
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			
				1.

				“Bruno, it’s a fuck up.”

				“Who’s out there?”

				“Some psycho and about twenty people.”

				Sergeant Bruno Calhan looked out towards the small building that belonged to the company A and B. “How many of you are there?”

				“About thirty. All of mine and some from the eighth precinct.”

				“What does he want?”

				“We don’t know.” John Mulmo, head of the assault unit, shrugged his shoulders. “As soon as somebody tries to get in there he shouts like crazy.”

				“That’s probably what he is,” muttered Bruno. “What about the back entrance?”

				“We tried it, but as soon as he found out he screamed he’d blow everything up. We had to move back.”

				“Does anybody know him?”

				“Some guy who hangs around here. He say’s he’s Bill Zatre, a neighbour.”

				“Yeah? Bruno raised the corner of his lip. He saw him there?”

				“He recognised him by his voice.”

				“John, send him round here. Thanks.”

				“Sure,” replied the cop and went off to one of the parked police cars.

				Bruno meanwhile took off his bullet proof vest, checked his revolver and then turned round to the small man being brought up to him by one of the policemen. “You know this nut?”

				“Sure, chief, that’s old Bill, everybody knows him round here.”

				“What’s his problem?”

				“He’s a great guy,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “I don’t know why he’s gone crazy.”

				“How old is he?”

				“I know that one, chief. Fifty-five. He celebrated his birthday not long ago.”

				“I thought you said old?” Bruno said ironically.

				“Everybody calls him that.” 

				“What about his family, does he have any?”

				“Yeah, three kids and some grandchildren.”

				“So a real great guy?”

				“You bet your life. I’ve known him more than twenty years.”

				“So it seems!”

				The man shrugged his shoulders again. “I guess he must a flipped?, otherwise I can’t understand it.”

				“Fine, that’s enough, thanks.” He turned from the man in the direction of the building and then to commander Mulma. “John, I’m gonna take a walk up to the entrance and don’t let anybody open fire, understand!?”

				“But Bruno!”

				“I asked you if you understood!” he said, narrowing his eyes

				“Okay,” sighed the commander, shaking his head. “As always. You’re the biggest nutcase I ever met.”

				“So no fireworks. And I’m taking this.” Bruno snatched the megaphone. “Nobody’s gonna lift a finger. Guarantee me that!”

				He looked once more at the older cop and set off towards the building. After a few steps he lifted the megaphone to his mouth.

				“Hey, Bill,” he shouted. “What’s up with you? It’s not worth it, you looking out for a stretch or what?” He kept walking towards the main entrance, talking as he went. “Do the right thing, let me inside and I promise you that we’ll go for dinner together. And the bill’s on me. So what do you say?”

				“Don’t move!” Cried a voice from one of the building’s windows.

				Bruno stopped. “Bill!?”

				“That’s enough! I said that’s enough”. The man’s tortured voice could be heard through the silent street. “Otherwise I’ll blow the thing sky high.”

				“Don’t bullshit me, Bill,” Bruno answered calmly. “You couldn’t do that if you tried. Yeah, and another thing, you haven’t got the guts. And you know why?” 

				Every word could be heard in the tense street. “Because,” went on Bruno, “you’ve got a family and your family would never forgive you if you did something like that. So, what do you say, are we going for dinner, or are we gonna stand here and make each other mad?”

				This time nobody answered.

				Bruno took another step, holding the megaphone all the time against his mouth. “You let me inside now and I’ll take you down with me to the car and we’ll go get ourselves a meal.” He paused deliberately. “You know what, Bill? I am so hungry I’m most likely gonna have myself a steak. You gonna have one too? At Havran’s they make ‘em over an inch thick, with roast potatoes.”

				He’d finally made it to the door. He leaned against them and, surprised to find they weren’t locked, went inside. The view that greeted him was like something from a dumb show. In the room Bill Zatre sat on the floor by the back entrance. He held his head in his hands sobbing quietly. Next to him lay two Molotov cocktails.

				Bruno switched his glance to several people who obviously were at a loss to know what to do. Just a few moments before they had been in terror that this wretched man would blow them up and now it was as if time had stopped and they were waiting for what would come next. Nobody said a word.

				Bruno went up to the seated man and took him gently by the arm. “Let’s go, Bill, come on.” He helped him onto his feet. “Yeah, and we’ll have a beer as well. They got ginger beer. It leaves you with a peach of a hangover.” Then, in front of everybody, he led him out to his car, started the engine without a word to anyone, and drove out of the closed street.

				“How you feeling?”

				The man realised for the first time that he was sitting in the car next to the cop. “Why’d you do it?” he asked without looking at Bruno.

				“I thought we’d be on friendly terms.”

				He was silent for a while. “I don’t know you.”

				“That doesn’t matter anymore. Call me Bruno.”

				“Bruno?,” the man repeated quietly.

				“Yeah, Bruno.”

				“That’s not a Canadian name?”

				“It sure isn’t. My mum was Italian and my Dad came from somewhere in Czechoslovakia. They met in Prague in sixty-eight. That’s where I was born. My Dad wanted for me to be called Josef but my mum stuck on Bruno. Like every woman. You interested?” He looked at the man beside him. 

				“You saved my life.”

				“Hey, Bill,” Bruno lowered his voice, “you saved your own life by not going crazy and doing something stupid. Because as I know the assault squad they’d fill you with more holes than a sieve. That’s what saved your life. I had a dinner date and you went and screwed that up by getting those guys to call me out to that building. I was pissed off with you and I wanted the thing over with. That’s all.”

				The man looked in front of him at the wind screen, before saying quietly,

				“I’m sorry.”

				“Forget it,” Bruno widened his lips and tapped his fingers on the wheel. “Let’s go to Havran, get ourselves something good to eat and then you can tell me what really happened. Maybe we’ll do something about it.”

				“How much am I gonna get for this?” the man asked, his voice still little more than a whisper.

				“If nobody from the crowd that was with you decides to sue you we should be able to quieten everything down. Maybe just a fine.”

				“I’m sorry.”

				“I know,” said Bruno and he flicked the right indicator. He drove slowly down into the full parking lot, where he stopped. He turned off the engine and opened the doors. “It’s always full here, but Lisa’ll find us somewhere to sit. She’s great.”

				The man didn’t answer.

				“What’s up. Something not right?”

				The man shook his head. “I don’t understand why you’re doing all this?”

				“Me neither,” said Bruno, throwing up his arms. “I’m hungry and so maybe I’m acting stupid. I wanna make the most of your company. Yeah, and don’t be so formal, for fuck’s sake!” He slammed the door and set off towards the restaurant entrance. The man followed him.

				When they both entered the packed local Bruno pointed out a woman past her youth who was moving frantically behind the bar. “That’s Lisa.” The man looked at the woman. “Lover?”

				“Bill,” said Bruno, smiling. “That’s the most faithful woman in the world. Her old man is a truck driver and she has him home once a month. And yet she’ll be faithful to him to the grave.”

				“I’ve got one like that at home as well,” said the man, and for the first time he smiled a little.

				“Yeah?” Bruno looked at him. “I envy you, because mine is like a tornado. When it comes over her she destroys everything that gets in her way. But it’s true that I sometimes deserve it. As if she knew about it.”

				“Bruuuno!” He was interrupted by a loud female voice that rose above everybody else in the local.

				“You just been on the television, you bastard! What are you doing here?” The smiling Lisa made her way towards him between the tables. “Bruno, you bastard, I’d rather kiss you than any of the others?” She threw herself at him, hugging his wide shoulders. “You bum, what did you go and do again that they’re all talking about you. The whole bar was watching it.”

				“Me?” he hugged Lisa back.

				“I can still recognise one of the best-looking cops in our district. Or maybe you think I’m so old I can’t see!”

				“Lisa, no way. You’re as young and pretty as ever.”

				“Look at him,” she pushed Bruno away. “He’s still trying to make up to me, the idiot. And here we were shitting ourselves over whether he’d make it or not.”

				“I’ll tell you all about it, Lisa, but first I’m starving. Couldn’t you find us somewhere to sit?”

				“Beautiful Bruno?” The waitress put her hands on her hips. “Wherever you like.” She looked around the room and pointed at a table with a reserved sign. “As if someone had prepared it for you. As long as you don’t mind that it’s a little out of the way.”

				“It’s perfect.” He took Lisa by the arm and walked across with her to the table. “Bring us the biggest steaks you got. My and my friend here are real hungry.”

				“For you Bruno, anything.” The waitress brushed some things from the table and placed over it a new tablecloth which she had gotten from the kitchen. Then she put two beers in front of them and the third, which she had on a tray, she raised to the room in general. “To Bruno,” she said loudly and brought the bottle to her lips. Some of the guests turned to their table and raised their beer glasses.

				“Do they always greet you like that?” asked Bill when Lisa had left. “That’s Lisa’s work. She’s proud of her customers.” He put the bottle on the table and wiped his lips. “And what about you? You said you had a good wife but then you went crazy. Why?”

				Bill lowered his head a little before raising it again to look around the packed room. His eyes stopped on Bruno’s face. “You wouldn’t understand if I told you. A guy my age pulls a stunt that would make a twenty year old punk feel ashamed.”

				“Try me.” Bruno didn’t shift his gaze. “I have my bad turns too. And if I hadn’t become a cop, who knows?”

				“You’re still young. How old are you, twenty-five, twenty-seven?”

				“Twenty-nine,” said Bruno.

				Bill took a drink before speaking again. “Either you’re really that good or I don’t get something here.”

				“I don’t want to destroy your illusions,” said Bruno, also sipping his beer, “but I’m not that good. People like to make out they’re better than they are.”

				“You think so. What about today’s experience?”

				“I was hungry. That’s all there is to it.”

				“But they called for you. And don’t tell me they just wanted you to make up the numbers ‘cos they were crawling around like flies.”

				Bill leaned against his chair. “They always call someone from our group. We’ve been specially trained. I was the nearest.”

				“Maybe,” Bill’s eyes were shining. “But you’re real good.”

				“Are you bullshitting, Bill?”

				“You’re a pro.”

				“I’m paid to do it.”

				“And I went and insulted you when I asked how old you were. I’m an asshole.” Bill shook his head.

				“If you were an asshole I wouldn’t be sitting here with you. Anyway you’re right. I am a lot younger.”

				“I didn’t mean it like that. I only wanted to say that you’d probably find it difficult to understand a guy who’s nearing sixty and suddenly finds his world turned upside down.”

				Bruno said nothing and so Bill went on.

				“It all happened a year ago. I had a job earning good money, a great wife and beautiful grandchildren. What could a guy my age want more? I even had good health. And yet it came to what you saw today. I fucked up everything I touched.”

				“Why,?” asked Bruno.

				Bill pursed his lips. “I’m old,” he sighed quietly.

				“You’re kidding yourself.”

				“No!” He looked Bruno hard in the eyes. “That’s what they said to me when they sacked me.”

				“They threw you out of your job?”

				“After twenty-five years.”

				Bruno checked himself. “How did they explain it to you?”

				“They didn’t. They sent me a letter, and that was the end of it. Apparently they got no need for me any more. After twenty-five years. If you want me to translate what they said it was “old and decrepit.”

				“Where did you work?”

				“The same place you found me today.”

				“In A and B?”

				The man nodded.

				Bruno was about to ask another question when he caught sight of Lisa with a full tray of food. So all he said was “Just a moment” and turned towards the woman who was already at their table. “Lisa, I love you so much.” He looked at the plates. “They must weigh at least a pound each.”

				“Cut it out, Bruno.” Lisa put the plates down on the table. “You know very well I make ‘em like that for whenever you show up. I wouldn’t let you starve, you know that.” She leaned against his shoulder. “And who’s your good-looking friend?” she said, nodding at Bill.

				“That’s Bill, a friend of mine I haven’t seen for many years. Just imagine I met him today in Sears. He was buying something and looked straight past me.”

				“You?” screeched Lisa. “Nobody looks past you.”

				“Exactly,” smiled Bruno. “But he did.”

				“You must have been real deep in thought if you didn’t see Bruno.” She laid the full plate in front of Bill.

				“I wanted to avoid him but he wouldn’t let me,” said Bill, entering into Bruno’s game. “I was worried unless I might not make it back home today. And it looks as if I was right.”

				Lisa ran her hands through Bruno’s hair. “It’s a shame you only make time for your friends.”

				“Lisa,” Bruno squeezed her waist. “You know you wouldn’t go behind Frank’s back.”

				“Yuhyuh,” she sighed. “I’m a perfect idiot. So, enjoy your food.” She took the empty beer bottles and disappeared into the kitchen.

				Bruno picked up the knife and pointed it at Bill. “Not bad. It’s obvious you’re coming round.”

				“You started me on it.”

				“Yeah, maybe. Lisa asks a lot of questions. She doesn’t know you.”

				Bill cut up the meat. “It’s good. I feel such a jerk.”

				“Forget about it.” Bruno wiped the knife and fork on the serviette. “People have short memories.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				2.

				Clan Burche, Member of the Canadian parliament, opened the newspaper and moved his eyes slowly from one article to another. It was early morning and Clan was enjoying the morning calm. First, as always, he would look through the daily papers, then he would breakfast with his wife Ruth and afterwards he would catch the morning rush of their two sons, five-year-old Patric and seven-year-old Jim. This was usually a few minutes before eight. At eight, however, when the official car stopped outside the villa, the morning idyll would cease. That’s when the Honourable Clan Burche’s daily list of activities would begin.

				“Today’s Friday, sir. Good morning,” said the chauffeur as he opened the limousine door to Clan.

				“Thank God for that. Morning, Sam,” replied the MP, making his way onto the back seat. When the driver was seated behind the steering wheel he asked him another question. “Anything I ought to know?”

				“No, sir,” replied the driver and he set off slowly. “Everything’s just fine.”

				“Great.” The MP closed his eyes and stretched out his legs. He now had just under fifteen minutes to concentrate his mind on the daily whirl of events. At the age of almost sixty, when he had already begun to feel the odd twinge here and there, he still didn’t want to be slung out on the scrap heap. He had been involved in power politics for over thirty years and he didn’t want anyone to tell him it was time for him to retire. Maybe that was why he had married a young wife some years earlier and become, on the old knees that had also already begun to give him trouble, a father twice over. Despite that, however, he knew he could not avoid getting old. Nobody had yet been able to find a cure to stop the passage of time. 

				He still felt his old self when the limousine rocked and came silently to a halt. Senator Clan Burche was highly regarded and esteemed in the rough-and tumble world of Canadian politics. Over those few decades, when he had been through perhaps everything a real politician had to go through, he had become a permanent fixture on the Canadian political scene. Almost every election he had resisted the pressure from his party to run for the highest office and almost every election brought him even greater popularity. Despite all this, however, he had never wanted to remain in the position which had been passed around between several prime ministers during his era. He wasn’t attracted to the function. As he always liked to say, “a person can do great things when nobody can see him.” And he had kept this resolution throughout all those years.

				He closed the door to the limousine, and feeling refreshed walked up the few steps in front of the parliament. He greeted some of the journalists in passing and stopped by one in particular. “Hi, Don, that article didn’t help us much.” He held his arm.

				“I wrote it the way you wanted it, senator,” replied the young journalist.

				“I know. There’s not a lot you can do with these bureaucrats. But apart from that you did a great job. Thanks.”

				“If you want,” said the journalist, taking out a small Dictaphone, “we can try it again.”

				The senator put his arm around the young man’s shoulder. “Maybe next time. I should already be at the meeting.”

				“OK,” said the journalist, before Clan disappeared from sight. Then he turned round and descended the few steps to the attractive woman waiting for him below.

				“Did he ignore you?” she asked him.

				“Burche? Never. He’s the best politician around. For his age he’s a real playboy.”

				The woman took his arm. “So why did he run away from you?”

				Don looked at her. “He didn’t run away. He just didn’t have enough time. I hope next week we’ll be able to follow it up.”

				“Me too,” and she smiled at the young man and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek.

				In the meantime Clan had arrived at the meeting room, which had begun slowly to fill up. He sat on the bench which bore his name and took a bundle of documents out of his bag. 

				“Hey, Clan,” someone said behind him.

				He turned round and set eyes on the giant figure of senator Smith. “Hi, Jeff, how are you?”

				“I’m fine. But as far as you’re concerned?” Jeff Smith glance at him briefly.

				“Me?” said Clan, surprised.

				“Apparently you gave Adams of Steel the SFA. You’ve got guts.”

				Clan smiled briefly and turned without a word back to his table. He recalled the unpleasant conversation he had had with the president of the Steel company. And how the president had placed an envelope with one hundred thousand dollars on the table and how he had thrown it back.

				Through all those years he had got used to the attempted bribes, but on the other hand he knew what it would mean to his principles if he ever took one. And as a Member of Parliament and representative of the citizens of Canada he knew he could never betray the promise he had given to those who had voted for him. He was well known for his inflexibility and for his clean approach to everything that happened in politics. He didn’t take bribes out of principle. Every road could be negotiated as long as it ran straight. That was a rule he stuck to by principle. That’s why he was loved by some people and hated by others.

				“Hi, Clan,” said Kent, the judge.

				“How are you, Fred,” he replied, raising his hand as an afterthought.

				“Is it true you threw Adams out?” said the judge, stopping at his table.

				“He threw himself out,” said Clan. “He thought he’d pay me and I’d fall on my ass, the Neanderthal.”

				“Shame he didn’t know you. He could have saved himself the journey.” The judge smiled and moved over to the seat by his table. Then he turned again to Clan and raised his thumb. Clan just nodded his head back. He had known Kent for many years and he counted him among his friends. Whenever he had asked him for a favour he had known the judge would do everything in his power to help him and Clan had done the same. So it came as no surprise when Kent let him know he had done the right thing with Smith. The bastard hadn’t deserved anything better. No, nobody bribed Clan Burche. He stood up and held his arms by his side, his head raised and conscience clean, when the Canadian national anthem rang out, signalling the opening of the senators’ assembly.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				10.

				

				Bruno leaned back in the chair. He put his hands behind his head and closed his eyes, only to open them a few seconds later. Then he crouched back over the computer and typed out the required password. The monitor again opened the page on which Frank Redick had stored data and information concerning the Ural case. Some opened files which he had given to Belusi lay on the desk. Bruno’s eyes passed from the monitor to the files and back again. He sometimes made a note but for the most part everything that was in the computer was already contained in the documents Frank had prepared for Belusi. Bruno had, however, found a few entries which weren’t in the papers. Whether Frank had forgotten these or had decided for some reason not to include them in the files Bruno wasn’t yet sure. But it was obvious that he and his colleagues had been onto something that eventually cost him his life. Bruno shook his head. As if something was still missing. He wrote down Frank’s address and stuck it in his shirt pocket. Then he turned off the computer, finished the now cold coffee, looked at his watch, picked up the telephone receiver and dialled a number.

				“Darren? Yuh. Where are you? Okay, yuh. Fine. In two hours at Havran’s. I’ll be there.” He put the phone down. He tried again to squeeze something from the empty cup and threw it into the waste basket. He took his jacket, locked Belusi’s files in the desk and turned on the answering machine. He had two hours to ask Fran’s wife some questions. He had a hunch that this wasn’t all that Frank had known.

				

				The house stood on a small hill not far from Duffrin Avenue. He parked in front of the entrance and went through a small wire gate which separated the grass verge from the pavement. He pressed the bell softly.

				“Who is it?” asked a woman’s voice from within.

				“Bruno Calhan from the Toronto police,” he answered and the door opened. A woman of slight build stood before him, a jersey slung across her shoulders. “Are you from the police?” she asked.

				“Yes.” He looked the woman in the eyes. “I knew your husband.”

				“Frank? Did you work together?”

				“No,” replied Bruno, “but we were in the same department. Frank was in another section.”

				“Did you say Calhan?”

				“Calhan.” Bruno took out his ID and showed it to her.

				“I think I’ve heard the name.” She glanced at the ID and looked back at Bruno. “But I’m afraid I can’t recall where.”

				“That’s okay.” Bruno put the ID back in his pocket. “People sometimes mix me up someone else.”

				“I’m sorry.” She forced a smile. “But I really don’t know what I can do for you.”

				“I don’t mean to disturb you,” said Bruno, shrugging his shoulders, “but I was given Frank’s case, and there are a few things I’d like to ask you about.”

				The woman clenched her lips. Then she showed him into the house and said “Please come in. If I know something I’ll certainly tell you but you must understand that it’s only been a few days since Frank...”

				“I understand,” said Bruno, interrupting her. “It’ll only take a few minutes.”

				“As you wish,” and she led him into a small living room where she gestured to him to sit on the sofa.

				“Would you like something to drink?”

				“Just a coffee, if that’s okay.”

				“Sure,” and she went out into an adjoining room. While she was out Bruno looked around the room. His eyes rested upon a cupboard on which stood several photographs in frames of various sizes. They all showed Frank smiling widely. He picked one up.

				“That was when we were still in Winnipeg,” said a voice behind him.

				Bruno turned around to where the woman was standing. “Do you come from Manitoba?”

				“Both of us. Frank and I were born there. We knew each other from school.” She came over to him and took the photograph. “This was when we were sixteen. He still didn’t know he was going to join the police. He always wanted to be a pilot.” She looked at the picture and put it back on the cupboard. “But I’m sure you’re not interested in all of that. You came about something else.”

				Bruno pretended not to have heard. “Frank wanted to be a pilot?”

				She looked at Bruno. “It was his dream. He always longed after something that was out of the ordinary. In the end he became a policeman. Unfortunately that was just ordinary.”

				“I understand you’re distressed.”

				“You don’t understand anything,” she said sharply, her hands clenching the cupboard. She closed her eyes awhile and breathed out deeply. “I’m sorry, your coffee. I’ll be straight back.”

				“That’s okay,” he was able to say before she turned and went into the kitchen. He sat down again on the sofa. Inside, he felt like he did sometimes when Marika reacted in a similar way. He could see the woman was suffering.

				When she came back in with a cup of coffee on a tray he thought he could make out a slight smile on her face. She placed the steaming coffee on a glass table and sat down opposite him in an armchair, visibly waiting for him to begin or ask her a question.

				“Mrs. Redick, believe me, I’m only concerned in finding out what caused all this. I understand your pain but there are certain things I have to get clear.”

				“I understand,” she said firmly. “Go ahead and ask.”

				Bruno leaned over the glass table and began to stir the coffee. “Mrs. Redick,” he said, looking at her, “over the last days, did Frank say anything to you which might, even indirectly, have had anything to do with his murder? If you understand me, I’m interested mainly in the last few days.”

				She shook her head. “My husband never spoke about his work with me. He knew what I felt about it. So, I’m afraid, I really can’t help you.”

				“Sure, I understand,” said Bruno. He took a sip of the coffee before asking again. “Did Frank have a study or a room where he kept his things?”

				“Yeah.” She turned and nodded to some steps that led from the living room to a room. “If you want you can take a look. Nobody’s touched it since my husband died.”

				“Were the police here?”

				“No. The police never came to our home. It’s as if Frank only lived at the station. Nobody thought to come! The police...!”

				Bruno sipped the coffee again. To avoid the rising tension he said quickly “Can I go take a look?” and got up from the chair.

				“Please do,” She got up as well and led him to an adjoining room.

				The first thing Bruno saw was a desk and computer by the window. He went down the few steps and over to the desk. “You don’t mind?”

				She smiled ironically. “Would it help me? Probably not, huh? I’ll be in the kitchen. Come and let me know when you’ve finished. She turned and left the room. Bruno moved swiftly over and turned on the computer. He sat down on the leather swing chair and waited for the main menu to appear. Then he opened the top drawer of the desk, where he found only a few scattered pens. The second drawer contained some envelopes and two diskettes. Bruno took them out carefully and inserted one of them in the computer. Clicking on floppy disk five files came up. He opened one after the other but none of them contained anything relevant to what he was looking for. He slipped in the second diskette and repeated the operation. This time only one file came up on the screen. He shifted the cursor onto the file and two words appeared: NAME OF OPERATION. Without hesitating he typed in the word URAL and immediately another question appeared: NAME OF PERSON. Bruno wrote in Frank but the box showed ERROR. He tried the name of Frank’s colleagues, but got back only ERROR each time. He thought for a while and then closed the document. Removing the diskette he put it in his pocket. He tried the two remaining drawers but found nothing. He turned off the computer and looked around the room. Apart from a few books and the desk and computer there was nothing of interest. He turned back to the doorway where he saw Frank’s wife standing at the top of the steps. “Were you here all the time?” he asked calmly.

				She didn’t answer.

				“Did something happen.”

				She came down the steps and close up to him. “It’d be better if you left.”

				“Please,” Bruno checked himself and went around her to the main room. “I didn’t want to upset you in any way.” He turned to her again.

				“You can let yourself out! Goodbye!” She waited until he was outside and then closed the door. In the car Bruno breathed out deeply, took out his phone and dialled Darren’s number. “Is that you, Darren? Listen, go to Havran’s on your own if you want, get something to eat and I’ll wait for you in the office. No, really, no. I have to work on the computer. Okay, I’ll wait for you. Bye.” Replacing the phone he started the motor, wiped his damp forehead and slowly set off down the hill.
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				Senator Burch showed the man in uniform a plastic card. The guard put it in a decoder and after a few seconds handed it back to the senator. “It’s on the second floor, senator.”

				“Thank you. I know it like the back of my hand.”

				“I’m sorry.” It was clear the man was embarrassed. “I’ve only been here a week.”

				“That’s okay. It’s your job.” Clan smiled and got into the open lift on the ground floor. He pressed two and the doors closed silently, to open again a moment later on the second floor. The senator passed a hand through his hair, automatically straightened his tie and knocked on the first door on the left before going in.

				“Clan, welcome,” said the minister’s secretary from behind a large desk. “The minister is waiting for you.” She stood up and went over to the sound-proof door. “And I’ve got a feeling he’ll be glad to see you. You haven’t been here for quite a while.”

				“Hello, Katy,” smiled the senator. I haven’t been here for almost a year. I haven’t needed anything from you.”

				The secretary opened the door to the minister’s office. “That’s just how things are, but go in. I’ll bring you some coffee.”

				Clan touched her arm. “You’re still unmatchable. I envy Johnny.”

				“Now, now Clan,” she said, her eyes gleaming, “Don’t exaggerate. You’ve got a young wife at home.”

				“That’s true, Clan,” rumbled the deep voice of the minister of the interior. “You’re very active for an old guy, granddad.”

				“Hello, John,” said Clan shaking the minister’s hand. “It’s almost as if you were jealous.”

				“Only for your wife, Clan. And maybe because you don’t have so many worries. Anyway, come in,” and he showed Clan into his office. “You know, I only ever see you in parliament, and even there you’re miles away from me. How are you?”

				“I’m getting old, John, otherwise fine.”

				“And do you think I’m getting any younger? What’ll you have? Coffee? Or something stronger?”

				“Just some coffee, thanks.” Clan sat down in the leather chair. “I’m still tee-total.”

				“I’d almost forgotten,” the minister said, stretching his hands. “Senator Burch, the pure soul of our politicians. Are you sure you just want a coffee?”

				“Yes, John. In fact, Katy’s already getting me one.”

				“Well, you’re getting to know her better than I do.”

				“Don’t tell me you’d be jealous of an old granddad like me?”

				The minister sat down beside Clan. “You know what, why don’t you tell me what you want from me? You didn’t come here just for Katy’s beautiful eyes did you, Clan?”

				“You’re right, I didn’t, even if …”

				“Come on, senator. Spill the beans. Here you’re on hallowed ground. You can’t wriggle out of anything here. We know everything about you,” said the minister, stretching the corners of his mouth. “Absolutely everything.”

				Clan, despite himself, couldn’t help laughing heartily. If you carry on like that we’ll end up like our neighbours down south. With an actor or a comedian in government. John, you’re still as mad as when I first met you.”

				“Do you know how long ago that was, Clan?”

				“Well over twenty years,” said the senator.

				“Exactly twenty-six years,” the senator almost shouted. “You were already almost as famous as Frank Sinatra and I was still toddling about in political diapers. Exactly twenty-six years, Clan.”

				“You see, and while I’m still in the same place you’ve become the most important person in Canada. You must have had good diapers.”

				“You’re telling me that?” the minister retorted quickly. “You, who could already have been prime minister for years if you’d wanted? For once, Clan I’m speechless.” He got up to take the cup of coffee from the secretary as she came into the room. He put it carefully on the table in front of them and sat down again. “Clan, listen, in half an hour I’ve got to see someone. Tell me what you need and you can come again in a year’s time. Otherwise we’ll never leave this room.”

				Clan crossed his legs. “As you wish, you’re probably right.”

				“So what’s up?”

				“It’s about the power plant.”

				The minister shook his head. “And what exactly do you have in common with a power plant?”

				“How does the project stand?”

				“If you’re referring to the nuclear plant then Adams Steel will probably get it. They have the best project.”

				The Senator thought for a moment. “And who took part in the tender?”

				“That I don’t know, Clan. That was the committee’s work. They just kept me informed. I’m not a nuclear physicist.”

				“And the fact that Russian technology is involved doesn’t concern anyone?”

				“As far as I know,” said the minister, taking his coffee, “the Russians have just as good or even better technology than the Americans or the Japanese.”

				“So what happened at Chernobyl isn’t of any importance?”

				“Just a moment, Clan,” the minister interrupted him. “The Russians are only supplying the technology. The actual plant will be built by our people.”

				“And what about the fission material?”

				“Everything made in Canada,” smiled the minister.

				“You believe that?”

				“Why shouldn’t I? I don’t see anything strange in that.”

				Clan took some documents out of his case and placed them on the table. Then he looked the minister in the eyes. “John,” he said, pausing intentionally, “why did the Russians get the contract? Really!”

				The minister shook his head, mystified. The contract was won by a Canadian firm, Adams Steel. The committee was fully aware that Russian technology was to be used. And I’m sure they had good reason to award the contract to Adams.”

				“Tell me just one reason, John, just one, why the Russians should get it.”

				“Jesus, Clan, how the hell should I know! I don’t decide these things. It doesn’t matter to me whether the Russians or the Chinese or whoever does it. That’s why the experts are here!”

				Leaning back, the senator made some notes on a fresh piece of paper. “But a final decision still hasn’t been made?”

				“Practically everything’s ready,” sighed the minister. “Nobody’s interested in changing anything.”

				“Aha,” Clan made another note. “That means that the committee’s decision to award the contract to Adams Steel was unanimous?”

				“Yes, exactly.”

				“And nobody thought to tell you why Adams Steel?”

				The minister got up and strode nervously over to the window. Turning round, he said: “I already told you he probably had the best project... how should I know? Wait,” he said, thinking. “Something else. They were also the only ones to send a proposal for the construction of nuclear waste disposal equipment. If I’ve said that correctly.”

				“Wait, wait,” said Clan, also standing up. “Do you mean to tell me that you have no idea what this project is about?”

				“Neither does it interest me! All I need to know is whether it endangers the security of our state. That’s why I’m here. But I’m not an expert on nuclear physics.”

				“You’ve already said that,” the senator said, going over to the minister by the window. “But that’s no excuse!”

				“What are you talking about?” asked the minister, his face flushing red.

				“You know what?” Clan changed tack, seeing the minister was on the verge of exploding. “Why don’t we go over this again?”

				“Clan, I’ve got another meeting soon. There isn’t time!”

				“It’ll just take five minutes and then I’ll go. Okay?”

				The minister sighed. “Okay, but only five minutes.”

				“Fine,” said Clan, gesturing to the chair. “It’ll be better if we sit down. I want to take some notes.

				The minister and Clan returned to their seats. The senator took a pen and began: “So, three companies took part in the tender. The Canadian Adams Steel, Japanese Henura Pool and The American MGA Group.”

				“How do you know?” asked the minister.

				“It interests me, so I followed the matter. But let me go on.” Clan wrote something down. “All three companies submitted complete projects for the construction of the nuclear power plant in the north of Quebec. And all three projects were evaluated by the one committee which is composed - now listen to this, John - of four people, to be precise, of four experts.”

				The minister shrugged his shoulders. “And so?”

				“So?” exclaimed Clan, shaking his head in disbelief. “Do you mean to say that four people should decide about a matter as important as the construction of a nuclear power plant? Only four people?”

				“Of course it’s not just they who decide,’ said the minister, raising his voice again. “Following the committee stage the project, any project, is passed to the relevant ministry for a decision.”

				“Which hasn’t the slightest idea,’ Clan interrupted, “what nuclear waste or even a nuclear power plant is!”

				“Clan! You can’t decide for the ministry!’ The minister stood up sharply from the couch. “You’re a senator and not a minister!”

				“Why are you getting angry?” asked Clan quietly. “Sit down and listen. I haven’t finished yet.”

				“That’s enough Clan.” The minister was also trying to speak without raising his voice. “You know that I like you and take what you say extremely seriously, but as far as this one’s concerned there’s nothing I can do for you. Nothing, really!”

				“Whatever you say.” Clan got up and put his notes and documents back in the case. “But bear in mind that first thing tomorrow I’m going to propose that an investigation be held into the whole tender procedure. And you can also count on me submitting this to the senate and getting it into parliament. Those famous experts and you from the ministry are going to have to explain how you were responsible for awarding a project of the utmost sensitivity to someone who threatens the security of the whole world. And I’m sure I don’t have to tell you that the Russians are capable of anything. And now excuse me but I have to leave. You said yourself that you had something.”

				Outside the building Clan took a deep breath. He knew that John had got where he wanted but he also knew that John was only a pawn in someone’s hands. He didn’t believe that he, as the minister for home affairs, would consciously do something that conflicted with state interests. No, he knew him too well for that. John was just a part of someone else’s game. But he had been right to lay things on the line. Perhaps now he would be more careful.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				12.

				

				Bruno looked again at the monitor. He passed a hand through his hair and shook his head. “Leave it,” said Darren, laying a hand on his shoulder. “Maybe there’s nothing there anyway.”

				“For Christ’s sake Darren.” Bruno grasped the mouse for the computer. “Frank wasn’t a beginner. And if that fucking diskette was encoded he had a good reason for doing so. Something’s in there which could help us!”

				“How long have you been sitting here?”

				“That’s not the point!”

				“Maybe not for you.” Darren sat down on the edge of the desk. “But Svan and Jack over there are staring at you and waiting. And me too. So be a good boy and leave it!”

				“Okay, okay,” said Bruno, raising his hands. “Maybe you’re right. I’m sorry.”

				“Finally. Turn that piece of shit off and listen to what Jack’s got to say. He’s got something for us on Mr. Mikula and Mr. Rutnev. You won’t be disappointed.”

				Bruno turned round to the men sitting on stools. “I went too far. I’m sorry.” He tried to smile. “What have you got, Jack?”

				Jack Donovan, a thin, thirty-five year-old expert on Eastern Europe stretched into his breast pocket and took out a small notebook. “You wanted to know who Sergei Mikula and Alexandr Rutnev are.”

				“Yeah, that’s right,” said Bruno. “I knew you’d find them.”

				“He’s not in our group for nothing, is he,” said Darren, nudging Jack.

				“Okay, Darren. Everything’s fine. I’m back in the real world. Go ahead, Jack.”

				“So, firstly Mikula.”

				“Is that the gorilla?” asked Bruno.

				“Yeah, the younger guy with the crew-cut,” grinned Darren.

				“He’s a former wrestler,” Jack read from his notes. “He might have taken it the whole way to the international level but once they opened the borders in Russia he set up a private security service. He dropped wrestling and began to make a living through blackmail. And he wasn’t bad at it. Then he got into trouble with the law and he was sentenced to one year conditional. Before, he’d have got ten years. But now he had money. That’s why he got off with such a lenient sentence.”

				“How did he get to Canada?” asked Bruno.

				Jack smiled slightly. “You’re asking me that? You’re not aware of our immigration situation here?”

				“Sure, sure. Sorry.” Bruno tapped his head. “I forgot. I’m in a free country. That must be why.”

				“Sure it is,’ joked Jack. “As soon as he’d deposited a hundred and twenty thousand dollars in the bank he opened a restaurant on King Street managed by his brother in law. And do you know why?”

				Bruno shook his head. “Should I?”

				“No reason. I’ll tell you myself.”

				“Go ahead.”

				“Sergei Mikula started to blackmail the local Russian population. Very slowly but surely. He got together a few doubtful individuals and began to do what he did at him. Except this time for dollars.”

				“Quite a smart guy,” interrupted Darren. “Knows a few things.”

				“Darren,” said Bruno, looking at him beseechingly.

				“Of course, the restaurant is merrily laundering everything that Mikula makes from blackmailing,” Jack went on, reading from his notes. “And it should be clear that these do not concern small sums of money. So he doesn’t have enough time for the restaurant and that’s where his brother-in-law comes in.”

				“Another angel, I’m sure?”

				“Jurij Kancilsky. Clean criminal record and a work permit for two years.”

				“This Mikula guy,” asked Bruno. “How big is his gang?”

				“Altogether, around twenty guys. All Russians and Ukrainians.”

				“Have we got them on our records?”

				“Only two. Some fight or something.”

				Bruno looked at Darren. “You and Svan take Mikula. We want to know everything he’s doing and who he’s meeting. We also need to take a look at the people in his gang. But don’t push things. I don’t want to frighten them.”

				“And what about the other one?” said Darren.

				“Jack and I will take him. He looks like he might be a big Russian ace. Am I right, Jack?”

				“Alexandr Rutnev,” Jack read out. “Single, forty years old. Businessman who travels to Canada three to five times a year. Arranges contracts for Russian firms. Certainly gets his cut, too. Otherwise we don’t have anything on him. He’s even clean in Russia, clean as the word of God. He comes back and forth and builds up his assets. A wheeler-dealer if ever there was one.”

				“That’s the one,” said Bruno, standing up. “This guy, the way he looked and talked, I’m sure he’s someone extremely important. I’d bet everything I have on it.”

				“Unfortunately,” shrugged Jack, “we don’t have anything on the guy.”

				“But we’ll get something on him, won’t we buddy?” Darren winked happily at Bruno. “But,” he said, pausing. “We still have Ural. What about that?”

				Bruno sat down on the desk next to him. “For the moment we only have the diskette. What Belusi gave us is as good as useless. It seems that Frank was on to something but didn’t want anybody to know about it. What he wrote in his daily reports was just a collection of facts that every cop knows from the streets. So, the first one to go for is Rutnev with that goon. What’s he called?”

				“Mikula,” replied Jack. “Sergei Mikula.”

				“So these two,” continued Bruno, “now have priority. Darren and Svan, don’t let Mikula out of your sight. If you need to, take some guys from the section. You’ll be everywhere he goes and every morning I want you here at nine with a detailed report. Jack and me, we’ll tail Rutnev. My hunch is that Frank also had these Russians under surveillance. That’s everything. Any questions?” Bruno looked at Svan. “Do you have something, Svan?”

				“No,” replied the lightly-built policeman with blond hair.

				“Darren?”

				“Yeah, everything’s fine.”

				“Jack?”

				“No problem.”

				“Okay, so tomorrow at nine. Jack, you’re staying here.” Bruno got up from the desk and opened the office door. “Yeah, and one more thing. Be careful. Understood Darren?”

				“Sure thing, greenhorn,” joked the older policeman. “I’ll come to you for a training course. Can’t wait.” He slapped Svan’s shoulder and pushed him out of the office.
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				The black Ford stopped in front of the hotel. Bruno took out his telephone and dialled the number Jack had given him on a piece of paper. He waited a moment before the receptionist’s voice came over the line. “Hotel Imperial, reception? Can you connect me with Mr. Rutnev? No, I don’t know but he’s definitely staying with you. Yes, I’ll hold.” He looked at Jack and indicated he should wait. The voice came back. Bruno answered immediately. “Yes, that’s him. Can you connect me? Thanks.” He gave the thumbs up to Jack and switched off the phone.

				“What?” asked Jack.

				“He’s there. You were right. Stay in the car and I’ll go to reception. If he doesn’t come out in an hour we’ll switch places.”

				“Okay,” said Jack and slid back into the comfort of the seat. “Ill take over in an hour.”

				Bruno opened the door and stepped onto the kerb. He straightened his jacket and set off in the direction of the entrance to the first-class hotel. These were opened by a uniformed porter. “Good evening,” he said, touching his cap.

				“Halo,” said Bruno and entered the hotel. Glancing round, he saw a small souvenir stand in front of the staircase, beside which were two lifts. He headed for the stand where he bought a chocolate bar and the Toronto newspaper. He sat down in a comfortable seat nearby a small fountain and from where he had an excellent view of the whole hotel reception area. He opened the newspaper, crossed his legs and, looking like a tourist, gazed aimlessly at anything in the vicinity. In the meantime, Jack didn’t take his eyes off the area around the hotel. He knew very well that Bruno could be relied on, but he also knew that Rutnev would expect to be followed. Especially after Bruno’s telephone call.

				Rutnev was obviously thinking the same thing. When he lifted the receiver and heard silence he suddenly became alert. He went slowly over to the window and parted the curtains slightly to take a look at the street. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary. Despite this he put on a black jacket and a light coat and went out onto the corridor in front of the room. Seeing nobody he walked quickly to the stairs which were at the corner of the building. He opened the green doors and descended the six floors to the underground parking lot. There he looked around again and took the narrow staircase to the main street. The entrance to the hotel was thirty meters away on the right. It was illuminated and shone like a small square. Rutnev looked along the parked cars and then set off towards the pedestrian crossing.

				Jack spotted Rutnev as he was about to cross the road next to the news stand at the end of the hotel building. He recognised Rutnev immediately from the photograph given him by immigration. He flicked open the telephone and within half a minute Bruno was sitting beside Jack in the car.

				“I should have thought of that,” he said aloud. “I fucked up.”

				“Forget it. The main thing is that we’ve got him in our sight. Anyway, it was also my fault. He’s going to David.”

				“Wait, stop,” cried Bruno excitedly. “He’s not going there, he’s looking for something. Drive slowly up to the kerb.”

				“There isn’t space.”

				“Go up to the hydrant. Do you see the car?”

				“The BMW?” Jack looked at Bruno.

				“Yeah, drive up to it. Stop!”

				They both saw Rutnev look round and quickly get into the car parked by the David’s club. The driver of the luxurious BMW switched on the lights and pulled away from the kerb indicating to the right, before turning off at the first street. Jack put the car into drive and went after him.

				Rutnev’s car went down a small street and then turned into the main King Street. After about half a kilometre it came to Spadina and from there connected to Gardenien Road. On the main arterial road both cars accelerated to over 100 kilometres an hour. After ten minutes they slowed back down to the permitted sixty. They turned off into the exhibition quarter on the edge of Mississauga, where Rutnev’s car drove through several further streets before coming to a stop in front of a luxurious villa. Jack drove past the parked car and took the first right to park. Bruno jumped out onto the kerb and ran back to the corner. When he caught sight of Rutnev going with the driver into the open gates of the majestic home he thought of Clan. The street in which he found himself was inhabited exclusively by the rich. The villa into which Rutnev and the driver had disappeared belonged to one of the ministers of the Canadian government.
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				The long cargo boat churned up small waves in front of it as it headed for Halifax in Canada. For the third day running the sea had been relatively calm and so the captain of the Russian ship the “Naděžda”, made the long hours more endurable by reading one of the books he had brought for the voyage. When he heard the slight knocking he automatically connected the sound to the story in the book. But when the knocking started again he immediately roused himself and quickly sat up. “Come in,” he shouted.

				The cabin door opened to reveal the second officer. “It seems we have a visitor.”

				The captain stood up and with trained movements straightened his almost clean uniform. “Where are they?”

				“About three hundred metres from the ship. Port side.”

				“All right, Ill be up in a moment,” answered the captain and put on his cap. He ran up the green steps and went out on board. He automatically lifted his jacket collar so as not to feel the gusting wind. He put his hands in his pockets and waited until the boat, which was almost parallel with the ship, was tethered to the ship’s hull. As soon as this was done the metal steps were released at the ship’s side until they just touched the surface of the sea. Three men emerged from the boat’s small cabin, caught hold of the steps and, using a strong rope, fastened the boat to the ship’s hooks. One of them then started up the steps to the ship’s deck. After climbing over the ship’s railings he made his way to the captain. He raised two fingers of his right hand to his knitted cap. “Hello, captain.”

				The captain nodded in greeting.

				“How much is there?”

				“Three boxes,” replied the man, who also raised the collar of his leather jacket. “It’s windy up here.”

				“We’re in the Atlantic, my friend,” smiled the captain and held his elbow. “Are you going to wait until evening?”

				The man freed himself from the captain’s grip. “We don’t have time. We’ve got to do it now.”

				“As you wish.” The smile disappeared from the captain’s face and he turned to the two men. He said something to them in Russian and both moved off to the large gates.

				“I hope they’ll keep quiet!” the man said, blinking.

				“If the sum is the same as last time I’ll guarantee they do.” The captain hardened his voice.

				“Twenty thousand, nothing’s changed,” the man muttered.

				The captain nodded his head. “Okay, you can go ahead.”

				The man went back to the steps. He signalled below and another six strongly-built men emerged from the boat. Within a few minutes three wooden boxes were standing on the deck.

				This time the captain nodded to his people and the boxes disappeared into the cargo lift to be taken below deck. “Do you have stamps?,” he asked, turning again to the man.

				“They’re in one of the boxes. And here,” he said, taking a large envelope from his jacket, “is the money. Count it.”

				The captain put the envelope into his uniform pocket. “Sometimes I think we should trust each other more.”

				The man didn’t answer, just clenched his lips. He lowered his head further into his collar and looked the captain straight in the eyes. Then he turned, went to the steps and shortly the boat was heading off from the large ocean-going ship. The captain remained awhile watching the boat and only when he could scarcely make it out any more did he turn and go down to the lower cargo area at the bottom of the ship. In the meantime the men had opened the three boxes. They removed the contents and placed them on the ground.

				“Is that everything,” asked the captain in Russian and picked up a linen bag that lay between several automatic sub-machine guns and ten plastic bags. The men nodded their approval.

				“We’ll put them in numbers two, three and four,” he said, pointing at three metal containers with customs stamps on their seals. Then he walked up to each one, gently removed the seal, unlocked the hanging lock with a key that he took from his pocket and took off all three lids. Meanwhile, one of the men jumped into the first one to rearrange the weapons inside. He did so in order to make as much space as possible for the goods that had to be stored in the Steel containers. Unlike the French arms that had been legally stored on the English coasts, this arsenal bore a Russian mark. Only the plastic bags with pure cocaine came from Pakistan and Afghanistan.

				When everything that had been on the floor was stored in the containers the captain locked them again and stamped all three with a new seal. He then looked at the men. To each one he gave two thousand dollars and silently left the hold. He knew very well that in the Canadian port nobody would check anything more than the seals. Diplomatic bags were processed promptly all around the world.
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				Darren Black and Svan Lindman sat down opposite Bruno next to Jack Donovan. Darren took his notes out of his pocket and began to leaf through them. “So, can I start?” He looked at Bruno.

				“Sure,” replied Bruno, leaning his knees against the side of the desk. “You’ve got priority!”

				“Greenhorn,” retorted Darren and began to read. “Sergei Mikula, prime example of the Russian underworld.“

				“Wait,” Bruno interrupted him. “Are you going to read it out while we wait here the whole day or can you manage to do it from memory?”

				“You’re in charge round here,” Darren said below his breath and closed the notes. “I’ll be brief, if that’s what you want.”

				Bruno sighed with relief. “So, go ahead. Please.”

				“As always,” smiled Darren. “Long live the brotherhood. Anyway, as I was saying,” he gave a low cough and opened the notes again. “So, this Mikula guy. As I was saying, is just a fraction from being shut up for the rest of his life in a prison cell, if, that is, he survives in the first place.”

				“How do you mean?” asked Bruno.

				“How do I mean? Par for the course. Pieces of shit like him have a short shelf-life. A few years and they’re rubbed out by the next guy on the way up.”

				“So, you’re saying we gonna have somebody else on our hands?”

				“Yeah, a certain Max Bradin.”

				“Just a moment,” Bruno looked at Darren. “Is he Russian?”

				“The Caucasus. Something even worse.” Darren grinned again. “Ask our colleague here. He’s got these fuckers all worked out, isn’t that right?” He looked at Jack, who nodded in agreement. “So,” Darren went on, “Sergei Mikula. Since he probably doesn’t feel himself in any danger, especially not from his own people, he led us from one address to another yesterday. Only, we wouldn’t be proper cops if we hadn’t established that during the day, yes you heard right,” he winked at Bruno, “because he earns his dollars at night this nasty Russian piece of work sleeps at Pronter Street 2565, the home of a certain Eva Kozlovska. The name would suggest she’s Polish, but we’ll know for certain this afternoon.”

				“Is she registered somewhere?”

				Darren flicked through his notes. “In Scarborough, in Antrim 30.”

				“Have you been there?”

				“No, not yet. Maybe today or tomorrow.”

				“Okay, go on,” said Bruno.

				“As I said, he went from one address to another. First of all he went to Spadina, on his own, to some goldsmith. He was there about twenty minutes and then he went to Queen Street, where he dropped into an antique shop owned by an old Russian Jew. He kept us waiting there a whole hour before he came out again and drove on to another goldsmith’s on the corner of Eglinton and Queen. By then it was already about eight o’ clock in the evening. Two other knuckle heads joined him and all three went off to Potemkin’s.”

				“Excuse me, what’s that?”

				“That’s the name Svan and I gave yesterday to David’s.”

				“You mean the club David’s.” Bruno couldn’t help smiling.

				“Yeah, that’s right.”

				“And why now Potemkin.”

				“It seemed stupid that a place that’s full of Russians should be called David’s. So we came up with Potemkin.”

				“So, David’s is full of them as well, now,” said Bruno, making a note on some paper. “Go on.”

				“One of the three there seemed out of it, whether on drugs or alcohol it was difficult to say. They got into the car and Mikula stayed on his own. But only for an hour. Then the other two came back and they went on till three o’clock in the morning, when they took Mikula back to the Kozlovsky place. And that’s when we decided to call it a day, too.”

				“What’s your conclusion?”

				Darren grimaced. “It looks like blackmail. I’d guess that Mikula is blackmailing both goldsmiths and the antiques dealer. Either that or he’s selling them something. Nobody would tell us.”

				Bruno leant back on his chair and stretched his arms. “This is all ordinary stuff, Darren. We all know that this goes on. What I need to know is whether Mikula is hanging out with someone who could be moving in other circles.”

				“You mean with someone high up?” said Darren, looking at the ceiling.

				“Something like that.” “Course yesterday we saw Rutnev in better places.”

				Darren sat down. “To me Mikula’s nothing more than a heavy and maybe his bodyguard. Personally, I don’t think anyone would let him into such elevated spheres.”

				“Maybe.” Bruno threw his pen on the table. “That’s how it looks. To get more we’re gonna have to focus on Rutnev and the people round him. Darren and Svan, find out what’s going on at the Kozlovsky place. Check out Scarborough and keep an eye on Mikula. Yeah, and write down everything you told me for Belusi. He wants us to keep him informed. At least give him something to read.”
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				The goldsmith turned his head and looked toward the doors. He adjusted his glasses slightly, and immediately pursed his lips. The reason was the young man who had just come in. He had taken the swiftest of glances around and then approached the counter. His eyes passed across the goods under the thick glass. He leaned over them like an expert, stooped a little further and pointed to a large diamond ring. “How much does that cost?” he asked in perfect Russian.

				The old man replied quietly in the same language.  “Five thousand.”

				“Hmmm, five thousand,” the visitor said, as if to himself. “It’s nice.”

				“You’re right.” The man behind the counter gulped.

				“So today, I’ll take the ring and five thousand in cash,” the young man said nonchalantly and a small smirk passed across his lips. “That’ll be for last month as well. I was on holiday.”

				The man behind the counter reached below the glass and pulled out the polished ring. He then placed it in front of the visitor, who had in the meantime been looking at the watches on display.

				The young man spent a few moments more admiring the goods in the showcase and then raised the ring up against the light.

				“I’m sure you’ve got a box for it as well.”

				The goldsmith pulled out a small green jewellery box from under the counter. The visitor opened the box, carefully placed the ring into it, and thrust the box into his pocket. “And now I’ll have the money,” he smiled lightly and thrust out his other hand.

				The older man ran his tongue over his parched lips. “I haven’t got any,” he said, shrugging his shoulder.

				The youngster raised his eyebrows slightly shook his head. “Say again?” he whispered, as if he hadn’t understood. “Did I hear wrong?”

				The goldsmith took his glasses off and looked uncertainly at the youngster.

				“Did you understand me?” The visitor didn’t take his eyes off the goldsmith.

				“I understand what you’re saying, but I really don’t have any,” came the tremulous answer from the older man. “It’s summertime, business is slack. Perhaps in the fall…”

				“In the fall?” the youngster again shook his head and, quick as a flash, punched the oldster in the face. “Well, come the fall, I’m going’ be on holiday again,” and another punch followed.

				The goldsmith slumped onto the counter. Before he became aware that blood was flowing from his nose onto the glass, he felt cold metal on his temple. There was a small clicking noise.

				“All I have to do is pull this trigger, old man, and you’re a goner!”

				The old man closed his eyes. He was waiting for Death to come, only Death didn’t come. The young man knew full well this wasn’t the time for killing. He needed his victims alive.

				So he slowly returned the cock to its original position and only hissed “You’ve got two days. That five thousand has just become six. I’ll be back in two days for it!” He thrust the pistol into his pocket and slowly walked out of the shop.
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				Clan Burche carefully highlighted individual articles in the report he’d been sent by the Ministry of the Interior. As a senator, he had the right whenever he wanted to look into all projects that the Canadian government was negotiating. And the Canadian government had already been discussing the project for the construction of one of the most modern atomic energy plants in the world, in Quebec, for over three years. That three companies were in the running was an open secret. In fact, there were only three companies in the Western world capable of building nuclear power plants: Canada’s Adams Steel, Henura Pool from Japan, and the American MGA Group. There was, though, one other company, which had been subsidized by the Russian government, Uralskaya Balshoya, which had in the past helped to build nuclear power plants in the Eastern bloc. However, after the complete collapse of the Chernobyl plant, Uralskaya Balshoya had lost all hope of any other orders. Inevitably, then, Russia’s leaders had to find some strategy to avoid losing contact with global trends in the atomic energy industry. And what that strategy was became clear in the tender for the plant in Quebec.

				The senator turned another page and shook his head in disbelief. He took the cap off a red felt-tip pen and highlighted the best part of a paragraph. Though he was no expert on nuclear physics, it was clear even to him that the contract between the Canadian government and Adams Steel, had been a rushed job. That was clear above all in the holes in the contract, which had been drawn up by several lawyers, and the very fact that Adams Steel had submitted a plan that incorporated Russian technology and that the project had de facto almost been approved raised the suspicion that it wasn’t just bribed lawyers who were speculating on the whole building project but also someone within the government. So he read the entire contents of the report carefully. When he’d read the last point, he threw the folder with the report onto the table. He made a few more notes on a writing pad, then locked it up with the folder in a drawer of his desk.

				“Miss Parker,” he said into a small digital telephone.

				“Yes Mr. Senator,” came the answer from the machine.

				“Would you be so kind as to phone the editorial office at the Toronto Sun and call Don Warren to the phone. I’d like to speak with him.”

				“Of course, right away. I connect him to your office.”

				A few minutes later, the phone on Clan’s table rang. The senator picked up the receiver and waited a while before the editor was connected. As soon as he heard his voice, he seemed to pick up.

				“Hi, Don. I don’t want to keep you, so I’ll keep it brief. Can you make time this evening? An hour or so.” When the editor said he’d be very glad to, he agreed to meet with him at seven, at the Athens Bar. He looked at his watch, hung up, and called up his number home on the dialling panel. He told Ruth that he was running late and if she would be kind enough to phone Bruno and asked him to get in touch the next day. He then had a few words with his sons, who kept asking about this and that, and it was only when he promised to bring them a new computer game that he was able to hang up. He laughed to himself and wrote on a scrap of paper “Buy the game Red Danger.”

				The Athens Bar was not far from the Eaton’s Centre, on Young Street. The little Greek bar was supposed to stay open from morning till just after 11 in the evening. When Clan had time, he’d drop in here for a lasagne. The proprietor, Petr Rodittis, probably made the finest lasagne he’d ever tasted. And since he’d known the proprietor very well for a few years now, this was where he’d always arrange last-minute meetings. And as always, when he arrived he sat in the seat reserved for the best guests. A meter-high vase with dried flowers stood beside the table. Above the table was a hand-painted picture of the Goddess Athena.

				As soon as he sat down, Don rushed up to him. “How’re you doing, Senator?” he asked as he held out his hand to Clan.

				“Feel like I’m working for a secret agency.” A grin spread across Clan’s face and took Don’s right hand. “I’m glad you could come.”

				Don made a mental note of the senator’s answer and laughed as well. “Well, if this is about a secret organization, then I guess this is not something I could pass up.”

				“You’re spot on, Don.” Clan indicated a chair. “Everything you’ll learn today is strictly confidential. But not for long.”

				The journalist’s ears pricked up. “So out with it, Senator. Patience is my weak point.”

				“You youngsters,” Clan shook his head. “Nothing can ever throw you.”

				“That’s where you’re wrong,” Don said. “There’re some things that can throw us for an eternity. Though, true, eternity lasts only a couple of hours. And then we’re up and running again, right as rain. So, what’s the subject?”

				Clan waved in the direction of the proprietor and then answered the younger man. “Perhaps a drop to drink first? What will you have? It’s on me.”

				Don shook his head. “Nothing, Senator. I’m dry.”

				“A coffee or a tea then?”

				“Absolutely nothing.”

				“As you wish. I myself, I’ll have two drams of Soluni,” he said as he turned his head toward the approaching owner.

				“Welcome, Senator. The usual?” a deeply suntanned man asked.

				“Only something to drink, Peter. I’ll leave the lasagne for another time.”

				“Of course, and what would your young guest like?”

				“Nothing at the moment, thank you.”

				The man shrugged his shoulders and went off to the bar to get Clan’s drink. Meantime, the senator put several documents on the table. “Read this at home and then give me a call. I’ll like you to push this story, make it a big spread, but naturally,” he said holding up a hand to prevent the journalist from interrupting, “no one’s to know who you got the information from.”

				The young man touched the papers on the table. “Is this something serious?”

				“More than serious,” was the reply, as Clan took a glass of wine from the bar’s owner and held it in his hand. “And now listen to me,” and he leaned forward so that he could lower his voice. “If you don’t want to nose around in this affair, that’s no problem. But just let me know in good time.”

				The journalist’s eyes left the papers and turned to the senator. “Who else am I supposed to trust if not you? Of course, I’ll look into it. Whatever it is.”

				Clan straightened his back. “I knew that’s what you’d say. That’s why I phoned you. You’re incorrigible,” he said with a laugh. “But this time we’re talking about a serious scandal.”

				“Well? What about it?” Don thrust his chin forward. “It won’t be the first time that I’ll have put my head on the block. And I hope it’s not going to be the last time.”

				“The main thing is to give it a good read through,” the senator repeated. “And call me when you’ve got time.”

				“I’m sure you’ll hear from me soon.”

				“Good. And now tell how you’re doing,” Clan changed the subject deliberately.

				Don reached down into his bag beside him and pulled out a small notepad. “I’ll like to make a request, Senator.”

				“If I can help…”

				“It’s about a case in a hospital.”

				Clan put the glass of wine to his mouth and took a sip. “Something that you’ve been ferreted out?”

				“It’s more my colleague’s business,” Don shook his head. “But, if I’m being honest about it, I’m interested in it as well.”

				“Well, fire away,” the senator invited him. “I owe you a favour.”

				The journalist smiled. He knew the senator and knew he was talking into the wind. He opened his notes and turned towards him. “Here are the names of two doctors who’ve got several lives on their consciences.”

				“Hold on,” Clan interrupted him. “Are you telling me you’ve got evidence?”

				“I don’t do anything I haven’t got proof of. And that applies to your case as well.”

				The senator felt he ought to treat the young man as an equal. “What exactly is this about?”

				Don narrowed his eyes. “About the Grey Sisters hospital.”

				“And?” Clan asked.

				“It’s about a number of recent suicides in the psychiatric department.”

				“What have these two got to do with that?” Clan asked, pointing at the notes.

				The journalist returned to his chair. “It’s the usual pharmaceutical business.”

				“That doesn’t say much to me.”

				“I’ll put it more simply. These two,” said Don, pointing to the names on the notes, “who call themselves doctors are being very well paid by pharmaceutical companies to give their patients as much medication as they while maintaining that the drugs are helping. Which wouldn’t be against the law, if these drugs, instead of helping, hadn’t started to kill.”

				“Oh please, how could they do that?”

				“Simple. After popping these pills, patients have fallen into an even deeper depression than they were already in and several of them have committed suicide. And when any of them refused the drugs these two adventurers were plying them with, they were simply thrown out of the hospital onto the street, healthy or not. It even went so far,” Don raised his voice, “that one patient was refused entry to the hospital for a year simply because he insisted on changing doctors.”

				“Did you chase up the story?”

				“Immediately. My colleague took it up and it was told clear as day not to nose around. Except that that’s why what really made her want to get nosy. Simply, these sweet little doctors just don’t have any understanding of journalists.”

				“Where did you get all these documents?”

				“We spoke with patients who’d survived that ward.”

				“Come on, Don,” Clan half-smiled. “Aren’t you overdoing it a bit?”

				“That’s what everyone told us. But it’s enough to see those people, and you know what you’re on to.”

				“These are sick people, Don. You’re not trying to tell me that doctors in our state are doing something that they don’t believe in themselves?”

				“They’re in it for the money,” the young man bristled. “You have to believe me!”

				“I don’t know.” The senator shrugged. “You haven’t got any evidence and without that we’ve got nothing.”

				“We’ve got witnesses who’re willing to give evidence.”

				“Witnesses who’re mentally disturbed.”

				Don looked up abruptly at the roof as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Senator, we’ve got a document here proving a breach of human rights. And by that hospital.”

				“What?” Clan reacted to the journalist’s statement. “What document?”

				“That human rights are being abused here. In fact, people who are ill are even being threatened by the police.”

				Clan took another sip from his glass. He then continued as calmly as he could. “Don, do you realize what you’re saying? You’re publicly accusing doctors and, not just that, you’re pointing a finger at the entire health system.”

				“I’m only doing my job. I’m pointing out lies and crimes.”

				“That’s none helluva accusation. One little piece of paper isn’t going to be enough for that.”

				“You haven’t read it yet.”

				“That doesn’t matter. You have to have witnesses, and lots of them, before you can start taking action against doctors.”

				“At least read it through,” and the journalist pulling out a paper from his briefcase and handed it to the senator. “You might grasp it then.”

				Clan took the paper and put his glasses on. His eyes slowly passed from one sentence to another and he looked at Don several times. When he’d finished, he only asked. “Is this the original?”

				“It’s a copy. The owner has the original.”

				“There could be lots of things behind this,” Clan said again. “This guy could have been violent, they could have some problems with him, and I don’t know what else. Definitely, no one from the hospital would have written something they couldn’t support. It’s not convincing.”

				“If someone’s in a psychiatric ward,” the journalist, like the senator tried to keep the tone calm, “he can’t be accused of being disorderly. Because it’s clear that he’s ill. And if someone gives him a piece of paper like this and throws him out onto the street, then that’s what you call, well, that’s what decent people call discrimination. And there’s chapter and verse on that in the law.”

				Clan took Don’s argument privately. But at the same time he knew that it’s hard to start something against the health system. The words of a colleague of his came to his mind. He’d said in public that no one in this state could make the Mafia in white budge. And now here was a young man trying to do just that.

				“Don,” he said after a while. “This one’s serious. It’s off-limits and I don’t know whether you and that girlfriend of yours...”

				“Colleague,” the journalist interrupted.

				“All right then, colleague, sorry. But I still think you don’t stand a chance.”

				“Fine,” the journalist nodded slightly. “And I thought that you were someone who could handle fear.”

				The senator couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He even heard something similar from his wife not long before. The word “fear” brought dread to his face. “Don,” he wanted to stand, but then thought better of it. “Do you know what you’re accusing me of? Do you have any idea what you’re saying? You’re not telling me you think I’m afraid of something? But you’ve just to understand that you can’t tilt at windmills!”

				The journalist knew he’d hit the right key. The music began. And what he’d just heard the senator say, the first time he’d heard him say something of the kind, set off green lights in his brain. “I don’t want to tilt at windmills or accuse anyone randomly,” was his reaction to Clan’s riposte. “I only want to show what’s going on around here. If I was somehow counting on you, Senator, and if you want to put day between you and this issue, sorry, just forget about the whole thing. I’ll find some way of dealing with this myself. The Fourth Estate is trying to do what it thinks is right.”

				“That’s enough!” Clan hissed through pursed lips. “If you give me some more papers, then you can count on me. But never,” and he struck the table, “never say that Senator Burche is afraid of something! That’s too much coming from a stripling like you!”

				Don felt he had the senator where he wanted him. But he also knew that he had offended his sense of honour, so he changed his tone of voice and began to reply in a completely calm voice. “I knew you’re the right man in the right place. And I sure wasn’t saying that you were afraid of something. I know you too well for that. I just had to prod you somehow. Don’t get angry with me for that. That was the only way I hit upon. I’m sorry.”

				There was quiet for a moment, interrupted after a few seconds by Clan. “You remind me of a friend of mine. His name’s Bruno and he’s got the same character flaw as you.”

				Don smirked.

				“He knows how to goad an old man into action,” Clan continued.

				“But...”

				“Don’t butt in, I haven’t finished yet.”

				Don smiled apologetically.

				“The two of you have got a lot in common, and like I said you know how to get me where you want me. Perhaps that’s why I like you tykes.” He smiled all of a sudden and extended his hand. “Give me that paper, I’ll show it to the health minister and I’ll try and squeeze him a bit. But don’t expect anything much out of it, I’ll tell you that now. If somehow something comes of it, and those great doctors get their knuckles rapped, then you were you right. And what about leaving me in peace now?”

				The journalist’s eyes began to smile. “We’ve both got a lot to do. For my part, I can promise you that I’ll do everything I can to make sure you’re satisfied.” At that, he got up, said goodbye and quickly left the bar.

				Clan watched him go, and said to himself that perhaps there really is no way of stopping young folks.

				The very next day, a young journalist Don Warren left a message in Senator Clan Burche’s office to buy the Saturday papers. He would, he said, find there an article about the machinations of some people in high office in the nuclear power plant affair.
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				Darren Black knocked quietly on a door on the third floor on Pronter Street. His partner Svan Lindman stood pressed against the wall beside the entrance to the apartment. In his hand he clasped a pistol.

				“Who’s there?” came a female voice from inside the flat.

				“We’re looking for Miss Kozlovska,” said Darren. “We’re from the Immigration Department.”

				The noise of the metal chain being taken off and the door opening could be heard. “You’re from Immigration?” came from the mouth of a scantily dressed woman, who was looking at Darren.

				“Darren Black, and this is my colleague Svan Lindman.” He pointed beside him.

				“What’s the problem?”

				“Can we come in?” Darren put his foot between the door and the threshold.

				“Well, I suppose, seeing as you’re already here,” said the woman as she took a step back into a small hallway. “Do you want to see some papers?”

				“Do you live here alone?” Darren pretended not to have heard her question.

				“Alone,” said the girl, looking meanwhile at the closed doors leading into the next room.

				Darren kept his eyes trained on her. “Can I take a look?”

				“But that’s private!” She put her body between him and the room. “I pay the rent on time, so what’s the matter?”

				Darren pulled her aside gently, walked to door. It opened easily. What he saw was more he could have expected. On an inflatable mattress lay a man with close-cropped hair. He was snoring loudly. Around him on the ground were several little packages with a white substance and a plastic syringe. In the middle of that was a pistol. Darren didn’t hesitate for a second, and picked it up quickly. But there was no need to be afraid. The man lay like a corpse.

				“Svan,” he called, “take her to the car. I’ll stay here and have a look around.”

				“You’ve got no right to!” The women pursed her lips. “This is my home, this is my apartment!”

				Darren looked at her and said calmly. “And if that pistol’s yours as well, show me your license.”

				The woman winced slightly and glanced at the pistol that Darren was holding in his hands.

				“So, is it yours?”

				“No,” she answered curtly.

				“So you’ve got nothing to worry about. You’ll have a chance to explain everything to us down at the station.”

				“But,” the woman stammered, “none of this is my fault. I’ll tell you everything.”

				Darren pointed to a kitchenette just along the hallway. “Svan, sit her down there and we’ll take down what she’s got to say here. If the miss is willing to tell us something.”

				“I’ve got nothing to hide. I’m an immigrant, I don’t want to get into any trouble over here.”

				“I’ll second that,” Darren replied. “So, take a seat for the time being while I take a look around the place. I’ll be back with you soon.”

				He took a handkerchief from his pocket and wrapped all the packages and the syringe into it. He looked at the snoring man and moved slowly toward the kitchen. He picked up a notepad and fountain pen.

				“Your name?” he asked the woman.

				“Marie Kozlovska,” she answered as she nervously lit a cigarette.

				“Date of birth?”

				“Fifth of the fifth, 1977.”

				“Did you come here to work, or a refugee?”

				“To work, I’m only waiting for the papers to come through.”

				Darren looked at her. “So you still haven’t got everything in order yet?”

				“I don’t understand you.” One of the woman’s eyes twitched.

				Darren took the handkerchief from his pocket and rolled it out on his palm. “D’you know what this is?”

				The woman looked at the handkerchief and then at Darren. She shrugged. “It’s not mine.”

				“And you don’t know...?”

				“I’ve never paid any attention to his affairs”

				“Who is he?” Darren asked as he folded the handkerchief and put it back in his pocket.

				“My boyfriend.”

				“And what’s your boyfriend’s name?”

				“Sergei.”

				“I’m sure you know his full name?”

				“Yes.” the woman bowed her head. “Mikula. Sergei Mikula.”

				“How long have you known him?”

				“A few months. He asked me whether he could stay over. I didn’t mind.”

				“Did you also know how he makes his living?”

				“I didn’t ask him.”

				“Really?”

				“For me, what was important was that he paid for the rent. Nothing else interested me.”

				“How much did he pay you for accommodation?”

				“Depended on his mood. But it also covered costs. He’s not a waster.”

				Svan and Darren looked at each other.

				“Do you know what you get for possession of drugs?”

				“I’ve told you, that’s not my fault. And I’ve never taken anything. I’m clean.” The woman took a deep drag on her cigarette. “I’ve never even experimented.”

				“Where do you work?”

				“In a hospital.”

				“This syringe came from you?”

				The woman shook her head. “I’d never give him anything. You don’t really think I’d be so stupid that I’d take something from the hospital? I’m old enough to know where the limits are.”

				“So, all of these things are his?” Darren looked in the direction of the room.

				“Everything that’s there is his and his alone.”

				“Fine, miss,” Darren laughed. “I believe you, but I’m going to have Mr Mikula taken to the hospital.”

				“But he’s only sleeping,” she said, choking on her words.

				“That’s exactly why. It’ll be easier for us,” Darren replied. He took a phone from his other pocket and called emergency. “I’m sure you’re not going to do anything that might cause you problems.”

				The woman sat up. “Of course, but I guess I’ll have to move.”

				“Why?”

				The woman merely shook her head. “Anyway, none of that matters now. Do you want.”

				

				Meanwhile, Bruno and Jack Donovan were searching the hotel room where Alexandr Rutnev was staying. They had plenty of time. They knew that Rutnev had ordered a flight to Quebec leaving that day. They learned that from the hotel receptionist.

				“Found anything?” Bruno looked at Jack and slid shut a drawer in the night table.

				“Nothing. He’s Mr. Fat Cat after all. He knows what he can do and what he can’t.”

				Bruno took a deep breath. “Everyone makes a mistake sometime. Even the savviest guy under the sun.”

				“As you can see, Mr. Rutnev makes very few mistakes. Could even say none at all, except for that stinker at supper.”

				“There you have it,” Bruno laughed. “I told you. Even Mr. Rutnev isn’t perfect.” He pulled out another drawer.

				“Wait, Jack,” Bruno interrupted. “Look at this.” He quickly handed over a piece of paper. “He had it in his pocket,” he said, pointing to a dark jacket on a coat-hanger.

				Bruno took the paper from Jack and opened it out it carefully.

				“What have you got?” Jack asked.

				“This guy’s not a David Copperfield, Jack, he’s just your regular dumb Joe.”

				Jack sat down next to him. “Show me it,” and he also took a look at the paper. “Quite good, yeah?”

				“The main thing is it’s very important.” Bruno folded the piece of paper up, got up off the couch and put it back in the jacket in the cupboard. “I hope that Mr. Rutnev will think that he’s really smart,” he said as he stroked the suit on the hanger.

				After that find, both policemen took the escalator down to the garage where their car was parked. As soon as they got in, Bruno dialled Darren’s number.

				“Ciao, cop, how you’re doing? Say again, Mikula? Yeah, we’ll be right there. Send him to the detention cell..., of course..., we’re on our way.” He banged the telephone down and turned to Jack. “Get on the road to Wertram. Mikula’s there, drugged up.”

				Darren and Svan were already waiting for them when they passed through the guarded gates.

				“So what now, guy? Will you take a bow now or later?” Bruno shouted to Darren even before the gates that separated them had been opened.

				“You rookie,” said Darren. “One step behind as always.”

				The gates shut with a clatter. Bruno and Jack walked into the prison yard.

				“Some call that one stop behind, others one step in front,” Bruno prodded Darren in the back.

				“And rightly,” Darren responded with a prod of his own. “But Svan and me, we were the ones who hauled in our friend Mikula.”

				“And that’s why you get a king’s salary,” Bruno grinned. “You’re sure to have a great pension.”

				Darren caught Bruno by the shoulder. “You’re lucky that I don’t want to leave you here, otherwise I’d start bellowing that you’ve got cocaine in your pocket,” he thrust his hand into Bruno’s coat.

				Bruno pulled Darren’s hand out. “It’s lucky you don’t know the difference between cocaine and sugar, otherwise I might even believe you. But you can start to learn,” and he pulled out and gave him a sachet with the McDonald’s logo.

				“Thanks, I don’t take sugar.” Bruno pulled away from Darren and was the first to walk into the prison.

				When they all reached the prison infirmary cells, they asked for one to be opened. On a bed with white bed linen lay Mikula. His eyes were open. Without moving he looked at the men standing in the doorway.

				“Good morning,” Darren greeted him. “How did you sleep, Mr. Mikula?”

				“Who are you?” asked the Russian in a tired voice.

				“Shouldn’t it be you telling us who you are?” Darren replied.

				Mikula sized them up briefly and then turned toward the wall.

				To that, Bruno responded with the words “C’mon, someone’s asking you a question! Or are you deaf?!”

				Mikula didn’t react. He just lay there as if he hadn’t heard anything.

				Bruno stepped toward the bed and with an experienced hand squeezed Mikula’s shoulder. Mikula leapt up. Bruno, though, had been expecting that. He quickly grabbed his arm and twisted it behind his back. He then increased the pressure until Mikula was squealing with pain.

				“I said, someone’s asking you a question, and over here people answer when they’re been asked a question. You’re not in Russia now!”

				Mikula pursed his lips, but said nothing. Bruno began to winch his arm up almost to the scruff of his neck. He could feel how it was beginning to come out of its socket. He didn’t relax the pressure though, and waited to see if Mikula would talk. For a while he held out.

				Bruno, though, was not going to relent.

				Mikula was already shouting for his life. “That’s enough, enough I say!”

				“Do you say something?” Bruno asked calmly. “Or was I just dreaming?”

				“I’ll talk!” he said, choking.

				Bruno let go. He took a step back and looked Mikula straight in the eye. “It’s in your interest, you’ve got no other option.”

				Mikula gave his arm a shake and waited to find out what would happen next.

				“So Sergei, my partner over here asked you something. You ought start talking,” said Bruno as he pointed to Darren.

				Mikula clenched his palms. “I don’t know why you’re playing at cops. You know everything already! So why are you bugging about? I’m not going to say a word without a lawyer here!”

				“We’re only asking who you are. I’d have thought that’s OK by Russian law as well, isn’t it?”

				“Sure thing!” Mikula muttered. “That’s why there’s a swarm of you here. None of you would come in here alone.”

				“You think that?” Bruno asked.

				“You shit in your pants when they’re aren’t at least ten of you!” Mikula smiled with contempt.

				“At least you can see how much we respect you.”

				Mikula again pursed his lips and remained silent. Bruno wanted to say something, but Darren grabbed him by the arm.

				“Leave off now. There’s no point in bringing any trouble on yourself. Mr. Mikula here will begin to talk when we tell him what Rutnev told us.”

				Mikula’s body straightened. He looked uncertainly at Darren, but remained silent. The mention of Rutnev had made him panicky.

				“Actually, you’re right,” Bruno said after a while so that Mikula could hear him. “Everything that Rutnev said, Sergei will find out in court. Let’s go.”

				A uniformed guide closed the cell door behind them and led them to the prison yard. Once they had passed through the barred doors Darren said, “I’ll go with you. Svan and Jack can go on ahead.”

				Bruno only shrugged his shoulders. “As you want.”

				On the parking lot, in front of the brick building of the state penitentiary, Darren told both policemen to go on ahead to the office. He’d go with Bruno. Svan and Jack made no objection, and Darren into the car where Bruno was already waiting for him. He had barely closed the door behind him, when he slammed his fist down on the dashboard. “What got into you?” he looked at the astonished Bruno. “It’s no news to me that you’re a rookie, but that you never leave off, now that is news to me!”

				Bruno shook his head. “Are you crazy?”

				“If anyone’s crazy around here, it’s you!” Darren put his hands to his head. “Didn’t it even cross your mind that that’s just what that fucking Mikula was waiting for? And that he’ll file a complaint, you can bet your bottom dollar on that!”

				“He’s got no witnesses,” Bruno said testily.

				“That’s the only saving grace for you,” Darren shook his head. “Your only one.”

				“He’s a regular asshole.”

				“So? That doesn’t mean you have to take him by the throat. At the moment he’s only been charged. He’s got the same rights as anyone else in this country! That hasn’t you’re penetrated you thick skull yet, brain box?”

				“Leave off.” Bruno started the car. “Mikula will keep as mum as a corpse. He’s shitting himself.”

				“Don’t you make a mistake here. These assholes know exactly what they can and can’t do. And the law’s on their side. I don’t think I tell you that.”

				“You’re right, you don’t!” Bruno retorted. “I know what rights criminals have in this country!”

				“Well, I’m real glad to hear that,” Darren said ironically. “Because I don’t want to have any dumb questions from the guv. And if that asshole does complain, we’re both in it together.”

				Bruno didn’t reply. He just looked straight ahead. He drove the car slowly out of parking lot, and on the road into downtown Toronto, accelerated sharply. Darren shot forward out of his seat.

				“You really are a nutter! That sure as hell will help you!”

				Bruno took his foot off the gas and turned. “Darren, how long have we been partners?”

				“That’s got nothing to do with it.”

				“You think?”

				“Yeah, I think.”

				“That’s fine then. Because it’s goddamn time you knew that every Russian who’s prowling around Canada and making a living by blackmailing or killing someone is just a dirty old piece of cloth for me. That’s my honest to God view. Every bastard like that will have his job cut out to escape alive when I’m around.”

				Darren took a deep breath. He counted to ten before replying. “I didn’t know you were so hung up about Russians?”

				“I know a thing or two about them.”

				“The thing is, though, they’re not all the same. Some Russians are different.”

				“Yeah, but they’re not the ones prowling around the world killing. I never get to meet the other type of Russians.”

				“And what about those who’ve been making an honest living for years and behave like ordinary guys, do they get to you as well?”

				“Don’t twist this. You know what I’m on about!”

				“Perhaps I do. But do others?”

				Bruno clenched his hands on the wheel. “Darren, what’s your beef?”

				“Nothing much, partner. You’ve just got to realize what you can do and what you can’t. That’s all.”

				“Thanks, that’s what I’ll do. With Mikula, though, the border’s invisible!”

				“You’re so goddamn pig-headed!”

				Bruno took his right hand off the wheel and put it in front of his mouth. He wanted to say something but his hand prevented him. With that, he cut short a conservation that to him seemed pointless and endless.
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				The helicopter flew just above a herd of large moose. The pilot executed a half-turn and took the helicopter several dozen meters higher. He then headed towards another herd that was moving around on the other edge of sparsely wooded forest. The men who were sitting in the cockpit with binoculars scanned the herd and spotted a particularly large moose.

				“That one there,” said one of them, pointing towards the giant moose. He picked up a gun with telescopic lenses and motioned the pilot to take the helicopter down a few meters. Soon after, a shot rang out and the animal fell to the ground.

				“Great shot,” Rutnev said knowingly and looked below him. The other moose suddenly raced away, trying to escape.

				“Do you want a go?” the man asked.

				“No thanks, killing goes against the grain with me.”

				The man smiled a small smile. “I understand. Even I don’t get any pleasure from seeing a man die. I’m pro-life really.”

				Rutnev adjusted the microphone on his helmet. “Life is a gift of God,” he said. “And there are few times when God shouldn’t look.”

				The man smiled weakly. “Seems you’ve got that problem figured out.”

				“I prefer to avoid those situations,” the Russian finished his sentence.

				“I understand.” The man was still smiling. “It would be better, then, to have a look at our site.”

				“And what about that moose?”

				“A good catch for the wolves. They’ve got to live as well.”

				Rutnev turned to look at the man. “A wolf is born a wolf,” he said slowly, “and man is born man.”

				“But a wolf remains a wolf, while man becomes a wolf,” the man completed Rutnev’s thought.

				“Do you know Bologov?”

				“My favourite author.”

				“You surprise me. Not many people know him, let alone read anything by him.”

				“I told you, Russia’s my second home, and Bologov was the first writer I loved.”

				“Excellent. It seems we’ve got the same view on life.”

				The man leaned forward toward the pilot and pointed to the north. Then he leaned back into the comfortable seat. “We’ll be there in a few minutes. It’s about twenty kilometres away.”

				Rutnev looked in the direction that the helicopter was heading, but spotted nothing in the distance. The man seemed to read his thoughts. “It’s just bare earth at the moment. We’ll start building when the ministry gives you a permit.”

				“You meant us,” Rutnev corrected. “That building will be partly you’re doing.”

				“Of course, but still I wouldn’t dare to rank myself alongside people like you.”

				“No false modesty, buddy. We’re in the same boat and we’ve got to find a safe harbour for that boat. If it runs aground, we’re all sunk.”

				This time, the man didn’t respond. All sorts of thoughts were racing around in his head, one of them that he hated this Russian from the bottom of his heart. Nonetheless he had to control himself and put on a perfect pretence.

				“You’ve gone all quiet, buddy,” Rutnev said after a few minutes.

				The man looked below him. “We’re here. Do you want to land?”

				The Russian smiled imperceptibly. “No, there’s no need.”

				“Don’t you want to take a walk around the site where the greatest source of power man has ever built will stand?”

				“Buddy,” the Russian turned towards the man. “Power lies within man. Man is the master of this land. But you’re not going to linger around here either; you’re too great for that.”

				“You’re flattering me.”

				“That’s not flattery. With your money, you have other options.”

				“Perhaps. Even so, though, the power plant will be like a child of mine. Don’t forget that I was the one who paved the way right to the finishing line.”

				Rutnev’s lips twisted. “For five million dollars? Everyone would do the same for that kind of money.”

				“You could say that.” The man noticed the Russian’s contemptuous smile. “But others got a bite of that five million as well. And believe me, they weren’t happy with just a few crumbs.”

				“C’mon, buddy.” Rutnev became his old self. “You’re not trying to tell me that you didn’t turn a pretty dime on that yourself?”

				“I didn’t say that, but I only saw about twenty percent of the sum you talked about.”

				“That means at least fifty.” The Russian’s lips curled.

				“I said twenty.”

				“We’re not going to argue about it, are we? I’m sure you’re pretty happy.”

				“I’m not complaining, that’s not a thing I’ve ever done. I take what life has to offer.”

				“Then you’re the right man for us.”

				“I was, Rutnev. Once it’s approved, I’ll be moving on. I don’t like to stay in one place.”

				“I hope you’ll take me on another hunt, won’t you. You’re a first-class shot.”

				The Russian’s word sent a chill through the man’s body. He could see clear as day how he was mocking him.

				“My pleasure,” he replied.

				“We haven’t got everything in the bag yet, though. The signatures ought to have been on those papers a long time back, and the Minister of the Interior is causing us problems. Kind of strange when everyone got their cut, don’t you think?”

				“It’s a only a matter of days. No one that Senator Burche would poke about. And as far as I know, the Interior Minister is a good chum of his. And when it comes to it, you said you’d take care of Burche. That’s the way you wanted it.”

				“Burche…,” the Russian shook his head, “he won’t cause us problems. In fact, I think we can talk him round.”

				The man trembled slightly. He knew what kind of man Burche was. All he could do know was hope that that old twerp wouldn’t dig about too much. He wouldn’t wish to make the Russians angry. He could never return the sum of money that he’d got out of them. So he said swiftly. “I’m sure you know how to handle him.”

				“We’ll see. And if the senator does cause us a problem or two, it’ll be your turn.”

				“Me?” the man asked in surprise. “I can’t guarantee some old senator. Why me?”

				“Perhaps you don’t understand me, buddy. I didn’t mean, you’ll be next in line after the senator. I meant it would be your turn to convince him. As I noticed, you’re an excellent shot.” Rutnev knew exactly how to get someone where he wanted him. The shining pale face of the man was proof of that.
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       Clan Burche watched the cabinet meeting with slight unease. From the balcony of the chamber, the entire Canadian appeared to be in the palm of his hand. His eyes passed slowly from one minister to the next and in the bottom of his heart he hoped that what Bruno had told him wasn’t true. He couldn’t bring himself to imagine that someone in that governing elite would be willing to take his country to the verge of a nuclear disaster and to toy with someone who could unleash hell on earth. Even so, his eyes lingered a while on the minister whose name Bruno had mentioned to him a few days before. He studied him closely to see what effect the prime minister’s speech might have on him. But, look as he might, the minister seemed to him to be totally calm. He sat behind his little table and looked fixedly at the speaker’s lectern. But Clan knew that Bruno wasn’t full of empty talk. His eyes then turned to the Interior Minister. The senator waited to see whether he would glance up at the balcony, but the minister’s head returned again to its original position after a few seconds.
      

      
       Two men. The minister of the interior and the minister of a department so important for this country. What a paradox. Both men occupied the highest posts their country could offer, and yet both were so different. One was incorruptible, the other malleable. One was honest, the other treacherous. Both chosen by people who trusted them. And both, his friends.
      

      
       Clan rose slowly and entered the hall. He sat down in a leather chair. He looked at his watch and realized that there were still minutes until the half-hour recess. He rose and went down the perfectly manicured stairs into the vestibule, where there was a well-stocked bar. He ordered a coffee, and sat down beside the entrance to the chamber. He looked with pride around the vestibule, which had had recently been re-opened after renovation. The very fact that this building could serve the government was a source of satisfaction. The wealth that was so clear from even the briefest glance at the frescos on the wall gave him the right to believe that his country was the country of the future and all freethinking people. He believed in Canada as others believe in God. He believed in his country. This land of plenty that could provide sustenance and joy to so many million people. And he also knew that such proud, rich, and beautiful provider must never fall into the hands of hired madmen who might ruin it. When the heard the bell strike, he pulled himself out of his thoughts and his eyes turned toward the large carved doors. After a short while, the representatives of his country’s government began to spill through them.
      

      
       “Hi, Clan,” the premier greeted him. He had been the first to emerge. “How’re you doing, you old fox?”
      

      
       Clan smiled. He had known the premier for many years and liked him. “It’s going fine, Dave. After all, what can anyone complain about when you’re in charge?”
      

      
       “It’s not good for me to know you.” The premier returned his smile. “I’m sure you’ve got some bee buzzing in your bonnet if you’re sitting here. I hope you’re not waiting for me?”
      

      
       “Not today.”
      

      
       “Well, that’s a relief. Because it’s better to meet with you somewhere else. I’m sure you’re only ever in this building on business.”
      

      
       The senator understood what the premier was alluding to and had to admit that he was right. “That’s the thing, Dave. This is where I gain my convictions best. I feel as if I’m on holy ground here.”
      

      
       “Well, get to work then, fox. The rabbits are already coming,” the premier turned and went down the stairs to the ground floor.
      

      
       Meanwhile Clan replied to all the greetings in his direction until he caught sight of the health minister. He headed towards him and extended his hand. “Hi, Bob, how are you doing?”
      

      
       “Well, I don’t know, Clan. If I say fine, I’d be lying, and if I say terribly, I’d be exaggerating. Something in between the two.”
      

      
       “Do you have a moment?”
      

      
       “I’m the lucky one today?”
      

      
       “You drew the short straw.” The corners of the senator’s curled in a smile. “It’ll only be a moment.”
      

      
       “What can I do about you,” the minister sighed and walked with Clan to a settee below a large window. “What’s troubling you? Your aunt’s died and didn’t receive enough care, or someone took out your hernia rather than your appendix? Tell me, defender of the people.”
      

      
       Both sat down. Out of his briefcase Clan took a sheath of papers and handed them to the minister. “Please read these, if you could. I was working on them until two in the morning. And then drop me a line.”
      

      
       “What are they?” the minister asked as he took the papers. “Some complaint?”
      

      
       “Much more serious than that, Bob. Read it and if you have any questions, just give me a call. But I think you’ll react quickly of your own accord.”
      

      
       “It’s that terrible, is it?”
      

      
       “You’ll see,” the senator’s brow furrowed. “Terrible is a word you could use, but I’ve got another word for it.”
      

      
       The minister looked at Clan. “And what’s that?”
      

      
       “Horrific.”
      

      
       “Surely not? There’s no Spanish Inquisition these days.”
      

      
       “We live in a time of murder and violence. And what’s worse, these horrors are being perpetrated by doctors and people involved with the medical professions.”
      

      
       If the minister had not known the senator, he would have got up and walked away. He didn’t have the will to settle issues that he thought could have been the product of old women’s blathering, but for him Clan was the personification of truth and honesty. So he simply shook his head and said. “Of course I’ll go through it and let you know as soon as I can. I hope there’s proof for it all?”
      

      
       “How long have you known me, Bob?”
      

      
       “That’s it; too long to have doubts. I was only asking. A professional illness.”
      

      
       “Take it as a fact,” Clan continued “that all of this is going on. People complain about the health system, and the health-service staff laugh slyly as if it had nothing to do with them. It’s now up to all you at the top.”
      

      
       The minister moved over. “Clan, you know full well that when there are no resources, there’s nothing to give. What good’s it to me if we get several billion from the government for the health serve when the government will have to take the money from someone else. It’s a vicious circle and printing money would just stoke inflation. That’s not something any of us want, I’m sure.”
      

      
       “Do you know where the problem is?” the senator asked.
      

      
       “Of course, I do. In the demands that everyone makes on the health service. Whether there’re doctors, nurses, ambulance or ancillary staff, simply everyone in some or other kind of health institute. Also, the pharmacists throw one obstacle after another under our feet. And then of course there’s the pharmaceuticals industry. Drugs cost almost as much as gold and in there’s only a finite sum in the budget. And when a hospital presents a bills of a thousand dollars per day per bed. What would you do, Clan? Would you find a way out? Would you take from the schools budget for example? Or from social security? Feel free to give me advice. I’ll pass it on at the next cabinet meeting.”
      

      
       “I know,” Clan interrupted the minister. “It’s clear to me that everyone is making money on what people need most. Still, I think it’s up to all us to put a stop to it, to avoid overpaying for every medication, to stop this ridiculous bureaucracy, which is also one of the things that is draining such vast sums. And, above all, to look at why someone shares his knowledge only for a fat fee. To tell all doctors that they should remember Hippocrates’ oath and when even that doesn’t help to build up a new medical association and say good riddance to the old one.”
      

      
       “You talk like a god.”
      

      
       “Think that if you want to. Perhaps that’s how he would talk.”
      

      
       “But he wouldn’t change the budget. For that, he’d really have to create a new Adam. He’d have to start from scratch.”
      

      
       “Let’s try that,” Clan smiled. “Let’s make a new Adam. Let’s show people that we mean it. Let’s give the old and the sick their hope back, let them know that they are here with us and that we respect them. Let’s not let all the parasites feed off our society and let’s open people’s eyes. Bob, that really is the only way. That’s the only way we’ll put an end to these delusions and sleepless nights. Only then will we be able to stop the rising level of crime and dispel the anger that the entire population feels. That’s the only way.”
      

      
       The minister got up. “I’ve lost my break because of you. I’ll definitely take a look and let you know. If it’s within my powers, I’ll do everything that I think is necessary. And that Adam you’re talking about, I doubt we’ll be able to conjure him up. For that to happen, there’d have to be a huge crash. People would have to realize the hard way. Then they’ll come to their senses and perhaps begin to build that Adam. Clan, there’s not much that we can do with that. We can only try and put the brakes on.”
      

      
       “I believe you.” Clan got up as well. “Adam is waiting for a new generation. It’s as simple as that.” He held his hand out and let the minister go. With a sure foot he set off and greeted the defence minister. “How are you, Glen?”
      

      
       “Aaah, Clan Burche,” Glen Halowka the minister replied, clearly pleased. “I’m glad to see you. What are you doing sake, for God’s sake? This is a place for ministers, not senators...”
      

      
       “I had some work to do,” Clan said, taking a look at what the minister was drinking. “Is that tea I see?”
      

      
       “You absolutely right. I’m not completely in shape.”
      

      
       “Are you ill?”
      

      
       “I doubt that, but somehow I’m not feeling at my best.”
      

      
       The senator again looked at the glass. “I haven’t seen you much of late and there was a time when we were almost hand in glove. Are you having any problems?”
      

      
       “Not at all, Clan. Simply, there’s just an endless round of work. And my head’s already spinning because of those damned submarines.”
      

      
       “You shouldn’t sell them.”
      

      
       “That was others’ decision. I was against.”
      

      
       “I know, you couldn’t do anything about that. But what do you say about our nuclear power plant? Do you know who won?”
      

      
       “It’s no secret. Adams Steel is after all our company.”
      

      
       “You mean Canada’s?”
      

      
       “And who else, Clan, should build it, if not our own?”
      

      
       “You’re right of course,” the senator concurred. “It’s just, do you know what technology they’re using?”
      

      
       “I don’t know much about these things. That’s why we have experts. For me, it’s important that Canadians will build it, and that’s something we should be proud of.”
      

      
       “Well, not entirely...” Clan’s eyebrows knitted.
      

      
       “What don’t you like about it?” the defense minister asked.
      

      
       “Everything, Glen. Someone must have got one hell of a lot of money to approve that plan. Or are you telling me that Russian technology is something miraculous?”
      

      
       “I’m telling you I’m no expert,” Halowka shook his head. “But it’s almost approved now and Adams Steel will be able to begin immediately. In fact, I want them to. That man is very capable.”
      

      
       “But what if it’s a completely different ball game? What if the Russians need to find a market for their technology? What if they then use it against the entire continent of America? What would you think then, Glen? Did you think about that?”
      

      
       “Clan, you’re exaggerating. That they might use a power plant in the way you’re warning about is pure nonsense.”
      

      
       “You said, didn’t you, that you’re not an expert in this area?”
      

      
       “Don’t be nadve.” The minister caught the senator’s arm at the elbow. “A power station can’t be destroyed. And certainly not to threaten the entire continent. That’s nonsense.”
      

      
       Clan slowly extracted himself from the minister’s hold. “And what about Chernobyl, how many people died there? And the security system there was perfect.”
      

      
       “Canada is not Chernobyl.” The minister looked at his watch. “If you want to stop me returning to the cabinet meeting, Clan, just continue.”
      

      
       “No, I don’t. I only wanted to ask you, nothing more.”
      

      
       “Surely that’s not why you were waiting for me?”
      

      
       “Of course not. I had some work to do here, and I saw you having your cup of tea. I wanted to say hello and to ask you why you’re so rarely to be seen.”
      

      
       “That’s kind of you, Clan, but I really have to go now. Look after yourself, I’ll be in touch soon.”
      

      
       “Fine,” Clan took that minister’s right hand and pressed it firmly. “I’ll look forward to that.”
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