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Chapter Three
An English Rose, A Russian Rosetta

TIME Tuesday 11th January 10:00

Next morning, I made preparations for my trip to Auverne. I called HQ and informed the admiral of the latest news, and what I intended doing.

“Very good 0009. So, they’re up to something over by our guys at NASA? No wonder they wouldn’t tell us about it. Be very cautious, Wilde; this is very sensitive stuff. You could be shot if they catch you spying in France.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll be careful sir.”

Hmm. meantime, keep me posted.”

“Ok. Out.”

I phoned Angi.

“Angela, something’s come up. Would you mind if I meet you over in France on Thursday, instead of travelling over with you?”

“Oh. Well, alright” she said, a bit disappointed.

“Sorry about this Angi. I was looking forward to the trip over with you too. Never mind, I’ll come back with you on the Friday; I’ll drive you back.”

“Alright then. Don’t forget your suit – my escort!”

“NO mam.”

“Right, I will meet you at the Eiffel Tower on Thursday, 12 o clock sharp.”

“Ok, Angi. See you then.”

At least, I hope so; that’s if I’m not stuck in the Bastille for spying!
That afternoon, I drove to Newhaven, and took Kittan over on the ferry to Dieppe. While we were sailing across the channel, I contacted some dolphins via telepathy, and sent them off to Eaushantheuse with a warning message. We could have crossed the channel underwater, but its very dodgy territory if it’s not necessary.
*What a shame they have not finished building their tunnel yet* remarked Kittan, *we could have gone through that.*

“Uh, no. I still prefer the ferry, partner. There are too many things that could happen in a tunnel like that. Bombs for instance.”

*Goodness I didn’t think of that. But you’re quite logical; for once, Danial.*

Not really. Just claustrophobic in tunnels...
TIME: 20:15

PLACE: Paris, France.

I drove into Paris from Dieppe, and booked into the Royal Hotel. Deciding to have a little fun, I went off to the casinos. Sticking to my system, I was moderately lucky and left the tables 5000 francs richer. Then Kittan drove me back to the hotel again. Too much pernoe this time.

*You shouldn’t drink so much!* she scolded me, *you know it is bad for your marine metabolism.*

“Gee, can’t a guy have a little fun now an then. Have a heart – Titkan!” 
*Now don’t get rude, or I will tell the Admiral you’ve been gambling; you know he doesn’t approve of it.*

“I know, I know” I sighed, “He thinks it’s immoral. Sorry, partner, I was just teasin you.”

*Very well, you’re forgiven. Here we are. Go and sleep it off. I will see you in the morning.*

“Thanks Kittan. Nite.”

I staggered up to my hotel room, and lurched into a drunken sleep on top of the bed.

TIME: Weds 12th Jan   09:30

PLACE: Paris, France. 

Kittan let me sleep in for once, before waking me via the comm. link. 

*Good morning Danial.*

“Morning” I yawned. I had a quick shower, and then sat on the bed with a coffee. “Kittan, patch me through to HQ please?”

*Calling. You’re through now*

“Thanks. Admiral? 0009 here. I’m in Paris. I’m hoping to get to Auverne today and case the joint, before I try entering the lab.”

“Ok, 0009. Our guys have told me that Prendergast is due to arrive back in France today. He should arrive at the airport around 10.30; it may be a good idea for you to follow him.”
“Ok sir, will do. By the way, the lab’s in Chateau Piestille; ring any bells?”

“What? That’s where we sent you in 1943.”

“Yeah. And get this; it still belongs to the Countess. D’you think she knows what the scientists are doing?”

“Hmm, I doubt it. These aristocrats still have to make a living I guess, she’s probably just renting it out to them. Admiral out.”
We Are Detective
It was a beautiful sunny morning, so I walked from my hotel to a nearby cafe, and sat outside to have breakfast and shake off my hangover. Then I called Kittan. She picked me up. We drove to the airport and waited for Prendergast to arrive. He drove out of the airport park in a silver metro. As I prepared to follow him, a green CV followed his car out of the park, driven by –

“Sue!” I exclaimed. 

I pressed the polarize button for Kittans windows so that no-one could see into her, and then drove cautiously after Sue and the Doctor. 

*Danial, isn’t that Angela’s friend you met at the party?*

“Yeah” I muttered, “this is getting crazy, she’s supposed to be at work in Essex this morning. Or so she said.”

*What do you suppose she is doing over here?*

“She seems to be tailing Prendergast too. No wonder she left the party early last night. 
I wonder? 
Kittan, access me the files on MI5 agents, will you? Women only. See if you can find a match.”

*Ah, I understand. Working.*

Files of names and faces began flashing on her VDU, faster and faster, till finally she stopped on one. There was Sue’s photo; only in this one she was blonde. I banged the steering wheel.

“I knew Id seen her before!” 

I read her details; Susan Keeper, MI5 dept FS, no. 069792 Recruited 1987.

“What’s her present assignment, Kittan? Though I’ve a good idea.”

Another page flashed up.

*Present assignment is to shadow Dr Prendergast and protect him. Presumably, to watch out for enemy agents like us.*

“Thought as much.”

*Won’t this make our mission more difficult? Now she’s met you, she’s bound to wonder what you’re suddenly doing over here too.*

“Yeah, could get tricky. Luckily, I’ve got an investment project on the go over there, so I’ve got a valid excuse for turning up.”

*That’s useful.*

Prendergast booked into a hotel. Fortunately, not mine.

I guess he’s travelling on to Auverne tomorrow.

Sue, having made sure he was safe, drove off again. I decided to follow her, against Kittans advice. 

Ah, she’s going to get a bit of culture

She went into the Louver. I followed her in at a distance, looking at the paintings. 
Then I manoeuvred into doing a front tail, so that I was ahead of her. I stopped and appeared to be in deep appreciation of a painting, giving Sue the chance to notice me. She looked startled, and then recovered herself. She thought hard for a moment, then came up to me. 

“Marvellous colours aren’t they?” she asked casually. 

I turned to her, feigning surprise.

“Sue! Hi again I hadn’t expected to meet you again so soon.”
“Hello Danial.” she smiled, “Fancy meeting you here. I didn’t know playboys were into the arts. What brings you over here?”

“Who me? I love the arts; paintings, murials, all that kinda jazz.” I paused and studied the picture again.

“And?” she prompted.

“And?” I looked puzzled.

“What are you up to over here, are you here just for the art?”

“No, I’m over on business. I invested some money in a vineyard, so I thought Id pop over and see how its doing; spur of the moment kind of thing.”

“Oh, I see. That’s nice.”  

She doesn’t believe me of course. She intends to check up on me as soon as we part company
“Yeah. Here's the vineyard address” I handed her a card, “if you want to come and sample the wine, I’ll arrange for you to have a free bottle or two”
“Thanks, that’s sweet of you. Hm, would you fancy a drink now? Its thirsty work walking round the Louver!” she smiled.

“Great idea.”

We left the gallery, and went to a wine bar cafe.

“So, what brings you over here?” I asked over a cappuccino, “I thought you were in Essex today?”

“Oh. I’m visiting my Aunt. She phoned me out of the blue last night and invited me over for a week” she lied convincingly. “I’m just taking in a few of the sights before I go off to her villa.”
“Nice. Where’s that?”

“In Cannes” she lied. “Well,”  she got up, “I really must be going; perhaps we’ll bump into each other again while we’re on our tour of France.”

With you following Prendergast darlin you can bet on it!
“Sure” I nodded, “see y’round, Sue.”

So far so good. Once she’s checked and found out the vineyard story’s true, she might relax her guard a bit. Now, I need a local map of Auverne...
I drove past Prendergasts’ hotel. His car was still there. I went back to my hotel to study the map I’d bought. The Chateau Piestill seemed easy enough to find. Part of it was open to the public during the day, as a tourist attraction. 

The lab must be in the private part. I think I’ll have to do a tourist run to case the joint.

Later that day, I checked out of my hotel, and waited for Prendergast to leave his. It soon became clear he was headed for the Chateau – with Sue following him - so I fell well behind so as not to attract her attention. 
A little while later, I became aware of a grey Skoda behind us. At first I took no notice. But when it was still behind us after half an hour, I decided to check it out. I stopped at a small farm shop and garage. It was a popular road stop, there were several cars parked with people picnicking by the side of the road. 
I got Kittan refuelled. As I was filling her up, the grey Skoda pulled in at the picnic spot. A young, slim athletic looking woman slid out. She was wearing blue slacks, a white jumper, sneakers, sunglasses, and a baseball cap that didn’t suit her long blonde hair
She walked past without appearing to notice me, and went into the shop, taking off her shades.  I followed her in nonchalantly, to buy some local wine and pay for the gas.
Mmm, nice ass

 As she paid for some wine and bread, she spoke to the shop keeper in good French, in an accent I couldn’t quite place. I paid for my stuff, and went to go out behind her. As she crossed the door way, she tripped on the step, dropping the apples she was carrying

They bounced everywhere.
“Blin!” she muttered.

I bent down and helped her pick them up. 
“Here, let me help you” I smiled.

She looked up guiltily, and for a moment I met her clear grey-blue eyes. 

“Thank you” she smiled uncertainly, taking the apples from me.

I went off and put my stuff into Kittan.

*Don’t drink that wine all at once Danial* Kittan told me.
“Of course not!”

I noticed the Skoda girl smooth a road map over her cars bonnet. She looked puzzled. 
Then, putting on a brilliant ‘little girl lost’ act, she came over to me with her map. 

“Hi again” I smiled, engagingly. 

“Oh hello” she smiled nervously, “excuse me, but, I am tourist here. Please, do you know way to Chat - Oh -Pest -Ill?” she asked, in broken English.

What? She’s got a nerve!

“Uh yeah” I said, “as a matter of fact, that’s where I’m headed next. I heard it has some pretty amazing architecture and gardens. Why don’t you, err, follow me there in your car?” 

Like you were anyway
“Oh thank you” she said gratefully, “you are most kind. What your name?”

“Richard” I smiled. From her reaction, I knew she knew I was lying. 
“Pleased to meet you Richard. I am – Josanne.”

Well that’s not here name either its – Rosetta
“Are you on holiday here too?” I asked.

“I am student, on cultural tour of France. It part of my studies” she lied. 

I read her mind a little deeper.

Shit! She’s a Russian agent!

“Ok, you just follow me, honey.”

She nodded, and got in her car. As I drove away in Kittan, with the Skoda following me, I muttered angrily.

“Oh great. This is all I need, to be shadowed by a Russian spy!”

*I beg your pardon?* Kittan enquired.

“The woman in the car behind us. In case you hadn’t noticed, she’s been following us. She knows who I am; 
I told her my name was Richard and she knew I was lying. See if you can find some info on her, please.
 Her name’s Rosetta Graboldamme.”

*That is not much data for me to go on, Danial.*

“Just do your best partner. When we get to the chateau and look round, I’ll try and get her alone; 
I might even confront her.”
*You know 0009, she may be on the same mission we are; to find out what the British and French are up to?*

“Good thinking partner, she most probably is. The Russian’s be just as worried about this as we are I guess.”

*Thank you Danial.*
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“Oh brother” I sighed, “this mission’s getting more complicated by the minute. 
Now I've got two women to watch out for; one from MI5 and one from theKGB!”
TIME: 15:30

PLACE: Chateau Pesteils, Auverne. France.

From Russia with Love

When we arrived, I had Kittan scan all the buildings. She then provided me with a print out map of the place.

*There is a lot of what seems to be electrical machinery and equipment in the east wing, Danial.*

“Right, that must be the lab.”

Stashing the map in my pocket, I got out and joined a guided tour group.

I wonder if Marianne is in residence here, or living someplace else now? It might be a shock for her if she sees me unexpectedly.

Rosetta popped up beside me in the group of tourists.

“Hello again Richard. Is this not fun?” she asked, innocently. 

“Yeah, aint it.” 
Do go away

The tour was interesting enough, I guess. Rosetta ducked off with another bunch of tourists. I took careful note of all doors marked private, for burgling the place later on, using my card to look through doors when no-one was watching. Tour finished, the group dispersed into the grounds to look at the gardens. Rosetta caught up with me again. I waited till we were out of earshot of anyone else, then stopped and turned to her.
“Ok Rosetta. Let’s lay our cards on the tale shall we?”

“What is it you are meaning?” she bluffed, “My name is Josanne-“

“Why are you shadowing me?” I asked bluntly. “Or are you after Prendergast too?”

Her mind reeled in shock, but she still tried bluffing it out.

“Pren-der who?”

I got annoyed.

“Don’t get cute with me! You know the score here. Now, are you after the same thing I am? 
The Anglo/French defence project? Because it would make life easier if we pooled resources here y’know. Or is a KGB agent too proud to work with an American agent – Rosetta Graboldamme?”

Taken aback, she paused, thought about it, and then sighed.

“Alright. I agree. What gave me away?” she asked, dropping the broken English act.

“Now that would be telling” I grinned. “Have you been following the Doctor for long?”

“Just two days. Then you put in an appearance, so I decided to check you out. So, your government doesn’t know what this project is either?” 
“Nope. Guess we're on the same case, huh?”
“Yes” she nodded, as we walked back though the gardens to our cars. “So, let us work together?” she added, putting out her hand. We shook on it. 

“Good idea” I smiled. “By the way, there’s an MI5 agent shadowing Prendergast.”

“Yes I know; the English woman Susan Keeper. How about you; you are with the CIA aren’t you - Danial Wilde?”

“Uh huh” I half lied. “Shall we meet up later to exchange notes?”

“Yes. I will meet you at the cafe Chat Noire in the village here, tomorrow, 12 noon.”
“Ok, I’ll be there. Err, I’ve gotta be careful around Keeper; I met her socially at an embassy ball recently. 

I told her I’m here on business; don’t think she’s blown my cover yet. See ya tomorrow then, bye.”

Rosetta drove off in her Skoda. I went back to Kittan.
“Hi partner. Everything ok here with you?”

*Yes Danial. Are you going to burgle the Chateau tonight?*

“Yeah, if all goes to plan. Now lets - argghh!” I yelled.

A sudden blinding headache stabbed at my temples, as if someone had thrust a red hot wire right through my head. Bright light swirled in front of my eyes. Searing pain shot down my sides and legs and my balance went. I staggered in agony, clutching my head, and almost fell over.

What the fuck?!

*Danial! What is wrong?* Kittan asked, concerned.

I staggered about and managed to get inside her.

“Terrible pain” I gritted, “worse than a migraine; I’ve lost my balance, something’s disrupting my lateral lines, its-“

The pain stopped as abruptly as it started.

“Phew! It’s stopped. What the hell was that?! I thought my head was going to bust.”

*Interesting. My scanners detected some kind of radio waves on a frequency I’ve never encountered before. No one else seemed to be bothered by it, 0009; did you say it disrupted your lateral lines?*
“Yeah, it was very disorientating and it – arggh! It’s started again!” I grated, holding my head. “See if you can - analyze the wavelength then – get me – OUT of here!”

*Certainly.*

Kittan did a scan recording, and drove away from the chateau fast. As we got further away, the pain subsided gradually, till it had faded away to a faint ache about 2 kilometres away from the place, and then went.
*How are you feeling now, Danial? The waves are still transmitting.*

“Better, thanks. Whatever that was, it must have something to do with the Epensteine Project. What did you make of it?”

*It is some kind of high frequency device, an electrical and magnetic disturbance. The nearest thing I have to it in my data banks is modified radio waves, or magnetron microwaves. Whatever it is obviously has a detrimental effect on marine animals.*
“It sure does! I hope they won’t be running whatever caused that tonight when I’m trying to burgle the place; it would make my job impossible with that to contend with.”
*Well, it’s logical to assume that the scientists will be sleeping at night and not running experiments.*

“I hope your right.”

I booked into a small hotel in St Yorre for the night.
“Wake me up at midnight please, Kittan”

*Yes Danial.*

I fell into an exhausted sleep.

TIME: Thurs 13 Jan. 00:30 

PLACE: Chateau Pesteils
Chateau Burgle

Later, we went back to the Chateau in the dead of night. For the last half kilometre, Kittan went into ‘silent’ mode; black colour, with no lights and a silenced engine – so we wouldn’t be seen or heard. I put my infra-red ’sunglasses’ on, so I could see in the dark, and got out of Kittan by the east wing buildings. 

“Stay alert, partner. I may have to make a run for it. Be ready for anything.”
*Yes 0009. Be careful, that is Sue’s car parked over there. She must be staying here to keep an eye on the doctor.*
“Ok, thanks for the warning.”

Cautiously, I broke in to the chateau buildings through a small side window. There was a night watchman, but he was asleep! I stunned him anyway just to make sure. I made my way through the building to the lab. Inside the lab was a lot of weird looking machinery, electrical gear, including two things that looked like power generators at opposite ends of the room. I took pictures of every thing with my comm. link, relaying them to Kittan who stored everything in her memory bank, so we cold send them to HQ later. Then I got into the offices next door and found more technical information files on what they were doing. 
Hm, ‘High Density Field Barrier. Dr I H Epenstiene. Classified’ that must be it

I took more pictures of everything, and then started to make my way out of the chateau again. I left the east wing apartments behind, and made my way back through the main building. As I crossed over the main hallway and into a study, I paused to get my bearings. And got a nasty shock. 
Cold metal pressed against the back of my neck.

Fuck!

“Don’t move!” said a familiar voice, “Put your hands up slowly.”

Oh No! Sue!

I did as I was told. She switched the light on.
“Danny!” she gasped.
I’m in it now...
� Shit
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