaper which paid his salary. When ont 
his contacts asked, over a bottle of wine, why he » 
interested in Diggery, he replied that he had been force 
into the role of unpaid snitch for one Andrew Stern. Ar 
it was not long before Diggery was advised that somethir 

~ -was going on. 



| CHAPTER SEVEN 

the following month Dingess had to work hand to main- 

1 his normal appearance of composure. There had been 
nasty scene at Heathrow when the little man had tried to 

nand over the envelope and would not take Diggery’s word 
that it had become too dangerous. Eventually Diggery had — 
to push the man away as the small Indian attendant came 
cross to see what the trouble was. And that night at 

Monique’s he had shivered in her bed as he pleaded to be _ 
eased from his task. Phone calls were made and he was 

d that there would be no more contact for a month. No 
re brown envelopes and no more visits to the apartment 
the centre of town. But still he was nervous. 

4 At home Emma had recovered from her bruises; but the — 
leath of Bradford made her wake in the night to weep 

silently. She had not heard the shot or seen the pony being 

dragged away into the van, but she could imagine it and 
t was worse. Her father talked of buying her another 
ny but she shook her head. Instead she worked hard in 

the evenings at her homework and spent an hour each 
night practising the piano. She had been chosen to play 
yefore the whole school at the last Assembly before the 

Easter break and she was well aware of the special honour ~ 

se had been given. 
But she was not nervous. Her father had asked if she 

had any butterflies in her stomach and she told him not to 
be so silly. He told her she was a right little ham and at 

rst she didn’t know if he was insulting her. 
_ On the day of the concert Diggery made a point of wish- 

‘ing her well. Normally he left for the office before she 
awoke but that morning he waited an extra half hour, 
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= ‘uniform, roid her f gers. F 
‘Ready for the off then?” aahed Digues- 
Daddy, this is not the St Leger.’ eee 
He smiled and patted her on the head : ‘Just reme ibe 

to keep your eye on the baton.’ 
_. There was time for a quick walk in the woods before sh 
was due to leave. Diggery drove off waving; Emma: ai 
her mother climbed the little stile and began to wan 

through the trees. Emma thought she noticed the first b 
of spring on the trees and told her mother. 

‘What?’ said Joan. ‘What buds?” 
‘On the trees, mother,’ she said smiling at fhe! woma 

absentmindedness, Joan drove her to school and sat at | 
_ front with the other parents. Mid-way through her piec 
Emma made a mistake but Joan didn’t spot it. The br. ! 
section was blowing full blast at the time. Again towards: 
the end, she fumbled and hit a wrong note. Only the musi 
teacher noticed and frowned. Two mistakes in a co 

plicated piece like this was nothing, especially for someon 

‘so young, except... she thought, Emma t Digeey rarel 
makes mistakes. 

The birthday party was three days later on a Saturda 
afternoon and the children began arriving around th 
‘o’clock. Some were brought by their parents who were 
vited in for a drink. They all declined. Others arrived wi 
nannies or au pairs. And the Cooper twins from next door 
walked in through the back door. They had come through 
the woods, the little Cooper girl already boasting a skinned 
knee and grinning apologetically. . 
Emma sat in her room listening to the chine of 

doorbell. It had been her idea to wait until everyone w: 
assembled and then make a grand entrance. She sat at 
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( gr wn up. “The ins tro ble was the collar 

whenever she moved her head. It shouldn’t do that, after 
1, the material was soft enough and expensive enough, 

but nonetheless it irritated her. She stood up, shook her _ 
head and spat into her wash-hand basin. Very unladylike, _ 

ch was s loose round her throat but seemed to tickle her — 

she thought. From below she could hear her mother’s voice 
and the sound of her feet on the stairs. Everyone must have 
arrived. She shook her head again, coughed, smoothed 
f down her dress and left the room. 
a _ They clapped when she walked into the sitting room. 

The girls ooohed and drew breath in admiration as they 

gazed at the new dress. The Cooper boy began to sing 

Happy Birthday only to be nudged sharply in the chest by 
_ his sister. Emma curtseyed in the doorway and took her 

father’s arm as he led her across the room Lepieca| to, 

a make formal introductions. 

b One little boy bowed from the waist saying he was 

honoured to be a guest under her roof and Diggery smiled, 

gently pinching Emma’s arm. ‘Go on,’ he said, ‘acknowledge 

the young gentleman.’ But Emma merely frowned. 

__ The introductions over, Joan began ladling out glasses of 

_ punch; junior knock-out punch as she called it, and Emma 

led her guests in twos and threes across to a corner to 

admire her present. She had shrieked with delight that 

morning when she saw it : an antique harmonium, powered 

by a foot pump and bellows, with stop keys which repre- 

sented clarinets, bassoons, brass. ‘A veritable orchestra,’ her 

; father had said and now Emma repeated the phrase, push- 

ing the pedal to demonstrate to the children. ‘A yooteble 

orchestra, a veritable orchestra, a veritable orchestra . 

. Sabes do stop prattling and have some punch,’ Tan 
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on. It isn’t hetalock you know.’ 
Emma blinked and apologised, as the Conger ebay wall 

across towards her on his hands. 
‘What on earth are you doing?’ she asked. 
‘Showing off,’ said Billy Cooper, upside down. 

- Emma frowned and walked over to the table where Jo 

had lit the candles on her cake. Joan raised her haat 2 
took a deep breath : 

Happy birthday to you - 
Happy birthday to you 
Happy birthday dear Emmm- eh 

Happy birthday to you. 
The children cheered as Diggery handed Emma ee 

knife and motioned her towards the cake. She looked up at 

him, pouting slightly then bent forward puffing her cheeks 
The children waited, ready to cheer but she stepped back- 
wards and stood frowning, trying to clear her throat. Her 
parents stared at her and Diggery was about to ask if ther 
was something wrong when she coughed, a little higt 
pitched whelp, and quite suddenly bent from the waist an 
blew hard. Ten candles went out. ‘Go on Emma,’ squeak 
a little girl but she shook her head and Billy Cooper j jumped 

forward and blew the last candle almost clear of its hol 
with an enormous blast of air. Everyone cheered and Em: 
began to slice up the cake as her mother poured anoth 
round of punch. Emma picked up a glass and raised it 
her mouth then replaced it on the table without drinking. 
She watched as the others gobbled their cake and quiet! 
made her way unnoticed out of the room and ee te 
the bathroom. Bae 
By the time she returned Joan had organised a game 

Blind Man’s Buff. The small boy who had been honou: 
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ing, acon. Gena gotcha’ as the others — 

dodged him and skipped away into corners. The older 

hildren stood by the table. looking on and sipping their 

rinks. As Emma entered the room again, the little boy 

tripped on the rug and staggered into her, grasping her 

round the waist, shouting happily, almost dragging her to. 

the floor. Emma looked down at him, pulling at his arms 

in an attempt to free herself. 
‘Come on darling,’ said her father. ‘Don’t be cross. I’ mm 

afraid you’re it, so to speak.’ 

_ Emma stood quietly as the little boy unwound the bat 

é and handed it to Diggery. She allowed him to tie it round 

ae her eyes. As she was led into the middle of the room she 

_ dabbed at her mouth with her sleeve. Diggery began spin- E 
ning her round and she cried out: ‘No, stop. You’re mak- 

ing me dizzy” 

‘That’s the whole point young lady,’ said Diggery. ‘The 

aim is to disorientate you.’ 

‘It’s alright, said Emma sharply. ‘I’m quite sick enough 

elxeady thank you.’ 

_ Diggery stepped back and allowed Emma to walk for- 

ward. She stumbled slightly, her arms held out in front of 

her. As the children began to move around again, Joan took 

her husband by the sleeve. ‘Don’t you’ think it’s time the 

grown-ups had a little celebration?’ From behind her back 

she produced a bottle of champagne. ‘Ta-rum,’ she said. : 

’ Emma was facing the wall when Diggery popped the _ 

cork. She turned round fast, tearing at her blindfold and 

shouting : ‘What was that?’ 

‘It’s alright darling, said Joan. ‘Only drinkies for the 

adults.’ As Diggery poured. Emma tilted her head listening. 

‘Don’t please,’ she said softly but the children were shout- 

ing now and no-one heard her. 
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- her hard across the back i the legs. } 

Emma turned fast, tore the scarf froth: her eyes and 

kicked out at the boy, her shoe catching him on the should 

and spinning him against a standard lamp which toppl 

to the floor. By the time Diggery reached his daughter she — 

was on top of Billy, her knees pressed into his chest, meas” 

at him and scratching his face. 

‘Emma!’ He tried to pull her off and fir: a moment she ; 

continued fighting, thrashing her body against him, sur 
prising him with her strength. Finally she tore herself fr 
the scarf held to her mouth, running past her mother to 
hallway and upstairs, fast, stumbling as she epegees on 

all fours, towards her bedroom. © 

Diggery helped Billy to his feet and stood staring silen 

at his wife as upstairs a door slammed. ; 

He turned to the children. ‘I’m terribly, terribly sorry, 4 
he aaa 

It rained heavily that night and Joan was unable to sle 
In the next room Emma lay quiet but Joan kept listening 
staring at the wall, ready to leap from bed at the slightes 
sound. She had had an argument with her husband anc 

finally he had won. It was better to leave it until the morn 
ing, he had said, and then they would decide. It was, afte 
all, merely a sore throat and irritation; it could be any 
thing: the excitement of the party, a heavy cold coming, — 

maybe even the onset of puberty. And so they hadn’t called 
the doctor. 
Joan lay still until around four o’clock when she slipped 

into a doze. She was half-asleep when she heard the whim- | 
per and jumped awake, wondering for a moment where shi 

was. It was a strange sound, a hoarse coughing noise coming — 
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terial of her nightdress. Cautiously she stepped | into the. 

m. The curtains were drawn tightly and it took hera 

‘moment to see that the bed was empty. 

‘Emma,’ she breathed the girl’s name, almost Sindied) 

she ran across the room to the bed and did not see her 

ghter on the floor until she was on top of her, tripping 

ver her body and falling heavily against the bedside table. 

he turned, slightly stunned and stifled a scream as she saw 

mma’s face inches from her own. The girl was sitting on 

ne floor, her back arched into a bow shape so that her 

tomach pushed forward, her face thrust towards her 

other, her eyes bulging, her chin wet and again that 

curious hoarse cough beginning to grumble in her throat. 

_ Joan gasped and grabbed at her, drawing the girl close 

o her. At first when she felt Emma’s mouth at her throat — 

she thought the girl was crying until the thin body jerked 

and the teeth closed on her neck. 

: Diggery awoke to. the screams of his wife. It took him a 

while to gather his senses and a full minute to pull Emma 

free from her mother and heave her onto the bed, where 

she lay limp, the breath rasping from her body. 

_ Joan stood up shakily, staring at her husband, then | 

knelt by the bed, stroking Emma’s forehead. The girl had 

allen into a deep sleep. 

’ Diggery whispered, feeling foolish and inadequate. ‘ae 

you all right?” 
: ‘Get the doctor,’ said Joan, her voice breaking. 
iE ‘Diggery went downstairs, returned a moment later, looked 

in, disappeared again and finally tip-toed into the bedroom. 

He'll come in the morning,’ he ere ‘He says there’s 

= advantage in waking her right now.’ 

Jl 

shed the door, feeling hey heart pound ecinst the thin = 



a nudging her. Towa sat up, staring into hee Er 

ie 

_herself. Joan whispered ‘Thank God,’ and moved across. 
the girl, gently leading her out to the bathroom. She turned 

‘left a message on the answering service. As he spoke he saw 

eyes. ‘It’s alright Mummy,’ she said. ‘I’m fine. I just 
sort of better lying onthe floor. It was the rain. It made 
feel sort of drowny, as if I was drowning. You know?” — 

Joan was trembling. ‘You’re better now?’ Emma nodde 
got up and began to walk round the room, humming 

on the taps and as she fiddled with the plug, Emma stoc 
leaning against the door. Joan reached for the bath sal 
poured a capful into the tub and turned on the taps. ‘You’ 
feel better after you’ve had a good soak,’ she said but wh 
she turned she found she had been talking to oS Em 0 
had gone. 

She refused to eat breakie and wouldn’t ae out of 
her dress. Diggery watched her as she sat on the flo 
absentmindedly biting her fingers and coughing. He stood 
up and went to the phone. The doctor wasn’t in and he 

Emma come out of the kitchen and walk slowly into the 
sitting room. After a moment he heard the sound of a tune, 
a simple little song, used by teachers to show peginies how 
to deal with the elementary scales, 
Emma began to sing in a strange husky voice : 

‘Motor cycle cops on guard 
Chase the cars at speed ae 
Every driver must be sure 
Traffic signs to heed.’ oe. 

Diggery frowned and moved towards the sound. He stood 
at the door and looked in. Emma was pumping furiously 
at the pedals, staring at the keyboard, her eyes tight sn 
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‘Stop on red and g go on green : 
‘That’s the safest way. 
Motor cycle cops on guard 

a, Laws we must...’ : 
Emma screamed as the vase toppled over, showering her 

ith water and when Diggery rushed towards her, she: 
‘ew herself forward trying to escape the spray, smashing 
head into the frame of the organ, and screaming again, 
ng backwards now, her face bleeding. She collapsed on 
floor_among the broken splinters of the vase. Joan 

eared in the doorway as Diggery picked up his daughter, — 

tly trying to remove a piece of china from her back as 

sk writhed soundlessly in his arms. . 
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CHAPTER EIGHT es 

Stern had had a good month. The NE Soci st 

story had made a spread of words and pictures and. the Te | 
had been congratulations all around, although he would — 
have preferred to have had documentary evidence of 
transfer of union funds, rather than just the three tape 
confessions he had gained when he had spent the weeken 
at an IS. seminar. And the fraud story had worked we 
The councillor was being investigated and the builder hz 

_ skipped the country. Stern could afford to lie back for 
while and take some time off that was due to him. 

He was reading, a glass of wine by his hand, when he 4 
heard the flash on the local radio news. He threw his book 
away and phoned Franklin at the office, but he had missed 

him. Franklin was out to lunch and not due back for hours. 

He called Billy Brennan but the little man was out on a jo 

Stern settled back to read but he couldn’t concentrate, 
waited for an hour until the next bulletin came throug 
then pulled on a jacket and drove to the office. : 

Franklin was surprised to see him and made jokes about 
his dedication but Stern cut him short. an 

‘I thought these rabies stories were anonymous, he said. f 
Franklin shrugged. ‘They are, normally. But this was 

leaked from our end. The. Yard I think. It’s notifiable you 
know.’ ! 

‘Poor kid.’ Stern sat on the edge of Franklin's desk, fide 
dling with a pen. 

“You could say it was retribution, said Franklin. 
punishment for going off with whores. If the good Lot 
doesn’t get you one way, he’ll get you another.’ see 



as » Regional ‘Hospital Board Secretary this afternoon 
nounced that rabies was suspected ... 
os scene cut to the hospital entrance where a reporter 
‘talking animatedly into the camera: ‘Emma Diggery 
bitten by a cat ten weeks ago in France while on 

holiday with her parents . . . authorities are hunting for a 
stray cat in the Ardennes region . . . so far proved unsuc- 
cessful . . . her mother Joan receiving a course of injections.’ 

Again a cut back to the studio. Stern wrote the name of . 
e doctor on a piece of paper and scribbled a few notes. ; 

‘He was a small man, bent forward peering at the micro- 
phone, scowling as he spoke : ‘. . . violent spasms of every 
part of the body . . . rather like electric shock effect through 

e nervous system . . . equivalent if you like to total 

cramp, throughout the body, if you can imagine .. . the 

_ only infectious disease which is invariably fatal . . . a terri- 

fying experience compounded by periods of lucidity so that 

2 the doctor paused. 
So the little girl knows what is happening,’ prompted. 

e interviewer. The doctor nodded. 
‘Is ten weeks an average period for incubation? 

The doctor shook his head. ‘In humans the incubation 

period can vary from as little as six days to as long as two 

sars, with the average illness lasting four days. In dogs, 

it’s fourteen days to sixty days.’ 3 
‘Incubation that is?” 
‘The doctor nodded again and the Pra ne moved 

[ uickly on to the next item. 

Stern whistled. ‘Nasty,’ he said and looked up as a re- 

porter knocked on the door. He was working on the story 

and wondered if Stern could tell him anything about 

Diggery as he was the only one to have met him. They 
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oe aye 
- the news had es prerriniet 10 rt 

leaving the hospital, pushing his way eh a crowd 
reporters. Stern saw Billy Brennan at the back, hopping 
and down, waving a notebook. 

Diggery’s face was set in a frown as he moved fast, ie 
down, the reporters jostling him and squealing questio 

He obviously had nothing to say but a final UTES sh 
reached him as he climbed into his car. 

“Have they found the cat sir?” 
Diggery looked back over his shéulder and Stern strained! : 

to catch his voice. ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘But there is 

danger whatsoever of the disease having been contracted 
this country.’ As the car moved off Stern looked Se 
the screen and frowned. 

Diggery got home at nine. There had been carting’ to 

gained by staying at the hospital. Emma was asleep 
wouldn’t wake till morning. He drove slowly through to 

and up the hill to the house. He was thinking of a mem 
he had written three days /ago, timed at four-eighteen 
the Friday afternoon. He could remember every line o 
and began to count the words. When he had done that, 

picked out every third word and spelt it backwards. An 
so he got home safely, concentrating on trivia, forca 
image of Emma from his mind. 

He thought for a moment that there was someone at i 
gate and wondered if it was a reporter. Surely not. Sut 

there wouldn’t ne any reporters hanging ae at t 
time of night. . 

The house was ae Joan was upstairs asleep uel would — 
probably be unconscious until midday with the injections 
they had given her. He went to the kitchen, made himse 
a cup of cocoa and a sandwich and stood munching quie 
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: ps so that baly a slight stain remained on the carpet 
~ and it would no doubt wash out, or it could be shampooed, 

something. He was about to leave when he caught sight 
of the harmonium leaning against the far wall, the wood on’ 
the facing shattered beyond repair. He stared at it for fully 

e minutes, gazing at the obscene splash of dried blood on — 
the wood, then sat cross-legged on the floor. And for the 
first time since he was a child, he began to cry. 

ive miles out of town, as Digeers cried for his dying 
laughter, Ernest and Emily Boman sat in their small living 

_ room watching a play on television. They were both fifty 
"years old. Ernest worked at the paper mill and every night 
they watched television : comedy shows, plays, quiz games, — 

anything they could get until the stations closed down for 
e night. Emily liked the plays, especially if there was 

what she called a little bit of ‘blue’ in them but she 
wouldn’t let Ernest watch BBC 2 because there was every - 

ance that there would be naked women in them, and 

at was taking things too far. But this play was alright; 
1 about a farmer and his wife and a little boy who had 

come from nowhere. 
Ernest was bored. ‘It was pretty tame stuff. No excite- 
ent or laughsinit. | 

_ ‘Where are you off to?’ asked Emily as he slowly heaved 

himself to his feet. 
‘Kitchen.’ As he stood and stretched his arms, his dog 
mped to its feet, wagging its tail and looking into his 

‘See,’ said Emily, not taking her eyes from the screen. 
‘He thinks you’re taking him out. He’ll never settle now.’ 
_ Ernest ignored her and left the room, the dachshund 
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oe * 
oe teu foes the fridge the ships of a fox standin 

the kitchen sink. Oy 
‘Christ,’ he said tumbling over onto his Baokeide. 
The fox didn’t move. It stood splay-footed, its ton 

out, panting, ears pricked, the hair on its back ruffled. Fi 

a moment the trio stared at each other, Ernest on his bac 

the fox blinking, the dog cues on its belly ready 
spring. 3 

‘Get him Coty you prick,’ Ernest croaked and the litt 
_ dog pounced. The fight lasted only a few seconds : the do 
and the fox spun in a quickstep, snapping at each othe 
across the linoleum before the fox bumped into Ernest a: 
hissed at him, leapt onto the sink and struggled through t 
top of the kitchen window. For a few seconds it w: 
caught, its back legs thrashing, its tail waving as Cocky 
bounced up and down on the floor, snapping at the a! 
Then it was out through the window and gone leaving 

Cocky barking, a speck of blood on its nose, and Eme : 
struggling to get himself to his feet. 4 

The ene Diggery story prompted the BBC to rush out 
a documentary programme which had been planned f 
the summer. The decision was made on the Monday eve 
ing and the Corporation’s Press Officers immediate 
phoned round Fleet Street inviting the television critics 
and the entertainment reporters ae to a preview the . 
next day at lunchtime. ne 

Stern decided to go along and gate crash. He wasn’t 
sure why he was interested. It had little to do with k 
and he was on holiday. Besides, the Diggery rreeaiehe 
was on ice for a while, at least until all this had calm 
down. But something was nagging at the back of his mind 
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i eee of small-talk before the cab had left eee : 
Street. Stern said no more until they reached the studios, — 

ft pages and wrote about television programmes, or who 

was divorcing whom or sleeping with what; if it was a 
job at all, it was fit only for women and juniors. He knew 

his opinions were old-fashioned and unreasonable but he 
dn’t care. He was interested only in hard news and the 

st could go drown themselves in their precious gins and 

HRICS 52 5 oe ; ie 

They were shown into a small theatre and, after a short 

eech by the director, the lights dimmed and they settled 

back into their seats. Stern reached for his notebook, laid 

t on his knee and began taking a shorthand note : 

_ ‘The fox is the main carrier, he wrote, his eyes shifting » 
from the screen to his pad and back again. 

“The disease can spread in a fox population of one 

animal per square kilometre. In Britain there are four 

times that many.’ Stern whistled through his teeth... . 
‘Much is still unknown about the disease .. . 

_ ‘There were three thousand post-exposure treatments in 

France in 1975... 
‘Experts, predict that there will be ten million dogs in 

Britain by 1980...” 
: Stern saw the face of the doctor who had been inter- 

_ viewed on television the night before and he underlined 
his name. He watched as cattle staggered in front of his 

eyes, spraying saliva as their feet buckled under them. He 

shuddered as he saw the effects of the disease on an 

African boy, the child reaching for water, holding the cup 

e didn’t have much time for those who worked on the é ; 



time the: taindl is zpettesly ia, ...a mental cru ' 

He closed his eyes as the injections were shown ‘... 2 

course of eS directly into the stomach wall ey 

the abdomen...” m 
He gazed in horrified Fast Watton as foxes were. sho 

through the head and their lairs gassed. ms 
‘The gassing has to Pe done,’ he wrote, ‘when the vixen 

is suckling her cubs... . ol 
He rubbed his eyes: ‘. . . the disease has spread throu 

the Ber and east of France as far as the Chanti 

region... a 
He watched racehorses buck and trot, led by. sooa . 

and ridden by stable lads. Again he bent to his notepad. 
‘The horses are free of the quarantine regulations impose 
on other animals . . .” He was scribbling head down a 
only half noticed something flash across the screen. H 
wasn’t sure what it was and he frowned : something odd, 

something i in the back of his mind; the itch again. When 

the viewing was over he left the others to their drinks an 

sandwiches and made his way towards the prettier of 

Press Officers. At first she said it wasn’t possible but h 
persisted, smiling and charming her until she led him to 

projection room and began fiddling with the controls. | 
‘Where?’ she asked, trying to appear officious and irri 

table. 3 
‘Back a bit, where the horses were being exercised . . 

that’s it, just about here. Now stop the film.’ : 
The horses stood frozen in the frame is a road sig 

pointing down a country lane : 

ETIENNE 2 Kms. 

60 



"CHAPTER NINE 

eS was. shaking saith excitement as he listened | iS 

3tern’s voice. He had assumed that he had blown his’ 4 

a when he bad me out Boe about Lambert i if 

e listened Sitenthy to the request, takin carn every 

‘Stern spoke and promised to do nS he could, 2 

abies Bir, which was taking up so much time. ais he 

stened, nodded, said he was ponotred and looked into 

iam ‘Brennan, ee as Jeg-man for Andrew. the and Ss 

.a retainer. All he had to do was get it right and he 

ld have the best chance in the world of getting to 

‘leet Street. He was in no way offended that Stern hadn’t 

d him why he wanted the information. It was enough 

at he was asked to do it. . 
‘That evening he drove to ‘The Gables’ and sat in his car 

eazing up the drive for a few minutes until a woman walked 

Ep ‘behind him and crossed the road into the house opposite. 

Billy waited for a moment before getting out and following 

ner. He took half an hour to talk to the neighbours. and 

a turned his car noe and drove to the council estate. 

it was the first dey Lambert Diggery had voluntarily taken __ 

ff in his whole career. He had been ill a couple of times. 

r d there had been the odd lapse : family occasions, when 
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‘women’s magazine slogan clichéd, $ ma s about his puttin 
career before his family. But he had s ined 
not a question of career versus family; the two could ner 

be incompatible; to have successful marriages one ne 
a successful career and vice versa. It was obvious. She 
soon seen reason and had stopped arguing. Diggery gazed 
out of the window and wished with all his heart that s 

- was down here arguing now; asking him perhaps to tak 
day off so that he could take the family out sailing or p 
nicking, or something... ree Ct 

She would have to come down soon. She couldn't sta 
under sedation for ever, semi-comatose. She would have 
come up for air. And when she did, she would need co: 
forting. He wished that she would come dowstairs so t 
he could comfort her, simply give himself over to taking 
care of her so that maybe he would divert some of the pain; 
maybe in thinking of her he might lose a little of his gri 
or at least camouflage it; maybe he would not have to : 
Emma’s face all the time as she lay in his arms saying ‘mz 
it stop Daddy please’ in that strange hoarse voice. S 

Diggery walked to the window. He ran his fing 
through his hair and rubbed his knuckles violently into 
cheeks. His skin felt like parchment and his eyes had be 
dulled by two nights without sleep. He gazed idly at 
old car parked at the bottom of the drive and saw Mrs. 
Wilson pass the drive clumping her stick against the hedge. © 

For a minute or so he continued to stare out over. 
garden, thinking of nothing when he saw a man get out 
the old car and follow Mrs. Wilson into her house and 
recognised him as that obsequious little reporter chap from 
the local paper, the one he had seen at the gymkhana wi 
Andrew Stern, _ : 
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Bouild soon oe beter, 
ily asked ° general questions at first, feeling his way!) 

how did she get on with Joan? What did she think of the 

gerys in general, adding when she began to look doubt- 

that he wasn’t going to write any of this up; it was just 
yhat they called background. 
- ‘Well, she’s very nice and that but she has to take ‘these 

s all the time for her nerves, like. But he’s good to i 

reats her well and he’s very handsome don’t you think . . .?’ 
Billy allowed her to chatter and then slipped in a 

gq stion. 

‘A few weeks ago when they came back font holiday, 

you go up to the house?” 
‘Not\the first day. Not when she went missing. I went up 

day after.’ “ 
‘And did you find any trace... Billy fingered his tie. 
his may sound odd . . . did you see anything of a dog? 
t a dog itself you poliderstacicl but Eee dog hairs, that 

ind of thing. Or perhaps a smell . . .?’ Billy stopped, em- 
barrassed. It was a stupid thing to say. But the woman 
eemed to be taking him seriously. 

She hasn’t had a dog for a year or so,’ she said thought- 
y. ‘It was called Killie because it came from Kilmarnock. 

In Scotland. Like the pony, the one that died. It came from 

‘Billy rose to fea. refusing another cup of tea. She 

llowed him to the door. 
- It was a bit odd though,’ she said “lout ‘Emma’s carpet — 

| been cleaned. Spotless, it was. You’d have thought it 

jould have been a, bit dusty, like the rest of the house.’ 
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| Car ga He 
Meanighile i in London, calieid Stern was trying to 

through to the number of Gerry Pengelly i in ‘Luton and 
café in the Ardennes. When he finally gave up trying 
went home. Dorothy was already there, cooking him a 
and as they ate she listened very carefully to what he I 

to say. When she asked him why he didn’t go to the polic 
he told her : he had no evidence; it was Rotims more 1 

a hunch. 

Later he tried the Luton number again woul suc 
and he hoped that Billy Brennan was having better rie - 

At x, late on the Wednesday af econ. Joan left ao 
and tottered downstairs. Diggery was sitting at the kitc 
table when she appeared in the doorway. He glanced 
and tried to fight back the pity and reluctant revulsion | 
overcame him, She looked terrible. Her body was alm 
skeletal beneath the dressing gown and her gaunt fea 
which, at their best, could be hauntingly attractive, lik 
latter-day Deitrich as she liked to say, were now wasted, 
eyes too bright, staring straight ahead, the cheeks hol 
and the mouth a mere slit, seemingly lipless, She alm 
stumbled as she sat down and seemed not to hear Dig; 
ask her if she wanted tea. He stood and leant towards 
and she blinked when he stroked her hair, - 

‘I’m going in about five minutes,’ he said esata Do 
want to come?” 

Joan didn’t answer. 
‘I think Emma would like to see you.’ 
Joan looked up at the mention of her sae na: 

startled as if she had been slapped. Again Diggery asked. 
if she wanted to go to the hospital and she nodded, eo) 0 
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Diggery stood aside to let the woman enter. 

Reshbours should, you know. How’s Joan?’ 

li e talking. Being polite to people was becoming a strain; 

th his wife and their grief. 

“Mrs. Wilson, I don’t know how to put this without 

e ming ungracious but if you could understand. We would 
> 

‘gail ed entry to you, he thought and immediately wondered 

‘how he could begin to imagine such things; the mind was a 

ious amoral piece of equipment. The woman touched: his 

e. ‘By the way, what i is all this about a dog?” 

or " 

aes od a dog or something.’ 

We I know about that, Diggery said wor ‘Its a 

f course.’ > Mrs. ‘Wilson smiled again, waving over her 

Ider as she marched down the drive, swinging her’ stick 

1 clumping her boots. . 

Chee ioe 

i: ‘m so ‘sorry to “trouble you,’ said his neighbour. “May i? 

Diggery said that she would be down in a minute. He 

“Mrs. Wilson in a vague, passive way but he didn’t feel. 

urtesy, which in normal circumstances was an automatic 

x, had become a burden. He wanted to be left in peace 

arm reassuringly. ‘I quite understand, she said turning to 
ul sly. 4 q 

sunderstanding he made a mistake. You know these re- 

man refusing someone sate I bet very few people have | 



ane to mask the eat feos bat she'd rr 
and the fe was a ah ae abies ee in mas 

said ina quiet voice ; 5 a 
‘It was the cat, wasn’t it, Lambert Pigs ane a % 

‘Of course, said Diggery. 
‘It couldn’ t have been the ie eo 

=< 
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CHAPTER TEN a 

he was too late to be at his daughter’s side. 
illy Brennan stood with the other reporters in the drizle 

which he had forgotten to return. 

of the hospital Secretary, the reporters left him alone, 

ntaining a respectful distance while, twenty feet away, 

ecorded the scene for the evening news programme. 

drove off. 

he Secretary back into the hospital, he slowly ambled to- 

ards his car and drove into town. 

kly at the wall. He should feel relief, he thought. 

sn’t that what everyone said? It came as a relief when " 
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ting for Diggery to leave the hospital, Under his arm 
e carried a copy of the Advertiser with a picture of Emma __ 
mn the front page, the print which dean fs had given him and 

When Diggery left the hospital, moving slowly by the 

the roof of an outside broadcast van, a television camera 

‘Billy watched him go and, as the “thers wine to follow 

patient was finally released into death. The suffering, : 

r Emma, was over and Diggery should have felt relief. In 

ocket he fingered the pall owe of pills that the 

yO ae ieok at four thirty on the Friday afternoon, six ae : 
ys after her eleventh birthday, Emma Diggery died. The _ 
m nediate cause of death was acute vascular collapse. It 2 S 

happened suddenly and although Diggery was called when 
went into a seizure and although he drove like a maniac, _ 

‘Diggery walked straight to his car. He stopped at the 

driver's door and paused as if he were thinking of some- | : 

hing, half-turned towards the reporters, seemed to change 

mind, quickly ag the door open, ducked inside 

iggery. spent. two hours seated in his armchair ene 



hook. He contd t be bothered with all these people offe 
_ their help and their condolences. He took a sip of bran 
but choked as he swallowed. Diggery was a modera 
drinker, only ever taking spirits at the odd social occasio 
Even now he couldn’t break the habit. _ 4 
He put the glass down and went upstairs to see if jo 

was awake. He hoped not. She had been under sedatio 

since the Wednesday after the last visit and he didn’t kno 
how he was going to tell her. Gently he opened the bedroo: 

_ door and peered inside. He could hear no sound and was 
able to see only the top of her head under the sheets. 
Quickly he moved across to the bed and bent his cheek » 

her face. Her breath was hardly noticeable. He placed hi 
hand on her brow; cool, gently perspiring but no sign 
fever. She couldn’t go on like this though. Poor woman, h 
thought, how would she ever get over it? 

He left the room, ran downstairs and into his car an 3 
drove fast into town, not sure why he was doing this thing, © 
wondering as he drove, what on earth he thought he coul 
gain by knowing more about it. 4 

The young librarian stared at him in astonishment when 
he made his request. se 

‘That’s funny, that is,’ she wtioerel "You're the sect 
one today.’ She shook her head. ‘I’m afraid we have only 
the one book, by Bisseru, and the other Sines took it. 
out this afternoon.’ 

‘What other gentleman?’ Diggery asked slowly. Naa 
‘T’ve got it here I think.’ She flicked through a drawer éf 

tickets. ‘Mmm, here it is. Brennan. A Mr. Brennan. But as 
she looked up with an expression of mild triumph on her 
face she saw that Diggery had already turned and was gone 
and she had been talking to herself. 
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s no doubt that | two pe sg missing, the two bitches. He _ 

Iked into the crowd and they parted to let him through. - 

He stared into the kennels and peered under the benches 

which were stacked against the stable wall. He frowned, 

pushed back his cap and scratched his head. The full pack 

- been together that morning when he had taken them 

_on exercise, and normally they stayed together; even when 

they were strung out, running at full stretch, they bunched 

eee when the run was over. 

He called the hounds to him, locked them away in their 

a ciels and set off into the fields, shouting out the names 

of the esing hounds. | 

: "Billy had been dealers it over for some time and he knew 

- what’he had to do. It was more than Stern had asked, 

above and beyond the call of duty, but if he could find the 

thing, actually come up with something positive and physi- 

cal, then Stern would be delighted. 

_ After the football match he looked into the office to. tele- 

phone a short report of the game to the Sunday papers. 

That done he drove home to his evening meal. When he 

had finished he pulled on an anorak and a pair of heavy 

boots, and set off for the wood. : 

__ As he drove up the hill he glanced to his left. The sky 

: ‘was heavy with clouds and a wind was getting up. In the” 

: ~ dusk he could see the branches of the taller trees swaying. — 

_ He shivered and for a moment thought that maybe this — 

i: ‘wasn’t such a good idea after all. Perhaps he should just 

- forget it and go along to the dancing as usual. They would 

miss him there. But maybe he could go along once he had 

found it. 
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: croaked kind the new ica iad in the wid, Billy pl ed 
his torch on the ground and trudged deeper into the wood. 
scuffling his feet and occasionally trotting across to the base 
of a tree and hacking at the roots with the heel of his boot. 
A squirrel dashed in front of him and scurried up a tr 
trunk and Billy stopped, blinking. He turned round to see 
if there was anyone else around but it was too late for ies 
dog-walkers and too early for the lovers. 

He talked to himself aloud: ‘Needles in haystacks,’ he 
- said. ‘Crazy, pointless, silly But he continued his search, 
kicking out at clumps of broken earth and flashing his torch 
at the bushes. He came to a small dale, a hollow in the 
ground, and the beam of the torch picked out something 

_ hanging and swaying slightly in the wind. He bent do 
and crawled forward, untied the torn belt from the root of 
tree and put it in his pocket. It wasn’t much, he thoug 
hardly what anyone would call a clue, but it was better than 
going home empty handed. His knees slipped in the mud 

* as he tried to get to his feet and he was staggering slightly 
when something hit him hard in the back and sent him — 
tumbling down the slope. Automatically he lashed out with 
his arms and his feet and he caught the little eee on the 4 
side of the head with his elbow. 4 

‘Fuckin’ hell mate.’ A thin little squeak oj a voice, 
Billy opened his eyes and stared at the kid. Skinny, with 

cropped hair, wearing a sweater and shorts and a pair of — 
gym shoes, rubbing his head with a small fist. j 

Billy tried to speak but discovered he was breathless. ‘The | 
boy looked up at him and scowled. His name was Kevin hers 
said when Billy had calmed down enough to ask questions, _ 
He was from Rotherhithe in the East End. There > were 
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US ph 
the fuckin’? aaa ; a 

- Kevin led Billy through the wood to a disused. kao ee 
barracks where the kids were billetted for the week. The 

- social worker introduced himself as Terence and said he 

_ was glad to see a human being after being stuck for days ae 
in the jungle with a group of small savages. 

_ When Billy asked for his help he agreed immediately. 
But he didn’t understand why. It seemed a bit odd. | 

‘Was it your dog?” he asked. 
‘No, said Billy. ‘And it might look a eg nasty. Do you 

; think the lads can handle it?’ ma 

or a fiver this lot would kill divans that moved, aid 

| _ Terence. 
Yeh, well it’s an elderly corpse I’m after. I don’t want 

e, them running around strangling old ladies’ poodles.’ He 

ripped a page from his notebook, wrote down a phone num- 

ber and handed it over. ‘A fiver remember,’ he said. 

_ Terence watched him as he walked away from the woods 

towards his car, and that night Billy dreamed strange 

eee of dogs and boys chewing at each other. 

_ The next morning he called on Mrs. Phillips again, gave 

“her the belt and explained what he wanted. At first she was 

unsure but he pleaded with her and pressed her hand and, 

_ eventually, she agreed, although she was not sure why. | 
pos 
a 

Mrs, Phillips always let herself i in to the Diggerys’ house. 

She had been given a key two years previously, just a 

month after she had started work. It was far more con- 

_ venient, Joan had said, and Mrs. Phillips was quietly flat- 

tered that they trusted her so implicitly. | 

- She didn’t know whether she would be expected on the 

Monday, just a matter of three days after the poor little 
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uG ae arid! Mr. Diggers -wouldn’t Baone a just 
from a casserole. She had phoned twice but each time 
number was engaged, so in the middle of the afternoo 

_ she set off, hoping there would be no disturbing scene: 
- Should the lady collapse in tears, Mrs. Phillips wasn ¢ sur 

if she could cope. 

Say she pushed open be front door and ested’ ‘ 
‘coo-ee,’ but the house was silent. On the kitchen table sh 

found a note from Joan, written in a fractured scrawl, I 

said that she wasn’t to be disturbed and it apologised fo 
the state of the house but Mrs. P. would understand an 
she would‘be paid extra for any additional time it took t 
clean up. In block capitals Joan had asked her not to go | 
near Emma’s room. 

.The charlady brushed away a tear. She badn’ t been i 
the house since the news of the illness. It was terrible, a 

awful thing to happen to such a family; if only the plac 
_ had been a mess she would have gone to work with a wil 
cand really cleaned it up properly as if to show that, in her 

own. small way, she was trying to help, to show that she 

cared for them, but if anything, the house was cleaner tha 

normal. There was hardly anything for her to do. 

She made herself a mug of coffee and took it upstairs 

with her, just to look around. She wouldn’t go in to Emma’s _ 

room but she was curious to know why she was being tol 
to keep away. Joan’s bedroom door was shut. Mrs. Phillip 5 
stood outside for a moment sipping her coffee and listening. 
‘There was no sound. She looked into one of the spare bed- 
rooms but it was spotless. She padded slowly down the cor- 
ridor and stopped outside Emma’s room. There was no 
harm in at least looking; maybe she could find what th 
young man wanted just by looking in through the door. . 
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bed mma’ leaned fo k. Emma’s jas un 
de f tissue lay crumpled on the floor next to a 
rbrush and comb. The fitted cupboard was half open 

but she couldn’t see properly inside. She started to shut the 
oor of the room but her curiosity was too strong. Quickly 

stepped inside and tip-toed across to the cupboard, _ 

aching inside her housecoat for the belt. She began 

umbing through Emma’s dresses, biting her lip in con- 

centration. © 
_ ‘What on earth are you doing?” 

She turned sharply, one hand held to her mouth, the _ 

other behind her back, clutching the belt. Ne 

J told you not to come in here.’ ~ 
There was nothing she could say. The sight of Joan 

frightened her, so colourless, her body apparently fleshless _ 

under the robe. She tried to say she was sorry but she 

couldn’t form the words and when the question came from 

Joan: “what-have-you-got-behind-your-back?” she was re- 

minded of her schooldays with unforgiving teachers asking 

unanswerable questions. There was nothing else to do, She 

held out her hand, the belt dangling from her fingers. 

_ Joan sat on Emma’s bed and began to weep. ‘Why?’ she _ 

asked softly. ‘Why are you doing these things?” 

Later Mrs. Phillips realised that there could have been a 

simple answer. She might have said that she found the belt - 

somewhere and gone straight upstairs to see if it had be- 

longed to Emma. She need not have seen the note. But at 

that moment her mind wasn’t functioning properly. All she 

could see was Joan’s face and all she felt was disgust at her- 

self for being sweet-talked by that young man. — 

“It was just that he asked me,’ she said weakly. Joan ' 

_ didn’t look up, didn’t say ‘who asked you ?? didn’t attempt 

to interrogate her in any way. She simply sat there weeping 

- softly through her fingers. Ne ee : 
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“The young man, he Diggery. The reporter.” eee 
Joan mutely held out her hand and the ee gan 

her the belt. When Joan spoke, her voice was clear a 
unemotional. ‘I think you had better go now.’ ee 

Mrs. Phillips did a strange thing. She curtseyed, just lik 
a maid in a television soap opera. She curtseyed and backe 
out the door, stumbled down the stairs, picked up her. coat 
and ran from the house. From an upstairs window Joan 
watched her go then walked across to the ve PHORE 
called her husband's office. A 

‘It was Kevin’s-mate who found it. He was wandering i 
circles, thinking of nothing in particular when he found t 
fox’s lair. To him, it was just a hole in the eround: Th 
fox had left it long ago and there was no new earth d 
turbed, just a slight mound and the mouth of a tunn 
half caved in, sprouting weeds. Something seemed to 
blocking the entrance. The boy looked closely and began to 
scrabble at the weeds, kicking away the loose earth. He 
reached in and probed inside the lair with his fingers. He 
tugged sharply and something came away so that he f 
backwards. The boy was a tough kid and hadn’t cried sinc 
he was six or seven but when he looked at the remains o! 
the dog’s ear nestling in his palm, he turned and vomite 

_ into the bracken. 

None of Disa s colleagues was induly sirstsel when hi 
turned up for work on the Monday. They had expected it 
Sally, his secretary, had cancelled a dinner date on t es 
assumption that he would be in and would work late. Aft er 
all, he had been away from his desk for a week and on 
Tuesday there.was the funeral. The work simply would 
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de the correct noises, ‘quietly ofiering their condolent 

ing that if there was anything any of them could do, he 
s only to ask, knowing that there was nothing; and they 

Iked among themselves about how well he had taken it, 
ow ata time like this, character will come to the fore. 

_ But Sally was surprised when, after the call from his wife, 
Diggery had stood straight up from his desk, saying he had 
0 go. There was still a pile of work to be done, yet he was 
eaving. Sally assumed that Joan must have finally cracked 

completely. Nothing less would have driven him away. 
On his way to the station Diggery stopped off at the — 

bookshop in Charing Cross Road to buy the book he 
wanted, and the delay caused him to miss his train. He 

called Joan from the station and settled down to wait. The 

bar was just opening and he went in to order an orange 

him and he had another. In the train he studied his book, » 

occasionally making notes and muttering to himself. 

- Joan was there to meet him. Calmly she drove home in 

the Volkswagen. Her nerves seemed to have disappeared, to 

be replaced by an unnatural tranquillity. She spoke in a 

precise monotone, stared directly ahead of her and drove 

steadily. 

Diggery listened without interruption as she SPE 

what had happened. 

‘I think you should go to his boss. His Editor, she said 

when she had come to the end. 
_ Diggery shook his head. 
‘The police then.’ 

‘No. The man is within his rights. Legally, hati is. And I 

oe enough about these parasites to be certain that if I 

45 

uice but surprised himself by asking for a Scotch. It calmed _ Ss 



Died turned aid stared at. her. ‘Joan, I told you 

get about the dog. You saw the cat bite Emma. You kn 
the authorities are still trying to trace it. NOW peas 

get about the dog.’ ee \ 
Joan stopped the car but continued to Stare. strai 
ge ‘But if .. .’ she said. : fe 

‘There is no if!’ Diggery was shouting and just for . 
second he seemed to lose control of himself, ‘I’m. sorry 
darling. But I’m afraid we'll just have to let this Brennan 
or whatever his name is, blow himself out. He’ll stop snoop- 
ing sooner or later. The only civilised ane to do, the tee 
dignified approach, is to ignore him.’ 

Joan said nothing and drove the rest of the way home i 
silence. When they reached the house, Diggery told Jo 
to go in. He asked her for Mrs. Phillips’ address and got ou 
of the car, walked round to the driver’s door, opened it fo 
her, kissed her gently as she got out, then swung himse : 
into the driving seat and drove away. 5 

. Billy was about to climb out of the car when he a 
Diggery at Mrs, Phillips’ door. He frowned. Diggery wasni 
the type to go round making social calls. Shouldn’t he be 
in Whitehall putting the country to rights? He watches 
him go to the Volkswagen and drive away. Why the V2) 
he thought? A silly notion crept into his mind and he i im: 
mediately dismissed it, scolding himself for his seine 
imagination. 

He gave him a couple ok minutes to get ee thee he 
walked up to the charlady’s door and knocked. He caugh 
the merest glimpse of her face as she briefly stared at 
before slamming the door shut. 
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P oe a ee toes 

He could hear her approaching but could see aap the . ae 

le oe on the pede 

That night, as instructed, he wrote down weonhne he — 

had learnt and posted it to Stern, including the print of — 

Emma, as a bonus, just in case he might need it some time. 
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CHAPTER: ELEVEN | 

- The fier packed out the church or St Mark ae ve 
It was a small church, a mile from Diggery’s home and f 
eight years they had taken communion there. Some ¢ 
Diggery’s colleagues had come down from London and the 
local people. gawped at the familiar faces from the n ; 
programmes on their television screens, men they had see 
ducking out of limousines to go into meetings in ‘London: 

_ and Brussels. 
Billy had got there early, sitting at the back, away oe Ir 

- the Fleet Street. contingent who kept together, trying t 
appear unobtrusive, their notebooks nestling inside the 
song-books so that the vicar’s words of condolence could | 
reported in the papers. _ 4 
The cortége arrived on time. Diggery stood tall, erec 

hatless in the cold wind taking the arm of his wife w 
walked. slowly but carefully, her face veiled from view. 
eyes staring straight ahead. She wouldn’t collapse or b 
seen to weep. The weeping was behind her. She was drie 
out, almost serene. As they led the mourners into churc 
one of the Fleet Street men, doing an pape piec 

hodding solemnly at theta and reaching out to touch fox 
arm and whisper something that was meant to be soothin: 

Billy stood with the rest for the hymns, selfconscious 
mouthing the words, and he sat motionless as the vic: 

ing family. He asked for everyone’s blessing that the pare ni 
would have the ae to overcome their ins Be! 
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nA spoke and Dine turn towards her. Billy woke 
‘oss the aisle where his colleagues were taking notes, two 

them scowling in ill-disguised disgust at the vicar’s 
5 e / 

Finally it was over das four pall-bearers lifted the coffin 
their shoulders and walked slowly down the aisle with it, 

jollowed by the vicar and the parents. Joan had recovered 
er composure and again walked faultlessly, lightly holding 
yer husband’s arm. Diggery looked neither to right nor left, 
azing unblinkingly ahead of him. As the coffin reached the 
or of the church and the parents passed by the aisle 

_where Billy stood, Diggery turned sharply to his left and 
saw him. For a moment he stopped, staring at him. Joan 

mbled, glanced at her husband and followed his eyes, 
iked nervously as she saw Billy then nudged her hus-_ 

and’s elbow. Diggery moved on still staring at him before 
pping his head round to face forward. 
As the congregation closed in to merge behind them, one 
f the Fleet Street men jostled his way towards Billy and 
hispered: ‘What was that all about?’ Billy merely 

shrugged, but he wondered what Diggery was thinking; his 
eyes were full of . .. what? Hate? Fear? Suspicion? 

Billy was confused. The man had looked so dignified; 
his only child ravaged by an appalling disease caught from 

n animal and destroyed from within. His life had been 
disrupted probably for ever and yet he looked so dignified. 
‘Billy began to wonder what he was doing. Perhaps he should 
leave Diggery alone, leave him with his grief as the vicar 
had said in the hope that perhaps he would have the 
strength to overcome it. Maybe he should forget about it. If 
he had any compassion he would drop all this and stop 
asking silly questions. If something like this could bother 
ee. 79 ; 



- When ne foal to the office, the junior 
apologetically and thrust a note in his hand. 

Billy let out a roar: ‘Christ, Jesas, ee didn’t you tell mi 
this morning?” 

The junior blubed. ‘Sorry Billy. I was ‘kind-of busy an 
I sort-of forgot. . “ 

But Billy had gone, clattering down the stairs to the | 
and bucking away up the High Street. 

Billy drove fast up the hill, too fast for safety, spinnin 
the wheel and twisting the old car round the bends. F 
skidded into the access lane and was out and running al- 
most before the engine had ground to a halt. It took 
five minutes to find Terence and he was breathless al 
spluttering as he handed over the five pounds. . 

Terence led him to the hut and pointed toa small pape: 
bag lying at the back door. 

‘I wouldn’t look at it if I were you,’ said Terence wate 
ing him quizzically. Billy ignored him, picked up the bag, 

_ sniffed and glanced inside and forced himself not to tu 
away. ‘Mmm,’ he said in what he hoped was a disinteres 
manner, ‘it has no belt round its neck.” 

‘Not that we could find but, like you can Sees it ca 
away in bits out of the hole.’ | 

Billy thanked him and waved to the boys as’ he walks 
towards the car. Behind him Terence shouted: ‘I do 
suppose you can tell us what you want it for?’ 

Billy thought of saying something funny, like he was 4 
going to have it for his supper, but instead he turned and - 
placed a finger to his nose and shrugged his. shoulder 
mysteriously. They watched him until he had -disappearec 
into the trees. = 

Billy placed the bag on the passenger seat, reversed © 
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at reaction, tl cursed aloud when there was 1 
e from the receiver, Angrily he slammed it on the cradle 

town, waved to the barman and walked straight through 
the back and dialled Stern’s number. A woman answered, 
k his name and said Stern was in the bath, Billy said he 

would call back. 
‘He went to the bar and ordered a large Scotch, ignor- 

ing the barman’s look of surprise. Normally he laid off 

pirits, not because he had anything against hard drinking; 
simply couldn’t afford it. He swallowed it fast, noticing 

t his hand was trembling and ordered another to fight 
nausea and the giddiness. He didn’t know what was 

ng with him but he supposed it was excitement. He 

gave Stern fifteen minutes, asked for change and went back 

to the phone. The number was engaged. He thought of 

having another drink but decided against it. He would 

hone from home. As he left, he waved over his shoulder 

o the barman and breathed deeply as he walked to the 

car. A mist had risen from the valley and he switched to 

idelights as he started the engine. 

__ Driving down the hill he glanced at the package. on the 

passenger seat, just a quick, hurried squint to his left but it 

‘was enough. When he turned to his front and saw the old 

woman on the bicycle wobble round the corner towards 

him, he was startled and swung the wheel too far; just a 

minor mistake, but enough, at the speed he was going, to 

wut the car into a spin; and the whisky had affected his 

judgment so that he over-reacted, spinning the wheel too 

“hard. The car slewed across the road, in front of the 

woman, bumping the grass verge on the other side, twisting 

through the hedge and flipping almost lazily over onto its 

ide before rolling gently down the slope towards the canal. 
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; p 
blades mi it had scatte: 4 
the passenger seat so that the dog’s skull 
Billy’s face; and the last thing he saw Ketore the 
tank exploded and burnt the life from him was the grin o 
the jawbone and the dead stare of the eyes. 

Half a mile from the spot where the old car lay burni 
Lambert Diggery checked that his wife was asleep bef 
entering his daughter’s room. He searched among her 
clothes and picked out a dress. For a moment he looked a 
it, then took it downstairs, stuffed it into a garbage bag anc 
threw it into a dustbin. He picked up a bundle of news- 
papers, packed them on top of the bag and tightly snapp ed 
the lid on the bin. Ths he went to his study and paw 2c 

himself a whisky. 

It was almost midnight and Stern was in the act of makin 
love to Dorothy when the phone rang. He grunted anc 
reached out from under her, ignoring the cheerful obsceni 
ties she whispered in one ear as he tried to listen with 

‘other. At first she did not realise that there was anythin 
wrong and she continued to talk to him after he had ask 
her to be quiet. Finally and brutally he flung her awa 
from him and smashed the receiver onto the cradle. 

“There’s no need . . .? she said angrily but he inervis 
‘That was the news desk. Billy's dead.’ 

him that he couldn’t blame himself, stroking his shoulde: 
until he tore free from her, leapt from the bed and ran to | 
the bathroom. Dorothy lay back. It was the first time she 4 
had seen him lose control of himself, the first hint 
vulnerability. 
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ful that his work took him out ot town so. that he 
_ spared having to make the choice of whether to go : 

see Billy’s mother or not. Instead he sent flowers on 
day of the cremation with a letter saying that, in his opini 
Billy would have made a top reporter. He didn’t knov 

_ whether or not this sentiment would comfort her and 
| resolved to visit her sometime in the future. _ , 

Twice that week, late at night, he called Dorothy bus! 
there was no reply, and he remembered what she had sai 
a few nights earlier when he had asked her out on a whim 
at the last moment. She was busy, she had said, and if he 
wanted to book her, he would have to make arrangement 
in advance with her social secretary. Twice that week h 
was aware of an unaccustomed twinge of displeasure whi 
might have been jealousy and he wondered if perhaps 
was growing old. 
He returned to London on the Tuesday, echiaiisied. It hat 

been a hard week with little sleep and it was this that pa y3 
_ accounted for his becoming uncharacteristically drunk. He 

spent two hours at lunchtime drinking with some contacts | 
at the Yard, two big coppers he had known since they were 
detective constables and who enjoyed a few Scotches with 
him, knowing they would not have to put their hands very 
deeply into their pockets, From there he had gone straig 
_to an afternoon party in a club off Fleet Street. One of his 

office pub nd it was there in the early Se tha 
Dorothy finally tracked him down by phone. a 
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r creed a heed over cae ear as she eed that che le 
s phoning from home and that if he was still interested, _ : 
re was a strange story about a fox. Stern shook his head, 
ing to clear the confusion from his brain. 
Tm talking about your hunch,’ she said, sounding irrit- 

pe OE course. Tell me more,’ he said. 
There was nothing to tell but she cy where to find an 

ut, if he felt like coming down. He said he would be with 

her in a trice, blew a kiss down the phone and hung up. He 

had some difficulty in leaving. The reporter who was giving ~ 

the party had thrown an arm round his neck and was telling 

him, face to face, man to man, showering him with spittle 

and forcing a drink into his hand, that he, Andrew Stern 

was the best reporter in Fleet Street; absolutely, without a 

shadow of a doubt. . . . But eventually he got away, and 

_ then had to think where he’d left his car. He drove care- 

R fully through the London streets and kept well within the 

speed limit on the motorway, fighting to clear his mind of 

e: the booze by going over the letter that a Brennan had 

_ sent him. 
As he turned off the motorway into the darkened minor 

road leading towards town, he shuddered and noticed his 

_ palms were slipping on the steering wheel. At the cross- 

Toads where he had to make a left turn, he found himself 

_ spinning the car around as if to go back the way he had 

come and he had to force himself to swing the car up the 

hill towards the woods where the Diggerys lived, He began 

to talk to himself, shouting out the words. 

_ ‘What’s wrong with you, you fool? It’s the drink. The 

i. onze is driving you mad.’ He tried to picture Dorothy’s 

- face but he couldn’t bring it into focus; all he could see was 
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= ing to convince him that having the P.M. to tea was sor 
‘to see if he had deen cies the srnail solemn fa 

thing any bright ten-year-old was able to cope with. i 
And then Billy; blushing when Dorothy made a fool of 

him. Stern was glad to get out of the country lanes ant 
finally arrrive in town. But he wished it wasn’t so quiet. He — 
felt like being in crowds, with lively, crazy, drunken, fooli 
people. tae 

Dorothy was waiting for him in the saloon bar. She 
smiled as he came in and recoiled as he kissed her. 

‘Whisky,’ he said. 
‘I gathered that,’ she replied, 
‘No. I mean, I want one. And quickly.’ He rubbed his 

hands together ‘Tell me I look as though I’ve seen a a ehes 
he said. 
‘Certainly not. I'm tere to tell you about foxes.” 
And so she explained, leading him through.to the public 

bar to meet George, an elderly customer who sat by the 
darts board, sipping dark beer. 

Stern had to listen to.a host of stories coe he finally 
got the old man on to the fox. It had walked straight into 
the old boy’s kitchen, he said, plain as day and just stood 
there till the old dachshund got a hold of it and there had 

» been a fair old scrap, so he’d heard. 
At first he wouldn’t give Boman’s address, He was sus- 

picious, wanting to know what was going on but Stern _ 
bought him a drink and persuaded him, thanked him and 
moved back to the saloon where he gulped down a Scotch — 
to stifle the bile that was rising in his throat. Then he took 4 
Dorothy’s hand and led her outside to the car. '¥ 

As they settled in their seats she looked at ios wondering ny 
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rabies Sidiness a change in belewiour patterns, Dowkeshe 
pets tend to become aggressive while wild animals turn 
placid.’ He squinted into the driving mirror, trying to re- i, 

_ call the words Billy had written: ‘They lose their fear of : 
man and are frequently seen to approach their enemies 

placidly.’ | 

- Dorothy shivered. ‘The fox and the dachshund. ; 
‘Ten out of ten my dear,’ said Stern. 

- Dorothy leant her head against his shoulder. ‘Are you 

ever wrong, Scoop?” she asked. 

_ ‘Rarely,’ he said. 

» 

When Ernest Boman’s doorbell chimed at ten-thirty in the 
evening he looked quickly across at his wife. He couldn’t 

| Femember the last time the bell had rung at night. They 

_ hadn’t many friends and they always used the phone, never 
.s E droppioe i in unexpectedly. And it was an isolated spot, not 

fe like in town where people would bother you for no reason. 
His wife frowned but said nothing. The bell rang again 

and she made shoo-ing motions at him, waving her hand, 
E _ ordering him silently to go to the door and get rid of who- 

_ ever it might be. She watched him go and sat on the edge _ 
of hher seat, fidgeting. She heard the door open and the | 
sound of a man’s voice. She cocked her head to listen but 
could not make out what he was saying, just that he was 

E talking slowly, a long speech, punctuated by grunts from 

: Ernest. The voice seemed to be getting higher now. The 

man sounded angry. Finally the door slammed with a smash 
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The heck: he said. 
_ ‘Go on, then,’ she said. ‘Who was it? 
Said he was a reporter. Asked if Cay had bee be- 

having odd? " 
- ‘Did you tell him?’ 3 
Boman nodded. ‘Didn’t see ne not. I told bine he 

chained up in the yard. Then the bugger asked if he coul 
have him tested.’ 

- ‘Watch your language,’ said Emily sharply. ns 
‘Cheeky sod,’ Ernest sagged into his chair and stared a 

the'screen. He sat motionless, scowling, occasionally mutter 
ing under his breath while his wife wid him to be 2 
and forget it. 

‘He'd been drinking an’ all,’ he said. 
‘Hold your tongue, Ernest.’ . 
But he couldn’t concentrate on the programme. He stood 

up and walked round the room, ignoring his wife’s instru 
tions to sit down. Angrily he left the room, wanderec 
through the kitchen and opened the back door. At first he 
didn’t see the movement but when his eyes became acc 
tomed to the dark, he gasped. ‘The shock of what he s 
rooted him to the spot and by the time he had begun 
run, he was too late. All he could see were the tail lig’ 
of the car disappearing down the road, and the empty chain 
lying against the wall. 

Dorothy sat panting in the passenger seat, watching Stern 
as he concentrated on the curves in the road. Behind her 
she could hear the muffled whining of the dog in the boot. % 

_ ‘Do you think that was wise?’ she asked when she ‘ 
got her breath back. 
Selly not,’ said Stern. ‘A calculated risk, one might 

say.’ 
You don’t think it will suffocate in there do you? 
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What? Dorothy eae You didn’t t sueniion that t to ok 

Boman.’ 
‘Certainly not.” o 

She looked at him and moved back closer to the door. | 
"You re not a very nice person are you Andrew?” 

Again he shrugged. | 

__ He drove carefully through the lanes towards town, the 

_ headlights occasionally flushing out small animals who 
_ dashed for cover into the hedges and the ditches. 

_ At aset of lights she nudged him. ‘Your wrist’s bleeding.’ 
_ Stern looked down at his hand and gasped. He said noth- 

ing, just swallowed hard and glanced at Dorothy. She was 

sucking her thumb. 
‘It didn’t get you too did it?’ he asked and his voice was 

hoarse. 
_ She shook her head. ‘Not me. Tin forever cutting myself 

on tins and things. It just kind of slobbered over me, when — 

we were dragging it up the path.” 

She looked behind her, straining to listen for any noise 

coming from the boot, but Cocky was silent. When she 

_ turned back the lights had changed and Stern was moving | 

_ the car forward, groping with one hand in the glove com- 

- partment and pulling out a half bottle of whisky. As he 
_ changed gear with one hand he raised the bottle to his 

_-mouth with the other and took a long slug. . 

_ For God’s sake Andy,’ Dorothy spoke sharply. When he 

_ said he was taking her straight home, she was relieved. She 

_ had had enough for one day. 
_ You’re not really going to Weybridge are you?’ she 

__ asked as she got out. 

_ Stern nodded. ‘And then to the hospital.’ He gazed up at 

her. ‘I might not see you for a while,’ he said. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN | 

Stern coe to the clash of a heavy key in a lock and a 
cheerful voice telling him to move his body. He didn’ t open 
uis eyes. If he kept them closed, all this would go away; 

soon he would awake fresh and clean in his own bed and . 
ur himself an orange juice and prepare himself a cooked _ 

~ ‘Come on sunshine. You got some etn to do. 
_ Stern grunted as the constable shook his shoulder. So it 

yas real. Of course it was real. He got up, crouching, eyes 
till closed, his head buzzing and aching, the unfamiliar — 

horror of a hangover in a police cell booming in his brain. 
The inside of his skull felt bleach-dried ; his mouth, eyeballs, _ 
nostrils seemed as if they had been sandpapered during the 
night. When he tried to ask for tea, he merely ince ess a, 
meaningless little croak. . 

‘Same to you squire,’ said the policeman. 
_ Slowly he stood up, leant against the wall and nodded 
when he was told to wash in the lavatory and then report 

_ to the duty sergeant. He slowly felt his way out of the cell _ 
_ and walked carefully down the corridor, trying to move his 
¢ - tongue around the cavern of his mouth, squinting in the 

pone of the early morning neon. 
As he splashed the cold water onto his face and gargled 

" ie around his throat he tried to remember, but all that came 
f back was the chase along the motorway, skidding into the 
hard shoulder and the policeman looking in the boot. 
___ His body was aching all over. He groaned as the water 

_ sprayed over his fingers and his knuckles smarted as the 

_ blood began to trickle again and he remembered throwing 

_ the punch ... but he had missed the copper’s chin, hadn’t 
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actually thumped ; a policeusn aus © 
‘The small puncture marks on his vite. were » long 

bleeding. He shook his head and shivered, clutching tt 
dull ache i in his bicep where they had — him the 2 

PSE was ravaged and blbtched he enbed his hair 
well as he could with his fingers and retched into” tl 
basin. 

‘Driving under the joftleade, Disorderly sonaace ‘said thi 
Duty Sergeant as Stern gave his name. Stern shrugged an 
the sergeant grinned at him. ‘How about police assault. a ani 
dog-napping then, just for afters?’ : 

‘Have they found the dog?’ Stern asked, trying not t 
yawn in the man’s face. He shook his head. ‘Could be any- — 
where couldn’t it? It didn’t half give young Brooks a irae 

_ when it jumped out of your boot, so I’m told.’ 
‘It’s got rabies, you ae 
‘Oh yeh.’ | | 

_ “Maybe I'll use that as my defence’ Stern said, paling 
on his jacket. 
‘Not unless a re pleading insanity, my son. Neve dis 

appear will you.’ 

Stern nodded and followed the constable out of the 
building to the van that was waiting to take him across th 
road to the courthouse. ; 

The dog had spent the night in the fields. For a rocks of 
hours it had sniffed around the verges of the motorwa 
until the irritation in its brain began to take effect. It shook 
its head and began to run along the side of the road, back - 
the way it had come, towards the town, occasionally sto 
ping to look up as the headlights from cars and lorri 
dazzled its eyes. It came to a canal and turned away frot 
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together. Once it stopped and gnawed at its tail, biting 
gh the fur to the gristle, spinning in a solo dance until — 

t made itself dizzy and sat down, panting. Again it got to _ 
feet and began to run, faster this time, through the — 

ds, crawling under hedges until finally its lungs braved 
d it collapsed, stretched out and fell asleep. 
t was wakened by the sound of a human voice and the 
ping of a stick. The dog shook its head and looked to- 

ards the sound, its ears pointing forward. Slowly it stood, 
ying a little, and padded the ten yards towards a hedge, 

sniffing, its ears twitching, the small tail held erect. 

A woman was standing by a bus stop holding tightly to 

reins of a big golden labrador. She absent-mindedly 

ped a white stick on the pavement. The big dog sat 

taring ahead, its nose pointing into the wind so that it. 

ther saw nor smelt the dachshund until it felt the claws 

its back and the teeth snapping around its neck. 

The big dog howled and staggered to its feet, shaking its | 

ead to free itself as the woman screamed and pitched for- 

ward, waving her stick in the air. Still snapping and snarl- 

ing, the dachshund slipped to the pavement and stood pant- 

S ing, a ludicrous little figure, its belly almost brushing the 

ground, snarling a fierce challenge at the startled guide dog. 

‘or a moment the big dog was confused, torn between the 

instinct to attack its tormentor and the years of conditioning 

and training to protect the blind woman. Briefly it looked 

ack over its shoulder as the woman whimpered its name 

nd the dachshund leapt for its throat, catching the big dog _ 

t chest level and snapping. Again the labrador howled, 

this time turning to gouge a gash out of the dachshund’s 

shoulder. The woman screamed as her dog leapt forward. 
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time he walked through the doors, the hangover had bee: 
replaced by a faint light-headedness and a euphoria w . 
he knew from experience vee be que e Fran 
looked up as he came in. 

‘Nice drive up?’ he asked. . 
‘Stern pulled a face at him and slumped into a hai 

_ Franklin reached into a filing cabinet and held up a brane 
bottle, Stern took a sip and lay back, ae the bottl ‘ 
his arms, 

‘What was the damage?” Franklin asked. 
‘A hundred quid and a yess on foot.’ 
‘Could have been worse.’ His tone was sympathetic 

Stern knew that he was waiting for some sort of explanatio 
He reached into his pocket and flipped a piece of pa 
across the desk. Franklin swung back in his chair studyir 

it. . 

‘So this is what you’ve been up to? he said quickly. ; 
‘Yes. Remember I asked you if I could use youn 

Brennan to do some digging?? 
Franklin nodded, and Stern continued. ‘Right. My. part 

of it first. Are you ready? Diggery was lying wher he tol 
me that Emma didn’t have a dog. Then there was the pA 
tin. Her mother said she hated pAté, yet the tin was. lyin 
empty in the bin. Next, she called her dog Etienne an 

- Billy discovered that she Lae all her animals after a 
places she found them 

‘So what?’ Franklin dnjernipied, still staring at Stern’ ‘s 
notes. ‘If she had a phantom dog, she’d have given. it a 
phantom name.’ ‘ 
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: the charlady, a Mrs, Phillips, noticed that Emma’s 
oom had been cleaned up the day after they came 
k from France although the rest of the house was dusty.’ 
‘ranklin shook his head..Stern took another swig of 

D andy and continued. ‘Then there was Diggery’s odd 
eaction at the gymkhana when he saw me. And again at - 
pital, on the news, remember. He said that Emma could 

not have picked up the disease in this country. And no one 
‘had asked him. He just came out and said it, unsolicited.’ 

Franklin ran his fingers through his hair and flipped the 
ote back towards Stern, ‘It doesn’t exactly pin me to the 

wall,’ he said, a trace of weariness in his voice. 
Stern shrugged. ‘Billy had come up with something else 

too, but the silly little sod had to go'and get himself killed.’ 
Franklin looked up and saw that Stern was biting his 
ingers and shivering. He had never seen him like this be- 

ore. Even in the middle of the most difficult stories, he was 

ways the calm one. 
‘And based on this,’ he said softly, * you went and nicked 

a dog?” 
i ‘Afraid so. I’d heard that a fox had walked into a ne . 

all friendly which is consistent with the disease and, you'll 

dmit, unusual. Fox fights dog and disappears, dog subse- 

quently goes barmy, sHap DENS at the air and drooling and 

the owner chains him up.’ 

You talked to the Sten? 
at thought I might convince him to have the dog tested.’ 

‘But he wouldn’t, so you thieved it’ 
| Stern nodded. Franklin stood up and slowly walked round 

the room until he was behind Stern’s chair. ‘It’s not much, > 
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“You know Li am. ‘Mon hs.’ : 
‘Then I suggest you pensions ie a ae Lie v5 

“they say in the movies, You’ve been working hard and . . 
_ Stern Heep as ‘Name one thing that would convine 

te VOWS? EM 
__ Franklin was silent for a feoment. ‘Someone goes do 

_ with rabies.’ ‘ 
‘Right,’ said Stern rising to his feet and held up his fis 

in a salute so that Franklin could see the bite on his wris' 
For a moment Franklin looked puzzled; then he lean 
heavily against the wall. ‘Jesus,’ he said softly. ‘Holy Jesus 

At the reception desk to Casualty, the nurse was confused. 
‘If you’ve had the tetanus jab, then that’s all you need. 

she said. She was trying to be patient with the man. He 
certainly charming enough, not like some she had, co 
in and demanding all sorts of things, just because they had 
paid their National Insurance stamps. 

‘Just Jet me see a doctor, will you?’ Stern smiled, loge : 
patience himself but knowing, from years of experience, 
that if you kept smiling, kept playing at being pleasant, then 
eventually they would give in. She sighed at him and gestured 
at a young doctor who was passing. He came across and 
frowned at Stern, scarcely raising his eyes from his a 
board and reluctantly allowing himself to be dragged in 

~ corner. ‘ 
The nurse watched as the man argued for fully fix 

minutes before the doctor finally pushed him away and 
watched as he walked slowly out into the car park. a 

_ The doctor stood scowling for a moment before walking 
smartly back to the desk, scolding the nurse for hothenas 
him with such a man, hao 

“What did he want anyway ?’ asked the nurse. ee. 
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last, ee she had apps trembling. Tt didn’ t a 
id it? You said it didn’ t bite you.’, es 

she said. ‘I told you. It just slobbered all over me.” 
‘was a pause. ‘You’re going to come down tonight 

y, aren’t you ?” ie 
try and stop me,’ he said. And in the cab taking ions ny 

of London he was glad that the driver was talking foot- 
1 all ie way; oes to keep his mind off it. , 



The news s that Aadew Stern had iaoyed into town and aC 

hired the services of a mini cab reached Brussels the sai 
_ afternoon. The man who was paid to keep an eye on Ste 

had called his contact number from a coin box and w. 

thanked for his information. When the men in Bruss 

learnt of it, they held a short meeting and a message w 

dispatched back to London. That same afternoon a gre 

ings card was delivered to Lambert Digserys office by — 

marked ‘Private and Confidential’. 

Sally Brownlow, Diggery’s secretary, laid it cipal 

Diggery’s desk, idly wondering what the occasion was. ‘Had 

she looked inside, she would have been mystified. It was 

plain white card with the single word ‘GREETINGS’ or 

one side and a message, stamped by a children’s print s set 

the back : 
‘Pigeon now unsafe so no further contact. 
M. sends her regards but is henceforth ~ 
unavailable.’ : 

When Diggery had read it, he tore the card in 
pieces and threw them in his bin. He sat at his desk tre: 

bling, constantly wetting his lips and stroking his temp 
with his fingertips, the word ‘unsafe’ flashing through his 

mind again and again, until he closed his eyes and screamed 

silently, his head throbbing with pain, and his stomack 

churning in unrelieved tension. 

Before catching the train to town Stern had bought a n 
ber of books in London. He sat in his room, carefully go: 
through them and making notes on a pad. As he wor 
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. but oa only the first parariopk before snapping the — 

k shut. He was not yet ready to know the details. 

hen he had finished he inade a phone call to gles 

ihe took SSorathry' out to the cinema. But he cater t. 

sntrate on the film and later that night he woke up 

ing in the middle of a terrible dream and she had to 

1e him and clasp her arms round him as if he were a . 

before he could get back to sleep. 

e was half an hour early at the laboratory and there 

re no magazines to read. He walked round the reception 

smiled at the woman behind the glass, whistled a tune- 

e noise and glanced at a poster taped to the wall: 

_ SMUGGLING . 

PETS COULD 
_ BRING 
RABIES 
INTO 
BRITAIN 

ae the words were superimposed over a ee 

And another, on the adjoining wall : 

RABIES 
IS A KILLER 

red and green, like an advertisement aes a nore film., 

rm picked up an information booklet and began to read : 

_ A horrifying feature of rabies in humans is the un- 

_ certainty of the incubation period which can vary from 

_ a few days to many months. A person exposed to rabies 

_ ‘Imay be given a course of preventive injections but these 

can be extremely unpleasant and not always successful. 

Stern whistled through his teeth, dropped the pamphlet. 
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followed him into a small er more of a cbs 
barely space enough for a workbench, a desk and chair ; 
a bookcase. The room was painted a dull shade of ¢ green : : 
there was no concession to any form of decoration. 

‘Come here, come here.’ Sax waved Stern over to : 

bench and stood — allowing him to peer into a mi 
scope. 

So that’s it, said Stern, quiedys ‘The little sod.’ 
‘Shaped like a bullet, as you can see.’ ; : 
‘But deadlier,’ Stern stared fascinated at the virus. — 
‘Mmmm,’ said Sax behind him. ‘It’sa bugger? 

_ Stern stood back from the microscope blinking. ‘ 
_ where do you do the tests?’ he asked. 

Sax waved a hand in the air. ‘Round the corner,’ he’ sai 
‘The cuore anti-body tests. ous know what I mear 

4 

condenser and an site viglet light source.’ a 
‘And accuracy?” ‘ 
‘One hundred percent if positive: For the first time 

man’s co-operation. He had prepared a little speech. ; 
‘If I may put this hypothetically...’ 
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es had been Berpiieed into this country but isso 

undetected. Perhaps a few foxes have contracted it, — 
ing the principal vectors.’ Stern paused to see if Sax ; 

ed impressed but he didn’t react. ‘Let us suppose it 

; been in the country for Saree three months ; you're — 

h me so far?” | 

‘Of course,’ said Sax en | 

‘Right. Let us suppose, given this: ater that someone 

to come to you with a bagful of beasts for the purposes — 

of of testing.’ Again Stern paused. ‘Then what?’ 
Re ‘I'd open the bag to see what sort of beasts were in there.’ 

| ‘And what sort of beast would you like to see?” 

‘oxes of course,’ answered Sax quickly. ‘Dogs and cats.’ 

ain he ape hard at Stern. ‘But I assume our hypo- 

Stern sited. “1 dhopldi'e think so for a moment, But 
what about rats?” : 

- Sax shrugged. ‘Any ee mammal can get it of 

house tebe! you'd know that. ‘But I’d hate to think of 

er rats catching it. A horrifying thought, don’t you 

?? Sax turned back to his workbench, muttering gently 

Eoitetcally turn up with such a bag, how much would 

_ he be charged, do you think?” 
_ Sax didn’t move. ‘Hypothetically, nothing, he said star- — 

¢ into his microscope. ‘In reality, who knows?” 

Stern smiled and said he’d see himself out. He was shout 

ten feet up the corridor when he heard Sax call his name. 

Je turned to see the little man peering at him from his 
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But Sax simply shook his ead and di 
his cubby hole. 

Diggery’s gece had suggested after the fonerits that 

_take a holiday, give Joan: a few days away from it all. 
had said it automatically, the standard words of advice 
the bereaved, and he had been shocked when Digg 
called him a fool, reminding him that Joan was force 

stay in town to receive the injections. The old GP hz 
realised at once that he had overlooked the matter bu 

was startled nonetheless by the violence of Diggery’s reac- 
tion, a man normally so urbane and controlled. eo 
‘For his part Diggery had decided that the only thin 

do was to use his work as therapy and his office as a cli 
that was the way to do things. In the days immediate 
following the funeral he put in ten hours at his desk a1 
he worked on the train, both ways. In the evenings he 
a late supper with Joan and when the meal was over s) 
came to him and lay on the sofa, her head nestling in 
arms. She would weep quietly and go to bed before mi 
night. There were no traumas, no sudden outbursts” 
emotion, just the incessant drizzle of grief. Occasional 
Diggery wondered if their daughter's death would brin: i 
them closer together or if the silences were driving the 

apart. He didn’t know but for the moment he was gl 
that things were quiet. | 
On the evening after the funeral jo took him by 

hand and led him to Emma’s room. She opened the d 
and guided him inside. The bed was still unmade, the pic 

_ of tissue and the brush and comb were lying on the floo 
The cupboard was open and Emma’s dresses arranged ju 
as they had been, with a raincoat over a hanger, its be 
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like this; tek said slemaly. 

aes: took her fends and kissed them. He had half f ; 
xpected something like this, He ’d read about such things, — 

maybe he'd seen a documentary on television; whatever 

t was, he could understand. It was the desire for a shrine, 

thing tangible to use as a guide to memory; something 
ike that. And the doctor had warned that she might act 

od dly for a while until the initial shock had been absorbed. 

Diggery knew that there was medical disagreement on 

20w to handle such things. There was the sharp aggressive 

tment, slapping faces and telling them to get over it. 

And there was the passive reaction, leaving the patient to 
yt out the problem in his or her own way, neither pam- 
red nor cossetted but merely given the chance to work 

out the problem without interference. Diggery chose the 

second method. Maybe it would have been better to slap 

r face, but he doubted it. The second way was preferable, 

at least for now. And besides, he was exhausted. Too ex- 

hausted to do anything but patronise her. eo 
_ They had developed a routine and it surprised Diggery _ 

when after supper, a week after the funeral, she didn’t 

come over to him and put her arms round him. Instead, 

_ she sat by the bureau staring at a book. Diggery shrugged 

_and stretched himself out in the armchair by the fire, his 
‘newspaper on his lap, half asleep. es 

oo ‘Lambert,’ her voice was clear, almost a shout. ‘It my, 

here that one can get it directly from the saliva.’ 

-Diggery. sat up. ‘What?’ He shook his head to clear the 

drowsiness. ‘What are you reading?” 

~ ‘It says here that Jeg don’t actually have to be bitten by 
a eae animal,’ 
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‘Diggery was on 1 feet and, ina few strides, crossed 

room to his.wife’s side. ‘Joan, why are you reading . . 

‘It says here . . .’ she interrupted, speaking in a de 

monotone, clutching the book in front of her, gripping th 

_ pages. Diggery reached out a hand towards her but s 
pulled the book away. ‘It says here that the saliva fr m. 
rabid animal can enter the Popdiaeats through a cut, 

old cut that is, and travel towards... : 
‘JOAN I? Lambert shouted, surprising himself. He x ne 

she continued to read silently, twisting away from him, 
holding the book high in front of her. Finally, as he lunge 

_at her, she spun off the stool and stood facing him, the book 
behind her back. ‘You know what this means Lambert 
she said in a soft voice. ‘It means that the dog could ha 

done it. The dog could have done it without even bi 
her !” a 

She drew her arm a Beek flung the beck .ACTOSS the room 
and ran from him, stumbling up the stairs and sobbing. — 

It was early afternoon when Stern ae back in to 
after the meeting with Sax. He whistled as he walked frot 
the station, feeling light-headed and energetic, eager to pt 
his plan into operation. He remembered enough from an 
interview he had once done with a doctor to know that this 
elation would be short-lived. It was the adrenalin speeding : 
through his system, fighting the fear that he couldn’t suj 
press, the terror that maybe, inside him, the bullet-shaped 
virus was lying asleep, biding its time before it drove him 
mad. But meanwhile he planned to make use of the adrena- 
lin, make the most of it while he had it. 
He boosted himself further with a large whisky at 
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he | eto to take the money and the note he had scribbled s 
for her husband. She watched as the cab drove away, wish- 

s she had had the nerve to ask him what in God's name — 

he wanted dead foxes for. 
_ By the time he got back to town the County Buildings 
were closed. He took the cab to the library but it was the 

f-day. He cursed long and loud. The adrenalin had 
dried up in him and his head ached. He decided that the 

_ next part of the operation would have to wait until the — 

_ following day. : 

t night, two miles away in a patch of rough ground by 

e railway line, Cocky the dachshund staggered to a halt. 

Its legs would no longer carry it. For a mile it had stumbled, 

front legs useless, trying to drag its body forward, turning 

occasionally to bite at the gash on its shoulder where the 

abrador’s teeth had struck home. Finally the dog came toa 

tch that had been dug some months before and had been - 

ft open. It vomited into the earth and crawled on its 

lly until it found a piece of piping wide enough to enter. 

owly the little dog crept inside, away from the noise and 

he dim light from the stars, creeping forward towards © 

nce and blackness until it could go no further. Cocky 

sighed, laid its head on its paws and died. 

n Brussels Lambert Diggery excused himself early from 

_ dinner and his colleagues rose from the table to watch him 

leave. They could understand that he wanted an early 
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“were no decisions ts be ee merely a backgrounder, 
briefing. But he’d insisted on coming, arriving off th 
day flight and sitting in silence through the meeting. Th 
knew at the Department that Sally had booked him 
on the evening flight and they were astounded when he 
announced that he was going to stay overnight. Shoul 

’ ‘he be home with his wife at a time like this? One of 
younger men suggested that perhaps he had a woman 
town but he was told to mind his tongue. 
-Diggery had taken the cab to his hotel, then walk 

quielly away towards the apartment block where Moniq 
lived. It was early, only ten-thirty, but she had not answer 
his call and he needed to find out what was going on. 

The doorman was a stranger. The old man had been 
placed and this was a younger man. Diggery was walkin: 
past the desk when the man held up his hand and ask 
who he wanted to see. Diggery looked down at him, sniffed 
contemptuously and said: ‘I beg your pardon?’ He spoke 

‘in English and the young man smiled at him, replying in- 
English. ‘I said, sir. Who did you want to see?” | 

Diggery thought for a moment, then gave Moniqu 
number, 

_ ‘And your name sir?” : 

Again Diggery paused. He had always been anonymo 
in this building. There had never been any need to identif 
himself. 

‘Just say Lambie. Mr. Lambie.’ 
The young man’s smile widened and he eed towa 

the wall, pressed a button, waited and spoke into a ¢: 
keeping his eyes fixed on him. He spoke quickly, said ‘oka’ 4 
smiled and leant towards Diggery. 

‘She is unavailable, I’m afraid.’ 
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a stead sais inid ¢ on his arm. Diggery Shea eae 

on the shoulder but the younger man was ready for 

‘im and the punch to the kidneys was a brutal one, with 

e knuckle of the middle finger protruding and twisting as 

hi the flesh. Diggery gasped and slumped forward and. 

tl e doorman caught him under the shoulders and dragged — 

im back through the hall. As they passed a middle-aged 

uple, he could hear the man explain that he was sick and 
d to be rushed to hospital. : 

: Diggery was still in agony as the taxi driver helped to lay 

him in the back seat and he realised that he would never _ 

fe Moniane again when the doorman gave the driver the G 

Seas eek «at te ora number! 
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(CHAPTER FIFTEEN | 

Stern was glad to be awake and see the morning sunl 
_ struggle through the grime on his window. He had sle 
badly again, assaulted by nightmare in which he was 
little African boy in the television documentary, reachin; 
out for a pint of beer in the pub and staggering backwards, ~ 
recoiling from the glass and the barman making silly jok 

Twice he had wakened in a sweat. He hoped the dream: 
would fade his mind. He could just about control the f 
during the day, consciously banishing it, concentrating 01 

the job he had to do. But at night there was no defence. 
__ It was a fine morning and he would have liked to walk 
the Town Hall but there was no time for such luxuries. The — 
cab came on time and waited for him as he checked ths 
‘maps in the council library. He made a note of the positio: 
he wanted and gave the driver the address of the Chin 
restaurant. On the way he asked himself if there wasn’ 

_ simpler way; but if there was, he couldn’t think of it. Wh 
he had collected all he needed he asked the driver to 
him home. The route took him past The Gables and the c 
stopped, Stern got out and looked up the drive, starin 
at the house for a moment before ducking back inside, 
Joan Diggery was talking to her neighbour Mrs. Wilson, 

in the gateway of the Wilsons’ drive and when she s 
Stern she frowned and put her hand to her mouth, che 
ing her thumbnail and ignoring her neighbour’s questio 
As she began to run towards the car, Stern shut the d 
and was driven away, unaware that he had been seen. _ 

At first Dorothy had tried to refuse but Stern persua 
her, Pleading with her that he needed her help, that sh 
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What did you say?” ee 

Catcher or beater?’ he said, hissing through her fingers. 
‘Since you're not just anyone, someone special, as it were, _ 

u get the choice. The advantage of being beater is that 

ou’ re not in at the death. But it means you have to go 

down the pipe.’ 
- Dorothy thought for a moment. ‘Catcher,’ she said. 

‘Okay, catcher, let’s go.’ 
_ Stern walked across to the cupboard, reached oe 

and pulled out a sack. He winked at Dorothy, heaved it 
ver his shoulder and led her downstairs. It took her ten 

minutes to drive to the canal and another five minutes to © 

find the manhole cover. Stern checked with his notes, 

walked back the hundred yards to the canal and scrambled 

down the bank to the water’s edge. A sewer pipe projected 

uutwards and down three feet from the bank. Stern leant 
against it, testing it for strength. He pushed hard on the 

nd but it didn’t move. Dorothy watched as he collected 

three large stones and pulled a heavy net from his bag. 
‘From the Scouts,’ he said. ‘They use it for catching Girl 

g Guides or something.’ But Dorothy didn’t laugh. 

; He areaded a rope through the net, droped the stones 
inside and began to feed one end of the net over the pipe, 
ulled the rope tight. The net lay limply against the bank, 
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9 you ve Sati two or ue just Wee it off, ee ie rope 
so that the net closes and bung the whole lot into the cz 
The stones will sink it. But don’t forget to hold on to 
rope. And for Christ’s sake don’ t get ey 

‘Roger,’ said Dorothy. 
‘Right, I’m off. You'll be neue from 1 me. 
Stern picked up the bag, climbed up the slope a 

stumbled across the field to the manhole cover. He pull 
it open, fished out a torch and the packet of fireworks from 

the Chinese restaurant, counted to ten and began to. climb 
down the ladder into the tunnel. At first he could see not 
ing but slowly he began to make out the contours of t 
pipe and he was grateful that he could stand almost to | 
full height. He hadn’t been too keen on the po 
crawling after the rats on his hands and knees. 

Slowly he moved forward, flashing his torch. He thoug 
he heard scrabbling noises and stopped, swallowing n 
vously, A tin can rolled )towards him and he sprang bac 
wards feeling the damp of the wall against his back. 
cursed aloud and the sound of his voice frightened him. 

He kept his torch pointed to the floor of the tunnel, play- 
ing the beam into the water. Nothing came past him. If 
there were any rats in that part of the tunnel they ‘were 
ahead of him. Stern began to move faster, becoming more 
confident, wiggling his toes in his boots, whispering ‘mu: 
mush’, as, he moved towards the dim light where eer 
was waiting with the net. 

He stopped at a point he thought must be about wens 
yards from the canal and selected a firework from the 

_ packet. Quickly he snapped on his lighter, lit the fuse a 
tossed it ahead of him. The explosion astounded him, cay 
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oe torch, and catching sight of a tail ¢ as the animal iS 
up the tunnel. aan 

“Wrong way, you bastard, he shrieked. ‘Come back you 
tle sod.” : 

He turned and threw another bane then another He 

s a little crazy now, running behind the explosions, 

rowing fireworks as if they were grenades, feeling like 
adie Murphy slaughtering the Japs, until at the end of | 

‘the tunnel he ran slap into a bricked-up wall. He blinked _ 
d looked down. The pipe was sloping down towards the - 

canal. He didn’t know how far away he was as he stood 

e and thought he could hear a squeal. He shouted for — 
orothy; a long hull-oooo. He listened. Faintly he could — 

] hear a voice. : 
Bars "They es ’t come out. They're hanging about at the end _ 

the pipe.’ Bi 

Stern cursed and See inside the packet. ‘This’ n fix — 
m,’ he said lighting a giant crackerjack. He spun it down 

e pipe and heard it explode : crack, crack and again. He 
ould see the spark as the cracker leapt around the pipe. 

lit: another and threw it down. And another and nea 

e last of the collection. a 
Finally there was silence. He shouted but he could hee 

nothing. His ears had gone dull with the noise. There was _ 

nothing left for him to do and so he ran back along the © 

innel, stumbling and slipping until he reached the ladder. 

Dorothy was sitting by the canal holding onto the fone 

which led into the water and disappeared. ee 

-‘There’s no need to yell,’ she said as Stern mie ae die 

had got. — 
_ ‘What?’ shouted Stern. 

lil 

ting, breathless. He lobbed another banger down the _ 



: them, out, *he said. 

raised it above his head, shut his eyes and Buriee it into 

uttered the phrase. 

She pulled on the rope a the ne P eammped from 1 
canal. She dragged it to the bank and stared at it. ‘Ol 
the love of God,’ she said, shuddering. ‘They're still 
ing.’ Stern looked around him, pulled a rock from the bas 

mass of twitching fur. ‘ 
‘Oh Jesus.’ Dorothy groaned turning her Hea away. 

_ Stern slumped to the ground, reached into the bag an d 
pulled out a brandy bottle, one third full. | 

Dorothy grabbed for it, drank deeply and coughed, 
think we should go now,’ she said quietly. ae 

Stern spread the garbage bag on the ground, held 
open and gestured to her to tip the rats inside. She shut 
eyes, picked up the net and threw it in; rats, net, stones z 
weed from the canal. 

They drove in silence towards the farm, Stern 
round her shoulders, caressing the nape of her neck. Wh i 
they were forced to stop at a junction, she leant across and 
kissed him gently on the lips. 

‘I love you,’ he said. It was the first time he had ¢ 

‘The farmer shook his hand solemnly and Jed him to: 
barn nearest the house. Behind the door, hung two fox 
shot neatly through the head. Stern thanked him, dropy 
them into the boot beside the garbage bag and, as Doro 
revved the engine, he realised that there was nowhere he 
could leave the animals and that he was going to have t 
sleep with them in the same room. 

) 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN ee 

eis secretary had c come to the conclusion over. ithe ‘ 

st couple of days that sympathy was a finite virtue. Those 

e now beginning to fray at the edges. At first, when he 

all agreed that he was fighting his grief with the most 
ywerful ‘weapon in his armoury; his dedication to. his 
reer would see him over the worst times. 
But recently there had been mistakes and Sally was get- 

ing worried. He had missed three meetings and the apolo-. 
ies were quite obviously fabricated, It was so unlike him. 
tad an outsider asked Sally to prove that there was some- 

ing wrong, she would have found it difficult. What, after 
do a few unattended meetings, the odd mistake, the 

lost his daughter in the most appalling cincumstances? 

N Nothing, nothing at all. . 
But Sally knew Lambert Diggery as a man ao never 

e mistakes. He had never missed a meeting and had 

ver shown signs of temper. If she had been asked to. 

ess how he would react in times of stress, she would have 

ected him to become even more compassionate and, if it 

we > possible, even more meticulous. __ 
And such was his position in the Denartucut 4 that no- 

ne could or would do anything. His friends weren’t sure 

1OW to broach the subject to him. One colleague had asked 

n frustration how on earth did one discuss frailty with a 

gon of all the virtues? There was standard procedure 

h could be brought into effect when someone went off - 
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ences and who had said they would do anything for him 

d put in the long hours and had begun to catch up, they Bee 

casional flash of temper amount to when a man has just 



__ off the rule book i in 1 order to find out what to do. te 
And so they all hoped that this would be a tem 

‘aberration which in a few weeks would either be fo 
or, at worst, treated as an understandable and d forge 
lapse. 

Your wife,’ said Sally, holding. tie receiver in her ha 
_ and looking questioningly at Diggery. As often as n 
the past he would be out to his wife. It wasn’t that h 
didn’t care for her a great deal. Sally knew that they I 
good marriage. It was just that sometimes she would 
about trivialities and disturb his train of thought. 
He said nothing this time but Sally could see the irri 

in his eyes as he picked up his extension. He listened wi 
out saying a word, grunted that he’d be right there, dro 
the receiver on the hook, stood up, walked to the clo: 
took out his coat and left the room. Sally jumped to 
feet and ran after him. He was half way down the corri 
when she called his name. The meeting? She was pleadi 
what about the meeting with the Foreign Sec’s PPS? B 
he had gone. She ran after him but already he was in the 

_ lift and the doors were closing. Sally shook her head ; 
_ bewilderment. This, She thought to herself, just coul 
continue. 

Joan was in tears when he got home. It was that man > 
again, she said through her sobs, that Stern or whate 
his name is, standing there and staring up the drive. . 
then, she said, she was talking to the butcher who told 
that the farmer’s wife had been in and was saying 

_ Stern had been asking her husband to shoot foxes. 
‘Lambert, you must go to the police.” She was staring 

him, pleading, and again he tried to calm her. Gently 
soothed her, stroked her hair and said as “ie aia 
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; aint, co head whipping from side to side, rhe. = 

For a moment c they ond gaping at each other, stunned | 
the sudden violence. Joan tenderly touched her cheek 

ducked away from her husband and ran upstairs. — 
ggery followed :her into the hallway, stepped onto the 
case, then changed his mind and left the house by the | 

back door, slamming it shut and half-running up the garden 
th and over the stile into the wood. 
He walked until his legs began to ache, moving cguickly 
ugh the trees, taking deep breaths and trying to clear 
confusion from his brain. One thing was certain. Joan 

dn’t go on like this. If she didn’t show some sign of im- _ 
ovement soon he would have to call in the doctor. She 

uld take no more sedation, he was sure of that. He would — 

It the doctor tomorrow, first thing. That decided, he felt 
tter and turned towards home. He had walked almost to’ 

e meadow and on the way back fe decided to cut through 

ne access lane. 
e wind had come up and he shivered, siete into the — 

loom and wishing for summer and the long bright evenings. 
He was ‘walking quickly, whistling a nondescript little — 

une when he saw the Alsatian blocking his path and he 
a He looked behind him and turned back to stare at 

e dog. It had caught sight of him and was walking slowly 
wards him. If he turned: and ran he would get no more 

La few os He would have to walk pt it. The dog 
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had read. Did ay been. angry if you star 
face or what? Could he sidle past it, pretending to. igno 
the beast? Wasn’t there something about them being ‘ab! 

- to detect fear? It was the smell, wasn’t it? When peo 
were frightened they exuded an odour, didn’t they? Diggery 
wondered if he was exuding an odour. ... He stepped fo 
ward shakily, feeling the perspiration foniag on his up p 
lip. The dog stood up again as he came near, staring ‘ 
him, its tail held low, mouth open, its head oe aig 

as it sniffed the air. 
As Diggery drew level, the dog rbtibed into a crot 

its forelegs splayed on the ground, head down, staring u 
him and panting. Diggery backed into the hedge. He t 
to say something: down boy, something like that, but tk 
words wouldn’t come. He crab-walked sideways along the — 
hedge, feeling the twigs spiking into his neck and the dog 
turned to watch him. He walked backwards all the way 
the lane and as he reached the road, the dog sat do 
Diggery turned and sprinted, not stopping until he ha 
reached his front door. As he fumbled with the key h 
turned and glanced over his shoulder, half expecting the — 
beast to be upon him springing for his throat. But there w 
nothing. 

Stern caught the early train to Weybridge. He had phon 
to check if Sax was to be at work that day but he didn 
attempt to speak to him, He didn’t want to give him thi 
opportunity of turning him down; it was easier to ref 
someone on the ae than on a doorstep. And sO. oe 
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er 4 the Sad on ee wrist with a piece of qe 
aster but the et of it only served to remind him of the 

es all of the floor ee ‘You nae and hypotheti- ; 

lly did it, I see.’ 

ern nodded looking at Sax as he leant against his 

kbench, arms folded, blinking down at the corpses. Stern 

unsure of the best way to appre him. He decided to 

be humble. 
ihe es very grateful. I don’t need to say how iene 

‘Go away Mr. Stern,’ said Sax abruptly. ‘I don’t want to 

ow where you got these things. And I don’t want to know PA, 

See stared at him dumbly. ; 

‘But leave the booty behind. And give me a number where 

can reach you tomorrow.’ 

Diggery + was an n hour late at the office and Sally was forced 

cover for him. He lied to the Foreign Office about missing | 

appointment the day before and Sally noticed that the 
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_ but business-like level and now that she wanted to hel 

~ took the call from Joan. When she had dhanierines . 

- in the Strand and said he would be there. Seven o'cl 

There had bee ae need for emotion 

routine; the job had always been conducted on a 

couldn’t break the habit 

shorthand she left a note for Diggery; perhaps he 
make some sense of it and, besides, it was none o 
business, 

Diggery arrived back at three-thirty and paneel throu 
the messages on his desk. He frowned. 

‘Samples,’ he said. ‘What kind of samples?” 
‘I believe she said rats,’ said Sally. 
‘And who told her about these rats?” 

_ Sally glanced at her pad. ‘A Mrs. Wilson, I ‘undecstaadd 

Diggery grunted an obscenity under his breath and S. 
blushed. He asked her to get him a phone number, chan 
his mind and dialled it himself. By the time he got throu 
he had apparently rid himself of his temper and was = 
as he spoke to the switchboard. 
Ron Franklin’s secretary shouted across to fhe bas tha 

someone called Diggery was on the line. Franklin frowned 
shook his head and said he would take the call. This, 
thought, should be interesting. 
He listened for a moment, grunted and said he would 

delighted to have a drink. He scribbled the name of a p 

would be fine. 
He was ten minutes late and. the been sobtieade ( 

Diggery sitting in a booth half way up the bar. Digw 
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all, intrigu | % aa Facdin, — him 
‘But ae maya why eee 

id, Va sates not go to the club. Here no one end 

e us together. Neither my colleagues nor yours.’ 
m further ‘intrigued, said Franklin. | 
a few minutes they indulged in small talk. Diggery 
about the latest political story and Franklin told him. 
gossip. And it was Franklin who decided to make the 
move. ; é 

‘I was roy sorry to hee about your bereavement, he 

Deen looked up from his glass, ‘Were you?” he said. 
There was a pause before. Diggery continued. ‘I understand 
uu are Andrew Stern’s immediate boss?’ . , 
Yes. Our switchboard would have told you that? 

eophobia is?” He looked up quickly catching ‘the ex- 
ession on the other man’s face. Franklin shrugged. — 

‘Tt i is the fear of rabies,’ he continued, a small smile on 
; face. ‘And in some quarters it is thought of as peng as 

langerous as the disease itself.’ it 
Like crying wolf, you mean,’ said psoklin? 
‘Something like that. Diggery ignored Franklin’s modest 
ttempt at humour. ‘People spend their lives looking for 

3 ptoms in their dogs and cats. They throw their pets out 
to the streets, and if governments catch the disease, they 
nc to over-react, ee and poisoning thousands of | 

F anklin was ae 

id you. know, Mr. Franklin, that there has been 2 only 
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“pa you ee = 
literally thousands of dogs tives in yapartaleak ) 
hasn’t been a case in over twenty years? Hmm?” | 
voice had risen to a shrill monotone. He was staring | 
Franklin, talking fast. “Did you also realise that for 
fifty percent of those bitten by a rabid tstal fail t 
tract the disease?’ 
~ T didn’t know that,’ said Franklin ee x 

Diggery pointed a finger at him. ‘You said a momen 
that you felt sorry about my daughter's death.’ Fr 
opened his mouth to speak but Diggery shouted at 
don’t believe you. If you were really sorryyou would I 
us alone. You wouldn’t send Hae fool to pester us.’ 

‘If you mean Andrew Stern . / wo 
‘Of course I mean Stern. Aadiey bloody Siem, Me 

round scaring the wits out of my wife... 
‘Look, ok. Diggery, I don’t know where. you ne the I 

pression ... Franklin was shouting now, trying to get 
word in. 

‘I just want it stopped. Is that cleas? I waited a lo. 
time on the assumption that you would call him off but t 
whole thing is beginning to affect the health of myself and 
my wife. Let me repeat myself. There is no rabies in t 
country. There never was any damned terrier and I’m as. 
ing you as politely as I am able, to leave us alone” a 
__ Abruptly Diggery stood, turned and strode out of the bar. 
Franklin watched him go and finished his drink. He can 
a cab back to the office and called Stern’s hotel but, the 
was no reply from his room. 

He tried the number at hourly intervals all evening an 
well into the night but he couldn’t make contact. Stern hac 

BISienre he was ante to relax, thinking of the little mi 

120 teh 



ng armer, one a Booked and fifty miles to the one , 

it. Perhaps, if he had not been riding bareback, he 
dn’t have fallen nee the horse reared; but it was so 

Ww bald have bet against its blicking an eye ifa bonib had 
me off underneath it. But that night something frightened 
The horse rose high, thrashing its front legs and twisting 
head, throwing the farmer poy so that he ay on his 
ck, twitching. 
When he was found the next morning, de doctors at the 
spital put his ravings down to exposure and concussion 
d they treated the cuts on his face as the normal abrasions 
ered in a bad fall. They convinced his wife that all his 
mblings about mad dogs were a result of concussion and 
ey explained, in layman’s terms, the nature of halluci- 
on. ji 

They were so persuasive, that when he was finally dis- 
rged, the farmer himself had come to believe that he 

: d imagined the whole thing. | 

next morning, a Saturday, the town was busy with — 
veekend shoppers. Stern and Dorothy walked hand in hand 
ough the meadow, saying little. He felt drained from 

ther night of broken dreams. Twice he had sat up in 
shouting out a warning to someone or something, but 
Ou Ida’ t Temerabet what it had been. And each time she 
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virus and the animals that carried it. 

to gain oF aaa with him; no gammon steaks 
uninhibited sex. In her position he would have 

families. Boys were playing football and young parents ' 
_ teaching their children to walk. And everywhere there’ 
dogs of all shapes and sizes, sniffing and leaping, scur: 
and snapping, chasing after sticks and rubber balls. 
was reminded of a job he had done.on the west oe 
Africa where he had seen dogs shot on the beach 
morning; and in Spain, two years ago on holiday, wa 
children throw rocks at puppies and cats, encourag 
their parents. And he wondered what it would be like 
this meadow next year when the country was in fear of t 

At midday they walked back to Dorothy’s car and 
to the hotel. Stern was dry-mouthed with anticipation. 
he had to clear his throat before asking at the a if the 
were any messages. 

‘A Mr. Franklin was trying to reich you last night, si 
said the receptionist. ‘He asked you to call him at hor 
this morning.’ 4 

‘And that’s all?” 
“Yes sir. sees ‘ 
Stern left Dorothy in the bar and phoned Franklin fro 

the lobby. There was no reply. He rejoined her and hoist 
himself onto a stool. 

"Do you want some lunch?’ he asked. Dorothy shook h 
head. They sat sipping scotch for half an hour waiting fo 
the news before Stern led her by the hand to his room. 
They were lying on the top of the bed dozing when 
phone rang. Stern snatched at it and grunted into 
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: at first whether he was laughing or crying. She touched oe 
. on the shoulder. ‘So it’s all right then?” 

shing. ‘Sure it’s all pene fe fine. So long as 

‘Have you gone native or something ?” 

‘Oh Christ. Sony Ron. I was out. I Dae you bank 
1 

‘Bully for you,’ said Stern. 
‘Listen. Did Emma mention the breed of dog? The one 

went missing ?” 

st night Diggery es us off the story and he lek ce 
at the dog was a terrier.’ ; 
Briefly Stern was silent, frowning into the receiver; ; and 

he smiled. ‘So what, Sherlock, he said. ‘A phantom 
er with a phantom name. Etienne the ae dog, re- 

Perhaps But I am beginning to wonder about this one. 
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to hee in gree asa sobs and ee weno a : 

spun round to face her, and she saw that he had been _ 



last night on the Continent: But there was no ie 
They were simply travelling as the mood took them 

sure that his secretary knows where they ae becat 

__he was recalled.’ Ace fe 
And you tried her? a he 
‘Sure. But she’s as Hes as a cocker a sec ay Showe 

the door.’ 
eK pity,’ said Franklin, ‘A gteat pity... 

Stern interrupted. ‘What do you want Ron? I’ve just ha 1 
a whole bunch of animals tested for rabies down here and 
they’re all clean. And there’ 8 not enough to confr 
Diggery.’ 

‘I agree. So you should go for the es a touch of th 
nasty old-fashioned stuff. Doorstep her, keep the press 
on. I believe the emotive word for it is hounding.’ 

‘He'll put the law on me.’ 
_ ‘I don’t think so,’ said Franklin. ‘He would have don 
that already if he had wanted to. My guess, for what 
worth, is that he’s worried about our original story, 
whore, remember, and whatever dirty business she lanc 
him in; and he’s 8 using rabies as an excuse to get me to « 
you in,’ 

Stern shook his head, ‘TI dow t see it? | 
“You don’t have to. If it makes it any easier, I’m tellin: 

you to get on with it - my way.’ There was a pause ani 
Stern could hear him chuckle. ‘We’ve got to do one 
anyway to justify your fucking hotel bill.’ 

Stern agreed, said goodbye and hung up. : 
‘Would you believe it?’ he said, staring at the ceiling. ‘ 

just about convinced myself that maybe I could be wrong 
and ae this bloody bite was no more than it looks, ae 
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- Stern thiol he was big the battle against the | p 
‘that always threatened to take him over. During 

_ he remained in control of himself most of the time. 
his work to do and a routine that never altered. 5 
had his books : science fiction, detective stories, thrille 
kept them in a satchel and read them as he waited out 
“The Gables’. But he couldn’t get through the nights 
mild sedatives from the chemist allowed him some 
half-sleep until around four o’clock when he awoke in 

_ sweat, his eyes bulging, fighting away the recurring ni; 
mare of a bullet-shaped coffin. Towards the end of the 
week he awoke with a dry throat, unable to swallo' 
eyes watering, and in a panic he rushed to the docto 
surgery, waiting in the rain for it to open, clenching | 

unclenching his fists, oblivious to the stares of the peop 
‘going to work, as he shivered in the doorway, talkin; 
himself, pleading aloud that he would be alright. 5 

The doctor told him that it was only a head cold : 
became irritated when Stern pressed him, Of course he 
certain it was a cold, the doctor said angrily, and if ever 
one came running to him ce a Fun nose he would nev: 

~ get his work done. - 
Stern sat at “The Gables’ that day, sniffing and wavin 

tissue at the window of the house whenever he thought he 
caught a glimpse of Joan. 

She had learnt not to open the door at nine-fifteen W. 
Stern knocked. At first she had slammed it in his face bu 
now she simply waited for him to go away and resume his 
vigil at the gate, Whenever she looked pacer the windo 
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We off the Bock: he ould’ he down at the en box a 
ling her number and she wasn’t going to give him the 

ae of ss rapa her hang up on him, or let him ae 

ere were times when she ae she had beaten 
n and she could think of something other than the sight 
his sitting by her gate. Occasionally she defeated him by — 

scaping into her books or when there was something 
eresting on the radio. But always he was there. When it 
ed he sat under a golf umbrella and wore an anorak; 

en the sun shone, he stretched out on the soe lying on 
stomach reading. 

When she drove into town she would close her eyes as __ 

passed him, then see him in her driving mirror gesturing 

r his driver. She would lose him of course but as often as 

he would find her again in town and come up to her 
she was leaving the shops and she would have to move 
ay fast as he shouted after her, always the same thing: ‘I 
e to talk to you. It’s important.’ 

Twice in desperation she picked up the phone and dialled 
e police station but each time, as a voice answered, she 

ung up. She knew she wouldn’t have been able to face her 
husband’s derision when he found out. When he came home 

night she didn’t mention Stern to him, There was no 
joint. Stern always left before Diggery came home. Some- 

es she wished that he would stay, so that Lambert could 
ee him, but always, at six o'clock he waved to her and 
immed away from the gate. 
Once she tried to tell him, but he wasn’t listening. They 
carcely communicated these days. He ate in silence and 

e to bed late. On two occasions in the night during the _ 
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the dog to her. 

routine procedure: steak every Friday with a 
saved for the dog as a treat. When she finished iat 

ing chair. She picked up her knitting, stretched toward 
coffee table and switched on her cassette tape recorder. T 
voice from the machine was well-modulated, trained 

RADA; the tape was ‘David Copperfield’. Miss Keightl 
nodded her head in agreement as young David was lectur 
on the ways of the world. She ‘mouthed the words alo 
with the speaker, smiling to herself contentedly. Every fi 
minutes or so she reached across to the table and picked o 
a chocolate from the box her niece had sent her, 
When the dog growled, she frowned and sat up in her — 

seat reaching out towards the sound, making clucking noises 
with her tongue. The growling a deeper and 5 

She was aware of its moving, heaving the great bulk. o! 
its body from the floor and padding towards her. It stop 
at her feet and coughed. The woman stood up, snapped 
the tape recorder and bent towards the dog. It had = 
She turned, listening, 

‘Goldie?’ . 
From the far corner of the room she heard a whining 7 

sound and turned to face it. ‘Come on, come on,’ she 
coaxed. “What’s wrong with you?? Quickly the dog made : 
rush at her, almost knocking her over as its head bumps 
against her hip. She bent down and put her arm round i 
shoulders and stared sightlessly into its eyes, crooning nois 
at it. She felt the dog’s nose and the moisture at its =e 
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ing, ties rose a walked to the kitchen, icked up a 
bottle and moved carefully back through the living 

, Side stepping the dog and out towards the front door. 
hivered as she opened the door and bent to place the 
e in a small plastic holder. She was still bending when 

he dog hit her from behind and, as she tried to turn, it 
ked her to the ground, butting its head against her 
snapping silently at her face. For a moment the dog 
over her body and as she shouted, it ran for the gate. 

e blind woman lay where she was, screaming uncon- 
llably, her hands held trembling to her torn face. 

tern. and Dorothy left the restaurant at eleven and walked — 
wly towards her car. It had been a pleasant meal, 
rothy doing most of the talking, telling him about her 

,, the little pieces of gossip and tittle-tattle which amused 

. Stern had said little and he was beginning to under- 

d the problems of the housewife and the assembly-line 

rker who did the same job day in, day out. As he said to” 

, when you sit all day outside someone’s house, you 

en’t got a vast amount to talk about in the evenings. 
She made no mention of dogs or foxes, even when she 

him rubbing his wrist at the spot where the wound had 

g since vanished. They had made a pact not to talk 

ut it. Stern simply did his nine to.six shift at “The 

: bles’ every day and came home to his girl. 

ey had drunk enough wine for Stern to make the mis- 

e of sliding into the driving seat. Dorothy sat beside him 

g to see how long it would take him to remember. He 

tarted the car and was about to put it in a when he | 
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Sy Wecepied except for the dog. 
‘How peculiar,’ she said again, staring through th the 

screen, 5 
‘What?? Stern yawned. 
‘That dog, across the road, the big labrador. ta seen 

be trying to eat the lamp-post. ms 
Stern sat up and looked out. The dog madd motion , 

now, looking over its shoulder at them as the car slowly — 
cruised towards it. As they watched, it turned back again 
and shook its head, caught in a fit of sneezing. As they drew ew 
level the dog leapt at the lamp-post butting its head i in 
the concrete, leaping backwards and snapping its ‘jay 
Dorothy stopped the car and the dog glanced at the b 
fore sprinting forward up the road, 
‘Follow that dog,’ shouted Stern and ‘Dorothy giggled 
‘Go on for God’s sake.’ And she realised he was seriou: 
~The dog was fifty yards away and had slowed to a tr 
ang ahead at someone who was walking quickly along 

_ the pavement. Stern could see it was a young girl, in h 
_ early teens perhaps, probably on her way home from. the 

pictures, he thought; from the back she looked pre 
swinging her handbag and strolling, head erect, swayin 
slightly at the hips; the sort of girl you’d look twice at. He 
hunched forward in his seat, staring through the wind : 
‘Oh Christ,’ he said quietly, as the dog gained on the gir 4 

~ Quickly Dorothy, i in the name of God.’ But the dog ha 
sprinted again mad as Stern wound down his window t 

130 



ns : ripping of fabric as the dog’s head ose and — 
lan the girl ppraieied ontoherback. Se 

S Dorothy spun the wheel, sending the car dadatag across 
road. The dog leapt backwards, shaking its muzzle and 

mt paws and gnawing at it. The girl lay on her side, her — 
ns wrapped round her head, her legs twitching. 
Stern whispered: ‘Christ, it’s bitten her ear off,’ 

thy braked and the dog looked round and ee 

fast up the middle of the road. 
Get after him, yelled Stern but Dorothy had panne 
m the car and was bending over the girl, turning back 

oO look at Stern, her face twisted in horror. 
Stern vaulted into the driving seat, brutally palmed the 

sar stick into first and dragged at the wheel, peering up 
road in time to see the dog turn a corner, its back legs 
ding on the grass verge. He followed it, crashing through 

gears, spinning the old car into the avenue and stopped. . 

he dog was attacking a pillar box, beating its head against 

and snarling. Stern tightened his grip on the wheel, 

allowed hard and drove at the dog, his body stiff, waiting 

or the impact. He could see the tail of the beast, held high 

ad straight, just below the bonnet and he shut his eyes as 

felt the collision, a hard sharp sound of grinding metal. 
e car stalled. Stern opened his eyes. There was no sound. 

It was strange. He thought he would have felt the shock of 

dog’s body, but nothing. Slowly he opened the driver’s 

r and bent half out, swallowing again as he peered under 

wheels. Nothing. He had missed it. He had missed the © 

og, glanced off the pillar box and stalled. : 

He sat up straight again and turned to look out of the 

k window, his right leg out of the door for balance. But 

thing. There was no sign of the beast anywhere. Puzzled, 
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ped 2 again to the ground, holding something between its - 



‘ough the A, “Yes 

mouth open, streaked with spittle; and 
gone; a leap, so that Stern caught a glimpse of und 
and it was on the roof, its feet slipping and scrapin as 
struggled to get a grip. Stern snatched his leg back into t 

_car leant across the passenger seat and frantically 
up the window. He could hear the growling now, punc 

“ated ‘by strange low-pitched coughing sounds. At first 
car wouldn’t start and he thought he was trapped t 
finally it wheezed into life. He pushed the gear into r 
and let the clutch out fast, the car bucking backwards, 

Above him he heard a scrabble of feet as the dog skidded 

forward. He was looking behind him over his shoulder a 
he didn’t see the dog as it half-fell, half-jumped onto t 
bonnet and fought to keep its balance. When he turned 
glimpsed the jaws again, snapping at him through the glass 
before the dog slithered sideways and fell from sight. Ste 

rammed the car into forward gear and jolted it forwarc 
closing his eyes again, anticipating the nausea as the ty 
would tear the life out of the animal. But again there w 
nothing and when he opened his eyes saw the dog movin 

fast down an alley. 
Stern drove frantically along o1 one avenue, down aaothes 

up a third, silently praying that he hadn’t lost the dog whe 
he saw it streak out from a hedge and dash in front of him. 
When it saw the car it stopped, on the pavement, staring ai 
Stern unblinking before rearing up, spinning on its hind | 
and taking off again, moving fast down the centre of th 
road. Stern whooped and followed it, crossing his fingers ir 
the hope that it would stay in his sight. The avenue w: 
long and straight with a ditch on the left and a scatteri 
of trees boarding a field. If the dog turned that way, I 
would have to follow it on foot. On the right was a row 
semi-detached houses set back behind thirty-foot lawns. _ 
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f 1 there were oe Salle sity a mall kerb running the oe 

si ithe avenue. The car careered across the grass, 

erb and slid ‘sideways, quite ae into a parked car, 

ern’s windscreen shattered and he felt his neck whipping 

ack and then forward. 

searched his face for blood but there was none. He stared, 

puzzled, as the dog leapt onto the bonnet, snarling at him ~ 

ough the broken glass, blood dripping from its muzzle. 

rm gazed stupidly at it for a moment before reaching | 

in for the ignition. The dog’s face was inches from him 

he turned the key. But the engine was dead. Stern could 

the panic building up inside him but he couldn’t move. — 

he dog’s face fascinated him, snarling, its feet scrabbling 

mong the glass on the bonnet, trying to get a hold so that 

could leap. Stern blinked as he heard the sound of running 

‘eet behind him. The dog looked up over. the roof of the 

fr and leapt from the bonnet as someone snatched open 

1 door.. It was a big man, looking in, shouting something. 

lowly Stern swung himself out of the seat and stood on the 

pavement staring up the road. The man had hold of him 

the lapels and Stern tried to push him off, but his grip 

tightened until Stern did something he’d only seen done on 

ion. . He butted the man fall on the nose. 
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He sat motionless, winded, staring ahead. Slowly he i 



was in no condition to keep this up for long. The 
through a garden, over a fence and down into a pa’ 
rough ground. Stern followed, concentrating on the 
not caring if the big man was following him, or if he 
called the police; or if the whole of the county force 
on his tail. , ei oe 

sight of the dog. He stumbled forward, hoping it h 
backtracked on him. But it wouldn’t. It would run on 

- in a straight line. He felt sure of that. Didn’t the boo 
so? In front of him he heard a rumbling sound and a 
He moved faster towards the sound. The dog was whi 
somewhere in front of and beneath him. Cautiously 
moved forward, blinking, wishing the moon was out. 
could hardly see a yard in front of him. Had he been’ 
ning he would have fallen as the dog had. The gro 
sloped steeply away and at the foot, the dog sat, panti 
‘Stern peered over the edge looking at it. The dog sniff 
and looked up. When it saw Stern it opened its mouth a Sy 
if to bark but it could only grunt a strange low pitched — 
cough. To his right Stern saw a large boulder jutting from 
the edge of the slope. Slowly he moved towards it, st 
behind it and kicked at it. At first, the rock didn’t mo 

_ Stern bent and put his shoulder behind it and again alm 
_ falling as the rock began to move. As it pitched downwa 
the dog staggered to its feet, holding one foreleg off 
ground. It dragged itself painfully out of the path of 
tock and began to hobble away. Stern slithered down the 
slope, squealing sharply as his ankle turned. He sat at the 
bottom gasping, took a deep breath and limped after the — 
dog which was moving easier now, trotting three-leg 
through the yard and up onto the bank of the reserve 
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a the last few Sooke and cae dows at ‘the 

f the dog in the water, drifting slowly away from 

He slid the three feet down the slope and paddled 

the reservoir, gasping as the water rose to his thighs, 

the dog by the tail, pulling it back to the bank and 
d it up onto the grass. 

he “was trying to read the deg name embossed on its 
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lonely shift and the Saturday man was glad that day 
Ron Franklin walk in. They were joined by a coupl 
reporters who lived nearby and they sat in a group 

desk waiting for the phone to ring. Franklin had | rol 
in a bottle of whisky and they sipped from plastic cuy 

the tape machine chattered behind them ee the :televis 

showed a Rugby League game. | a 

‘When do we know?” asked one of the a 

‘An hour, maybe two,’ said Franklin. ‘I’ve asked them 
call us here as soon as they find out. We should know ee 
the agencies.’ 

There was a noise on the stairs and the swing « d 
creaked open. Stern ambled in, yorules and Fri 
smiled at him. ; 

. ‘They let you out then?’ 
Stern nodded. -‘Kind of a remand ‘hie Unofficial. 

~ bail or anything. Just till we see how it works out.’ 
looked tired, his face pale, a day’s stubble on his’ chin, 

‘Have they charged you?’ asked Franklin, handing hi h 
cup of whisky. J 

Stern shook his head. ‘Are we Pelt adage cua © 
‘Good question,’ said Franklin. 
One of the reporters brought out a pack of cards 

they played une spouts whenever the Ph 
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were ‘going across to the pub. Franklin and Stern . 

watching a quiz show on television, The whisky 

was finished but neither of them was showing any 

f wear. 
t seven, the phone rang and Franklin grabbed it, shak- 

nis head as he took down a message from somebody’s 

a bit like High Noon,’ he said as he hung up, but as 

opened his mouth to reply, the phone rang again. 

time Franklin looked at it for a moment before pick- 

t up. 
listened ak said ‘I see,’ twice and hung up. 

__ ‘It’s rabies,’ he whispered, staring straight at Stern. ‘Con- 

firmed. One hundred percent.’ 
Stern sighed, closed his eyes and lay back in his seat. The 

reporters had returned and Franklin nodded to them. 

‘Christ,’ said one. ‘The biggest story of the year and the _ 

Sundays will get it all to themselves.’ 

Stern looked up, his eyes sharp, staring at the man who 

spoken. ‘I’d have hidden the fucking dog for a day if 

E seit the: chance,’ he shouted, and Franklin had to un 

It’s alright, said the reporter sheepishly, ‘I was only...’ 

, well, don’t’ said ei sucking at his wrist 

aklin decided it was time to take charge: Right? ‘ 

They'll ‘want a piece from you for Monday, Andrew.’ 

Stern said nothing. He dragged himself from his chair 

d moved across to a typewriter. ae 

w do you want it Ron?’ he asked. “What's the line? 
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their heads and promised to pass on the word when - : 

e through. For another half hour the two men sat at 



_. ‘wife tomorrow. Make no mistake. Ron. I’ll have her, 

It tok Stern feats minutes to write his piece odie 
time Franklin remained constantly on the end of th 

_ phone trying to get Diggery. ‘It’s no good,’ he said as 
rose from the desk. ‘I think he’s left it off the hook. — 
Stern shrugged and pulled on his jacket. ‘I’m going 

dou there tonight. I’ve got to sort myself out with th 
But if that pin-striped prick gets away with it, I'll ha 

Joan Diggery’s voice gave the i impression of being | salts 
controlled. She spoke softly, coe the words, s 
at her husband’s back. 

mean the police and the office, both phoning you. ike 
asking silly questions,’ \ ; 

Diggery sighed and spoke Guictly as if toa child 
course not darling. It’s perfectly reasonable. After all, 
coincidence is quite remarkable.’ 

‘Quite remarkable,’ she said mimicking him. ‘Co- 
dence; a quite re-mark-able co-in-ci-dence’ She spa 
last word out, hissing the sibilants. As he turned to 

_ her, she walked over and pointed at him, driving her | 
into his breastbone. ‘But you put them right, didn’t 

- You convinced them, you little silver-tongued devil.’ 
phone rang and Diggery moved anay from his wits, gl 
the distraction. 

‘Franklin? . . . Yes, I had heard. It’s awhal eee 
markable coincidence.’ He glanced across at his wife. “ 
Department is putting out a statement from me on 
wires and I hope this will stop your Fleet Street colleag 

_ from pestering me... one of them had the nerve to 

138 



But with all these people smuggling their pee through 

ent ports, it was inevitable that one day..2 : 
_ Diggery looked round as Joan fled from the room, hold- 

handkerchief to her mouth. 
wouldn’ t let him sleep that night. She nagged him, 

te stop acting like a child. She swore at him and muttered 
abuse. All she didn’t do was plead with him. 

ou can’t say now that there was no dog,’ she repeated 

er and over. ‘It was the dog that killed Emma, wasn’t 

, T WAS THE DOG THAT KILLED EMMA!’ 
_Diggery lay still until he could take it no longer. He 

ed from the bed and ran stumbling from the room. 
ly he walked down the corridor to Emma’s room, 

esitated for a moment and went inside. He sat on her bed 
ring in the dark at her dresses i in the cupboard and ran 

hand over the crumpled sheet. He wept quietly, holding 
and to his eyes and didn’t see Joan come in. When she 

joke his name he looked up startled and held out his hand 
her. She moved to the bed and held him in her arms, 

king his brow, telling him that it would be alright once 
had cleared his conscience. They could go away and live 

a small house somewhere. Soon it would all blow over. 

ry shook his head. She sounded, he thought, like some 

oker in a Western telling Billy the Kid to give himself 
Gently. he pushed her away oe him and walked to the 
Mowe. 
pe looked out, ee back the ra and in the dull 
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Aste IOs, hey have still never ‘foun 2 
t. It was a stray, could be dead, could be anywhere. _ 

him by the shoulder and ignored his curt instructions - . 



: Sara aed at Dibistiys house at eight oc 
of the milkman and clutching the Sunday papers ( 
arm. She opened the door sleepily and hugged him 
nothing until he was seated at the kitchen table sippin 

‘Where have you been” she said at last, 
‘Going a little crazy,’ he said. 
‘Are you alright now.’ 

“It depends but I don’t think so.’ He was Sipe thr 
each of ie papers, reading the main story pack in 
one. 

‘Do they mention ~~ asked Dorathe Steg said ot 

ing. a 
‘Did they say it was you who caught he e dog’ en 
‘Mmmm ?” 

_ Dorothy shrugged and pottered around, hanging 
frying pan and whistling. Finally Stern stood up and mo 
in behind her, folding his arms round her from - ' 

_ kissing the nape of her neck. ! 
‘He’s got away with it,’ he said. ‘The bastard. He’ | 60 

-vinced them all that there was no connection” _ 
‘I thought he might.’ She leant back into him, she 

her head and whimpering as ‘he played with her body. 
. “They're treating it as a localised outbreak,’ he 4 
‘Isthatbad?? 
‘Yes.’ He led her across to the table and sat ae down 

his knee. 
I called Boman last night. The ser is still missing. ’ 

I spoke to Sax.’ 
Dorothy gazed at him, wondering where all this é 

leading. . ae 
‘It’s confirmed what I suspected. I still can’t get 

injections,’ He reached for one of the papers. So = here 
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y dog. you believe it? I 
x onfirms that | it 1 was attacked. But she’ 's blind, isn’t 

thout warning, Dorothy began to cry, holding Stern’s 
d and weeping openly and unashamedly, staring into his 
and now it was his turn to comfort her. 
hour later he picked up the Sunday Times and left 
oom leaving his girl to tidy the place up. : 

Diggery struggled out from sleep at ten. On the pillow 
a note from her husband, saying he had gene for a 
e to think things over. Drowsily she dragged herself 

m bed, pulled on her robe and made her way to the 
dow. Shading her eyes from the light she peeped through _ 
curtains, There was no-one at the end of the drive. 

ckly she stumbled across the room, snatched the receiver 

' the hook and left it dangling by the bedside table. 
She showered and dressed. A black suit and a veil. She 

e herself up and left the house. As she drove past the 
tes she looked around apprehensively but there was no- 

ne to be seen. She drove slowly down the hill and stopped 
the intersection into town. An unaccustomed blur of 

ty caused her to turn to her left. In the tennis courts 

group of men in overalls and donkey jackets were digging 

oles in the clay. Already they had sunk a dozen posts into 
e ground and were age oe at others. Joan 

owned. What on earth . . .? she thought. The season 

_be starting soon Gods no-one could play if... and — 

en she saw the pile of muzzles in a corner of the court, 

ea pe wire pone leather straps, and for the first time she . 
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the tears fri clouding her eyes. i 
She didn’ t see Stern as she drew up to the church 

the flower Seller and Stern moved i in behind ee 

‘Mrs. Diggery, I must speak . . i 
She jumped with shock, foal jerking her body 

the forget-me-nots scattered onto the gravel. But she dic 
look round; she bent and gathered the bouquet toge 
then turned away and walked deliberately into the c 
yard and along the path to the cemetery. Stern wa 
her and waited until she had reached Emma’s grave. S 
he folded his newspaper and walked towards her. / 
reached the graveside, she was scattering the flowe 
the earth. He approached her quietly from behind. 

_ ‘You've seen this have you?’ thrusting the paper in f 
of her face. She didn’t flinch but stood head bowed, s 
downwards. _ 

“The authorities are pean it asa localised oh 
_ said. ‘Can you read that? Right there on the front pz 
Look.’ He reached round her shoulder to point at the he 
line. ‘See, a localised outbreak. Do you know nae 
‘means ?” 

Stern paused but she didn’t move. | 
‘It means that they will treat an area with a twelve 

radius from here. It means that all the stray dogs an 
will be rounded up. Even now they are laying poiso 
the foxes. It means that the movement of livestock wi 
restricted and there won’t be any more gymkhanas 
while,’ 

142 



paper. ‘But we Si that it’s been here | since January. 
n’t we? Ever since Emma brought back that little terrier 

ed Etienne.’ 
an spun round, sweeping back her veil and Stern tried 

to hide the shock in his face as he stared into the sunken 
s wet with tears, the hollow cheeks streaked with 

scara. Joan’s mouth opened to speak but no words came. » 
he closed her eyes and lashed out at him, pushing him so 
iolently that he staggered back and she began to run, 
way from the church, deeper into the cemetery, ore 

1 her heels. 
Stern shouted after her. ‘You know they call it the escape 

ase don’t you?’ He ignored the stares of the other 

ourners as they looked at him from the gravesides. ‘The 

nimal runs and runs, Mrs. Diggery, trying to escape the 

rus. A fox can run twelve miles a day, Mrs, Diggery. Did 

know that?” 
e had stopped now, leaning against a tree and Stern 

ed up to her still shouting. ‘Multiply the number of 

ays since you came back oe France by twelve and see 

ow far it could have spread .. . 

He stood a yard or so behind her and he bald see the 

bs shaking her shoulders as she slumped against the tree. 

ere’s plenty more space in here. Take a look. Room for 

lenty more eleven-year-olds. Soon you won't be quite so 

mely down here, Mrs. Diggery.’ 

moved. up to her shoulder and spoke softly. 

1 be in my room at the hotel early tomorrow morning. 



Joan joked down and saw the photograph of 
the one she had even ay the day - ceva 
vanished. ; 

Stern spoke softly: ‘I won n’t be sanding outside 
house tonight, Mrs. Diggery.’ — Cs 

He turned and walked away. One of ie mourners 
large. burly man tried to block his path, asking him 
loud voice what in God’s name he thought he was 
But Stern side-stepped him, reached the gate and w: 

_ slowly 7 the fil; back towards Dorothy’s flat. 

Joan ies abu that night staring at the cetteag. Sh te 
hear the barking of the strays, already tied up in the t 
courts and she tried to count the different sounds, atter 

ting to find out how many there were; the whining an 
howling interrupted only by the staccato tap of her 
band’s typewriter as he worked downstairs in his study. 

She slipped out of bed and went to Emma’s room. ) 
moment she stood ‘hesitantly at the door glancing at 
bed and the dresser. And then she took a deep breat 
and walked purposefully inside. She picked up the t 
and threw it into the waste basket, replaced the brush 
comb on the dresser, pulling a few hairs from the brush 
dropping them onto the carpet. She dragged the sheets | an 
pillowcases from the bed, threw them into a corner, bent ' 
lift a small vacuum cleaner from the cupboard floor, plugge § 
it in and began to work. 

Downstairs the typewriter was silenced ane a momen 
- later, Diggery stood in the doorway. 3 . 

“What are you doing?” His voice was weary / and 
patient. 4 

Joan kicked at the switch and as the sound died a awa 
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see that Stern was too nervous. Bren: so often he would go 
over to the window and look down into the street. | 

t nine o'clock they were standing together at ‘the window 

d lit was the say man who spotted her first. 

_ ‘Here she comes,’ he said quietly. 
She walked in without knocking and gazed ed the 
m. Stern nodded to her and introduced the witness. 

oan shrugged. ‘Alright then. How do we do this?” 
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When Stern called, Dorothy rushed round to the hote 
collect him. He was quiet as she drove him to the stat 

__ Dorothy gazed around as she drove. ‘There’ : no 
- difference is there? I rrean, it all looks the same.’ 

In reply Stern pointed to a side street where two m 
wearing Council overalls were chasing a black mon: 
One of them had a long stick with a net attached. The otl 
carried what looked like a small pistol. 

Dorothy stopped the car. “They’re not going to ico 
she said, her face aghast. 

Stern shook his head. ‘Syringe,’ he said. ‘To knock it 
The dog kept dodging them, its tail wagging, occasion 

dropping into a crouch, its jaw on the pavement, look 

at them and grinning, then ducking away and running 
semi-circles, the men eta over themselves ying 

near it. ; 

‘It would be funny wouldn’t it, if it wasn’t so dated 
horrific,’ said Stern. » ae 

Dorothy didn’t answer. ee 
‘I said it would be funny . . 2 Stern exaggerated 

speech. ‘You going deaf or what?” 
‘No,’ Dorothy sniffed. ‘Just catching a cold I think? 
They kissed at the barrier and Dorothy wished him uc 

He said he would phone and let her know how it went 4 
_ Franklin read the confession slowly, as Stern sat opposi : 

Occasionally he asked a question and Stern answered ily 
He knew there were no problems. It was black and w 
cut and dried, with no complications; on tape and 
nessed, Franklin leant back in his chair and smiled. 
_ ‘You said you’d get her, didn’t you?” 
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idence was there ‘bat not the enon which a 
ally accompanied the completion of a/difficult job. He 
to draw him out, suggesting that the Journalist of the 
award was in the bag, but Stern didn’t react, and 

tually he had to ask him directly what was wrong. 
‘What’ biting me, you mean?’ But he wasn’t smiling. 

d he bent down to his briefcase and picked out a 
He opened it at a marker and looked up at Franklin. _ 

thought I’d be alright. I can probably get the injections — 
No problem there. The only trouble is that you’re 

ipposed to be treated immediately after the bite.’ 
Which means what?’ asked Franklin. 
It means that I have to wait two years before I know 

lear.’ 
anklin whistled. ‘If Iv were you my son, I’d go and get 

od and drunk.’ 

Don’ t worry,’ said Stern getting to his feet. ‘Consider it 

y and presented it to him in his office. The Minister 
iched as he read Joan Diggery’s confession, looked up 
thanked the Editor for bringing the incident to the 

blic’s attention. 
ae hope it will not start a panic,’ he a 

ae said the Minister. 
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By the time the Editor’s car had taken him the mile and 
a half back to his office, his rivals were already aware that 
something big was in the air. He had ordered a print run ~ 
of an extra half a million copies and word of this had spread 
from the machine room to the pubs and into the executive - 
offices of every paper on Fleet Street. Staff men at home. 
and abroad were instructed to think fast and work out 
what was happening. They were worried. Could this be: 
another Martin Bormann story? Or another Ronald Biggs? 
Throughout the Street there was apprehension as reporters 
chased shadows and executives waited anxiously for the 
first editions to come up. as 

At the Ministry offices there was a panic on. Senior staff 
were being brought back from the suburbs in anticipation 
of the demands that would be made upon them in the 
morning. There was much grumbling in the dormitory 
towns when the phones rang and men were snatched away 
from their dinners. : 

Most of them were annoyed at the unaccustomed inter- 
ruption of their routine but the Minister himself had de- 
manded their recall and there was little they could do but. 
pull on their coats, kiss their suspicious wives goodbye and 
get back to the darkened offices of Whitehall. 

At nine o'clock that evening the Prime Minister sum- 
moned the Minister and the heads of Department to Down- 
ing Street and gave the newspapers their first clue of the 
evening. Within a matter of minutes, reporters were ring- 
ing through to the Ministry Press Office asking for the duty 
man’s home number, checking to back up their assumptions 
that there was a link between Sunday’s rabies story and the 
sudden activity in Downing Street. But both the Chief 
Information Officer and the duty man who worked from 
home in the evenings were on their way into Whitehall and 
couldn’t be reached — not that they knew anything anyway; 
the story had by-passed them. A number of reporters tried 
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Prime Minister was in an aggressive mood, his 
ner with one of the more agreeable ambassadors having — 

interrupted. He wanted to know why, with all the — 
city and precautions, such a thing could have hap- 

. But the oo ee 

ped at. 
Look John,’ he said sharply. ‘We have said all along that 
muggled pet could start an outbreak. Remember the 
ned posters: “One selfish act could bring rabies per- 

nently into the country.” ’ 
e problem now is to distoves how far it has spreads . 

ivately he put a curse on the head of Lambert Diggery 
d considered that it would be natural justice if the man 

‘was to go down with the disease in the morning. 

‘I thought,’ said the P.M.,’ that it spread only a few miles 

ear or something. Isn’t that the case? In France or some- 
ere?’ He was at his most exasperating, using his old ploy 

oe sti just to test people out. Patiently the 

If it’s known to “be endemic and the population realises 

in the country then movement of animals can be 

tricted,’ he said ‘and anyone who is bitten knows to go 

their doctor immediately. In this way they know all 

t the spread and can keep it under control. But when 

damned thing has gone undetected for over three 

months...’ he paused for oo ‘well, good Lord, it doesn’t _ 

€ much imagination. .. . . 
_ One of the Department Heads coughed politely and 

ked what they would say regarding a possible broadcast. 

at broadcast?” asked the P.M. . 
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would be a good idea.’ ts 
‘Very well. Issue it, in my name. ‘Abd perhaps one of 1 

might think of going on 1 television tomorrow if thing 
worse.’ ? 

_ With that bee rose and returned to dinner. 

When the first ditions’ arrived in the tival sie 

mon groan could be heard throughout Fleet Street 

find Joan Diggery. She had been taken to a quiet hovel 
that she would not be bothered with the inevitable ques 
that would follow the story. No one could find her hus 
either but already a message had been flashed across to the 
Interpol offices in Brussels: the first shift of a twenty-fo 
hour watch on a block in the city centre had begun and 1 th 
visitors to Monique’s apartment were being monitored. 

The Detective Inspector who had been sent to inte 
Lambert Diggery had been astonished by his story. In t 
traditional manner of men caught up in crookery, Digger 
had broken and told everything, clearing his conscience | 
confession ; and when he was led away to meet his solici itor, or, 
the tears whee came to his eyes.owed much to a Boe 
relief. 

Early next morning in the farmhouse - near the Cheshire 
hunt stables, the young wife of the farmer was up with th 
dawn doing her chores. When she had finished, she brou 
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fas ye ka | 

) back on the bed, still Ne his head: As she cs. ; 
m she wondered how long this would last. They had ss i 

ft the house, ycatitic to bia that she was going shopping. 

She drove carefully to the village and bought her grocer- 
packed them in the boot of the car and walked to the 

bacconist’s to get her cigarettes and the newspaper. The 
\dy behind the counter said she was lucky; it was the last 

‘copy and it was a terrible thing to happen. The man 
Diggery should be shot, she reckoned. The farmer’s wife 

bled at her as she idly gazed at the front page picane 

oan Diggery and the words : 
_ ‘An Andrew Stern Exclusive.’ 

t first she didn’t quite understand it with the hee 
per chattering in her ear about rabies being almost as 

-as the foot and mouth; and it wasn’t until she got to the 

tre pages where the symptoms were listed that she began 

cream. 

en the clerical staff arrived at the Ministry offices, they 

covered that overnight a new switchboard had been in- 

‘stalled to deal with the enquiries from town and county 

ouncils about the contingency plans. Temporary staff had 

n hired from an agency and they spent the morning tak- 

ig down requests for muzzles and syringes and feeding tins, 

| quicklime to dispose of the bodies of strays that 

youldn’t be claimed by their owners. ‘The secretaries noted - 

| ciaent questions from offices eer the country 
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kennel in a matter of days and he ‘knew it was impc 
Someone close to him made a joke about closing the 
8 the dog had bolte a. but no one eee 

In Fleet Street, staffmen cua stringers were priced to. loo 

for follow-up stories and by early afternoon they were 
ing the desks of the news editors. a 

Old women were tearfully abandoning their dogs : 

~ cats in parks and by the side of the roads. An earl offe: 

his services and those of his hounds to round up and disp 

of foxes wherever necessary and official bodies were issuin; 

statements warning people against the possibility of vigila 

groups being set up. But already, : gangs of youths 

formed themselves into dog-chasing packs and at first it \ 

easy for them because the animals they hunted thought : 
was all just a game, until the bricks and the poe b 
to fly. 

Soon the hospitals began to plead for sanity as 

women and children turned up at Casualty claimin 

have been scratched and bitten and demanding treatm 
by the time Andrew Stern was wakened with the trillin 
of the telephone in his ear, things were getting out of hai 

_ Stern had missed all the activity. When he left Frankl 
‘office he went straight home. He couldn’t be both 
drinking with his colleagues; he simply wanted to lie do 
and sleep. He had called Dorothy twice during the even 
but she was out. And so he had gone to the off-licence 
bought himself a bottle 6f Scotch. 
He fumbled with the receiver as it persisted i in breaking 

through his sleep and he croaked out a good morning. 
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oo on. mate, Giese spheeeed: ‘I don’t do sdjoctis! p ee 
all right. We're cee young Sheila down to the 

the Editor’s meri Andy. She’ll be over to pick you 
| half an hour.’ 
em cursed and threw the phone across the room. He 

ila was a pretty young features writer who cursed a 
y show she was tough. She chattered non-stop as she 
down the motorway, Stern lying bunched in the 

nger seat, ‘shivering. 
on then,’ she was saying. ‘How did you get it?” 

arm,’ he said, yawning. 
u were giving the wife one, weren’t yoa?’ 

tern grunted. ‘What exactly do they want anyway?’ . 
Oh, you know, “The Town Where Fear Lay Hidden”. 

sort of thing.’ . 

ey drove in silence for a while and Stern felt the 
a ae to build in his throat as they Ave the 



"use it in your newspaper.’ 

~ space she § gaze around ea 

she asked.” me . ee 

himself out of the car and pointed to the main doe 
- on. It’s your party.” re 

| Sheila gave her name at Recepioh and asked to 
Hospital Secretary. The receptionist sniffed and dema: nk 
to know which Paper she was from. When she told er, 

_ to where Stern sat slumped i in a chair. “Then you °d 
_ Stern?’ she asked. 

“The very same.’ 
‘Yes, we've been trying to reach you,’ she said co 

_ out from behind her desk. ‘Would you follow me please.’ 
Stern got to his feet and shuffled after the woman wi 

Sheila at his heels, The receptionist turned as she reach 
the lift. “Just you, Mr. Stern,’ she said. He feebly prote: 
but the woman had her instructions, she said, and as th 
doors closed he could see the frustration on Sheila’ s fac 
frustration which would shortly turn to anger. 
He Was led pas a corridor to a heey oak ¢ 

_ scoop this morning.’ The man gave a deck smile and Ste ie 
_ grinned back at him. ‘We tryg@ please,’ he said. ae 

‘Quite. Now would you be ood enough to follow me 
please?” | 

tell you that we have another palent recently nama nd 
I am going to give you the name on condition Si won’ 

154 



: in his voice, telling him he was dreadfully sorry, 

_ pushed past him and lunged at the door just as _ 

‘spasm Jerked Dorothy upward and out of the arms 

efly they stared at each other, befare the virus spun the 

backwards again onto the bed and the door swung 
Se 

y gy on its i pee as the doctor ae Stern away. 



Record summer fr temperstaree create disturbing lroug) 
problems in areas of traditionally high rainfall “Vol an 
and earthquake activity on increase. sa : #54 

1976 
Hottest summer since records began causes serious - 

- drought. Strict water rationing introduced in many a 
by government order. Violent quakes and earth trem 
rock Europe. 

197? | 3 
Sea-levels drop all over. r the world at accelonane : 
Government censorship can’t conceal the fact that _ 
something has gone nightmarishly wrong. No more o 
means no more rain — ever —as evaporation ceases. The 
whole world faces terminal crqughi. Pr ane ASL is: aes 

THIRST! 
Charles Eric Maine 
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Beale was a Shas bean: The viewing outta for ee 
news show on UBS Television were dropping, and 

s fast losing his credibility. The Corporation was ee 
en to get rid of him.... 
1e night Beale announced, before a live audience of 

ions, that he intended to commit suicide in a week’s 
by blowing his brains out in front of the TV 

ght, Howard Beale was a star. The ratings rocketed — 
emed that all America waited with ghoulish : 
pation to see him make his final exit. But Beale 
finished: not by a long way. His new status had 

him in a position of quite unexpected power. And he 
going to put that power to spectacular use. ... 

[ERE BOOKS PRESENT 
ne ovelisation of the award-winning film 

Dunaway, William Holden, 

Finch, Robert Duvall | 3 
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CLIVE CUSSLER ; 

The towering iceberg drifting in the North Atlanti 
- floating tomb. Embedded in the great gleaming | mass 

_ ship - sealed in so solidly that not even its mast protrud 
_ Here was a sea mystery to rank with the Bermuda Trian; 

and the Marie Celeste. But for Major Dirk Pitt, top 
troubleshooter for the National Underwater and Marine 
Agency, it was also the first link in a fantastic chain of 

_ events that would lead him too close too often to violen 
death. And to the discovery of the most sinister and ; 
bizarre conspiracy of the century . . 
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tat: fone on the 38th pail i in Korea. Just behind ' 
ring line. They were the best battle surgeons in the 
-— and its most certifiable lunatics. Hawkeye Pierce — 
‘rapper John — two hell raising nuts with a built-in 

f comey bureaucracy and a furious determination 

+ the Korean War, Haykeve, Trapper, Duke and : 
hucker leave the Army and descend upon an 

specting Maine — to set up their own private medicine- 
ioneymaking Finestkind Clinic and Fish Market, the 
spital where operations carry odds and a bookie 

the doctors against the patients. 
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THE RAGE 
Rabies-a violent disease which threatened to wipe 

out the whole population within days. The only likely 
cure was a vaccine whose effects were possibly as 
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THE RAGE 
struck terror into the hearts of millions as reports of 
its terrible symptoms and vile effects spread wildly 
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THE RAGE 
turned domestic animals into savage, tormented 
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the slightest warning... 
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The virus had to be stopped before it closed its 

fatal grip on a fear-stricken people - before it 
too late... 
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