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Alpha Omega
aka The Transformed Man

A drama in five acts
When John Steed teamed up with Emma Peel, his persona changed dhgrfratic what
it was during his partnership with Cathy Gale. This story explains that trarsgionn

Act One: Auto-de-Fe - Cathy Gale goes on holiday

Act Two: Every Steed Needs a Knight - John Steed meets Emma Peel

Act Three: The Transformed Man: Before - Steed and Cathy geate The Murder
Market

Act Four: Every Knight Needs a Steed - Emma Peel meets Max Prendergast

Act Five: The Transformed Man: After: Emma Peel joins the Circus

Act One: What a day, what a day, for an Auto-de-Fe
I. London, England. 1964

Brilliant golden flames leapt everywhere about her. The heat sears#tin. Cathy Gale
stood in the center of the room, spinning around, eyes searching
desperately for a way out. There was none. She was doomed...she
would be burned to death. She could barely breathe, her lungs
seared with every intake of air....

No, it couldn't end this way. Standing here spinning like a top and
waiting for the end. She had to try something! Cathy grit le¢h te

in determination. There! That way....that's the way she would go.
She started running forward, low down, with smoke pouring over
her, the heat melting her shoes...she wasn't going to make it....she
stumbled forward nevertheless...keep going...keep going or else!

F

Suddenly a strong arm was around her, helping her to her
feet....Steed! Steed had come at last...Cathy forced her eyes opennate¢he familiar
bowler, but below that was not Steed's sardonic smile but the gairtg g skeleton, with
flames glowing in the eyeless sockets.....one skeletal hand halg@ hed the other hand
held a gleaming scythe.

Anger surged through her and she yelled at the thing furiously, "St&é@! began to beat
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at the thing furiously, striking to kill.

Cathy Gale jerked up in bed, eyes wide open, mouth open in a soundlass $teeareasts
heaved as she forced herself to suck in air. Just a dream....jeata.dShe had flung off
all her covers during her dream...but she was hot...her skin was bumibgt inside she
felt the coldness of the grave.

Cathy swung out of bed and strode into her bathroom, stepped into the shotuenatdn

the water without bothering to undress. What was happening to her? She had faced death
many times in her life, and defeated it every time. Even before shégtistanrking with

John Steed and his Department S she'd faced death...the death of agctangi or
lion...and for two years she'd faced death at the hands of violent merdasahiethrough
unscathed, physically and mentally.

But her most recent escape from the burning houseboat...that had scarred her otibly.
physically, of course, her burns had been only superficial. But mensalentally her
confidence was shaken..not in herself, surely...but in John Steed....Steedgrias thaper
with a bowler instead of a cowl and an umbrella instead ofythescand a gleaming,
heartless smile.

Cathy took a deep breath. Irrational...irrational feelings...Steed hadmiatdanger many
a time but had never let her down...he put himself in danger as wéhandhat she'd pull

his fat out of the fire if need be....Cathy laughed weakly...fire, fivthat'a day, what a day
for an auto de fe....'

"Now this is getting ridiculous," she said aloud, "when | starisgg
Candidel know there's something wrong."

She stripped, wrapped herself in a kimono and went into her library.
The walls were lined floor to ceiling with bookshelves, interspersed
among the books were African tribal masks and various other
memorabilia from her time in Kenya. On a tremendously laageg 'l
Susan' placed in front of her comfy leather chair were arraoged f
chess sets, each in various stages of play.

A pile of letters and postcards lay on one table, for a week she had
not looked at her mail...now she sorted through the envelopes and
took out only the postcards, for they were chess-by-mail postc8itus glanced through
them, and found one signed Dan Dare. Cathy smiled. 'Dan Dar&avase of the British
astronaut who appeared in the comic strips. It was an in-joke beheeand a scientist
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friend, a man who intended to build and man the first rocket ship inte.sg&we hadn't
heard from him in over two months. He was in the Bahamas, doing somaf kiodk at
the United States missile tracking station there.

Cathy spun the lazy Susan so that Dan's board was in front oeheh of the boards she

used had been designed by her, using her wood-carving skills, to tiefigursonality of

her opponent....for games with Dan she had carved a space motif - fopkedtsaight out

of Dan Dare for the pawns, things like that. She read Dan's move and played the move on
the board.

Absently, while she studied the board, she took a cigarette feobox and flicked her
lighter. Suddenly her eyes were caught by that flickering flame& she stared at it,
mesmerized. Abruptly she snapped the lighter shut, grabbed up hettegjand tossed
them into the rubbish bin. She took a long, calming breath. She diesaxyes, took
another breath, visualized calmness returning to her body.

Something would have to be done. These nightmares were comingreguently and
becoming worse and worse. Never before had she seen Steed asrttiRe@per, but
obviously in her sub-conscious that was now how she thought of him...and her tlioughts
him, sub-consciously at least, were thoughts of hatred.

But not hatred for Steed, Cathy told herself. Hatred for hers@tgchthat she had lived
through her ordeal by fire but was now afraid, afraid. Afraid tienashe had to confront
death again she would not have the courage to do so.

"l need a vacation," she told herself. "I need to
myself. Scuba diving...sky diving...that's the tic
Live life to the edge and prove to myself that I'm
turning into a coward....and...get away from Steed.

She hadn't seen Steed since it had happened. It
be best if she did not see him. Cathy nodded to he
as she spun the lazy Susan around idly, watchingge"
chess boards spin around, their pieces spinning around
helplessly at her whim.

The morning sun arrived while Cathy was still engrossed over hssloba&rds - this time
with her countering moves to her opponents. As soon as she noticed tlsenguover the
horizon she went out into her yard to watch the sunrise, breathingptydd the sweet
smelling air.
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| She was calm now. She'd made her decision. She went back to bed,
| set her alarm for ten in the morning, and then nestled under the
covers and allowed herself to drift to sleep. She did not feaetlye f
dreams, and she did not have any.

When she wakened at ten o'clock she showered again, dressed, and
then called her travel agent and booked passage to the Bahamas.
= Scuba diving, sky diving, and she'd visit Dan Dare and listen to his
NEW BLACK & WHITE STRIPSARTICLES, STORIES dreams for the stars.

She spent the rest of the afternoon at the library, researchinigtiwy of the Bahamas and
making plans for things she'd like to see. When she returned homeréiseaemessage on
her answer phone from Steed, inviting her to tea the next dayy Gatlded to herself
slowly. Tomorrow was the day she would break away.

She was round to Steed flat's on the dot of the time he had suggested. Knowing her knack
for punctuality he'd already had the tea on the boil, and handed her A€ghe drank,

Steed puttered around his flat somewhat nervously. He, too, seemsshtliffeore forced,
somehow. But his voice was as flippant as usual when he said, "Yiguaela wonderful,

my dear."

Cathy handed him her empty cup, and he put it away.

"And," he said happily, I've hung you in a place of honor." She followed hismpiimiger
to her portrait above her bureau. It was a lovely likeness.

"Yes." Cathy said very grimly. "Very touching.” She had steeled héosetiis meeting.
She knew what Steed would try to do, she knew her feelings for him she wasn't
minutes away from a horrible nightmare, and she knew that she would not be swayed.

"l told you a couple of days' complete relaxation would work wondersé&dSsaid
cheerfully. "How are the burns, by the way?"

"Only superficial."
"Good. I'm delighted to hear it, ‘cause....." Cathy watched him crossdireand opened
a cabinet door. He removed a small, flat white box and handed it ti'aeilgot something

for you. To replace the wardrobe you lost in the - er - the line of fire."

"Ah, that's nice." She opened the box, and took out the two ppéeedathing suit. Of
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course, she thought to herself. "Who told you?" she said resignedly.
" Told me what?"

" That I'm taking a holiday."

"Are you?"

Ah, Steed, Steed, there's no one to match you, the way you try to sound innocent when you
know that your opponent knows that you are not innocent at all...

"Yes." Is all she said. "l leave tomorrow. I'm off to the Bahamas."

Steed sat. Steed smiled. "No! What an extraordinary coincideAsea matter of fact
there's just a... "

That was it! That was Steed!

"A tiny bit of trouble out there?" Cathy said, not quite sure how toosthithe emotions she
was feeling.

"That's right!" Steed said. "Nothing dangerous, of course."
Still that innocent voice.
"No, no. Of course not."

Steed said brightly, "As you're going to be out there anyway, possigg along those
sun-soaked shores..."

"I might as well do a little investigating?"
"That's the idea. What do you say?"
Cathy said very coldly, more coldly then she intended, "Goodbye, Steed!"

Steed blinked. For a second she could swear he was actually disednoere at the tone
of her voice than at what she had said. But all he said was, "Eh?"

Cathy replaced the swimsuit in the box and, holding the box, stood up. "That's what | say
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'‘Goodbye'."

"Oh, but that isn't asking too much...."

"Yes, it is!"

Cathy walked to the door, paused, and spoke from
th ere. "You see, | shan't be pussy-footing along

those sun-soaked beaches, I'll ljpmg on them.
Thanks for the swimsuit."

She gave him a dismissing nod, and walked out of
the flat quickly. She more than half expected he'd
come after her, and steeled herself for the approach of footsteps, but none came.

Steed remained in his flat, standing, his face a study. Mrs.v@@aleeally angry with him
this time. Nevertheless, she'd get over it, as she had a dozen times before.

"No pussy-footing? I must have been misinformed." he murmured... Basagnd picked
up the telephone, and proceeded to dial his superior at Departmenv& hngthe news.

The End: Quadrille
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Act Two: Every Steed Needs A Knight

London, England 1965

Mrs. Emma Peel stood pressed against the huge plate glass wiingenoffice on the top
floor of the Knight Industries. Skyscrapers lined the rest oftheet, towering over the

3 miniature cars and people far below. The glass was
cool and soothing against her forehead. She
| remembered the last time she had stood this close to
the window. It had been five years ago, just a couple
of days before her wedding to Peter Peel. They had
stood against the window gazing out and Peter had
said, "Look at that view, Emma. Doesn't it call to
¥ you? We could do it, you know. That new invention
- the hang glider."

Emma had smiled at him, knowing he was completely serious. "Opetnith@w and jump
out? Swoop down on the unsuspecting populace below like gigantic pterodactyls?"

He’'d laughed happily. "Yes! Yes!"

She’d drawn him away from the window with a hand around his waist.IdVe to do it,
darling. But if | opened one of these windows it would void my leasen ®ith as much
money as we pay for this suite of offices. We’ll have to wait til our honeymoon."

"Trust you to be practical." He'd smiled and hugged her. "Never gmautimb, that's my
Emma."”

She hadn't disagreed with him...Peter knew nothing of the cut-throataftirllboardroom.

It had been two weeks since she’d gotten the news. Peter whskdlea in an accident
while testing a new plane. Worse than dead. The plane had explodedreetidsumpact,
incinerating him. She would, literally, never see him again.

It was a long way down, Emma thought. How horrible it must be ltintalsands of meters
to be smashed into the ground, watching the ground coming up to meet yobymaéter.
The seconds must seem very long. But Peter wouldn’t have been thinthag die’d have
been desperately trying to save the plane - he’d never have thoughtdmtdring it back
in one piece. He would never have seen the end coming...would only hangéelatthe
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end if hehadseen....

Emma turned away from the window and walked
back to her desk. She picked up the framed
photograph - the only personal photograph she
had of him in the office. It was her favorite
picture of him. Peter with his arm around her,
but both of them looking out and smiling for the
camera. He had accompanied her to a business
function dressed as the traditional British
businessman with bowler hat and sober black
business suit. She’d enjoyed the contrast so
much - his devil-may-care attitude concealed
behind that sober 9-5 outfit...that he’d decided to adopt the costume permartaime!
looked at his face, the wisps of corn-blond hair escaping from beneathites, his intense
blue eyes, the lantern jaw. The mobile lips stretched into a broad smile.

Emma picked up the photograph and placed it in her briefcase. Tasmowope for it.

She wasn’t going to be able to do any work today. She had thought she could - until she’d
arrived at the office that morning and been ambushed by a phaflaeporters who’d
wanted to know how she felt to suddenly be a widow. Hadn't it beerghartbat they'd

done the same thing at the Memorial Service that had been helthfbrbid they have to

come to her place of business? And would they be lurking around her apasnwvell?
Damned vultures. It had been with great difficulty that she’dgabsough them without
laying some of them out on the carpet, and her anger at their insgnsad only faded with

the sudden welling up of sadness when she'd gone into her office. Sgettiountil this
moment that Peter’s presence would be felt even here.

She’d have to take another week off. "Get her head together," as the Americans said.

Emma punched a button on the intercom on her desk. "Doris, would youaakir-to
come in here, please. And you too."

She had put Franklin, the Vice President of Knight Enterpriseharge of running the
company for the last two weeks. She told him now that he could do tioe fotnther week,
and he and Doris - her executive secretary, expressed their commiseration ance mor

"Have Paul bring my car around to the West entrance, will youPi&asked Doris finally.
"I'd like to avoid any reporters who still may be lurking down in the lobby."
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"Certainly, Emma," said Doris.

After they had gone, Emma changed from the dress she had worn taleasmsslacks and
white sweater, and tied a scarf over her head. No journalist loakimgy would give her
a second glance. She took her private elevator down to the firstflenitook the stairs to
the Ground floor and out of the West Entrance of the building.

Emma stepped out into the sunlight and took a deep breath of the fresh air. Sotharly i
morning....there was little traffic on the roads, but plenty of pedestraffic on the
pavement. Her white Lotus Elan was waiting for her at thb.cudhe key was in the
ignition, but it was a specially outfitted car that had secrevbsito push before one could
drive off in it.

Suddenly Emma heard a shout behind her....cries of, "Hey, watch it!"Stogd that man!"
She turned to look and saw a large, bulky man racing down the sidewaliqdppebple

over. There was an ugly expression on his face and an even ugkenkms left hand. He
was going to run right past her.

Emma timed it perfectly. When
sprinted into range she reached out
grabbed his wrist, twisting it as s
pivoted and straight-armed him into t
side of the building. His face hit tf
brick wall with a sickening crunch. H\
knees were already buckling as ¢
flipped him around and applied theup &h
de grace a knee between the legs. L

Emma didn't even watch as he slid all the way down to the comacr@telled over in a fetal
position. Newspaper reporters could smell a story, if theyreavthey'd be all over her.
She'd stopped the man and if the crowd of people around him didn't hayertpgon to
keep him down, it was nothing to do with her.

Very quickly Emma strode over to her Elan, climbed in, pressed the button underneath the
dash that unlocked the steering and sped off down the street. She never looked back.

She turned the corner onto Dickon Street and merged into traffievciiv@ head out of the

city limits into the country, where she could put the Elan througbaites and leave the
memory of this morning far behind her.
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Once she reached the rolling hills of suburbia, Emma put her foot dowe petrol. Birds
keened overhead and the hills were green and yellow with new gr@kthsped past the
occasional car with ease.

She slowed down as she came to the little village of Uppingtent into her favorite
Chinese restaurant and had lunch. It was an unusual Chinese restaurant gavieadut
fortune cookies in the American style. With a little smile Eavbroke open her cookie - 'You
will meet a handsome stranger." Emma crumpled up the piece of paper ant dhweaw
She didn't want to meet anyone.

When she came out of the restaurant she looked casually down tharstretopped dead.
A car had just turned out from the curb and out into the road - a large Bentley being
driven by a man wearing a bowler hat at a rakish angle. Tlo# 8e shoulders seemed
familiar. Emma felt a cold hand grasp her chest and squeezmuildh't possibly be Peter!
He loved ancient planes, not cars, but those shoulders... and that hat!'sédvowdt dress
like that in the bucolic village of Uppington?

There was no way to describe the sensation that welled up withiof mecredible joy and
happiness held in check by a nagging doubt that it was all impodSinl®a sprinted to her
car, jumped in, revved the engine and set off with a squeal of tiresnally a
championship-caliber driver, Emma ignored all rules of safety drudfdike a driver at the
pole position at Le Mans.

The Bentley had driven past the final stop sign that led out ofltage:i The driver began
to accelerate. Emma glanced both ways, saw no cars and sped on thouaiglenly,
without warning, the Bentley braked. With lightning quick reflexestanapplied her own
brakes, but she still hit the bumper with a resounding thump.

The driver rocked forward, then raised up to vault over the side of theegeatid turned
and came towards her.

Chapter lI

John Steed, a British intelligence agent and member of the
super secret Department S, was quite pleased with the success
of his plan. He had engineered the accident and his target had
been very obliging.

He hopped lightly out of the Bentley and headed towards the
woman, his eyes sharp for any reaction from anger to

Miniscule - 12



Two Such People: The Adventures of John Steed and E mma Peel... The Avengers 13

embarrassment, hysteria to hatred. He was prepared for angttaagt that which he
received. There had been an expression of hope on her face, expectaterfjras caught
a glimpse of his features, as if she knew who he was, but as suddenly teewitist of a
knife blade the look of recognition in her eyes faded, and all light gyriess went out of
her face, to be replaced with utter sorrow. It was an exprefgibirmpacted Steed more
than he would have thought possible.

Immediately he changed his planned tactics. He doffed his bamtesmiled his most
winning smile.

"I'm terribly sorry,” he said. "That was inexcusable of nhéhought of something I'd
forgotten and my foot just automatically hit the binders. Terstlpid. | do hope you're not
hurt?"

The woman took off her scarf, revealing perfectly coifed auburn h@hat terrible
expression of despair had been wiped off her face as if it hadlmesterand she smiled at
him, revealing perfect white teeth and a sense of humor.

"It wasn't entirely your fault. | was following you a bit too closely."

"You're too kind. My name's Steed by the way. John Steed."

The woman took his extended hand. "Mrs. Emma Peel."

"Oh." Steed felt a slight frisson of shock. "I read about...your husberagh a couple of
weeks ago. I'm terribly sorry."

"Thank you."

"Well," said Steed, to cover the awkward moment, "let's see what damage was done."
He stepped back to the juncture point between the two cars, whekeddrgined him. She
was tall, about five foot eight, he judged, with a slender figure, habd posture and easy

movements which hinted at physical fitness.

"Thank heaven for ten-kilometer-an-hour bumpers,” Mrs. Peel said vsthila. "No
damage at all.”

"It certainly doesn't look like it," Steed said. "Neverthelesswistn't jump to conclusions.
I'll give you my insurance information. And you must have yousean to as quickly as
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possible."

"Yes, of course. When | get back to the City."

"Are you on a long trip?"

"No, | was just out for a drive. | find it very relaxing, driving alone in the country."

"Until you run into absent-minded buffoons like me," Steed said withla.stivell, | won't
keep you. Let me just write down my insurance information for you."

There was no point in keeping the woman, Steed decided, beautiful thougisshdaxhad
found out what he needed to know. He quickly scribbled his name, addresswaadce
policy number on a card and handed it to her.

Steed waited for her to start up the Elan and drive off. She dldsimea wave and a smile.
Steed turned his Bentley around and headed back for London.

Chapter llI

Steed and Dankworth walked down the hallway towards Station B. "Thiaiogslans of
mice and men gang aft agley," Steed told Dankworth cheerfulljhatl been a nice little
set-up. O'Reilly got the microfilm, as planned. We let hgtape, as planned. He was
supposed to go to his Contact. Instead he ran down Gloucester Drive émelinggfortune
to meet up with Mrs. Emma Peel."

"Emma Peel? That name sounds familiar."

"Yes, widow of Peter Peel, the test pilot who crashed aweeks ago. She is also the
President of Knight Industries, and has made that a multi-million poerpidration. It's
only natural that a woman with that much power learn to defend hdxs#lfphysically and
mentally."

"Well, she wasn't defending herself though, was she? PluckedI@iiRgnt off his feet as
he ran past her, that's the way | heard it. Slammed him in&dl arvd then put the boot in."

Steed shrugged. "Well, she thought she was apprehending a crinsioileokind. And she
was, of course. Unfortunately it wasn't a criminal that we edapprehended #tat
particular place and time. Still, we've got the microfilnckgaand we do have O'Reilly.
We'll just have to get the information out of him another way."
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Steed opened the door to Department B and followed Dankworth into the room. Clemens
looked up from his desk, his face grim. Clemens was their segpet. Dead or alive,
when he went over a body he found what he was looking for.

"Well, Clemens, what's wrong?" demanded Steed.
"O'Reilly didn't have the microfilm on him."
"What do you mean? He must have done!"

"Steed, | searched that man. His clothes, his orifices, ewayext his stomach. The
microfilm was originally in a small pack of cards, as you knohosE cards were gone. The
microfilm is gone."

"But that's not possible," Steed insisted. "He was on the run fretmte he got his hands
on that pack of cards. Archer and Powell were some hundred yards behimdsi of the
time, but they would have seen him throw those cards somewhere. Aadh front of him
and | certainly didn't see him do anything with them. He didn't have time."

"He must have come into contact with somebody while he was on theHeigave that
microfilm to somebody

"Or somebody took it from him," John Steed said, his eyes very coldcusE me,
gentlemen. | have to go see a lady."

Chapter IV

Steed looked up the address of Mrs. Emma Peel in the phone book. Shelaetpstead.
He pointed his Bentley in that direction. He was not in a good moodaasdround him
had enough sense to get out of his way. He was seething. N&. &rvina Peel who had

turned out to be a traitor to her country, but at himself.

He had always fancied himself a good judge of people, but of womenadigpetie'd
witnessed her little take-out of O'Reilly. And he'd seen her rumwifadiately afterward,
and this action had struck him as suspicious. So he'd followed her, and tingeditrat
little car accident at Uppington.

And she'd had him completely fooled. That expression of utter desbedr tate, when she

had looked at him at the very beginning. He lhad thought that that had been the
expression of a spy who thought she had been caught and was doomed to go téiprison.
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had ascribed a more personal motive to it. But he'd been wrong. yGle'arbeen wrong.
She had nabbed that microfilm off O'Reilly as slick as you p)¢asaght she'd gotten away
with it, and then been nobbled, and it had terrified her. And he'd let her get away!

But why would a woman like Emma Peel get involved with the Russikiesthought back
to what he knew of her. He remembered, of course, the articlesswareor eight years ago.
Her father had died and she, Emma Knight at that time, had sucte¢dedusiness. Much
had been made of the fact that she was very young, more had been thadacifthat she
was awoman. This publicity had seemed to annoy her extremelyelddspt a low profile
after that.

Her marriage to Peter Peel had made news but focus was caisRedare-devil test pilot
rather than on Mrs. Peel as a millionaire in her own right. Amdweeks ago the news
report that Peel had been killed in a crashed had merely saith¢haidow had been
prostrated with grief. And there'd only been a blurry photograph of her.

There could be no monetary reason why she'd go over to the other sidenussi be
philosophical. Something about the Russian system appealed to herh Raohian. Let
her go into Russia and see how the common people survived - that wasvitedrather
than lived - and perhaps she'd realize what a mistake she was making.

But it was too late for such a salutary lesson. It would be the big gray box for her, now.
Steed rolled up in front of the Highpoint apartment block and circled aumitride found
a parking spot. He settled his bowler securely on his head, flouhghbtblly and strode
into the lobby of the building.

A security guard looked up at him. "Yes, sir?"

"I'm here to see Mrs. Emma Peel."”

"Is she expecting you?"

"Ina sense. |raninto her car today. I'd like to talk to her abhoy name’s John Steed."
"Oh, I see. Well, half a mo."

He picked up a phone and dialed a number. "Mrs. Peel. Chap to see ysine &mn into

your car today." He listened for a few moments. GlancedesdSas if comparing a
description. Then, "Right. I'll send him up."
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He replaced the receiver. "Stop a bit," he said as Steed headedliits threthe left side
of the guard’s desk. The guard gestured toward the other side, ivrerevas but a single
set of doors. "She’s in the penthouse. That lift there, sir. Dagep’at any other floors."

"l see. Thank you."

The lift rose smoothly to the top floor and the doors slid open. Steed
stepped out into the hallway. In front of him was a door. On the
door, at head height, was a vast circle, and within it a largaimum
eye, with fluttering eyelashes. It blinked at him, and before he had
time to knock the door opened. She was wearing a shapeless gray
sweater and shapeless gray plimsolls and managed to look charming
in them. Her hair was tied back with a ribbon and there wasta fai
sheen of perspiration on her forehead.

"Mr. Steed,"” she said, "please come in."

Steed walked into her apartment, doffing his bowler, and looked around curidhslpglace

was elegantly furnished, with sofas and chairs around a cengalstanding fireplace.
But...the apartment was circular....could it be possible that this reaslaing room? How

much lolly did it take to live in a revolving penthouse apartment?

Mrs. Peel gestured him toward a chair. Her face was openiandlyr "I didn't expect to
see you. | dropped off my car at the garage this afternoon buttiheain'anything about it
until tomorrow."

"I cannot tell a lie, Mrs. Peel," Steed, who remained standingd, S&m concerned about
your car, of course, but the real reason | came up here was Inj@g anxious to see you
again."

Mrs. Peel smiled, but it seemed a little forced. "You flatter Mr. Steed. | appreciate your
concern for my car, and | will call you if there's any newsitl Ahe headed toward the door.

Steed walked over to a table on which were decanter and glasses, ancedenpuself a
drink. Then he turned, and looked at Mrs. Peel. She was gazing atithira raised
eyebrow. She did not seem tense in any way, merely annoyed.

"It wasn't an accident, that you ran into me this morning," Staddsspping his whisky.
His eyes closed in pleasure....it was very good whisky. "l arranged it."
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"And why did you do that?" Calm...mellow voice.

"Well, | happened to be driving past your office building...at the tima¢ that man was
running past. You remember that man - the one you threw into the Mtght that was
quite impressive."

"Oh. Him. Why should you think that was impressive?"

"Well, most women - most men, too, would have let him just run on byvadearrying a
knife, after all. How on earth did you learn how to...well, to throw hima wall like that?"

Emma Peel shrugged. "My stepmother was Japanese, a descetigastaiurai. You've
heard of the Samurai?"

"Oh, yes."

"Well, there weren't a lot of female samurais but her faméyg one of the ...well, top ones,
to put it ungrammatically. Even after Japan's defeat in WorldIVgéae kept the martial
tradition alive. She was proficient in many martial arts inclgdkarate and ju-jitsu, as well
as weapons like the naginata. And she found in me a willing pupilw&an excellent
teacher and | was an excellent student.”

"l daresay. You certainly proved it this morning."

"Yes, well that's all by the by. | haven't listened to the remce | got home, but | doubt if
it was such an important incident that it got reported.”

"No," said Steed cheerfully, "it wasn't reported."

The woman was looking at him, curious and a little amused, and did nofregigened at
all. "If you're going to drink my Scotch," she said, "you might pour me a glass."

Steed poured her a generous amount and handed her the glass. She tdodértvaedt and
sat down on the arm of the couch. Ready to spring into action likgess, it seemed to
Steed.

"All right, Mr. Steed. You witnessed my martial prowess thasmmg and it impressed you.
Now, what is it you want?"

"Well, | wanted to talk to you about O'Reilly."
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"O'Reilly? Who's he?"
"The man whom you...threw into the wall."
She raised an eyebrow. "You know his name? What are you, the police?"

Again she didn't seem afraid at all, just curious and wary, notroégithe police but of him
as an escaped lunatic or something. What a marvelous actress she was.

"No, I'm not from the police."
She took a sip from her glass. "Well, I'm waiting." she said.

"While Mr. O'Reilly was running down that sidewalk, he had in his pegsesomething
of value. Immense value. Then he ran into you. After that, he no loadénat item in his
possession.”

"I see. But all | did was throw him into the wall. | left immediatafer that, as you must
have seen. But there were at least ten people running u@tahag time. What was to
prevent anyone of them from having taken this...object of value?"

"No one got close to him, after you left him. A few people ran up to him, but they formed
a circle and stared at him until a couple of my men arrived. Me,Réel. Only you could
have taken the object from Mr. O'Reilly."

Emma Peel took another drink of whisky. "Show me some identification."

"l beg your pardon?"

"I think you're a confidence man, Mr. Steed. I'm a rich woman, and ymaiiaged to get
yourself up here in my apartment with me, alone. You fancy I'll protest my innoaahce a
tell you to search the place for this mysterious object of yours. But thafiweilyou your
opportunity to mark out various items of value which you will purloin, eitlosy or in the

future.”

Emma Peel put her drink down, went to her door and held it open for him. "I'd like you to
leave now."

Steed turned to pour himself another drink. "Almost you convince me, bbb. But if you
didn't take the object, who did?"
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She blinked at him. She sighed and shrugged. Her forehead creased in thoadkiv
seconds. "All right. Let's be logical. Do yknowhe had it on him while he was running
in my direction?"

"Yes. | know that for a fact. Witnesses behind him would have seen him get rid of it."

"All right. And do youknowthat there was no one who could have touched him while he
was lying unconscious on the sidewalk?"

"As | said. My two men were there all the time. They would have seen."
"And they searched his body at that time?"

"No, of course not. He was brought into headquarters, put into a privateannd@lemens
searched him then."

"Clemens. Clemens and who else?"
Steed stared at her. "Just Clemens...." he said slowly.

"Well, Mr. Steed, | don't know your Clemens. But | know that | do not tevebject you
are looking for. | therefore suggest you talk to Clemens about it."

Steed stared at her. If his judgment of women was any good — and
he knew it was — then he had made a horrible mistake.

|, "Mrs. Peel, may | use your telephone?"
She gestured toward it like an excellent hostess. "Be my guest.”

Steed dialed his superior at Department S very quickly. "One-Ten?
Steed here. Urgent that you put Clemens in custody, right now."

He looked at Mrs. Peel, looking laim with cool amusement, and gulped down the rest of
his whisky. "I'm on my way, sir." he told the phone. I'll explainmvhget there." He hung
up the receiver, doffed his hat to Mrs. Peel, murmured "been supégaand strode quite
briskly out the door. She closed the door behind him, gently.
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Chapter V

"So he's gone?" said Steed, standing in One-Ten's office.

"Yes," that worthy replied. "He must have skipped out just aftéoldeyou that O'Reilly
didn't have the microfilm. He knew that once you'd questioned the woman you'd find out,
sooner or later, that she had no knowledge of it, and latch onto himadyttagher logical
choice.”

"But, what a drastic step for him to take! The microfilnR@Illy had was important, of
course, but surely not important enough for him to break cover over itDftez Side has

lost him for good, now. It wasn't worth it!"

One-Ten shrugged. "Who knows what was in Clemens' mind? Maybe he'd getter t
the game and seized this opportunity as a chance to end it for himself."

"Well, it's a bit of a facer, though, isn't it. Clemens being a traitor."

"Yes. We're going to have to institute some better recruiting and tyemuangements in
future, Steed. Weed out people like Clemens."

'l should hope so."

"Having said, that, Steed, I've lined up a new partner for you, to replace Mrs. Gale."
Steed held up a hand. "Mrs. Gale is on holiday. She doesn't need to be replaced.”
"Are yousureof that, Steed?"

Steed shrugged. "Besides, who would this replacement be? Onelofgi@rd, who went
through the same screening as Clemens?"

"Maybe," said One-Ten sourly.
"Thanks, but no thanks. | prefer to recruit my own partner. From outside the ranks."
"What? Another one of your talented amateurs?"

"At least | know | can trust them, sir."
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One-Ten's face flushed. "That's a terrible thing to say aheuBtitish security service,
Steed!"

"Yes, sir. Indeed it is, sir."

One-Ten glared at him, sensing something ironic in Steed's comBwrtie chose to let it
lie.

"All right, Steed. Go get your talented amateur. God knows England needs her."

Steed nodded and left, saying only under his breath, "So do I, sir. So do I."

End: Every Steed Needs a Knight
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Act Three: The Murder Market, or The Transformed Man
1. Before

Frozen bars of sunlight drilled into Cathy's Gale's bedroom througitetiseof her window
shade and shattered against the floor, spreading light but no waroughbut the room.
Cathy opened her eyes and looked around briefly. But she didn't likeling f&f coolness
on the tip of her nose. "Ah, to be in England again,” she murmured, Ilpricashe had
just returned from a two week vacation in the tropical sunshine 8ahamas. She pulled
the covers over her head and prepared to go back to sleep.

Chirp, chirp went the phone by her bed. Cathy extended a hand, found therrexsd
brought it under the covers.

"Mrs. Gale?"

It was a familiar voice. "Hello, Steed," Cathy Gale said in resignation.

"l didn't wake you up, did I? I'm dying to hear about your holiday. Won'cpme over?"
"Do you know what time it is?" asked Cathy.

"Time for you to stop being a layabout. You're back from your holidayleay. You can't
hang on to the lazy latitudes here."

"That's Hawaii," she pointed out, sitting up so the covers slid downdtegown-clad form.

"I was in Bermuda." But she sighed. "I'll be there in a femunes, Steed.” She hung up
without listening to Steed's reply, if any. Just at that secoraittk®o, which inhabited the
Black Forest clock that hung on the wall between two windows, flipped opeloting of
its hidey hole and popped out. Cuckoo, it went. Cuckoo. Seven times. Chdlylabed
at it. "Be quiet, you."

She showered quickly, put on a woolen dress in her favorite green, andéppeavherself
in her fur coat as she left her flat. She bypassed her Triummraynde for her car, and
drove slowly to Steed's flat. As she drove, she thought. She'd had bitiod mail waiting
for her when she'd returned from her trip to the Bahamas. Theredradfbers in some of
those letters, from some esteemed colleagues in her variassdfielxpertise. And they had
been extremely tempting offers. And yet she was driving ahsgeick in the morning to
visit John Steed, who undoubtedly had a job of his own to give her.
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She walked into Steed's flat without knocking. He stood in the middieabbm, slender
in a black turtleneck sweater, holding a pencil and a straiglet-edgis hands. "Good
morning, Mrs. Gale," Steed said cheerfully.

Steed's exuberance always seemed to be catching.
"Good morning," she returned with a smile.

' "Help yourself to coffee."

"Always the perfect host,” Cathy said, and poured
herself a cup. Steed was working on a large sheet of
paper propped against a revolving drafting board.
Cathy drifted over to it curiously. The page
contained several sets of peaked lines. "Planning?"
asked Cathy. "Plotting," returned Steed.

"For your accountant? A museum of modern art? Or," and her fingedtthe final
downward line, "your popularity poll?"

Steed ignored the dig. " Looking into a rather curious situation.vei&lmurders in six
months. No clues, no apparent motives. no suspects. Or rather, the people who did have a
motive happened to be conveniently elsewhere at the time."

"Coincidence?"

"This says no," said Steed, indicating his plot. "Everything pdam&leven organized
murders. The chances of coincidence are in the region of..." Stdedtag with his slide

rule. Cathy thought about it for a few seconds. "27 million to one. d¢eserality. You can

have an exact figure, if you like."

'No, to the nearest million will do," retorted Steed, dropping hde slile unceremoniously
on the table

"Unfortunately,” said Cathy musingly, "mathematics won't tell you who did the nsutder
“I'm hoping these might," Steed commented, returning to her side avisheaf of
photographs. "By some strange quirk of fate all the victims hadpghetographs taken

recently.”

"All at the same studio.”" commented Cathy, sorting through them.
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Steed selected one. "Number Eleven. Jonathan Stone." Then he glaneedideways.
Cathy knew that look. He wanted her to do something for him, but he wouldn't just come
out and say it. "Don't you think it'd be a good idea if we paid our conckdendis widow?

"We?' | don't know her." Cathy responded, sipping her coffee.
"Surely one of us ought to go." Steed continued in his persuasive voice.

"But of course, you can't," Cathy stated, with amused annoyance. \Wwdidte wanted her
to do, but how he went about asking her. It must be a congenital deésittpaght. He did
it every...single...time.

But, "Must dash,"” Steed told her cheerfully. "I'm having my phopdgtaken.” And he
trotted up the stairs and out of the flat. Cathy finished herecoffa leisurely manner, and
then followed him. On the drive to Mrs. Stone's house (Steed had eddgiegrovide her

with the address but she'd looked it up in the phone book) she concocted her cover story.

A butler greeted Cathy Gale at the door. He took her card, disappearedviosecbnds,
then returned to show her into the living room. Cathy glanced around. Whistie Stone's
business had been, he certainly had done himself well. She picked up aggigtagd was
holding it when the widow entered the room.

"Mrs. Gale?"

"I'm terribly sorry to bother you at a time like this," saidi@awith genuine sympathy, "but
I'm with the Industrial Timesmagazine." Cathy looked at her hostess closely without
appearing to do so. There were little signs of grieving - no redesit the eyes to indicate
crying, but she did seem a bit tense, and Cathy herself knew that paopled grief for the
loss of their loved ones in different ways.

"Oh, yes, do sit down."

"Thank you. Since your husband was so prominent in the business worlditiing &
biography."”

"Oh, what do you want to know?"

It was a man's voice. Cathy turned. A tall, well-dressed in a dark saitingea mourning
band had entered the room.
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"Oh, this is my brother-in-law, Robert Stone."

Cathy nodded her head to him, then turned back to the widow. "Well, | oessl s
background details."

"That's simple enough.” said Robert Stone.

"And I'd like a recent photograph.”

Mrs. Stone furrowed her brow. "Well, | really don't think..."

"No problem." interrupted Robert. "I saw some in his desk only last week."

Mrs. Stone looked at her brother-in-law, with an expression on hethi@c€athy couldn't
quite interpret. She said quickly, "I'm sure you're wrong, Robert."”

"Well, give me the keys and I'll take a look."

Mrs. Stone darted a glance at Cathy. "No, no, it's, it's quiggn@a I'll go." She hurried
from the room.

"Tragic business,"” Robert Stone commented, moving further into the room.

"Yes." Cathy rose. "Strange that he should be killed without reason. | meanshess
interests were quite ordinary, weren't they?"

At this point. Mrs. Stone returned. "I'm sorry. You must have bednkais, Robert. | can't
find any photographs.”

Cathy looked at Robert Stone's face. His expression, too, was undecipherable.

Cathy returned to Steed's flat to report. The incident about the phjolsgpuzzled her.
"I think she was lying, but why?"

As she spoke Steed busied himself with a phonebook. He looked ug poititi to say,
"What about the brother?"

"Educated. Sophisticated. Charming." She paused. " Rather good lodknegélt Steed

glance at her. It was a game they played, this flirtingee®liked to believe he was
irresistible to women, and to most women he undoubtedly was. But he'deevenble to
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get round her, though it was not for lack of trying. Yet he likeddbethat she egged him
on sometimes, by recounting her conquests, her interests. A sparring match, of a kind.

"Where's the catch?" he asked now.
"He was edgy..tense."
"Something to hide?"

"If so he kept it hidden." Cathy put down the pencil that she'd beentadig against her
teeth. "Have a good time at the photographers?"

"Went like a flash." Steed must have finally found what he wasngdir in the phone

book. "Ah, Togetherness." He took up a pad of paper and began to write. " My dear, you
must be famished. There's a charming little restaurant vheyedo the most beautiful
escargoaubuerge a cremé

"With ausperege Cathy added, her tastebuds watering already.

"Parmesan. Touch of garlic. And tbeepeare superb.”

"Ah, | can see I'm in for a feast."

"Delightful place. Just a stone's throw from the library."

Cathy's smile faded. As usual. "Mm hm. The library."

"After lunch you just browse through the police records on all thelensir Arm yourself
with a multitude of facts.”

"And in particular?"

"Were the victims married?"

"What's marriage got to do with it?"

Steed seated himself beside her on the divan. "A maaa-rvelotgtiost I'm seriously
contemplating it. I'll put myself on the market today." he turned and looked abkelycl

"Every bid considered. Of course I'm very choosy.” And then he was up and out the door
again.
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Cathy laughed.

It was so like Steed, she thought on her drive to lunch. For twohe&drglayed these little
games with her...these game of manipulating her into doing sometthieg ttzan simply
asking her to do it - seemingly taken pleasure in it. And shajplbgd at him and argued
with him about it...all to no avail. Well, but why should he modify hisaveor, really,
when despite all her complaints of the way he treated her 8imesgionded to his calls for
assistance?

Cathy's fingers were black with newsprint by the time she'shed researching the murders,
tabulating all known facts neatly in her notebook. That done, she retarnedftat. Then
she went for a spin on her motorcycle, returning just in timeiforer. It was a solitary
meal, which she enjoyed, curled up in front of her television sehimgtthe news on the
BBC.

The phone rang. It was Steed. "Mrs. Gale? Don't talk. Listen." Cathy grittedther tee
"Go at once to 14 Spurley Ct. It's just round the corner from you.mAcaléed Henshaw."
"But why..."

"l can't explain now." he said impatiently.

"But what.."

"Don't argue..." His voice lowered. "Unexpected visitors," he sudtesdgd. "Goodbye."
Cathy glared at the silent phone in her hand.

Another game with her? Cathy thought, as she pulled on flat shoes and wrappddrers
her fur coat. Who was this Henshaw? Was she supposed to intehiogat©r was he in
some kind of danger? Damn Steed and his need-to-know philosophy! His vboeztaaly
sounded urgent, though. And that bit about 'unexpected visitors.' Yes, Wemstharobably

in danger. She'd better hurry.

Cathy pulled up in front of the block of flats known as Spurley Court.eBteged and took
the lift up to the fourteenth floor. What a posh place. She enteretkthi@usly appointed

hallway and knocked on the door. No answer. Mrs. Gale looked around...theadtteetri
door. It opened to her touch.

Cathy eased into the flat, calling, "Mr. Henshaw? The hgdd dim - it came only from
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candles. The dining table was laid with chafing dishes. Cathyfuréimér in, picked up one
of the candle holders. From somewhere...she could hear water runninngrn8de¢owards
the sound, as she did so some sixth sense made her turn back.

A woman, dressed in evening clothes, had flitted past her - in one &ayithg a pair of
high-heeled shoes. She did not do anything foolish like hesitate in tharbturn back
so that Cathy could get a look at her. A pro.

Cathy paused only to set down the candles. It would have been quickédtojuhe thing
but then of course she'd probably set the whole place on fire. Cmiypke©f seconds lost.

She raced after the woman - out into the hallway. Here the wdichéook back, just as she
disappeared into the emergency stairwell. She slammed the deed.clCathy jerked it

open and tripped headlong over a roller skate left on the landing. She fought to regain her
balance and her breath, and by the time she had done so the woman was long gone. A pro
indeed, Cathy thought. Had her escape route all planned out just sheaseded it. Why

had she needed it? Cathy returned to the flat, entered the bathrmbsgva a man in
evening attire stretched out in the full bathtub. Quite, quite dead.

Part Il

Cathy entered Steed's flat. He looked at her, and
the expression on his face she knew that he kne
Henshaw was dead. He gave a kind of grimace,
"Henshaw," and knocked over one of the soldier
his miniature battlefield. This enraged Cathy.

"You knew, didn't you?" she stormed, knocking o
a couple more of those little toy soldiers who fou
suffered and died under the unfeeling hand
controlled them. "You knew he was dead when you
sent me there!"

"Of course | didn't!" Steed snapped at her. "Well, not soon enoughbadksas | found out
he was in danger | sent you around."

"Not soon enough!" Cathy snapped back. She turned away from Steedratirnsind sat
down. "Well, I didn't do much better. I let the murderer walk right past me."

"You saw him?"
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"Her. Young. Very pretty."

Steed's eyes narrowed. "l wonder if she's looking for a husBdmeMarriage Bureau is
involved in this. It's involved right up to its bridal bouquet.”

Steed strode round the couch to the drinks bar and began mixing. He snapimeis at
her. Another one of his very annoying habits. "Your report on those otfe=. cAll the
victims were bachelors."

"All except Jonathan Stone."

"Yes, that's a bit of a poser." He presented her with a drinkhvwhie accepted with a nod
of thanks. "All the same we may find out tomorrow. They should have foeralsuitable
partner by then."

To her querying look he explained, "The marriage bureau.
Very scientific. They analyze you personality and then find
you a compatible companion.”

"That must have set them a problem." Cathy commented
sardonically.

"Eh?

"Finding a match for you."

§ "Oh, | don't know. Educated, charming, cultured...”
Cathy didn't give him the additional word she knew he wanted, but irsstdad "Ruthless,
devious, scheming - she'll have to be quite a girl. A cross betweeedia Borgia and Joan
of Arc."

"Sounds like every girl | ever knew," Steed said somewhat coolly. "By the mgyear,"
he grinned at her, " Isn't it high time you thought of marrying again?"

Cathy choked on her scotch.
The next morning — as ordered— Cathy thought grimly, she presentesdf lagrshe

Togetherness Marriage Bureau. She was at her most feminineaéieken especial care
with her makeup. After all, she was after a husband, wasn'tdie@loying sweetness of
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the anteroom almost sent her into gales of hysterical laughteshbuhanaged to control
herself, and she was just signing in to the register when Steedivealkef another room
followed by another man who was obviously the head of the organization.

"Goodbye and good luck," the elder man told Steed.

Mrs. Gale handed him the pen which she had
used, and they exchanged glances. Then Steed
turned and blew a kiss at the beautiful blonde
receptionist. Cathy had to clench her lips
tightly together. What was he trying to do,
make her corpse in front of everyone?

"And what can Togetherness do for you,

miss..." said the man who had followed Steed

4 into the room. He was rather short, with
thinnish, graying hair, well-groomed, with the

§ modulated voice of an actor. And he had taken

one look at her and his eyes had lit up.

"Mrs." said Cathy. "Mrs. Cathy Gale. I'm looking for a husband."

Well, you've come to the right place. Indeed you have. Will you kinefyiato my office?"

"Mr. Lovejoy!" cried the blonde receptionist.

"Not now, not now. I'm busy."

"It's the managing director. Urgent!"

Lovejoy stopped short, took her arm and turned Mrs. Gale around. She didn't try to resist.
Lovejoy spoke rapidly. "Well, there's really nothing we can do without photographs. Full
length, full face, head and shoulders. We recommend the photographerdtitieiss.” He
handed her a card.

"But I really only came..."

"He'll fix you up,” Lovejoy told her, urging her toward the door. "Just tell hinfat'sis."

Cathy found herself in the hallway. Suddenly Lovejoy opened the door again, "Good day,
and hurry back with those photographs.”
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Cathy smiled as she walked away. Seemed like she had made a conquest. Weliewell
thought. The Managing Director. She wondered if Steed had hit agwnesvhere in the
organization.

Cathy arrived at the photographer's. He had lots and lots of loyeiyneent which she
would have just loved to look over, but she merely handed him Lovegoyls &le set to
work on her right away. "I'm rather anxious to get them," sheBedd at the conclusion of
the sitting. "Fine," said the man. "I'll develop them right awldyou'll come back in half
an hour?"

"Lovely."

Thirty minutes later Mrs. Gale returned, after having spent ayable time at an antiques
shop just around the corner. Beal popped out of an inner door. "There Wesai@ale."

"Oh, my pictures, thank you."

Not pictures!" protested the young, very full-of-himself photograpthdon't take pictures!
| capture the very essence of your personality. The essential you."

"Will a check be all right?" was all Cathy said. He noddedrassHe continued to hover
near her, eyeing her with what he apparently presumed would lookdikenaisseur's eye.

"If Togetherness get many more clients like you, | might giveewhirl meself." Cathy
restrained a suitable retort, as at that second a man entestutdioeand called, "Mr. Beal."

Beal excused himself and went over to the visitor. Cathy glanc&adhsually, and her eyes
narrowed in surprise. It was Robert Stone. She turned away.

Il.
Once more in Lovejoy’s office, Cathy smiled charmingly at him. He smiled back.at he
"Togetherness will solve all your problems, Mrs. Gale."

"l only have one, Mr. Lovejoy. Finding a suitable partner.” Cathy spo&alightly higher
register than her normal voice, and kept a smile on her lips at all times.

"We'll do our best. Now, what are your requirements?" Lovejoy pockageapcil. "Age
group? Physical aspect? Just let me know what you want. "
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Cathy thought for a moment. "Well, he would have to be mature.aaohculture and
intelligence."

She watched Lovejoy write this down. She couldn’t resist. "With stamina.”

Lovejoy's pencil froze for a palpable number of seconds. "Quite so,@€sourse, our
Togetherness Counselor will take care of the fine details. Mbowyr clients are quite
pernickety. Some even specify a title."

Cathy smiled sweetly. "I'm far more interested in the man, really."

"Now, financial status. You would wish your opposite half to be reasomaddithy? A
rhetorical question, really. An exclusive concern
such as this, we do not accept, you understand the
lower orders."

"Naturally."

Lovejoy smiled and rose to his feet. "l can see we
understand each other perfectly, Mrs. Gale. Now, if
| might recapitulate. Mature, cultured,
intelligent....with stamina, of independent means.
Will that be all?

"I think that will be entirely satisfactory, Mr
Lovejoy." Cathy rose, and handed Lovejoy the
packet of photographs. "The photographer asked me

to give you these."

"Ah, yes. Yes," Lovejoy slipped out the sheets of paper and sorted thtoeigh
"Excellent. | can see we shall have no delay in placing you at all, Mrs. Gale."

Lovejoy escorted her to the door of her office. Cathy exfiecanteroom, nodding to the
beautiful blonde receptionist and the tall doorman, and not at all ncéieuagnan with her
face buried in a magazine.

Once more at Steed’s apartment. | spend more time here thgnoatn, Cathy thought
ruefully. But it wasn't a total waste - they were practicing their golf.

Steed was puttering around in one of his rooms, probably looking fake#ll, Cathy
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surmised. Cathy herself put a golf ball on the floor, sighted 8 sanget on the opposite
side of the room, and hit the ball softly. It missed by a few inches.

"How did your Togetherness get-together go?" called Cathy. "Yod Oate? What was
she like?"

"Extremely charming and very attractive," Steed commented, camtinghe larger room
with a couple of lengths of pipe, which he proceeded to place in strptages around the
room.

Cathy relinquished the golf club to him. "l suppose you
realize she may be deadly serious about all this."

"With the accent on the deadly.” Steed agreed, addressing
the golf ball.

"She was very careful but she was obviously planted to
find out my more personal financial problems." He
swiped, the ball rose in the air, missed the pipe he was
aiming for and bounced off the wall and out a window.
He handed the club back to Cathy, who took it while
saying, "Oh, that doesn't necessarily follow. | mean, if sperisine, she'd naturally want
to know all those sort of details."”

"She showed an inordinate interest in my cousin."
"Cousin?"

"The rich one. The one who stands between me and the family fortbeeng | invented
as bait."

"And she bit?" Cathy said with a smile.
"Hook, line and sinker." He smirked a bit. "She took to me, too."

Cathy sighted her next target, and hit the ball. It missed pleegpid went through an open
window.

"How did you get on with old blink-eye Lovejoy?" asked Steed.
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Cathy attempted an impersonation, as she watched Steed get upcoffdagable and
balance the golf ball on a small paper box. "I must say, Mre, @& should have no
difficulty in placing you at all." Steed hit the ball and Cathyldgtout of the way of the
cardboard box.

"Very good for the ego, isn'tit." Steed said cheerily. "Makesfeel that the whole platoon
of the other half panting to get up one."

He went to retrieve his golf ball.

"l also went to the photographer’s.” Cathy commented.

"Friend Beal? How did you get on there?"

"Robert Stone was there."

Steed came back into the room eagerly. "Robert Stone! What did he want?"

"He was talking to Beal."

"What about?" Steed said impatiently.

Cathy shrugged. "I couldn't hear. | was too far away."

"A great pity." Steed sighed pityingly. Then, as usual, he chegranmediately. "Now,
wedding cake decorations. A great big silver horseshoe? Minkaideeand groom? I've
been invited to old Lovejoy's for a wedding cake tasting."

II.

That evening, Cathy returned from a date of her own -- with an aaghsidiriend, a friend
of many years, who followed that old line of Agatha Christie's -elther she got, the more
interested in her he was. They had kissed briefly at the door, thytWas tired and didn't
invite him in. Once inside, she saw the red light blinking on her andveme and pressed
the button. Steed's voice was jubilant: "Mrs. Gale! Great!nBlemse stop by my flat for
some champagne!”

Cathy switched off the tape with a slight feeling of triumph. S3eed was close to cracking

the case. It would be a pleasure to put these people behind baxg thesi..well, not the
sacred precincts of marriage, obviously, but the prospect of providing heppmnéire
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unsuspecting people to their deaths...very unpleasant people. Tired sheentgitthis was
worth a trip to Steed's flat that night.

She knocked, walked into Steed's flat, and flinched at the sound of a Gleatlalighed at
herself. Steed had just popped the cork on the champagne. And badipaim was
slurping over the edge as he came forward to pour it into waiting glasses.
"Whoops!" Steed laughed. "Glad you could make it."

"Why the sudden celebration? The champagne?"

"It's a sort of farewell gesture.”

"Leaving?"

"No, more of an assignment."

"An assignment?” Cathy smiled. "Or an assignation?" Sb@edithe champagne
appreciatively.

"Like it?"

"Mm."

"Gift from my new employers. For services about to be rendered."
"Lovejoy and Dinsford." Cathy acknowledged.

"The very same. They even provided me with the means." He pickeWiggeal pistol,
equipped with a silencer, and waved it at her.

"Good." said Cathy with satisfaction, seating herself on his divaheriWwe've got them."

"Them" Steed agreed. " Now I've got to find out who's behind Togethernidssyoice
changed slightly, became grimmer. "And | can't do that until I've done the assignment.”

Cathy stared at him. "What are you supposed to do?"

Steed smiled. "I've got to murder somebody."
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"Someone in particular or can you choose at random?"

"No, the choice has already been made. They even provided a photograph of the victim. |
must say it's rather flattering.” He picked up a photo and looked at it.

Cathy Gale had a sudden premonition, and she didn't like it. She alddikidtiie way

Steed was acting. He never waved a gun about like that. And he'd been antic...moving all
about the room. "Steed," Cathy said very
quietly, "Who are you supposed to Kkill?"
Don't do it, Steed, she pleaded silently, don't

do it.

But he did it. He leveled the gun at her and
said grimly, "You, my dear."

Cathy Gale rose from the divan like the wrath

of a Goddess, her head thrown back like
Queen Boadiccea leading her soldiers against
the Roman legions. "How dare you! How dare you!" She strode up to Steed and grabbed
the gun out of his hand and threw it down to the floor violently. Steed gaped at her.

"Just a joke, my dear," he said feebly.

" A stupid joke! A ridiculous joke. A sadistic joke. And that's wietteabout you, Steed.
You are asadist”

"Oh, steady on." Steed was starting to get angry, but Cathy ovéirodél've put up with
it for two years. Your manipulating. Your lying. These stupid gayoe play to make me
do what you want me to do."

"But that's all they were, Mrs. Gale. Games....I thought you enfbgedas much as | - you
knewl was playing them."

Cathy took a deep breath. "Touche, Steed. But not through the heart. dpthergame
too much, and | have had enough of it. Thisisit. I'm through.”

"Look, Mrs. Gale. I'm sorry, okay? | abase myself. You're just overwrought." Hhesput
hand on her arm. She looked at him and he removed his hand hurriedly.

"This is it, Steed," Cathy said again. "Pointing a gun at me like that. In theléice you
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NEVER point a gun, loaded or unloaded, at

anyone, right? In the second place - what did
that just do to the trust between us? Part of
me actually thought you cared enough about
this assignment to actually murder me in

order to accomplish your goal!”

"Mrs. Gale!"
"Well...it was just a small part, Steed. But,

no, this is it. [I'll finish this assignment -
presumably in a coffin. But then I'm done. I'm going back to my own life."

Steed looked at her and started to ga
something, then stopped. He shrugged.
you say, Mrs. Gale. Here, let me refill yg
champagne.”

"So why me?" Cathy said, calmly, as she
down. Steed, a little white faced, attempte
regain his former insouciance. But he felt &
he'd been hit in the pit of the stomach. It
just been a joke!

"They didn't explain why. Just said | was to do you in."

"Hmmm," Cathy said thoughtfully. "I wonder if my photograph fellbithe hands of
someone who recognized it. Henshaw's killer, for example."

Steed nodded. "That's a distinct possibility.

Il

Hours later, Cathy Gale lay in her coffin, only her face visible rest of her white-gowned
form hidden by satin batting, specially designed to conceal thetHfat she was still
breathing. Candles in huge candle holders guarded her on four sidesw&athgditating,
and so deep in thought was she that she barely heard the voicesvaf thert who entered

the viewing room.

"She looks peaceful." commented John Steed.
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"Yes." The voice was Lovejoy's. Lovejoy, who had been so taken with learsepl now
that she was dead.

"Lets hope that her past sins - there were many, from wh#idrgavill be overlooked and
that she will..." Steed raised his eyes skyward.

"We must hope so."

"Sincerely," said Steed sincerely.

"Most sincerely. | take it there was no...."

Steed grinned his hard grin. "She didn't feel a thing."

"My trust in you has not been misplaced, Mr. Steed."

"l hope not."

"On the contrary. In fact, | won't hesitate to put it to the test again.”

Excellent, thought Mrs. Gale behind closed eyes. Steed's planorkdagv As it jolly well
ought to do!

"Again?" said Steed, innocently.

"I'll be quite frank with you, Mr. Steed. A man of your calibewisrth ten of those we
usually work with. We could use you again many times and it woufurdféable work.
Besides, | think I know my man. | sense a certain restlesshéfgsneeds a dash of flavor
for you. A little danger, eh?"

Lovejoy certainly knew Steed well, thought Cathy.

"I must say I'm tempted."”

"Capital. Then perhaps..."

"But | should like to see your Managing Director. You do have a Magdyrector, don't
you?"

There was a pause. But then Lovejoy said, "Naturally."
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"Time | started working from the top then."
"We'll see, Mr. Steed. We'll see. Can | offer you a lift anywhere?"
"No thanks, I think I'll stay awhile. Pay my last respects, eh?"

Cathy strained her ears as she heard footsteps, then a door tlesecame Steed's voice:
"You've got a spider on your nose."

Cathy opened her eyes and sat up. "Have you no respect?"

"You were certainly resting very peacefully." Steed said rithiye "I thought you were
asleep. Now, are you comfortable?"

"Not very. How much longer am | supposed to lie in state?"

"I should take it easy until this evening. I'll come and take you out then."

"All day." Cathy said, disgrunted.

"It will be a nice rest for you. Besides, it will give me time to find out who Mr. X is."
"Robert Stone?" Cathy suggested.

"Perhaps. But we mustn't let them see you until we're absolutely certain. Ndwnguy
can get you? Magazines? Newspapers?"

"l brought some books with me."
"Oh, where are they?"
"I'm lying on them. That's why I'm not very comfortable."

"Well, perhaps this will ease the aches and pains of those shagsbSteed delved into
the other end of the coffin and brought up a bottle of champagne and a wine glass.

Cathy grinned. "Now I call that very thoughtful."

"You see? tanbe thoughtful, Mrs. Gale."
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"Whenyou think about it," said Cathy.

"Don't get tipsy." Steed told her. "We can't have you hiccoughitigeicoffin,” and he
smiled as he left.

Cathy smiled too. If she hadn't already decided to end her partnenshiteed that
horrible pun would have sealed the deal.

Hours passed, and as the minutes crawled by with no activity Cafhy tieget very bored.
Lovejoy had already seen her dead, why should she remain? But Stasathvag if not
thorough.

Cathy leapt lithely out of the coffin, poured herself a glass of chgneyand began to do
stretching exercises. She would practice her fencing footwork as lehg &sd the time.
Suddenly she heard footsteps and voices. Cathy gulped down the chanpssptethe

glass into the coffin and hurriedly climbed in herself. She pulleddhe batting up to her
neck just in time.

Silence. Footsteps. Four men. Suddenly, darkness. Cathy opened her eyes tolslits whic
widened as the coffin lid descended on her. Well, well. Steed had been right.

Carefully, but very very quickly Cathy reached below her and predsgttbm. The back of
the coffin dropped down, plunging her into the hollowed out trestle beneath.juatithe

slightest of nudges the spring-bottom snapped into place, and an enfiptyvesfcarried

out of the room. Cathy waited a good long time before she leveredfloensof the trestle,
and poured herself another glass of champagne. She felt she deserved it.

Cathy Gale, dressed in her action leather, stood in the darkness of the innem sdribe
Togetherness Bureau. She had heard a noise outside. She waitéy,asl@nhan entered
the room - leaving the door open. Very careless of him. Hiedtaearching the place,
making a lot of noise. An amateur, Cathy thought. She flicked ahtdnd he spun
around. It was Robert Stone.

"You! | saw you buried!"

Cathy held her gun on him "Correction, Mr. Stone. You saw my coffin buried. Not me.
Sorry to disappoint you."

"Disappoint?" He stared at her blankly.
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"A nice organization you have here."
"I have? Now wait a minute! You've got your wires crossed."
"I saw you at the photographer's.”

"So, you...you imagined it was me. Now look, | went to that photographen&reason
only. The same reason | broke in here tonight. To find out who killed my brother. Look,
you've got to believe me! I've snooped and I've pried and I've discolhatebbhathan was
supposed to meet someone from here the day he was murdered. | theyghtist keep
records of meetings between clients.”

Cathy believed him. She nodded. "You try the desk."

She herself walked over to the filing cabinet. She put her gun down toptas she began
opening drawers.

"l still don't understand." Robert Stone said. " The coffin!"

"Steed thinks ahead."” Cathy shrugged. "Il give him that. Lead floor to the @offivet
it weight. Hinged bottom in case | needed it. And | needed it."

"Ah, here." said Robert Stone, holding up a file. Cathy turned and togjx agay from the

filing cabinets. At that exact instant a woman came intaoi@y carrying a gun of her own.
Cathy recognized her as the woman who had ran out of Henshaw'seapartiBarbara

Wakefield, she thought - as Steed's description of his date had thaezhA&nd her gun half
aroom away. "Damn," thought Cathy Gale. "And | dismissed Staame@mateur. Thank
God I'm retiring now."

Barbara Wakefield's face was cold, the gun in her hand steadysp8ke in a grating
Canadian accent: "Back up This means we'll have to have yourlfathekeer again. Still
I'm sure a double funeral will be much cheaper.”

Lovejoy's voice called from the outer office. "Barbara.”

"In here."

Lovejoy, Dinsford, the tall doorman....and Jessica Stone, widow of Jonathanesianed
the room.
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"Jessical" cried her brother-in-law in
shock.

"Steed!" exclaimed Dinsford as the full
import of seeing Catherine Gale arrive
sank in. "We were right about Steed."

"Fools, both of you." snapped Jessica
Stone.

"He went back to his flat." Lovejoy
gritted.

"We can catch him there if we hurry..." agreed Dinsford.

"Later. " snapped Jessica Stone. "We'll tend to Steed latstthing is to take care of these
two. Dinsford, back the car up to the front entrance. They'll haveftabe pretty far from
here."

Cathy watched Dinsford walk out. Good. That lowered the odds to four to two.
"Why, Jessica?" demanded her brother in law. "Why..."

"Kill Jonathan? Kill my own husband?" Jessica Stone spoke bitteldywasn't content.
We had a good organization here. Infallible. But he wasn't content.hdNhad to get
involved with one girl after another. And so | used the organizatmur organization—
against him."

"The only married man." Cathy said aloud.

"Oh, you've noticed that?" Jessica Stone said sarcasticalyy ¢\léever. Very astute. But
it won't do you much good now. Dinsford should be ready by now."

Lovejoy came forward, grabbed Cathy somewhat roughly by the armdanelrieo the door.
Good. Too cramped in here for fighting, Cathy thought. Much better out in #rea@mt
More room to swing a cat - or a mink-clad murderess.

The little procession entered the anteroom. Cathy saw immedteeWalter Dinsford lay
unconscious on a loveseat. So....Steed was here. Cathy began to breathe a little easier.

Miniscule - 43



Two Such People: The Adventures of John Steed and E mma Peel... The Avengers 44

"Don't just sit there, Dinsford." snapped Lovejoy, putting a hand on the stamgder.
Then, "Walter," he cried, as he realized Dinsford was unconscious. At tbhsemecond
the groom-mannequin came off his pedestal and punched Lovejoy in the modztért Ro
Stone, realizing that help was at hand, immediately got in on the action.

"Mrs. Stone!" Steed called to Cathy. Cathy nodded and sprinted intuffibe, where
Barbara Wakefield and Jessica Stone were busy burning filesuhbash bin. Cathy
punched Jessica Stone in the face, and upended the unburned files out onto the floor.

Barbara Wakefield had given her gun to Lovejoy. She now grabbed up letter opener. The
two women faced each other. Cathy did not underestimate her opponent - the woman was
a cold-blooded killer. And she had the poise and the lightness of foindietted some
familiarity with the martial arts.

The two women circled. Cathy could hear the sounds of fighting frootlileeroom. Steed
might have trouble with the giant doorman, but the other two, not a proSernhe'd have
that well in hand. She concentrated on her own adversary. Damn these chair and things!

Barbara lunged forward, swiping with the letter opener. Cathy ddramdavards, and felt

a cushion behind her knees. Deliberately she fell backward, hopingde giwoman to

come to her and leave herself open for a kick to the heart, but Bpu$tzsaeered at the ploy
and waited for her. Cathy regained her feet, Barbara attacke@asimgitook her in a judo

throw and sent her sailing across the furniture.

Barbara popped to her feet, face red with rage, and flung hatsetthy. Cathy karate
chopped her as she went by, and she landed unconscious in the arms ofethlwhStkad
just entered the room.

"Perfect timing, Steed."
"Well, that's one way of looking at it."

He looked up at Mrs. Gale. "Another
case solved.”

"And my final case, Steed. I'm going
home."

He stared at her for a long time, then
"= shrugged. "Okay."
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Cathy nodded. "Okay." She sketched him a salute and lefbdine, walking out of the
anteroom past all of the unconscious bodies, past a silent Stone atd¢teed her go in
puzzlement.

John Steed stood for a long time with the body of Barbara Wakefibld aims. The warm
body of a very cold woman. And he thought of the other woman who was waikinghis

life. Had he driven her out. He...sadistic? Steed turned and pleceddy of Barbara
Wakefield, very carefully, on a couch. He raised her head anddpdaglow beneath it.
He then went out, told Robert Stone to call the police, informing hihalitae proof of the

murder ring was in the office. Then, very quietly, Steed climbedhistBentley and drove
home.
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Act Four: Every Knight Needs A Steed
Chapter |

The Templehof Airport in Gatow, British Sector, Berlin, was extrlyy small and crowded,
and getting through it was time-consuming at the best of timeSnuia Peel liked airports
and had worn comfortable shoes. As she waited in queues, first foghage and then for
officials to check her passport, she quite frankly people-watched.

"And why have you come to Berlin, Mrs. Peel?" asked the offibiainbing through her
passport.

"l want to see Duke Ellington," she informed him cheerfully.
"l beg your pardon?"

‘The American jazz musician and his orchestra is having @& figencerts here. In Berlin,
that is to say. American sector. It will be a historic performance.”

The official nodded. "I see," he said, though Emma was willing gewiat he didn't. He
gestured at her suitcase and she opened it for him. Prominent wadap large black
metallic item in the shape of an upside down heart. He lookddsaivith one raised

eyebrow. Butthere was no one so used to British eccentri@tyteh officials. He merely

gestured her to close her suitcase, stamped her passport with & ffoutisanded it back
to her. "Enjoy your stay."

"Thank you. I'm sure | shall.”

Templehof Airport had a small café, and although Emma wasn'tartichungry one must
always sample the cuisine at airports. It was part ofriweltexperience. She ordered a
wiener schnitzel and it was surprisingly good.

Outside the airport, Emma flagged down a taxi. "Hotel Britarpiegse.” she told the
driver. He nodded cheerily, popped out of his cab to stow her suitcageathaboot, and
then drove her there with efficiency. This was Emma’'s fiins¢ in Berlin but she had
studied a map of the various places she wanted to go, and she knewtdlangathe most
efficientroute. She tipped him properly, then followed the doorman whedaaer suitcase
into the Hotel Britannia.

As she walked up to reception, Emma passed a placard prominentlyelishdernational
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Bridge Tournament Weekend.

This was yet another reason why Emma had come to Berlin -ajoiplthe bridge
tournament.

"Mrs. Peel!" the hotel clerk beamed at her. "Welcome to thelBoitannia! | trust you had
a good flight. Your suite is ready for you - Aachen here will show you up. (Aatcaga
short, smiling bellboy who appeared like a genie out of the lamp when theatleHed a
bell). There will be a reception tonight for our bridge players, 1800sholtiris to be a
costumed reception.”

Emma smiled at him. "Thank you."

Once in her hotel room, Emmatook a long, refreshing shower. Muchldseshg@anes and
airports, she didn't care for the way the distinctive aroma af frermeated her clothing.
She changed into yet another comfortable outfit, and laid out her colstuthat evening.

All of the bridge players were supposed to come as their faymayeng card. Emma’s
costume was that of the Queen of Spades.

Without any further delay, Emma went out into the city. She did not hald,daabegan
to walk down the streets.

Her third reason for coming to Berlin was something of a pilggen Her husband, Peter
Peel, had been just too young to serve during World War Il, but had joied®lAR and
flown cargo into West Berlin during the Berlin Airlift of 1949. He had loved the city, and
spent several years there, before returning to London to become a test pilot, entheshe
two of them had met.

He'd talked often of his days in Berlin, and promised that he would take see the city,
with its four sectors - Russian, English, American and French, kthe abmplications and
red tape that that entailed.

"I've always been fascinated by the city,” she had told him. tdnen island of Western
ideals in the midst of communism, surrounded by a high wall erectadjbyernment to
keep its people imprisoned. If that's not a damning portrait of commuidisn't know what
is!"

She smiled now, as she thought of that long-ago conversation. A wavelasfcholia

rushed over her, very briefly, and receded. She had done her grieving. Anyone married t
a test-pilot knows that the end may come at anytime. They hadhe# lives together to

Miniscule - 47



Two Such People: The Adventures of John Steed and E mma Peel... The Avengers 48

the fullest, and while she would still get a pang, when she sawtlsager felt something
that she'd like to share with him and would never be able to, the sadness welled up.

Chapter lI

That evening, Emma was at her radiant best. The Britanniasdmalwas full of people
dressed as playing cards. They were all bridge experts, and Emma knew most of them.

The costumes were many and varied. Some wore costumes almsahblkéch board, with

cards painted on either side. Must be incredibly uncomfortatdarice in costumes like
that, Emma mused. Others wore skin tight outfits representimtpénacters on the playing
cards. Emma's costume was one of these. She wore a gown @ridagkite, and carried
a long spear, the top of which was in the shape of a spade.

As Emma circled about the room, meeting old friends and having abateiith each, she
noticed that there were several people gathered in one cornerrobthe Curious, she
drifted over. They were all spectators, in a semi-circle around a man eaaeathair. In
his left hand he held a pair of scissor, in his right a piece ofh#ack construction paper.
In front of him was a young woman, standing self-consciously still.

As Emma watched the man in the chair, clad in a tuxedo, and withwen on his head,
worked his long, sharp scissors around the paper quickly and expertly améd@vaduced
an expert silhouette of her features. Emma's eye was cauidiet tiyg on the man's hand -
the spade symbol inlaid in silver. He must be a keen card player.

Finishing the silhouette, the man handed it to his model with a flodign he looked up,
and his brilliant blue eyes caught Emma’s. He was not handsore gortventional sense,
his nose being rather too large, but he exuded vitality and charm.

"You", he said, in a German accent, pointing the scissorsatel. "Please, you must
allow me to do a silhouette of you."

Emma smiled, flattered, and moved into the forefront of the circladatfirers. The
silhouette artist stared at her face very intently for aseeonds, then quickly went to work
on the paper in his hand, and there was silent but for the snick, snick, sniclsotHues
cutting through paper. At last he held out the silhouette. He had ¢eardtairstyle, the tilt
of her nose, one could even imagine he’d caught the curve of a smile in her cheek.

"It's lovely," she told him, applauding him. He rose and depositedossiaad paper on his
chair. "My name is Max Prendergast," he told her.
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"Emma Peel. Mrs. Emma Peel."

"Emma. What a beautiful name." He took her arm with easy Eurdgedrarity -- the arm
that wasn't carrying her sceptre — and they walked around the room.

"I've heard of you," Emma told him. "One of Germany's best bridge players."

"Among other things," he agreed. "Have you ever been to Berlin beforeak If not you
must allow me to escort you. This city is not safe for a woman alone."

Oh, surely there's no danger..."

Prendergast shook his head. "On the contrary, my dear. For one reasather Berlin has
become the most exciting city in Europe. Certainly...the most dangerous."

"Well, you're very kind. But | expect I'll be spending most oftime here in the hotel,
playing bridge."

"Well, I will have to see if | can't change your mind lat&madw all the best sights. All the
best sounds."”

Before he could say another word however, there was a sound in fthetgfas a man
burst into the room. He was not dressed in costume but instead wolog slathing...and
carried a gun.

"Prendergast!" He yelled, and then continued in German, "l know yioeres you pig, you
Judas! Show yourself!"

His eyes lit upon the man at Emma’s side, but before he hadeectmbring his pistol
around, Emma picked up her sceptre and hurled it like a javelinw@ight of the metal
was not such that it could penetrate him, but it caused him to loghas his gun. Emma
took three long strides forward, and gave him a kick between theHegsettled into a heap
onto the polished marble floor.

"My dear," said Prendergast, "how marvelous of you! The poor madesasged. Waving
a gun around at people like that! Could you understand what he said?"

Emma smiled at him. "I don't speak German," she told him. Pgastsr face relaxed

slightly. It was a half-truth. Emma understood several langubgeshe rarely spoke in any
of them. In her business at Knight Industries it was importaknda what people were
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thinking, and they were so much more revealing when they werkisgea their own
language.

The unconscious man was dragged away without any ceremony by a cquptes, and
the party resumed its festive nature. Not another word wastsaitlig although Mrs. Peel
received a few 'good shows' as people in the crowd passed by.

Emma was thoughtful. "Judas,"” she thought to herself. Somehowohénming Mr.
Prendergast had acquired that sobriquet. She wondered how.

Chapter llI
The next morning Emma Peel met with a couple of RAF officret® knew her because of
her husband, Peter Peel. She received tours of various facditidshad tea with the

commander of the airbase.

One of the officers walked her out the gate and flagged down.a'&eack to your hotel?"
he asked Mrs. Peel.

"Yes, please."

Emma got into the taxi and the driver started up and pulled awesas lonly then that she
noticed the driver wore a bowler hat. There was no question of it BetegPeel - for some
reason Emma knew immediately that it was John Steed.

"Steed," she said coldly.

"Mrs. Peel."

"I must learn to select my taxi drivers more carefully.”

"That would certainly be the case in Berlin," Steed agreed. &dexyyou must listen to me.
| learned of what happened last night."

"Many things happened last night."

"At the costume party,” Steed said, impatient of her whimsisalne'A man tried to kill
Max Prendergast. You stopped him. That was a mistake."

"You expected me to just stand by and watch a defenseless man get shot?"
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Steed pulled the taxi over to the side of the road and turned to fac&ms. Peel, have you
ever seen a movie calldthe Third MafR"

"1949. Orson Welles as Harry Lime. Joseph Cotten. Post-war Vigesawhat about it?"

"Well, move forward sixteen years in time, substitute a snakerfewsn Welles, and Berlin
for Vienna, and you've got Max Prendergast.”

A sense of foreboding rose up in Emma’s breast. But she saidjdéhsre? You were
wrong about me, remember, not so long ago."

"I can't give you a sheaf of documentary proof, because Prendergast has coveeatdi
too well for that. But that man you knocked unconscious - we have him ndWwes being
interrogated. If he can give us the proof we need..."

"This is Berlin, 1965!" Emma said. "Surely you can pick up Prendergast on suspicion?"

"It may be Berlin, but this is the British sector,” Steeddsadprovingly. "Besides,
Prendergast has friends in many places. But we're getting close to him now."

"Why are you telling me all this?"

"From all reports, Prendergast was quite smitten with you, M. FAnd you didn't seem
to be...unattracted."

'So?" said Emma Peel very coldly. Her eyebrows raised at him dangerously.
Steed gestured. "l just wanted you to know what he was, that's all."

"Well, thank you for telling me, Steed. But it was a needbessaution. I'm going to a
Duke Ellington concert tonight. Alone."

"Wouldn't you like to help put Prendergast behind bars?
She stared at him curiously. "Are you seconding me for police action?"

"Not police action. Not even action for king and country. But action fa.right. God
save the right, as the knights of old used to say."

"But don't you have professionals..."
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"Sometimes talented amateurs are better than professionalsP&él. Please...just think
about it."

Chapter IV

Emma sat sipping tea in her hotel room, and munching on shortbread. Simmeddn the
tv and was listening to programs in German, but her mind was far away.

Although her step-mother had taught her martial arts, Emma had aetually used her
skills until just recently. And the feeling of exhilaration she fedt, in using those skills to
successfully subdue a villain - she had never felt anything quite.IN&ll...had she? Her
first solo in her own small plane. Her first hang-gliding off@aswolds. All those events
had made her feel very alive and so did these small triumphs. Adwgvitgr Peel thought.
The love of adventure. The same love that had got her husband killednth#&erime of
his life. Mrs. Peel smiled. The same love that had causetbHiue every minute to the
full.

The phone rang, disturbing her reverie. She picked up the phone to hean®ieed™Mrs.
Peel, this is urgent. Prendergast must have taken frigjtadttack last night. He has a
reservation on a plane that leaves in an hour. I'm having a déleng dbe appropriate
warrants. You've got to delay him for me. If he gets on that plane, we'll lose him."

Emma, conscious of the tone of urgent desperation in Steed's voiceadyhe. Just,
"Delay him how?"

"Use your feminine wiles or something. Please!"

"Alright, Steed. He'll be in my room when you're ready to get him."

"Good. Thank you." said Steed, and he hung up the receiver.

Emma took one glance around her suite. The bed looked very invitingyregiteed up a
handful of magazines and a couple of plush toys she had purchased and tsteewen the
bed to make it less so. As she strode out of her room she picked tie afdtampagne.
She rapped on Max Prendergast's door. A cheerful little rap.

He opened it with a jerk. He wore a tuxedo, but his tie was undone ambimally

impeccably coiffed hair was the tiniest bit mussed. "Emmaséaltkin delight. "™How nice
to see you! Please come in. | am busy packing, as you see."
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She entered his room. "Leaving so soon?" she said, striving harchedwared, casual. "The
tournament isn't over yet."

"Yes. Unfortunately business calls me away. Unexpected busihessst catch a plane
tonight.”

"Why, that's too bad,” Emma commiserated. "And here | am with [zdttle of champagne
and no one to share it with." She displayed it to him.

Prendergast froze as if electrified. His eyes looked atlerdvidly. "My dear Emma, what
an unexpected invitation."

"But a pleasant one, | hope."
Prendergast closed the lid of his suitcase. "Oh, yes."

"Well, then. You've such a clutter here. Why not come to my roomZaN enjoy a glass
or two before you leave."

Prendergast looked at his watch, and teetered on his feet like @ntize edge of an abyss.
"Very well, my dear. Just a glass. A quick glass." He glanced atitecase. "l will just
take my suitcase with me, if you don't mind, and leave directly from your room."

"Lovely."
They walked back to Emma’s suite. Emma gave him the botthgou'ikill do the honors?"

Prendergast hurried to the sideboard on which stood the glasses, nvhiketirned on the
little radio that came with the hotel. The song, "Meine lieblngine rose" started to play.

"A love song," Prendergast commented.

"Really? So difficult to tell, in German. It's such a
...brutal language."

"Oh, surely not," Prendergast said, handing her a glass
of champagne and looking at her intensely. "The
language of Goethe, of Mozart...and this song they are
playing...it's a very popular one right now. All the little
German boys are singing it to their sweethearts."
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He looked at Emma with such an expression of love on his facshteaimply couldn't
stand it any longer. "Feminine wiles, indeed,” she said belovbieath, and without
warning, without hesitation, she punched him on the precise point of hisaj@ow
calculated to leave him unconscious for at least thirty minutes.

Thirty minutes was just long enough. Prendergast stirred feghligr@ocking came. Emma
opened the door to Steed and two police officers. Emma was not slieenfis amused or
angered by the shock on Steed's face. Had he really thought that she'd occupy Btenderga
in her bed until he got around to showing up?

Without ceremony one of the police officers lugged Prendergastfeehisrought his hands
behind his back and snapped on cold steel handcuffs. Prendergast gazed around wildly, at
the police officers, at Steed, lastly at her. She saw the naked loloéadf &nd anguish on
Prendergast's face as he realized what she'd done, but his emotion botheredlheBaot
must all of his victims looked and felt, when they took that much pated step into what
they thought would be freedom, only to find that the man they had trusteetnaged them.
The police officers led Prendergast to the door. He passed quite close tonSt&sanaa
and came to a stop. "Look behind you," he purred, his eyes on Steed. Teeygliimma.
"Often. One day | will be there."

The police officer tightened his grip and Prendergast was led away.

"What a thoroughly unpleasant character,” Steed commented.

"Thoroughly,” said Emma. She glanced at her watch. "He's madatenfor that Duke
Ellington concert.”

"l have a car waiting downstairs."
As they were driven by chauffeur to the American sector Steed"yaulye done the free
world a service, Mrs. Peel. Prendergast will be going awag limng time. In fact | doubt

if they will ever let him out.”

"Too bad he couldn't have been caught years ago, before he had time towbh stamage,
hurt so many people."”

"Yes, but the important thing is he was caught in the end."

"Thanks to you," said Steed. He glanced at her. "You enjoyed it, didn't you?"
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Emma looked at him, and didn't pretend not to know what he was talking dhauthe
asked a question that may have appeared as a non sequitur. "‘SAMraniwed with the
police, you seemed a little surprised to see Prendergast oufloothand not ...elsewhere."

"Not at all!'" Steed said indignantly. "It was simply thattvas such a straightforward thing
for you to have done. It reminded me of a friend of mine. | had expguteto take a rather
more subtle approach - | thought I'd find the two of you playing a gdmbess or gin
rummy or something."

"I see," said Emma. She looked out thoughtfully into the darknedshe"had just
been....lusting after me...l suppose | would have played it out that waged'eim. Toyed
with him. But ...l think he truly loved me. | couldn't stand it. | had to knock him out."

"l see," said John Steed. "An intriguing distinction. | shallrlleat in mind for future
reference, Mrs. Peel."

"You would do well to do so," commented Emma with a grin.

"But that of course means there vk a future,” said Steed. "And actually, | got word
tonight..."

Emma Peel held up her hand. "Not tonight, thank you, Steed. | have a date with a Duke."
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Act Five: The Transformed Man

[l. After

Emma Peel sat in her office at Knight Industries, a stackpsrpdefore her, but her mind
was not on work.

"I'm bored," she thought to herself. "This work is too easy.roitine. So much for the
cut-throat world of industrial competition..."

She sighed, rose from her desk and took a trip or two around the rooght Kwiustries
had been her father's business, and he had always intended her to take over.

Well, she had taken over, five years ago, and she didn't like it.

Emma paused in front of the plate glass window and gazed out ettishape below. Just
two months since her husband Peter had died. They'd had such good titthes tdéeter
had been a bit of a daredevil and complimented her perfectly. Meeyefars together had
been bliss. After a weekend going hang-gliding or scuba diving or emantain-climbing
with him she'd been able to face the rest of the work week wabksion. And then coming
home to him at night - when he'd been at home on rare occasions efteor he'd be off
somewhere flying planes. And now he was gone forever, and nothing but duskaghed
before her.

But somehow...they were even more boring now.

That's because she'd had a taste of a different life. A knifeddig. A life in which the
throats that got cut...really bled. A life in which one could feely@dive not by cheating
death, but actually by defeating the death dealers.

Saving the world? Emma thought with a smile. Is that what she'd been doing?

That man...with the microfilm. That man John Steed had nevert@dllyer what that had
been all about...but presumably it had been something important.

Then, on her pilgrimage to Berlin, she had helped to catch Max Pgestea ruthless

individual who had betrayed hundreds of men, women and their childreaitaéaths.
That had felt like aeal accomplishment.
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She'd like to do more of it. But how? That man Steed was the key.

Emma returned to her desk, opened the bottom drawer and pulled out a bottle, a glass, and
a newspaper.

He'd given her his card, a few weeks ago, when she'd driven into thefldaslcar - but
she'd thrown it away after it had turned out he'd merely been investigatin§dehow to
find him, short of going down to MI5...or was it 6?, and asking for a mabawler hat and
an umbrella?

As she sipped her wine, Emma found the page she was looking forl-calbmn
advertisement for an antique car rally taking place on the grouhdsigleath House, over
the week end.

That would be the place.
Il

John Steed's sartorial elegance, if any upon this occasion, was concealédudpagaf
greasy coveralls, and instead of a brolly he wielded a wrenalas ishockingly early in the
morning - but while Steed hated to rise before eight o'clock fohmgyelse, when it came
to ensuring that his Bentley was in tip top condition prior to the annual Longlaatkd®
the Roses he was Johnny-on-the-spot.

He rolled underneath the Bentley to double check various seals and thafgs.eagle-eyed
gazed searched diligently for anything amiss, he noticed out obtheraf his eye a pair
of shapely ankles, and feet encased in a pair of black pumps.

Steed rolled himself from beneath the Bentley with alacrity,thed stopped short with a
small frisson of surprise. The woman was tall, with auburn hairfélian a wave to her
shoulders, broad forehead, smiling brown eyes, straight nose...impish grin.estédlin
widow's black...it was Mrs. Emma Peel.

"Mrs. Peel," he scrambled to his feet. "What a pleasure it is to see you again."

She smiled at him. "Mr. Steed. | was hoping to find you here."

"You were?" Steed smiled his most charming smile. "I'ngdedd to hear it. There's a
little canteen set up over there," he indicated a direction, "Let's go get a“coffee
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They settled down at a picnic table and each busied themselvesmyépair coffee to their
satisfaction.

"It's a glorious sight, isn't it," Steed said, indicating the twoedoancient automobiles
parked on the vast grounds of Longleath House. "And my old girl. Oneeobeht
automobiles ever made."

"Oh, | don't know," Emma said thoughtfully. "I've rather liked the RBitg/ce Silver
Ghost."

Steed beamed delightedly. "Are you interested in antique cars, Mrs. Peel?"
"Oh, I'm interested in practically everything, Mr. Steed."

Steed raised an eyebrow archly. "In that case, you mustn't cMistes.”

Mrs. Peel raised an eyebrow at him in return. "Alright...Steed."”

Steed sat back and sipped his coffee. "Well...yes..."

It was Emma'’s turn to lean forward. "Steed...do you remember Berlin?"
"Vividly."

"I helped you capture Max Prendergast. And you mentioned the futurewafdaead there
to bea future.”

Steed leaned forward again, his eyes alight. "Indeed I did."
"Well, so do I. Just exactly what organization do you belong to? MI5? MI6?"
Steed's chin slipped off his hand. "I beg your pardon?"

"Catching crooks. Dealing with diabolical masterminds. Thatafattting. You aren't
Special Branch?"

Steed's mouth opened and closed. Several times.

"Are you practicing your fish imitations?" Mrs. Peel asked somewhat adérbica
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"No, not at all. It's just..."

Steed ran his fingers through his hair. He had received a lshof&. At first sight of Mrs.
Peel he had assumed that she'd come to visit him for himself afonkinstead she was
volunteering...actuallyolunteering..to engage in that business which his previous partner
Cathy Gale had had to be so cajolingly urged.

"Frankly I'm delighted, Mrs. Peel." he said with a smile. "Whérst met you | thought
you'd be an excellent associate. | do not belong to MI5 or MI6, howewerather an
offshoot. Let's call it... Department S."

"S for secret?"

"Exactly."

Emma Peel nodded. "Good. Well, Steed, thank you. When does my training start?"

"Training?"

"Of course. | may be an expert martial artist --eveda $ay so myself— and I'm pretty good
at quite a lot of things, but certainly I'd have to have some traibhe@n codes and things?"

Steed felt like giving an imitation of a fish again, but contblés jaw muscles. What a
professionally-minded woman. He had certainly made a good choice.

"I shall give you all your training, Mrs. Peel. An amateur such as yourself larioggain
... jJe ne c'est quoi ...to the job that | don't want drilled out of you by ham-handed trainers."

"l see."

Steed checked his watch. "One thing that is important in a psiitpes that the partners
get to know each other very well. The tendencies, the habits, thgowagact to certain
stimuli. The rally is about to start...will you act as my navigator?"

"I'll be delighted," said Emma sincerely.

Steed stood up, unzipped his coveralls and stepped out of them to re\esahstha black
turtleneck, and he and Emma Peel walked to his Bentley. Stetztistae car with a

flourish and drove towards the starting line.
1.

Miniscule - 59



Two Such People: The Adventures of John Steed and E mma Peel... The Avengers 60

Catherine Gale finished writing in her notebook, closed it, closed the dfeokad been
referencing, took off her glasses and rubbed her eyes. She glatheedatk. Five o'clock.

How nice. She'd finished right on the stroke of quitting time.

Cathy walked out of her office at the British Museum, nodding atuhelg cheerfully, and
walked down a couple of blocks to her favorite pub, The Three Vikivigsre she'd treat
herself to a beer and a shepherd's pie. She was going to see a play latenihgtin the

West End, with a couple of friends visiting from America who wamtesee that quaint
period piece of Agatha Christie's called THeusetrap which had made its debut in 1958

and was now in its eighth year - the longest running play in the world.

Cathy walked into the Three Vikings and waved at the publican. Shselldenown there

- the man gave an answering nod. Cathy found a corner booth, deep in the rear of the pub.
She pulled a paperback novel from her purse and began to read. Within minutes a mug of

beer and a shepherd's pie were placed in front of her. Then anothemasptaced across
from her. Her server sat down opposite her and Cathy looked up into shef dpbin Steed.

Very slowly, she closed her book.
"Hello, Steed."
"Mrs. Gale."

They sat in silence for a couple of minutes. Steed watched Cathy take @ @oipds of
shepherd's pie, while he himself savored a bit of beer.

"Been enjoyin' yourself?" Steed asked.

"Very much. I've been able to get quite a bit of work done lately."
"Jolly good."

"So whatever you have to say, the answer's no."

"Don't say that before you hear what it is. | just want to ask a favor."

"A favor?" Cathy looked at Steed, a bit puzzled and a bit wary. "What do ymPiéte
seemed very odd. A bit embarrassed, a bit unsure of how to proceed.
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"I'd like you to meet someone. Give me an evaluation of
her."

Cathy arced an eyebrowHé&r?"
"Yes...my new partner, you see."

Cathy stared at John Steed for several long seconds, and
then she started to laugh.

"What's so funny?" he demanded.

"I'm sorry, Steed. 1..." she looked down at her beer. "I need somsthamger than this.
Get me a scotch, would you?"

"Certainly." Steed returned within seconds with a couple of drinks.

"Well?" he said.

Cathy had fitted a cigarette into her cigarette holder and puongekitatively. "Human beings
are wonderful, Steed. | fully expected you to look me up, try to talk me backétold.

| was going to take great pleasure in squelching you as you degaerdénstead | find that

not only am | not wanted, but I've already been replaced! It wasoha blow to my ego

and | don't mind admitting it."

"No one could ever replace you, Mrs. Gale." Steed said seriouBlyt | 'heeded a new
partner and fate, or kismet, led me to her. How else could you exp&afact that a girl

with her qualities - strength, martial arts skills, was iaaty the right place at the right
time."

"What's her name?"

"Peel. Mrs. Emma Peel."

"That name sounds familiar...Steed! The woman whose husband, the test pilot, @as kille
a couple of months ago?"

"Yes.

"And you've recruited her to play your deadly games?" Therenvadge in Cathy's voice.
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"Not at all," Steed snapped. Then he relaxed. "That's the thing of it. She volunteered."
Cathy puffed at her cigarette.

"It was a couple of months ago, while you were off in Bermuda. O@@efTen's schemes
went wrong and one of Theirs made off with some microfilm. Ramiwtown the streets
of London. He made the mistake of running right past Mrs. Peebwittife in his hand.
She swung him into the side of the building and then kicked him where it hurt.”

"Oh, good for her."
"Yes. Then a few weeks later she was in Berlin. She happeathtd the interest of Max
Prendergast - a rather nasty bit of goods, and helped Us get tiiought at the time she

would be ideal for the work, but | didn't want to press her. | held off for a month."

Cathy's eyes narrowed. "Alright. Who are you and what have you done wrdatil®hn
Steed?"

Steed gave Cathy one of his patented looks. "That's not funny. Thespsh@ came tme
Said she wanted to play the game."

"She sounds like your kind of woman, Steed."

"Yes...yes, she is." There was a far away look in Steed'suad® the lascivious ones she
usually saw at times like this, that made Cathy stareeatngm whom she had known and
worked closely beside for two years.

"It seems you already know her qualities. Why do you waetb evaluate her for you?"
"Well...not evaluate, really. 1 just said that because | didn't kapate how to broach the
subject. She said she wanted a bit of training. Codes and thidgs't ivant her going
through normal channels. | can teach her a great deal...but so can you."

"How you like your tea stirred, that sort of thing?"

"Well, that, certainly." Steed gave her one of his lascivious lotkst, | was thinking more
along the lines of... I don't know...fashion for the female secret a@gérdre you keep your

guns and picklocks. How to knock out a gang of men without getting yountssed, and
still get home in time for dinner. How to stare death in the face and not panic.”
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Cathy finished her scotch.
"Have you considered that that's why she may be doing this?"

"Do | think she wants to stare death in the face? And meetSt@ed nodded slowly, his
face grim. "l...I'm not sure. | donhinkso. But | want to be sure.”

Cathy returned his nod. Sleatwas the reason he'd come to her. "Survivor guilt. Or a
death wish. Two reasons why she shouldn't be your partner. You don't thicéypualge
that?"

"No. | know you can."

Cathy nodded. Steed was well aware of her interest and exparisychology and
psychoanalysis.

"All right, Steed. I'll meet her....does she know how to fence?"
"I think she knows how to do everything."

"There's no better way to evaluate someone than over a nice bout of fencirgwiQnie
personality comes to the fore. You have her phone number?”

"Yes."

"Well, ask her to meet me....tomorrow's not good....see if she canttraéas Wednesday,
at Tonetti's Fencing Salon. Noon."

"Noon." Steed nodded. "Thank you, Mrs. Gale."

"Don't tell her who | am, Steed. Or whwés" she amended with a grin. "Inform her that
I'm merely a physical fitness instructor."

"Well, that might be difficult, Mrs. Gale. You have a reputatiomdademic circles and Mrs.
Peel is quite at home there. She might not know what you did in yaertspa, but unless
I'm very much mistaken she'll certainly recognize your name."

"A good point. Alright, I'm not Mrs. Gale, then. Tell her I'm Mrs.....Austin."

"Austin. Right."
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Steed finished his own drink. "I'll telephone you. Confirm she's coming."
"Right, Steed."
Steed rose to his feet. "Can | escort you anywhere?"

"No, thanks. I'm going to the theatre with friends. |thought I'd spdmicbf time shopping
beforehand."

"If you're hunting for clothes I'd be quite happy to come along, give yoopmion on any
outfits you'd like to try on."

Cathy laughed. "I was thinking more along the lines of Portobello Redwbuld make you
come along and carry my parcels, but | won't. It's all rigteted I'll let you know about
things on Thursday."

Steed was strangely reluctant to go. He liked Cathy Gale..Hiéedery much in fact...in
fact he quite fancied her. Despite the unaccustomed emotionashieeling over Emma
Peel...she was a newly made widow, and out of bounds...for a while atearnBuahe knew
Cathy - she'd put him out of her life already, he had no doubt. Moved omchugpaard.

She was doing him this one favor..or perhaps she was doing the favor for Mrs. Peel.

Steed sighed, tipped his bowler to Mrs. Gale and left the pub. @atksd after him for a
few seconds, then returned her attention to her shepherd's pie.

V.

"Mrs. Austin?"

"Mrs.Peel."

"Nice to meet you. Please, call me Emma."

"Certainly. And I'm Cathy."

Catherine Gale and Emma Peel stood just within the doors of ToRettcing Salon. Mrs.
Gale was already in her sparkling, crisp white outfit. Sherbadgnized Emma Peel
immediately - she had done some quick background research on her. Egiroarfed a

fencing bag. "Ladies changing room over there, Emma," Cathy told imenaEhodded,
smiled, and disappeared, to return only a few minutes later. Sheteawite, but with a
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red heart embroidered over her left breast. She carried arfdilCathy noted that the
bell-guard was scarred from much use.

"Shall we warm up, first," Cathy suggested. "There are some mats over here."

As they performed various stretching and limbering up exercises, Cathy as&edohg
have you been fencing?"

Emma reached out to touch her toes and placed her forehead on her knee.

"Began taking lessons when | was fifteen. For a time | coresidartering competition, but
then other things intervened.."

"As they have a habit of doing," Cathy agreed.
"l just do it recreationally, now. My club is Corday's."
"Ah, yes. Corday has turned out quite a few good fencers."

Their warm ups finished, the two women proceeded onto the vast, polishedbdirthvor.
Each wall was mirrored so that the fencers could check theirdoamy moment. Red lines
set into the floor at intervals designated each 'piste,’ or feacgay There were only a
couple of other fencers in the salon, off in one corner practicingngrtgrough rings
suspended from the ceiling.

The two women saluted with their foils, donned their masks, and droppelaetogarde
position, the tips of their foils six feet away from each other.

"A la," murmured Cathy, and advanced cautiously. Emma retreated thensarber of
steps, keeping the distance the same between them. Cathy noteel thosin was very
classic; while she herself let her left arm dangle behind her casuallya Esphhers high
in the air, hand curved.

Cathy beat her foil against Emma’s, bouncing it out of line, and lurig@da brought her
own foil back and parried with ease.

And so it went on, the two women advancing and retreating down the @latby was
always on the offensive, probing her opponent's every guard...forcing hemergapgoste
and parry in the book, and always Emma showed an excellent grasprogtes. And her
speed was tremendous. But she seemed to be content to be on the detempsEveaps she

Miniscule - 65



Two Such People: The Adventures of John Steed and E mma Peel... The Avengers 66

too is just feelingneout, Cathy mused. And indeed all of a sudden Emma Peel performed
a ballestra - a sudden stamp of her foot and a jump forward, andaafiuafden she was
attacking furiously and Cathy was back-peddling furiously as she defdraiself, then
suddenly caught Emma's blagle prise bounced off it and hit Emma’s red heart.

Emma lowered her blade immediately. "Hit," she called out cheerfully.

They resumed their fencing distance and began again.

Two hours later they were showered, changed, and in the Charing @eoRB®dm sipping
tea and eating cucumber sandwiches. Emma had 'won' the matcloupyeadf hits. "I'm
quite impressed,” Cathy told her. "If you'd kept up with your fencing you couldduanes
great things on the competitive stage."

"Thank you. You're not so bad yourself."

Cathy smiled. She glanced around. They were in a corner booth, noloneearshot. She
spoke in a low voice.

"So," she said, "the thought of pitting your wits against diabofiadterminds intrigues
you?"

Emma nodded. "Yes. |think I'd be rather good at it."

Cathy debated all the things she could say. It was dangerous wetk.o¥¢ourse it was.
Emma would know that. Steed would put her life at hazard again and Bgahe'd always
be there to pull the chestnuts out of the fire as well. And this girl defimialild be able
to pull her own chestnuts out of the fire. Steed had certainly chosen a winner.

"Tell me about your background," Cathy invited. "You run Knight Industries, don't you?"
"That's right." Emma went on to explain how her father had groomiddrttbe role of his
successor. Her achievements at school. The death of her mother fatiddnis subsequent
remarriage to a Japanese woman whom he'd met on a businesddpprio A woman who
might have been the spiritual descendant of Tomoe Gozen, one of theagreati women
of Japan. Her marriage to Peter Peel. Their five years of marriage. His dea

"Only two months ago," Cathy murmured.

Emma nodded, sipping her tea. "When one is married to a test pilgetsnesed to the idea
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of death," she said. "It was an utter shock when | heard it, dotetkeisie, and | mourned
him and am still in mourning. Not a day goes by when | don't sedlsioignée bought me,
or remember something he said...and feel a flash of sadness tinatlbeger here to share
my life."

Cathy nodded. Emma Peel had had an easier time of it - if one could put it likéherat
she'dhad, with her husband killed right beside her by Mau Mau terroristdl, 8he'd had
the satisfaction of killing some of them in return.

"Can you kill?" she asked abruptly.

"l beg your pardon?"

"You are up against a couple of villains - who will have no scrupkéling you. You've
got a gun in your hand. Would you shoot them?"

"I don't know if I'd shoot to kill," Emma said thoughtfully. "I'd ceéntg incapacitate them."
Cathy nodded. She believed that.

"Alright, Emma," she said. "As | believe Steed told you, he's goibg doing any training
you might require, in this business, this Circus, as some c&litl think you've got the
right stuff.”

"Thank you, Cathy. Tell me about Steed."

Cathy arced an eyebrow. "John Steed? He's quite a man. teddwhis country. He's
educated, charming, intelligent. A real ladies' man."

Emma raised her own eyebrow. "Somehow | gathered that," she comimettt an impish
smile.

Cathy leaned forward. "He also has all the qualities needed ekj@ert secret agent.
Ruthlessness. Nerves of steel. An inventive mind. You could have no better tutor.”

Emma nodded.

"And if you're going to work with Steed, you're going to need sometiaddito your
wardrobe. Let's go shopping.”
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V.

"You've got an eye for quality, Steed. I'll give you that."

Cathy Gale and John Steed stood in the Dinosaur room of the BritishuM iepartment
of Natural History. It was where they had first met, whee&ted come to ask an expert's
opinion on the uses of black magic.

"She'll do, then?"

Cathy nodded. "She'll do."

Steed sighed. "Good."

They walked about in silence, looking at the exhibits. "It was a gogdwasn't it, Mrs.
Gale?" Steed said at last.

"Yes. A good run. But the curtain comes down on every run, sooteer. The actors
switch over, and a new play starts."

They stopped near the entrance. It was John Steed's exit claokeld at Cathy Gale, his
face serious. "l always did fancy you, you know," he told her.

Cathy nodded, but forbore to smile. "l know. And if you hadn't been sucH enggd have
allowed myself to fancy you, as well. Remember that, Steed, in your dealihgSmiiha
Peel."

She offered her hand to Steed. He took it in the tips of his fiagergised his hand to her
lips. "Il remember, Mrs. Gale. Always."

VI.

The telephone rang. John Steed reached out a hand and grabbed itlee nece
strangulation grip. "Yes?"

"We've got trouble. Sir Clive Todd has just been found...stealing top secret documents.”
Steed sat up, wide awake.

"Sir Clive Todd? The millionaire"
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"That's right. He was shot - by one of his own men, apparentlybEkerstaken to his own
house to convalesce. Get down there, Steed. Now."

"I'm on my way."
Steed hung up the phone, then picked it up again and immediately redialed.
A sleepy voice answered him.

"Mrs. Peel. Steed here. You said you wanted in on the game. Wellegsed. Something's
afoot. I'll be over to pick you up in half an hour."

Steed slid out of bed, showered, dressed, ran down to his Bentley and drardstidxs.
Peel's flat. She was waiting outside the door of the building,att@ss toasty fur coat and
muff and looking like she was asleep standing up.

"The middle of the night," she mumbled at Steed.

"In you get, Mrs. Peel, you can sleep on the way."

He helped Mrs. Peel into the passenger seat, where she imiyefdititasleep. Steed
pointed his Bentley toward Sir Clive Todd's house...and drove into history.
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The Steed Identity
A story in five chapters
Chapter 1

The man on his knees in the prison corridor was John Steed, but you ttelldh’by
looking at him.

It had happened quickly and unexpectedly. The guard had maced him, then gralaloed hi
and fulcrumed him face first into the concrete wall of the prison corridor. NesdSvas
on his knees, digging his fists into his eyes against the agonyatBesteeaming from his
eyes mixing with blood from his nose making an unpleasant lurhgsimustache, and
making his shirt a soggy mess. Oh god he was in pain.

Suddenly a strong arm encircled his shoulders, and a body pressed to his, cdynfakting
female body. "Basil," a woman'’s voice whispered urgently, clobestear. "Basil, it's all
right. It's me, Lola. It's all right, Basil."

So Lola thought it was all right, did she? Nice for her to tlsimk And he was...Basil?
What kind of a name was that for a chap? Unless he was Bakbdhe? Jesus, he was
getting delirious. He dug his fists even harder into his eyes. Hiedvlola would knock
him unconscious, put him out of this agony.

"It's me, Basil." the woman repeated again, urgently. "It'sltoéa. We’ve come to get you
out, remember? We’'re alright. I've taken care of that bastarduard for you." Her voice
was very steely as she said this, and through the red mists1dfgpaias gratified to hear it.
He felt the pressure of her arm around him as she tried tongéb lmise. He tried to move,
but felt himself falling forward, till she steadied him.

"Drummond," she whispered, a bit louder. "Help me with him."

Another pair of hands, men’s hands this time, gripped him from the adkeaad he found
himself on his feet. He couldn’t take his fists away from s eso they each had a grip on
one of his biceps, while the woman, Lola, had one arm around his wasit.asSteady on,
Basil," she whispered to him, calmly and comfortingly. "We’re almost out."

He did nothing but move his legs, letting them steer him in thedigddtion and indicating

what kind of speed they wanted out of him. His teeth were grigi@dst the pain, against
the agonizing grunting that he wanted to let loose except he knew the need for quiet here.
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Suddenly they came to a stop, and another voice, a Cockney man’s voee, Bisgdin’
hell. What's this? He can’t see? Leave him! He’s going to be a liability!"

"He’s who we came for, you idiot," Lola’s voice snapped. "Weimeosk out of here so let’s
go, damn you."

"Right, right,"” the Cockney mumbled. Then they were moving agaircotld do nothing

except follow the lead of his two escorts and keep his teeth grittettheéogd hey seemed
to know where they were going without hesitation and thank god for tbdte8ly he felt

himself being led through a door and then out into fresh air, with hisséeaping on

pavement. He was jerked to a sudden halt, there was the sound dbarcapening, then
Lola raised a hand and put it against the back of his head. "Weéfre ear, Basil. Bend
yourself down and crawl in."

Somehow he found himself in the backseat of the car, sliding alleyewver to the far end.
Lola got in next to him and he was grateful for the warmth digargainst his, the pressure
of her arm over his shoulders, her other hand on his chest. A sligid gdtneone else, that
Drummond fellow, got in with them.

"It's all right, Basil," Lola said again, as the engine strand the car started moving
forward at a sedate pace. "We're only twenty minutes froindbse. We’'ll get you cleaned
up and feeling as good as new."

Basil. Was that his name, Basil? It didn’t sound familialatBut then, neither did Lola

or Lola’s voice and yet he must know héte couldn’t remember his naméie couldn’t
remembeanything He’d been...he must have been...in prison, and they were breaking him
out. And he had to wait another twenty minutes before they could do sogitisiop this
pain? He couldn’t help it - a moan escaped through gritted teeth.

"Drummond," Lola snapped. "Verret. Finley. Does one of you havek® flsstheresome
kind of liquour in this car?"

"What a load of old cobblers," Verret - the Cockney, said. "So this is the great Basil."
He felt Lola move beside him. She leaned forward in a violent matidn.he heard a thud
and a gasp of pain. Had she actually shoved Verret's head intosthieodad? That's

certainly what it sounded like! Good for her!

"That’s just a taste, Verret," she said coldly, settiagk in her seat. "And when Basil
regains the use of his eyes he’s not going to be happy with you, sb byetter not say

Miniscule - 71



Two Such People: The Adventures of John Steed and E mma Peel... The Avengers 72

another word."
"Uh, here, Lola," came Drummond's voice - an American voice. "Whisky."
"Thank you, Drummond."

He heard the sound of the cap being unscrewed, and then, "Hefel'Bdsiinging it to
your lips."

He opened his mouth and the golden elixir was pouring down his throaualiesed. The
fireball hit him in the belly and exploded outward, causing him to shiveontrollably for
a few seconds. But it felt great. The pain in his head lessened just a trifle.

He’d better say something. Comfort Lola. "I'm all right," helghickly. "Just..." he wasn’t
going to saynythingabout losing his memory. There was at least one unfriendly person i
this car, and it seemed he had a reputation that he’'d better lte ldaup to. "Just...can’'t
see."

Lola squeezed his shoulders. "That’s just the mace. We’'lhgetleaned up as soon as we
get to the house. We’'re in the clear now."

It was impossible to think, feeling like this. He wasn’t even gtorigy to think. Thinking
was for later. All he was trying to do was survive, to not breakndand blubber like a
baby. He concentrated only on the warmth of Lola’s knee against hesnearound him,
and the effort of getting air into his lungs between grittethider air didn’t seem to be
going through his nose.

The car stopped, car doors opened, he levered himself out and stood,. waijaip
Drummond and Lola took his arms, and helped him into the house. "Let’s taketbithe
bathroom in my room, Drummond." Lola said. "Then you can leave him to me."

She helped him undress and put him into the shower, turning the watemi¢e, hot
temperature. "Just let it run over your face," she told him calmly. "Dorto topen your
eyes yet. Just let the water wash over your eyes. I'm holding you, domt v&iaey here
as long as you need to."

God it felt good. The needles of water pelted his face, peltexydiisis, but it was a good
pain, and there was warmth, warmth everywhere. Lola’s hands were shrohlders...he
knew she must be getting soaked. "l wish..." he tried to s&jiosved bile, "Get in with
me."
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"Why, ‘Basil’," Lola said. There was a tone in her voice when she'd saitblme that he
couldn’t identify, but then she chuckled softly and said, "Alright. Propsgiuagainst the
wall for a second or two."

He couldn’t hear her undressing, but that’'s what she must have done because f@lien he
her body next to his in the shower it was smooth and soft. She echhiaceand he felt her
breasts against his chest and he lowered his head. Her lips met his. Thkydigsand
deeply.

"God | was frightened back there," she whispered, holding him tightly.
"You didn’t show it." he murmured. Somehow he knew she’d take that as a compliment.

"Well, it’s all right now. We’'ll get your eyes cleaned up. Bynorrow you should be able
to see fine. You'll have to teach Verret a lesson, though."

"Must I? | heard you take care of him."
He heard her chuckle. "Rather good, wasn’t it. Must remain in character, eh?"
He felt her raise her head, and once more bent his mouth to hers.

When they parted again she said, "This isn’t doing your eyes any gubaea/e got to get
those cleaned out. Behave yourself, ‘Basil.’

Again she had pronounced his name in that funny way, as if it werejake that they
shared. But he stood quietly, his hands resting on her hips, as steewaskcloth and
gently wiped his eyes. Let the water play over his face amdvhgeed his eyes once more.
Again and again she did this...until finally he tried to open his eyksaw little slits of light
and a blur of pink...he could see her.

After another half hour, Lola helped him out of the shower. They toweled themselves off,
and then Lola led him to the bed. He heard her pull the bedspread and a blanket back, and
then she placed her arms on him in order to help him into bed. He Wasging) any of that.

She couldseewhat he wanted. He pressed himself up to her, and she lay back underneath
him with an amused chuckle. His eyes were half-open, he could séeheater-darkened

blond hair, the tanned face, the blue eyes with a laughing glint in, tthenlips open
invitingly. He tugged her up a bit further onto the bed and then climbed astridd'ver. "

been waiting for this, " he said huskily. "All right?"
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"All right,” she murmured, reaching for him.

After they were finished, he lay back, breathing deeply. "A peefet to a perfect day," he
said.

Lola actually laughed out loud. "You're incorrigible, ‘Basil.”

She scooched close to him, and put an arm across his cheststet er head on his
shoulder. He put his arm around her shoulders, squeezed briefly, and plantezhahess
top of her head.

Soon she was asleep, but he lay awake, staring with half-closedteke ceiling, and now
there was a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. He hadn't netegjLola. She’d been
good...really good...but it hadn’t sparked any kind of memory. And he couldn’t remember
his name. And he was some kind of criminal. That didn’t ring adagier. But if he was

a criminal...then Lola must be one also.

He raised his free hand to his face, and made as if to pinchdige bifihis nose. But as he
touched it his eyes opened wide with pain, which caused him to wince with yet nmore pa
God but his nose was tender. It must be broken. He closed his eyesir€af. cJust what

he needed. He brought his hand down, and began to beat a thoughtful tatt@o on hi
chest...but it was no good...slowly his fingers stopped moving and he fell asleep.

Chapter 2
l.

When he woke up, Lola was gone. He felt an inexplicable sense aftisbe heard noises

in the lav and realized she must be in there. He looked up atlihg.cklis heart sank. No
miraculous memory recovery. Basil...he said to himself....Basil....he didn’t even know his
last name. Very slowly he got out of bed. There was a miomreaa wardrobe on one side

of the room. He walked over to it and looked at his reflection...something he hadn’t done
last night.

He didn’t recognize himself. He was...what, about six foot thred®afd pepper hair cut
short, bushy eyebrows over bright red eyes...and a black cresceneanberye..."Good
God," he murmured aloud. He forced himself to continue the catalog...ati@ght nose,

a toothbrush mustache, full lips, a bit of a beard stubble. Fortyish, he must be.

He turned to one side...his shoulders sloped a bit. He flexed his bicemanoad.
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Stomach....just a bit of a paunch there. Was he ‘the great BasiiataCockney git had put
it the other night? Well, perhaps these eyes of his would strikenfeadhe hearts of men,
but that was about it.

Lola entered the room, elegant silk bathrobe trailing behind herpliketsing out of an old
Jean Harlow movie. She caught sight of him, and stopped, her fadya"€h,...." her lips
moved, but he couldn’t tell what the next word she said was. Sheowamie him. She had
recovered herself in that second. "You're a sight,” she told him, smiling.

"l look like a raccoon," he admitted. "But I'm a raccoon who can see."

"Yes." She caressed the side of his cheek with her hand, and he roseedied kissed her.
She broke the kiss first. "Well, we'd better get dressed andegotime goons. Oops." She
put her hand to her mouth and chuckled. "I shouldn’t talk like that," sheveaydjuietly,
moving her finger in a circular motion around the room and then pointing eaheWhat
was she indicating - the room might be bugged?

"Ye-es..." he said. He swallowed. "Lola..."

"Something wrong?" she asked, concerned.

"l....Lola....I..." he shrugged, and smiled briefly. "Nothing. I'll get dressed.”

They followed their noses to the dining room. Five men were saatedd the table, plates
heaped high before them. A half-dozen chafing dishes resided on the sideboamknThe
looked up as they entered. The one with the knot in the center of éiedor must be
Verret, the great Cockney git. They were tough looking men. Héferlzkd something to
establish himself right away.

"All right, gentlemen," he said, "thanks very much for getting melasit night. Now, take
a good look at the eyes, because | don’t want to hear anything moréredmouRight?" He
removed the dark sunglasses that Lola had found for him, leaned forwatbetable and
looked directly at Verret. Verret's eyes dropped to his plate.

There were various hasty murmurs of assent.
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"Right," he said, putting the glasses back on. He turned to look at LAfger you, my
dear."

After they sat down with their full plates, the man on the corner cléasdtiroat. He had
an American accent, and he recognized the voice even before the meah mamself.
"Right, | guess we’d better introduce ourselves. I'm Drummond. i$keward. Uh...him
in the middle is Verret. Then there’s Finley. And that's Wilde."

He nodded at them. "Gentlemen."

"Galaxy should be here in a few minutes,” Drummond said.

Galaxy? And just who was Galaxy? Was he supposkadow Galaxy?

"That will give us time to finish our breakfast then, won't it, Lola?" he said calmly
She nodded, a faint smile on her lips.

[l.

Galaxy was awoman. A large woman, with a Margaret Rutligsfoiair, commanding both
in size and presence. She led the way into a large, oak-paneteq affd took her place
behind a desk which looked immense until she sat there. He and Lteld theamselves in
comfortable leather chairs facing her.

Galaxy steepled her fingers and looked at them both for some seconds. He tdakad a
out of the corner of his eye, and saw her relaxed, legs crossedfuljsa quite composed.
But she wasn't speaking. Clearly this was Galaxy's paty.composed his features into

a look of mild inquiry.

"Lola," Galaxy said at last. "Basil. Itis a pleasurgrtally meet you. | am so glad we were
able to assist you in ...exiting your places of incarceration."

"And we appreciate it," Lola said.
Galaxy nodded majestically. She bent her gaze on him. "Bawil gfasses, if you please."

He removed the sunglasses, and she looked at his eyes, her fassierj@es. Then she
nodded, and he took this as a sign to return the glasses to his eyes.
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"An unfortunate incident,"” Galaxy said. "And while the style ofriviepdark glasses indoors
has a certain charm, it won’t do for our purposes. Nothing must di@utian to you two.
The timetable must be put back....one week, I think. That should give ysumeye than
sufficient time to heal."

He nodded. "Seven days should be ample, Galaxy."

"Good. And perhaps its for the best. | want this assassinatiortadeand clean, with
no muss and no fuss."

Had she said..assassinatio?

"You've both been...on ice...for the last two years. While your skills andlkdge are of
course still there, which is why | wanted you for this organizatrahfor this particular...um,
job, shall we say , it is inevitable that there is some dullithetenses. You'll now have
seven days to get back in shape, as it were."

Again he looked at Lola out of the corner of his eye. Again she aggpealm, composed.
Assassinatiod They wer@ssassingd Him, and his beautiful, passionate Lola? Cold-blooded
killers?

"You have facilities here?" Lola asked. "Target range? Dojo?"

"Of course. Everything you need. A weapons room, a weight roomn &¥al scale
obstacle course out in the grounds. | believe in keeping my ageésgadk of condition.
In fact...."

She looked from him to Lola and back.

"There’s no reason for you and Lola to leave the grounds at all in theewextdays. We
have a cordon bleu chef, a game room, a library, even our own movie theatre."

His head was still reeling from the assassination reveldiignhe was doing his best to
concentrate. Should he assert himself here? Play the pag, dfaldl Basil? Because it
certainly sounded like Galaxy didn’t want them to leave the grounds....at all.

What the hell? he thought.

"There may be no reason to leave the grounds," he said, attemptegydares, "but what
if we wanted to leave the grounds, just for the hell of it? Is that acceptable?"
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Galaxy smiled. "Of course, Basil. You are not prisoners hdravd perfect trust in all of
my associates, and you and Lola are now the cream of the crop.”

He nodded, to show he was satisfied. "All right then. As you say, there’ssom fflea us
to leave. Especially when there must be broadcasts out aftddeglanced at Lola as he
said this, and she nodded.

"That’s a point," Lola said. "We need to change our appearance.”

Galaxy nodded also. "I have a hairstylist on hand. | suggest dyandbsew hairstyles.
That’s usually enough to change one’s appearance completely. "

"l was thinking of something else," Lola said, casually, givingdamischievous smile. She
seemed to be trying to give him a cue, he thought, but he couldn’toeadiecause he
didn’t know what she wanted! He merely shrugged and smiled we8kkylooked at him
for a couple more seconds, then turned to Galaxy, who said, "What do you mean?"

"This is going to sound like science fiction," Lola said slowly,t"believe me, it's true.
There’s a machine. The Kellmar Machine. lItis a ...thought eadstiice. More than that.
It's a soul transfer device. It's a machine that would allow &=asil and me, to be
transported into the bodies of anyone else whom we choose."

His mouth went dry. Science fiction indeed, but since Lola wasgdayiit must be true.
What kind of a nightmare was he in?"

Galaxy was speaking. He concentrated desperately. "Your histooy unknown to me,
Lola. I have heard of this machine. That was your mission, teus o, wasn't it? To
take over the bodies of John Steed and Emma Peel. But, you failednathae was
destroyed."

"The machine wagnot destroyed," Lola said calmly. "Or rather, there were two. One was
stashed away as a backup. And | know where it is."

Galaxy stared at Lola for several seconds. "If this madsirstill operational...there is
nothingwe could not accomplish."

Lola smiled triumphantly. "Precisely. Galaxy, | suggest you lebogpéete that mission.
We take over the bodies of Steed and Mrs. Peel. They gounbmdies, and then, um," she
glanced at him with a smile on her lips, "We let Basil and belaaptured again. Or better
yet, killed while attempting to escape."
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He took off the sunglasses and rubbed his eyes, then put them backood. GGd.
Lola...talking so casually about murder. And he...obviously he was as unprincipled as s
was. This was more than a nightmare. This wagthigght Zone Why was it that he
could remember the names and plots of television shows but he couldrirémeammber his
own name?

"Yes, Basil?" said Galaxy.

She wanted him to speak? Or she was just concerned becausebie'd his eyes? He
managed what he hoped was an insouciant grin. "Lola and | think as one in this matter."

Galaxy nodded. "Well. You've given me something to think about. To $teed and
Emma Peel working for me....oh, yeanythingcould be accomplished. Where is this
machine, Lola?"

Lola shook her head. ‘I'd rather not say at this precise momemtxyaPlease understand.
We are now your..top agents. And we're very grateful to you. Butrtheline....the power
of that machine is indescribable. While we trust you - we darst yrour agents. Not with
that machine."

Galaxy stared at her for a long time. "I take your point, Lola," she saistat¥ou want
this machine to be...exclusive."

"Yes. Once we capture Steed and Mrs. Peel, we take them tmdlhtne. You come
along, of course. We make the transference then. Only we titd@mow where that
machine is or that it even exists."

Galaxy nodded. "Verywell. I shall...institute proceedings. Find bate'Steed and Emma
are at this exact moment. But, | wonder if they will be so easy to capture.”

"We caught them two years ago with ease," Lola said briski\s Because we didn’t kill
them right away that the mission failed. Give those two tgatsist of avenues for victory
and they will find a way to win out. We won’t make that mistake again, Galaxy."

"I believe you. Very well. As | said, | shall have Steed and Emma located for ywill. It
be a simple task."

"Simple? You're highly placed then, Galaxy, in the government?" Lola said casually

Galaxy smirked. "Not me, Lola. But | have a couple of very good frietdsare. Leave
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everything to me. Now," she continued briskly, "l see it's almost ten.bdy= will be at
the firing range. Why don’t you go in and show them what you can do?"

"Lovely," said Lola, rising. "Will you be joining us?"
"I'll stop by later on. See how you’re doing."

As they walked in the direction of the firing range, following Ggladirections, Lola said
very quietly, "Gun range. Dojo. Obstacle course. They're going to be testing us."

"Untrusting sods," he said, a trifle more viciously than he measbwod. But really.
Shooting guns. Beating up people. Running over an obstacle course. Awthont a
memory or knowledge dany of that. He was up the creek without a paddle, without a
canoe, and without a creek.

"Are your eyes still troubling you?" she asked.

If he did badly - and he would, he’'d nesaimekind of excuse. "They’re bothering me a bit,"
he said, trying to make it sound as if it were a grudging omission.

She caressed his arm. "Not to worry. I'll put on a show for them."

The gun range was one long room at the end of the house. At thdlfdranging from
hooks, were targets, which could be brought forward or back on a ceilirgsecified
number of meters. In the front of the room were five alcoves, inhvihe shooters stood
while they took their turns. All five of them were there, vi@ ear protectors and
carrying...Berettas, he recognized in surprise. He was shockedliatdnsity of anger he
felt. How could he know the names of those guns, and not remember hisroenvieere

he was born, who his family was, nothing! He glanced out at theégargieots scattered all
around but very few in the heart areanf/ of the targets. His heart rose just a bit...maybe
he wouldn’t look so bad after all.

"Galaxy suggested we come down," Lola said cheerfully. "Basyks are still bothering
him, but I thought I'd like to give it a go. Set up a target for me, Verret."

While Verret selected a clean target and placed it in pasitLola put on a pair of ear
protectors, then took the pistol Munsey held out to her. "Right," sheShelstepped into

one of the alcoves, while the men gathered around behind her, anticipatory smirks on the
faces. Lolaturned her body so that she faced the target franéiextended her arm, and
pulled the trigger seven times.
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When the echo of the shots died away, there were six very sitanin the firing range.
Lola had aimed at the crotch of her target, and where there haldemrcta crotch there was
now one big hole.

Lola looked back at them, grinning. Then, with practiced ease, she shabk expended
clip and slipped in a new one. This time she took up a position fawngrget, her left
hand supporting the butt of the gun, her legs slightly flexed. And tiegomudled the trigger
seven times.

Verret pressed the button which brought the target sliding up to them. kéel gioff the
hook and looked at it, swallowing hard, and then handed it to Mun$eyhanded it to
Wilde, who handed it to another man until they'd all had a look at it.|aBheeven bullets
had gone straight through the heart.

Steed/Basil gestured at Lola. "I'm with her," he said casually.

Only Drummond and Lola laughed. The others were only able to manadieswales.
Verret's face was rather white.

"Well," Steed/Basil said, " I'm going to go to my room for a little bit. Have fun."

He took a long shower, resting his forehead against the cold poragidénthe hot water
pelted his back and ran down his legs. Then he toweled himself drygoedisnto the bed
where he lay, staring at the ceiling out of his red eyes.

Was he really a cold-blooded killer? The mere thought of itiflilen with abhorrence. He
couldkill, certainly. People who didn’t deserve to live. Murderers, tagiedophiles, scum
like that. He’'d put them down without compunction. But...thé.was apparently a
murderer, too. Lola was a murderer. So on the one hangywith no memory, he thought
murderers were scum, baith his memory he had no problem with it? How could that be?

And what of Lola, he wondered. If she lost her memory, wouldslhée a cold-blooded
killer? Or would she be...like him....

V.

They dineden famillethat night - everyone present except Galaxy. What did cold-blooded
assassins talk about when they sat down to dine, he wondered.

Horses, apparently. And how much money was lost on them.
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Lola and he sat together, eating quietly. They excused themselves aftermandenato
their room.

"You were awfully quiet tonight, Basil," Lola said. "Are you feeling all right?"
He kissed her. "I'm fine. Just very tired. I'm going to go to bed early."

"All right. | brought a book from the library."

"Oh, what are you reading?"

She displayed the covetvil Under The Surby Agatha Christie. "l was in the mood for a
little fluff," she explained. "Agatha Christie and Dorothy Ly&a seem to be the fiction
writers of choice in this household. Tea cosy mysteries."

"I'm surprised. | would have expected Mickey Spillane. Jamesayl&ihase. Or perhaps
Eric Ambler."

She laughed, that lovely contralto laugh of hers that had been sending shiverspipéni
ever since the first time he had heard it. "Good night, my deasgditiguickly, turning over
and burying his face in a pillow.

VI.

The next two days went by very quickly. With the excuse of hes,dye didn’t have to
indulge in any shootings or any fisticuffs. But that was alitrigecause Lola took up the
slack. She ‘bouted’ with all of the men, in any martial art freposed, and beat all of them
except Drummond, to whom she lost at judo. She made up for that losdemcihg piste.
And on the firing range she had no equal.

As he watched her, his admiration could not help but grow. She must lesviedring in
the martial arts for years. She was so skilled, so fastdsorifand powerful. How had she
come to acquire all these skills? A sickening thought occurragrte had she seen her
career, as a hired assassin, and decided to train for it from an early age?

And yet, she was so poised, so elegant, so feminine, intelligent andtsxged with him.
In the evenings they discussed classical music, the theatre, philpbgbbry, exchanging
ideas and opinions, their senses of humor matching, everything.

Why, why could he remember plays that he must have seen over two yearsuagohe’d
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heard, opinions on politics he’d had, and yet he couldn’t remember his own nante?
more than that. If these were his true feelings, for the thdatrthe movies, for the arts, for
philosophy, than couldn’t they be his true feelings for killing? Asd jfiowcould he have
been a conscienceless killer? Had he done it all for the love of Lola?

VII.

The next morning, he entered the firing range with Lola to find telmes the sole occupants
of the place. Well. Well. If he were going to find out his shoagkills, now was the time
to do it. Perhaps he should have Lola shoot the target out for him, aretbeuld pass it
off as his own. He sighed.

"Here you go, ‘Basil," Lola said, placing his ear defenders oweedis and giving his face
a caress. "Give it your best shot.”

He took the gun she handed him. He stood facing the target, flexkdeis a bit, and
supported the butt of the gun with one palm while aiming with the other. He breathed and
squeezed simultaneously. Had it gone into the bullseye? He sqtlee=iregher again, and
again, and again. When he’d finished the clip Lola pressed the button and theatawget c
zooming forward. He looked at it. Not quite as good as Lola’s, btrhle#n the five apes

in men’s clothing. Two bullet holes through the heart, the rest scattered arauthohita
couple of inches.

"Basil, baby," Lola said, in a seductive murmur, "For someone wigs lgains, you shoot
very well."

"Yes," he said, absently. It had been easy. So easy. Point, pldylketd struck the target.
If it had been a human being he’d be dead now. So, his memory wdsugbeecould still
shoot. Was it safe to assume he could probably still...kick butt, Zsrteacans said, as
well? Very likely. He was still a first class killing machine.

VIIL.

They were walking arm and arm through the obstacle course. Lelawasing herself, and
him, by pointing out various obstacles and making caustic comments.

So, he thought to himself. So. keasa killer.

But, he didn’t want to be. And he didn’'t want Lola to be.
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They were in the obstacle course, to be sure, but it was out in thamgéhere was no way
it could be bugged. He turned, faced Lola, grabbed her dldwsyou love me?" he
demanded.

She stared at him, half stunned, half laughing. "What kind of question is that?"

He tightened his grip and pulled her closer, roughly. "Do you love me?"

She stared at him, at the urgent look in his eyes, the naked appeal in his face.

"Yes." she said, very quietly.

He kissed her, crushing her to him, pressing her warmth to himarterwrapped around
his back. Finally they broke apart. Still holding her, he said, hgatket’s get out of this."

"What?"

"Let’s getout of this. We don’t have to do this."

His heart sank. She looked stunned, unbelieving - unaccepting.

"What are you talking about? What's wrong? Things are gointi gdé&acan’t leave now!"
"Please, Lola," he said.

Her eyes widened. Very slowly she said, "Lola?" Her face was horror-struck.

"Don’t look at me like that, Lola," he said desperately. "I jumbhins both out of this, that's
all."

Now she grabbetis arms, shook him. "What's your name?" she demanded. "Who are
you?"

He stood in front of her, defenseless. "l don’t know," he said quidilyer"since the night
when | got slammed into the wall...I can’t remember. | don’t know who | am."”

"My God," she said. "My God. | should have known. Listen, listen, it's all right. You're

not...." at that very second, she was interrupted by a very shritlevighe whirled around,
and only a few meters away from them, Drummond and Wilde were approaching.
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"Damn," she said softly. She whirled back to him, taking his hantis alliright,” she told
him urgently, staring into his eyes. "It's not what you think, ok&y&’re going to make it
through this...hullo Drummond, Wilde. Ready to try the obstacle course?"

"Galaxy sent us to fetch you," Munsey replied. "She said it was urgent."”

"Then let's not keep her waiting." Lola took his hand, and they staéidng briskly
towards the house.

All right, he said to himself, all right. The rubicon was passed Lala as still at his side.
And with her at his side, he could do anything. He glanced down atfteet Her hand and
pressed it to his lips. She winked at him.

Chapter 3

"Ah, Basil. Lola." Galaxy greeted them warmly. "Set yowsgdown, set yourselves down.

| have exciting news."

Lola settled herself into a chair, and he perched on the seastmuing to hold her hand.
Munsey and Wilde found chairs of their own. So, the gang was all there.

Galaxy steepled her fingers together. "Lola. Things moved taste | had expected. Mrs.
Emma Peel has already been isolated. Or rather, she veitliated tonight. We cannot lose
this opportunity. We take her tonight."

He gripped Lola’s hand hard. No. No.

"That’s wonderful, Galaxy," Lola said calmly. "How on earth did g@anage it so quickly?
Galaxy smirked. "l told you I had friends in high places. | had otieeofi invite Mrs. Peel
to a bridge tournament tonight - in a rather isolated spot. HhendfrSteed isot
accompanying her."

Lola laughed, that low contralto laugh. "Poor Mrs. Peel."

"Yes," 'Basil' said, through tight lips. "Poor Mrs. Peel."

"I knew you’d be pleased. So - in order to get their in time you tealsave now. Lola.
Drummond, Finley, and Wilde."
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"Wait a minute," he said. "What about me?"

"The tournament is taking place at a posh country estate," GaldXyim. "Sunglasses at
night are more unacceptable than sunglasses indoors during the day."

"I should be in the car, when they bring her out," he said, trying totkeegesperation out
of his voice. What could he say to convince her? Why wasn't Lola ssgingthing? If
Emma Peel was anything like Lola.... "You're going after Enfmaal, remember. Three
men and Lola are not enough."”

"On the contrary,” Lola said, disengaging his hand and poking hinplayéul manner.
"Three men and Lola are too many. | can handle Mrs. Peel quiterwaly own. Both in
capturing her and in...disposing of her afterwards, Galaxy."

"Oh, quite. You and | alone will be there for the disposal, Lola, neaer But | want you
accompanied by some back up. Basil, | appreciate the fact that you and Lolswog a

but not this time. You have not yet shown that you are recovered from your incarceration.
You will remain here. We will return...when we return. Gentlemen, Lola, let us go."

"Lola," he turned to her.

"It's all right, Basil," she told him, grasping his hands in hers and gazing intgdss ét’s
all right. Trust me."

As he watched them go, hot rage built up inside him. He’d outsmantsélfi Avoided the
fighting, the gunplay, thinking he was so clever to do so, and as aleswhs trapped
inside this house while Lola was free to leave. And she’d noabedito do so, damn her.
‘It will be all right," indeed. God, he wanted to believe her...he veatatérust her...but he
didn’t.

He pivoted to see Verret and Howard looking at him, grinning.

"Right," he said savagely. "Let’s go to the dojo, gentlemen."”

Once in the dojo, the men slipped off their shoes, but he was ragingithaarbother with
changing into uniforms of any kind. "Freestyle, gentlemen. Whateuvewgnt to do," he

said.

Verret came at him first, swinging his arms like huge winigmHlis eyes widened as he saw
the big bulk coming at him, but he wasthinkingin his reactions. It was all instinctual, as
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if years of training his muscles had taught them what to do and thdgah@o input from
his brain to react. There was no hesitation. He slid inside/hiréng fists, wrapped his
arms around Verret's back, lifted him up, and rushed him into thewhath Verret hit,

hard. He dropped Verret, who slid down to his knees, arcing his backtdbeaipain, and
turned to Howard.

Howard assumed the stance of a karateka. He circled him, bouigtittg dn his feet.
Howard gathered himself, sidestepped and launched a lightning fast rounkilckegenis
head. He block the kick by catching it against his arms, and thetisgat his forearms
shrieking in pain. Howard laughed, moved to his left, and then spun arotimd lack
kick. It was so quick that it caught him in the belly and sent him staggering backward.

Paunch or not, he could take a kick. He straightened, sucking in air, andxtheme
Howard came at him he grabbed the kicking leg - and kicked Howard’s other leg out from
under him.

He sensed movement behind him and hunched over just as Verret landed ok.hldéac
used that momentum to rush forward toward the wall, pivoted at thedesent, and once
more sent Verret's back crashing into it.

He was breathing hard, but the adrenalin was flowing and god gdett. He went after
Howard, and incredibly, Howard backed away, fear in his face. pethecause of the
expression that Howard could seetomface. He went after him, grabbed Howard by the
shirt with one hand and punched him in the mouth with the other. He broughhhbisack

to hit again.

Howard spat blood, and grabbed at his arm. At that precise momeat §f@bbed him
from the other side, and they rushed him into the wall. He sank to his knees, clutching his
face.

A fireball of light had exploded in his head, and memory came floodiclg ar rather, the
last three months evaporated away, and when John Steed looked up hersan te@mming
over him, and knew they must have attacked him. He exploded into action.

The two men weren’t trying to fight him. They were backingyawiasperately trying to
block his blows while they screamed at him, "Basil, Basil, siGke it easy. Take it easy!"

He stopped dead, as his eyes went past the two men and he lodketelf in the

full-length mirror. He knew that face...and it wasn’t his. Twargeago....two years
ago...Basil and Lola and the thought transfer machine of Professlbnake And
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now...now...he was back in the body of Basil.

He went up to the mirror, raised his hand to his face, and watchaplthetion in the mirror
raise its hand to its face. It was a face with pinkisesegnd fading black crescents
underneath them and that damn toothbrush mustache.

Two frightened faces appeared behind him.
"Basil, Basil, we're sorry, man. Are you okay?"

Steed swallowed hard. He turned and managed an insouciant srikgoldgize,
gentlemen. | got a bit carried away, didn’t 1?"

"You can say that again," one of the men said with a smileusJgsu’re as good as Lola.
Galaxy sure made a mistake, not letting you go along with them."

"Uh, yes, Galaxy did." Steed agreed. A cold stab of apprehensionhsengh his heart.
Lola. He remembered Lola. One of the most vicious women he’'d eteAmd ifhewas
in Basil’s body again...where was Basil? And where was Emma Peel?

"You know something, that last little blow did something to the old hpaim The last
couple of hours are...a blur to me, gentlemen. Refresh my memory, will you?"

The two men he’d been fighting exchanged glances, but they weramndegl of derision.
He’d won their respect with his fighting skill, and men who foughtfoy length of time
could understand the old brain pan getting scrambled every now and then.

"You can fill me in over a pint," he said, easily, clapping the taller one on the shoulder.
What they told him, over their drinks, did not fill him with joy. Lotede¢hree men had gone

to a lonely estate to kidnap someone named Emma Peel. "Lola wanted to go on her own,"
the man with the knot on his forehead said, "She said she’d have no trouble taking her and
really, Basil, we all knew that was true. But Galaxy wouldhave it. She sent Munsey,
Wilde and Finley along, too."

"And they're bringing her back here?" Steed said carefully.

The two men shrugged and exchanged glances. "I'm not sure on thattheikhdtted one
said. "They were talking like they were going to dispose of her."
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"But that didn’t make sense," the other one interjected. "Whait @adaxy said? She was
going to be there for the capturing of her and in...disposing of her afterwards. WHet’s
she said. But she said it funny, like when they were saysmpsal they weren’t really
meaningdisposalif you follow me.

"Ah, the English language," Steed said. "So open to misinterpretatiomendo and
mistake. Ironic, isn't it, that we all speak the same langaagdeyet so rarely understand
each other."

"Uh, yeah, right. But what the ‘ell. What's the odds so long as gd&ppy, eh? I've had
enough of this Let’s go play a little snooker, shall we?"

"Certainly."

He didn’t want to play snooker with these gobs. He wanted to gefteutala and Emma
Peel and find out what was going on. But he couldn’t. They'd madmitttiat Galaxy was
the only one who knew where this remote country house was. There sersseaocketing
around trying to find them. Mrs. Peel was just going to have to fend for herself.

Steed poured himself a generous splash of whiskey and watched, unsetiagnan with
the knot on his head concentrated on the snooker table.

The minutes crawled by, and turned into hours which crawled by ewsars| Steed was
drinking rather liberally by the end of it, and as a result wasda®ry badly at snooker. His
popularity with the two chaps increased.

They heard the slam of a door, and Steed was at the door oflitrel boom in a flash,
followed closely by Verret and Howard.

Three men were standing in the hallway, looking rather grim. "Where’s Ldéaf?anded
Steed.

"She had to stay," the one with the Roman haircut said, "and | need a drink."

They trooped into the living room and Drummond headed for the bar. Steedefltom
and jerked him around. "Where’s Lola?" he demanded.

Drummond downed his drink and poured another one. "I'll tell you just what hahpbee

said. "We got to the house, and we got this Mrs. Peel dame witblolem. She must have
been drugged, or something, because she didn’t put up any fight when weipubhbear.
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Galaxy had Wilde and Finley stay behind, and | drove them almostayaback to London.
We came to another country house. Galaxy told me to stay withrthendashe and Lola
dragged Mrs. Peel into the place.

Well, I was curious. | knew Galaxy would kill me if she found me,|loeds careful. | got
into the house, and | saw what they were doing. There was this hagens like
something out of a horror movie. Lola was sitting in one chair, and?ed in another, and
Galaxy pressed some switches, and there were all theseflagitsng, and then all of a
sudden Lola went unconscious and Mrs. Peel stood up and started talkingjdikeAnd
then....and then....Galaxy shot her."

Steed gripped him by the arm so hard he wincé¢hddid Galaxy shoot?" he said hoarsely.

"I don’t know!" Drummond cried. "She shot Lola, Lola’s body, | mean, laan't think
Lolawas init. 1think Lolawas in Mrs. Peel’s body. And thatd,she wasn’t best pleased,
| can tell you. She said Galaxy should have left that pleasure to her!"

Steed'’s heart turned to ice, and there was a tremendous roariagar$ii The glass in his
hand shattered into millions of pieces and blood dripped unheeding down onto the floor.

"Where is she now?" he gritted.

"Well, I ran like hell back for the car. | don’t know what they didhvthe body, but Mrs.
Peel...I mean Lola-in-Mrs.-Peel's body, and Galaxy came badkove them back to that
house, and Lola said she had to stay there, because that bridge toumasngoing on all
weekend long. She told me to tell you, Basil, that she’d bergphnere for a visit on
Monday when it wouldn’t be so conspicuous. She said you weren’t to worry about her."

It took all of his willpower for Steed to reach casually ihte breast pocket, pull out a
handkerchief, and wrap it around his hand, tsk tsking the while. "This house, sileés
staying,” he said casually. "What's the address?"

"Uh, 123 Gloster Lane, up Leicester way," Drummond said, "but why? &végbu going
to do?"

Steed grinned. It felt like a death’s head grin to him but hopeflidigked lascivious to the
rest of them. "This kind of thing always turns me on," he said, "dad't think Lola should
be alone tonight. I'm going to pay her a visit. We needn’t tdbda Give me the keys to
the car, Drummond."
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Wordlessly, Drummond handed over the keys.
"Right, gentlemen." he said, smiling wolfishly. "Don’t wait up."
Chapter 4

l.

Steed drove into the first petrol station he saw, skidding to anffadirit of the pumps with

a screech of brakes. The attendant began filling the tank while he strode into the shop and
bought a newspaper. November 6. November 6. And the last day helrered
was...when...back in August? Yes, August, late August...he’d taken MirstdPae
steeplechase.

Steed threw a sheaf of pound notes at the clerk, ran back to thedckaft the attendant
gaping as he got back onto the road in a squeal of tires.

Three months of his life, gone. And when he’d been brought back to hiheselés in the

body of Basil the Butcher. He should stop the car. He should call Major Bee, find out the
last time he’d been in contact with the Department. Find out if he and Mrs. Ededdra

sent out on an assignment, and what it had been. That would be the wise thing to do. The
responsible thing to do. But that was not what he was going to doasd@otvgoing to stop

until he got to 123 Gloster Lane, Leicester.

Steed pressed down on the accelerator and the grey Peugot leaed ford ate up the
kilometers voraciously.

Mrs. Peel couldn’t be dead. She couldn't.

Steed took his hands off the wheel and wiped the dampness off oadkis. sHe blinked
away the hot wetness in his eyes.

Mrs. Peel couldn’'t be dead. She had nine lives, like a cat. She ebhiergelf out of jams
as easily as he...and when she couldn’t he was always there to rescue her.

Always.
But this time...he’d lost his memory somehow. She’d been in trouble, dadih# known

he’'d had to rescue her. Had she been waiting for him...confident thabdneiding in on
his white charger at any moment to save the day?
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Steed turned on the radio, twisted the knob til he found a jazz statituraed the volume
up as high as it would go. He needed it loud, loud enough to drive these thmuigifthis
head. Mrs. Peel couldn’t be dead.

But...if shewasdead....

Steed gripped the wheel hard, so hard that the cuts in his right hand @pehstarted
bleeding again.

Someone named Galaxy had killed her, not Lola. But it was Lolam&srbody now, Lola
who was alive. Lola who would go about prostituting her body. Ushogkitl innocent
people. To steal secrets. To betray her country. Worse than that. It wagboleould
see out of Emma’s eyes, laugh out of Emma’s lips. No. That woultappen. If Emma
was dead, Lola was not going to live.

Steed pressed the accelerator hard down.

His anger was at a white hot pitch and he had to keep it thexas that was keeping him
sane right now. Anger and hatred.

Mrs. Peelkouldn't be dead.

He’'d stared death in the face many times. So had Emma.’dT&lesays been able to
escape. To win out in the end. They'd saved their own lives. 'd bayed each other’s
lives. They'dalwayswon out in the end.

Steed took his hands off the wheel and wiped them off on his slaaks dge blinked
against the hotness in his eyes.

They were a team. They worked together as a team. If onedneelgethe other one was
right there to give that help. They could always count on each other....

Only he'd let her down this time. He hadn’t been there for hehaeda’t even known he’d
had to be there. She’d have been waiting for him, expecting him heigg €xpecting him
to knowthat she needed him. He always did. Had she stared her kille?dGanfidently
expecting him to break in at the last moment? Had she fdutlets enter her heart? Had
she had time to think....he didn’t come?

Steed's hands clenched on the steering wheel as hard as he conlflirféethe soft throat
of Lola.
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He took a deep, shuddering breath. Nerves jangling like wires in the wind indeed...

.
123 Gloster Lane, Leicester.

Steed got out of the car and leaned against it, arms folded acrobgs$tisassessing ways
and means calmly. He was himself again. The core of Wwhtteage burned within him,
undiminished.

It was a huge house, this - a central story, with a wing on aitther There were dozens of
rooms in each wing. Even though it was a couple of hours before dawm| eétlee rooms
were still blazing with light. These bridge players...such a wild lot.

Well. Such a house would be teeming with servants. And if thesgnetste house were
awake, so would the servants be. Steed reached into his pocket and pulled out a couple of
twenty pound notes. Then he went up to the front door of the house and rang the doorbell.
He leaned against the door jamb, the pound notes protruding between hgs fiflgedoor

opened and a tall, portly butler stood there, his eyes on the n@e=enis hand. "May |

help you, sir?"

"The lovely Mrs. Emma Peel is playing bridge here this week&tdgd said. "I'm an old
friend, and | would dearly love to pay her a visit. What room is she in?"

The butler licked his lips, his eyes still on the forty pounds. "Nwae my job is worth, sir."
he said hoarsely.

"Oh, I quite understand.” Steed smiled charmingly. "But she knowlsas®jre you. There
are quite a lot of lights on in the house. Is she still chatting with her fellow bridge
players?"

"l....I believe so, sir."

"Well then, that solves your problem. Just tell her....Basil is here, and wants to see her."

"Uh, yes sir." The butler twitched the notes out of his hand and tuwsaad &l shall return
shortly, sir." He closed the door.
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Steed remained leaning against the door jamb, his head tiltedicallizis eyes closed.
His heart was beating slowly, powerful, like a funeral drum. Thietrgturned and Steed
smiled at him, whimsically.

"Mrs. Peel will see you in her room, sir." the butler said, poefa¢&he’s in the west wing
- the only guest staying in that wing, sir. If you will follow me."

The butler moved at a funeral pace, which suited Steed very vwllbl®od was roaring in
his ears again. His belly was cold, but his heart was coldeflex&sl the fingers of his cut
hand, he’'d need both hands for what he had to do....

The butler led him up to the second floor, and to a corner rodme &t end of the wing.
He knocked once on the door, lightly. Emma Peel opened the door wide.

Itwas her. Itwas Emma. Tall, slender, auburn hair perfeaified. Chocolate brown eyes,
patrician nose with its retrousse tip, high cheekbones, mobile madfthite sweater

outlining her perfect breasts. Black slacks outlining her pdripst She stared at him, and
gave a slight smile. "Basil. Come in." She glanced at the butler. "Thank you, Jeeves."

Steed willed his legs to move and entered the room, jerkily. TheawamEmma’s body
closed the door. "What are you doing here?" she hissed.

Steed grabbed her around the throat and began to squeeze.

Lola seized one of his hands with both of hers, fingers seeking out prpeguse Using
this leverage she ripped his hand from her throat, twisting hiscatming him to arc away
from her, and then she released one hand and used it to punch him in.th¢efataggered
back.

"Basil?" she gasped, holding up her hands, palms outward, in a calming mB&sii2"™
"You don’'t seem pleased to see me, my dear." Steed said, wiping blood from his lip.
"You're the one who put your hands around my throat."

He smiled whimsically. "One look at you and | couldn’t help myself."

"What are you doing here?" she asked again.

"l heard...what happened. To....Lola"
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"Oh," she said. "Yes...it was a shock. |didn’'t expect Galaxy to takemnatto her own
hands. | feel terrible."

"Do you?" said John Steed.

"Of course | do! That wasn'’t supposed to happen!”

"Wasn't it?"

It was too much. Emma standing before him, lovely as ever. The same mannerisms. The
same charm. And yet, not Emma. Lola. Emma was dead. Steed fanger again. No
going for the throat this time. The arms. Imprison the arms and kmoout by slamming
her against the wall - hard enough to break her neck.

Lola timed it perfectly, dropping down to her knees beneath his grasping aizingy bes
ankles and surging to her feet once more. Steed soared over her shdd&lbit the floor
and sprung up like a jack-in-the-box, facing her. He lifted his hamo$oxing position
and advanced slowly.

"What's your name?" Lola demanded. "Before we go on with tHisnes what's your
name."

"Who do you think | am?" Steed retorted.

"This morning, you didn’t remember who you were."

Steed registered that, as with a belly blow, but said only "Well, now | do."”

"Then the question is, who do you think | am?"

They stared at each other. Steed began to feel the firgtiggiof hope. Could it be...?
Simultaneously, as if a bell ending a round had rung, they dropped their &teed turned,
spied a chair and sat down in it. Lola backed up a few paces atwhsain another chair.
They looked at each other warily.

"A month ago," Lola said, "John Steed and Emma Peel wegnasisihe task of tracking
down the head of an assassination bureau. They heard that two agentefOther Side,

Basil and Lola, were going to be broken out of jail to work for thisdaureNow, do you
remember any of that?"
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"No. The last thing | remember is three months ago."
"Really? And what were you doing three months ago??"
Steed shook his head. "I'd much rather hear your story. Continue on."

"Two years ago, Basil and Lola attempted to take over the bodstserd and Emma using
a machine designed by a Professor Kelmar. They failed, wettered and were sent to top
security prisons. One machine was destroyed, a back-up stiléxistvas believed, by a
certain individual, that the head of this assassination bureau would hgreliem in
breaking Lola and Basil out of prison. So, this individual decided to betwmaé\re you
with me so far?"

Steed wiped sweat from his forehead. "Keep going."

"Steed and Emma went to Basil and Lola, and proposed a deal. Theyswaplgsyches,
voluntarily this time. So when Basil and Lola were taken out cbpr# was actually Steed
and Emma who were liberated."

Steed swallowed hard. "So Steed was in Basil’'s body, and Emnialeda’s body. Then."

"That's right. The plan was for them to infiltrate the agsasi®n bureau, and find out
everything they could. Most important of all, they were to findtbatname of the person
in charge of the bureau. Also, they were to instigate things imssway that they would be
swapped back into their original bodies, so that they could continue omeithte as Steed
and Emma."

"Very involved and convoluted and over-complicated plan,” Steed said. "Tgpidajor
Bee."

"Ye-es..." said Emma Peel.

"So," she continued, "they broke Lola out first.” She stared afdrnihong seconds, then
gave a shrug as if to say ‘no more cat-and-moubt. Emma Peel, in Lola’s body. Then,
a week ago, we went to break out Basil. John Steed, in Basil's Buodly something went
wrong. A guard maced Steed-in-Basil's body, and threw him againsttheEnd result,
he lost his memory. He didn’'t knowho he was. And that's where things stood this
morning."

John Steed took a deep, shuddering breath. He blinked away a suddetnass$ wehis
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eyes.
"So you're Emma Peel." he said hoarsely.

"That’s right. The question is, who are you?"

"What do youmean who am I?" He stood up, moved toward her. "Mrs. Peel, I'm me."

She was out of the chair in a flash, poised in a defensive postuwa.carme here to kill me.
Why?"

Steed stopped, backed up, sat back down. "A few hours ago, | was fightingvavitnen.
Bouting, | suppose we must have been. | must have hit my head again. | knew | was John
Steed, but the last thing | remembered happened three monthsVdgowent to a
steeplechase, remember. You won a hundred pounds on Daylight.”

Emma Peel’s eyes narrowed. "Go on."

"l played it well. Didn’t let on. Got them to explain to me whais going on. They told
me that ...Lola, three men, and a woman called Galaxy had left tqplidisa Peel. There
was nothing | could do at that time. | didn’t know where they Wyeneg. There was no
way | could find out. All | could do was wait. Then, the three mimmed. The American
with the Roman haircut told the story. He said that they'desdmd in kidnapping Mrs.
Peel. He said that Lola, Mrs. Peel and Galaxy had gone into a houskseldr’Lola and
Mrs. Peel strapped to a machine. Lola went unconscious, Emmadkeealipy and Galaxy
killed Lola."

Steed spread his hands. "What was | supposed to think? [libtewhat | thought. |
thought that Lola was in your body and that you'd just been killed. Tiwh&s| thought."

"So you came here to kill Lola?"

Steed nodded.

Emma shook her head. "Wad Major Bee that this plan was too convoluted.”
"I need a drink," Steed said.

Emma picked up a decanter from the sideboard, and poured out twglEsges. She
placed one of them on a small end table, and with her foot shoved it close to him.
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"Still don’t believe I'm me, Mrs. Peel?" he said, leaning forward to pick up the drink.
"I've never seen Steed with tears in his eyes before,” Emma said quietly.

"You've never seen me think you were dead before. Something happenesiiib tipper
lip, I can’t deny it. | blame it on just a little too much liguor consumed earlier today."

This almost moved her, but Emma was nothing now if not cautious.

"I'm not sure. Basil-in-Steed’s-body was under close supervision. But what if hedlecide
he didn't like the deal anymore? What if he decided to break Wiat if he somehow
found out the address of the assassination bureau and paid it Vit if there were a
third Kellmar machine and Basil knew about it, and what if Basil Steed went to that
machine, and now, you're not Steed, you're Basil. And you came hkilertee because
you're broken up over Lola’s death, and believe me responsible?"

"You've got a lot of what-if's there," Steed said.

"Impasse,” said Emma Peel.

"Easily solved," said Steed. "Twitter."

"Twitter?"

"Twitter." Steed said, intently.

It rang a bell. Emma cast her mind back. "Bird impersonati@mstamy strong suit,” she
said.

Steed snapped his fingers at her. "There, you see. Badilodmanight know various
incidents from our lives, but they can’t know the exact words we spo&eyooccasion. No
one but us could know that."

Emma Peel nodded.

"All right. Let's see. One of our first cases. | waapped in the sub-basement by a
Cybernaut, and you came running in. What did you say?"

How could he ever forget? "The pen. Give it me."
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"And | tossed it to you."
"And what did | tell you?"

"That it was a tracking device. And I told you to get rid of it. And what did you say?"

""Don’t worry, [ will'. Whydid you say that, by the way? Did you actually think | was going

to hang on to it?"

"It wouldn’t have surprised me. That was when I first knew you, népee. You sometimes
preferred brute force to guile. But attaching the pen to the otherraut’s tunic, that was
a stroke of genius."

"Why, thank you, Mrs. Peel."

God, it was her, and she was alive. He so wanted to get up...to kige kerbrace her...to
make love to her. But not in this body.

"Steed," she said, "It's almost dawn. You’ve got to get back to the house."

"Why? We've got the information we needed, surely. Galaxy is the tidhe Assassination
Bureau. And who was the traitor who brought you here this evening, scoydil lwe
kidnapped?"

"Eric Joddrell," Emma said. "The M.P."

"Well, then, that’s enough. This is what | think we should do. Letgeg®asil. Take him
to the machine, and swop our psyches. Then we destroy that dammensehihat it can
never be used again. And then we tell Basil that Lola was kjl@edvoman named Galaxy,
and let him take it from there."

Emma stared at him. He’d been through so much - hell, they’'d bothHyeagh so much.
And they did have enough information to break the Assassination Bureau.

"All right, Steed," she said. "Let's go."

She turned, and opened the door. Filling it, holding a very big gun, was Galaxy.
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Chapter 5

l.

"How inopportune,” observed Mrs. Emma Peel.
"Quite so, dear lady." said Galaxy. "Verret."

There was a movement behind Galaxy, and Verret sidestepped intoH&etwo carried a
gun.

"Well, you might as well come in,"” Emma said, opening the door wide.
"Thank you," said Galaxy. "Sit down first, if you please."

Emma backed up and sat down in her chair. She crossed her legs, $lggshge half off
one foot. There was still a bit of whisky in her glass. She drained it.

Galaxy entered, moving lightly as a ballerina on her massive undergs. There were no
other chairs, only the bed.

Steed made as if to get up. "Forgive my manners, dear lady. Here, have this seat.”
"Sit down, Mr. Steed."

Steed sat back down with a shrug at Emma Peel. He picked up hygassnbut there was
no liquor left in it. He pouted down at it.

Verret entered the room, walking very carefully on a path betwesngEand Steed, to take
up a position with his back to the windows. Galaxy took center stage.

"So," said Galaxy. "So. Emma Peel and John Steed. What a dshbpédic you two had
devised."

"Idon’t know about diabolical," Steed protested. "Convoluted and complitgtadt you."
"It doesn’t matter now," Galaxy snapped. "You've failed.”

"What are you going to do with us,” Emma asked, reaching for the decanter agdgiti
glass full of ligour again. She put the decanter back down on thatableok a genteel sip.
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Galaxy smiled. "You won'’t be leaving this room, my dear. This,mshe gestured at
Steed, "has a lover’s quarrel with you, and strangles you. Thenngsaogrief to what he
has done, he commits suicide. A sordid story, and all too common these days."
Steed and Mrs. Peel glanced at each other. "All too common," they agreed.

"Right." Galaxy extended her gun hand just a little bit, making Steed knew it was aimed
right at him. "Verret, you may do the honors."

Verret grinned. He tucked his gun into the waistband of his slacks, flexed his fiagée
headed for Mrs. Peel. Mrs. Peel flicked her half-off shoe atdnohas he batted it away she
followed it up with her glass of liquor, hitting him in the head.

Simultaneously, Steed flung his own glass at Galaxy. She dwutkeof the way, which
allowed Steed time to get to his feet and grab away the guaxyGmought her fist around
in a hammer blow, with all her massive weight behind it. Steed dropped to all fours.
Emma Peel barked, "Hold it, Galaxy."

Galaxy turned, slowly. Verret was on the ground, as out cold askeere§ and Emma was
holding his gun trained on Galaxy’'s massive form. "Sit down," she ordered.

As calm as a Buddha, or a woman with friends in high places, Galaxy sat down.
Steed remained on his knees, clutching his head. "This just hasnmhpeéesy," he moaned.

"Steed, if you tell me you've lost your memory again | will shpat myself!” Emma
exclaimed.

Steed lowered his hands. His nose was bleeding agalvatéthis mustache. It's like a
blood magnet." He wiped away the blood. He was sooo fed up with thiSlaegnt to go
home, Mrs. Peel," he said, with calculated pitifulness. Emma picked up on it with a grin.

"And so you shall," she said. "Call the Major."”

John Steed unlocked the door to his flat, and stood aside for Mrs. Emhta &#er first.
"I'll make us some coffee," she said.
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Steed locked the door behind them, and then stretched out on his divan. Itrhaddoeg
sad day. Theyd fetched Basil, they'd swapped psyches once agdirthen they'd
destroyed the machine. Then they'd told Basil what had happened t&Ebohaa had given
him the deposition by Munsey - that it had been Galaxy who had killed Lbley'd brought
him back to the prison, to let Major Bee deal with fulfilling the terms of theieagzat.
And now they were back in his apartment.

Emma sat down beside him, prompting him to sit up and acceptetmisg hot cup of
coffee she handed to him. He reached out with his free hand, and put it over hers.

"I didn’t like this assignment, Mrs. Peel." he said. "l haviealing if | remembered
everything about it I'd like it even less."”

"Oh, I don’t know," Emma said, sipping coffee. "That morning when you’dcatedeyou’d
lost your memory - for a whole week not knowing who you really wetbought your
reactions rather interesting. Rather...comforting, somehow."

"Comforting?"

"You fight the good fight, Steed," Emma told him, taking his coffee patithg hers and his
down on the coffee table. "You always have, and you always will."

"That's true," Steed admitted.

She came into his arms, and all was right with his world.
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Do Not Forsake Me

John Steed stood alone in the middle of his flat, staring at nothing.

Emma Peel had just told him, in her low, lovely tones: “Always keepbowler on in times
of stress...and a watchful eye open for diabolical masterminds.” Tie&hlgssed him...on
the cheek.

She’d headed for the door without further ceremony. He'd called to ham&’ he’d said.
The first time he’d ever said her first name. She’d lookdadmtwith her liquid brown
eyes...and he couldn’t say what he’d wanted to say. “Thanks,” he'dnstéead. She’d
smiled a sad resigned smile and walked out. She’d walked out on him.

There was a cold feeling in the pit of his stomach. He felt...bereft.

Steed crossed over to the window. He wasn't quite sure why...to see hastairaé? To
see if she was going to look up to b@aone last time? If she saw him looking down at her,
would she return?

Steed looked down into the street, with a giant's eye view ofea sibnvertible. He watched
as Emma’s lithe figure walked around to the passenger side,tathanan, bowler hatted
and carrying an umbrella, opened the door for her.

They had Him wearing a bowler hat, Steed thought, very coldly, eves faxe creased in
an incredulous grin. Whose idea of a clever joke was that?

Emma got into
the car, and then
she did glance
up at him. Their
eyes met.
Briefly. The
man in the
bowler hat got
into the driver’'s
seat and the car
accelerated down the street and out of sight.

Steed felt a spurt of anger. So that was the way of it, ehAHsisiow They wanted it to
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end? Emma’s husband returns from the grave and that'’s it? The dutiful wifly baregs
up her pistol and brass knuckles and returrgrtder, kuche and kircfeAnd Emma was
going along with this? He couldn’t believe it.

Steed turned as the door opened. The young woman called Tara King stepddbed as
if she were modeling for him. Agent 69, he thought with another spurgefarhe emotion
didn’t get as far as his face, for Steed was a marvelous dcteasn’t this young woman’s
fault that They had decided to use her to replace Emma Peel.

Replace Emma....it couldn’t be done.
But They were obviously going to try.

Two hours crawled by. Tara was excited to be working with the fadalusSteed, and kept
telling him so. She knew his every case by heart, it seemed. €agsy.that he had handled
with Dr. David Keel, Dr. Martin King, Venus Smith, Cathy Gale, or Emma Peel.

‘ThefamousJohn Steed’, Steed thought to himself. Don’t you realize what getsnTara
King? Everyone knows me, on our side and amongst the Opposition. I'm too well known
now. Mrs. Peel was too well known...so They said. So They'd retireddrexll Ehat she was

a talented amateur and not an agent at all. And yet Eté¢feem do it. And what waseto
become? Aannyfor a trainee agent?

Was this to be borne, Steed thought, as the girl prattled on. No...no notwase borne.
But...what was he going to do about it?

Finally the girl left. She’d worn a very sexy outfit and seemed disappldiné he did not
give her akiss as she made her exit, merely his most chasmileg She was pretty, she was
attractive (the two weren’t necessarily synonymous), she could hotohimein a fight, but
she wasn’t Emma Peel. And he wanted Emma Peel.

He...loved...Emma Peel.

Steed nodded to himself. Yes. He loved her. And he’d thought she’d loved hib et
sureshe’d loved him.

Steed slipped out of his suit jacket and exchanged it for a blatkiedk sweater. Emma
had always liked him in that. He applied a match to a pyramid of kindling fireépéace.

By the time he’d poured himself a glass of brandy and lit a,digatogs were well ablaze,
and the flames danced merrily in their grate. Steed relaxdeaiMan, swirling the brandy
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gently, puffing at his cigar. He gazed into the heart of tleg ifis warmth flowering over
him, and he remembered....

The first day he’d met her. He’'d been in his Bentley, followingupée of his agents chasing

a fleeing villain down Palmerston Road, in the heart of London. The nudrinny
Dankworth - had knifed a third agent and was trying to make hipese#h a piece of
microfilm. He’d made the mistake of running right past Mrs. Retbl the knife still in his
hand. She had grabbed his arm and used it as a fulcrum to ramtdithe wall of the
nearest building. Then she’d casually flipped him around and applied the congresvith
graceful brutality. Andhen she’d simply got into her car and driven away, leaving others
to deal with the aftermath if they so desired.

He’'d been impressed instantly. Any civilian acting with such parse efficiency would
have impressed him, to be sure, but a beautiful woman...that abiitywoman was just
sooo sexy. He'd followed her - not because she was a woman but bee'ausad to make
sure shevasa civilian. He’d followed her all the way to the village of letPuddle, and then
contrived things in such a way that she accidently ran into the back of his\Beiitl her

Lotus Elan.

She’d gotten out to confront him, and for a very few seconds there had ek on her
face of such incredulous joy...wiped away immediately and replactdd shiattered
disappointment when she’d gotten a good look at him. She’d thought he was setseone

That was right, Steed remembered suddenly. The real PetbaBe&rn a bowler, that was
right. And when he’'d been behind Mrs. Peel at that point in tiarea second shkead
thought that he, Steed, might be him, Peter - for his plane had disappeared inléhefjung
the Amazon just a month or so earlier and his body hadn’t been found. Shkatidtope.
Emma had loved the real Peter Peel very much.

Steed’s hand tightened on his glass. How cruel then, for Them to chasethe excuse
for her to retire. The return of Peter Peel.

Steed sipped brandy, and forced himself to remain calm. To just...remember.

That day. Those few minutes. They'd talked. She’d introduced herself @ebegnized
her name immediately - as the first woman to head an engineernmgany, of course, but
also as the wife of the missing test pilot Peter Peel. tietttled then and there that she was
indeed merely a civilian and that her dispatch of the villainous Dankwad simply been
fortuitous.

Miniscule - 105



Two Such People: The Adventures of John Steed and E mma Peel... The Avengers 106

Then he’d returned to the Ministry to learn that the microfilm hatlbeen found on
Dankworth’s body. Suspicion had blossomed anew. And a sort of cold rage. iMatko
that a woman of Mrs. Peel’s stature could be a traitor to herrgpbnt that he could have
misjudged her so badly.

He’d confronted her in her flat then, menacing her to tell hintrtite. She hadn’t been
phased. She’d given him the Look, which was more effective than even@&@d#y pointed

commentaries, and very calmly pointed out that there could be anoteen peno could

have made off with the microfilm. And indeed she’d been correcinélls, the Ministry

man detailed to search Dankworth for the microfilm had taken it andedaunek back to his
real masters.

Hardly an auspicious beginning, Steed thought now, grinning ruefully. Which ise&ithy
held off on seeing her again, though he’d desperately wanted to. Shestvidee kind of
woman he needed, professionally and personally, since his partner ChlhaGahosen

to retire and go make her fortune in America, of all places.Hatitaok that he’d caused on
Emma Peel’s face, the emotioms’'d caused - joy turned to despair - had haunted him for
quite some weeks.

And then she’d been handed to him. Fate had stepped in. She’d gone to WesbBer
sort of pilgrimage, he’'d guessed, for Peter Peel had been stationepistherfeer the war.
There she had become involved with Max Prendergast - a masteratnivho was making
a fortune out of the misery of refugees from Eastern EuropecHiples had gone by the
board. He’'d been after Prendergast for years and here was hte ¢becatch the swine.
He’d moved in. And Emma Peel had done exactly what he'd asked of henpaadShe’d
proven to him that she’d be a more than capable replacement for@&dé&yshe’d proven
to herself that she enjoyed life on the edge. She’d agreed to become his partner.

Steed finished off his brandy. He glanced at the cut glass decantedecided against
refilling the snifter. He felt like getting drunk, but he wasmwirg to. He would have things
to do later - as soon as he could think of them - and he was going to need a clear head.

Steed lay back on the divan, folded his arms behind his head and closeg hidelistened
to the popping of the logs and the flaring of the flames and let thativarash over him.
It felt good, lying there...

The figure of Father Christmas carried a bag over its shoulddly @haped boxes wrapped
in bright paper - airplane shaped boxes? - protruded from its top. Baothied in the snow
as the figure walked away. The head turned and looked over its shoutdalingthe face
to be that of Emma Peel. She smiled at him, her eyes sparktmgwgchief, and then she
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beckoned, and Steed followed her.

Steed grinned in his sleep. Christmas had always been a fawvoetefthis. That Christmas
two years ago hadn’t started out to be pleasurable, though...in fact ée’shibell. A group
of mind benders had been putting him through the wringer, and it had bées atrse
since he’d suspected what they were doing to him but had had to sulirariyavay. He’d
gone with Emma Peel to a Dickensian party at the home of BrandieySthere it had all
come to a head. The weekend had not been so pleasurable fa, Eitivar - her friend
Jeremy Wade had been killed there. By the end of the adventure thdy'davetd each
other’s lives, and they’d both been emotionally drained.

On the way home, they'd stopped at a hotel. And there they’d made love for the tst tim
They'd spent an entire day there, in lazy, languorous love makinggetknow each other

in the most intimate sense. They hadn’t beelove, he didn’t think, but certainly attracted

to each other and in need of some comfort and pleasure after what they'd gone through.

Whenhad he fallen in love with her, Steed wondered. Yes...at the end o&#eeot the
Man-eater of Surrey Green. An extra-terrestrial, empathaetipsychotic plantlike alien had
crash-landed in Surrey Green, and had been able to take over the naithtlseediumans in
a certain radius. He and Emma had gone to the mansion in whichethevak growing,
along with the charmingly eccentric Dr. Sheldon. They were arnthéwspecially prepared
tin of plant killer - which had to be poured directly into the rootesysof the plant - and
defended with deaf-aids in their ears which blocked out the telepather of the evil alien.

But Emma’s deaf-aid had come out during a fight, and for quite soimutes she’d been
completely in the plant’s control. He'd been trying to save the can of weed-kilteshe,

in a glazed way, was trying to pour it out harmlessly on the grotnay’d fought. And then
he’d managed to get the deaf-aid back in her ear. Sanity had ratamediately...and a sort
of terrible knowledge of what had to be done. Within seconds she’d comé&upeverfect
plan. The plant had gotten control of her once...and knew her...and was hunghePour
weedkiller over her jacket...and then let the plant drag her awayttbereé would sup on
the liquid first, and die.

He’d stared into her eyes at that moment and his heart halédwath love even as he’'d
pulled the deaf-aid out of her ear again, and as her eyes glazesgitbvthe return of the
plant’s control, planted his fist on her chin, knocking her unconscious. Thenahighas

mouth, he’'d poured the weedkiller over her. He, Sheldon and Sir Lyle ¢tetead then
taken refuge in a separate room. And they’d watched. And waited.l&tdéxhd to grip the
doorjamb with both hands to prevent himself from running forward when thélsesfdhe

plant slithered over Emma’s unconscious body, and started to drag her slowly away.
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He’d known..known that Emma would be safe. As those tendrils closer to the plaats
transferred the poison directly to its...well, heart, he supposed, pgbailly prepared
weedkiller would take effect immediately. Sheuld be safe.

And she was. And when she’d regained consciousness a second time lebé’Hiasthe
traditional question with an impish look in her eyes - “What happene@®tdouldn’t
resist. Making bad puns was his only flaw, as Cathy Gale and Emma Pealdhaidhton

many an occasion [well, Mrs. Gale wouldn’t have called ibhigflaw]. “Didn’t you know?

I'm a herbicidal maniac.” She’d groaned at him, and he’d helped s feet and she’'d
leaned against him, allowing him to comfort her and give her strength.

And when hadhefallen in love with him?

They'd meshed together from the very beginning. It had been as if they’'d been gigychica
linked - she always seemed to know what he was thinking, and viae éesy'd spent
hours and hours together, training. She’d already had a black beltate kand was a
tournament level fencer. He'd taught her street fighting. ‘Digiyting’ as Cathy Gale had
called it, but as Steed had said time and time again, don’'t ghefdir - because the other
chap certainly won’t. They'd bouted often, learning each other’s terefenod abilities -
their speed and reflexes, strengths and weaknesses.

He’'d never seen her out of countenance, even when he was unrolling her $ivabazz
carpet during that Pinter’s Department Store business. Her priledsan hurt on that
occasion - she’'d been a bit too overconfident - but she alwaysddaone her mistakes.
And he’d begun to learn that he could tell when she was in trouble, arshéebuld tell
whenhewas in trouble. Although they so often were in trouble...Steed chuckled softly...

She’d gotten a legacy, from some Uncle. An Uncle who turned out nasto®he’d been

lured to a house bsomeongwith diabolical intent. He’d moved heaven and earth to get
there on that occasion. And when he’d arrived ready to save the daglrehestepped out

of a door after having rescued herself, and smiled at him. “éhgar shining armor?”

she’d asked. And he’d been hurt by that, and showed it. And she’d realized that she’d hurt
him, and that he’'d intended b her knight in shining armor, and at that point, her regard
for him had turned to love.

That adventure hadn’t effected her much, mentally. The villain efpibce had been a
Professor Keller, someone she’d worked with but never had special regard for,heattl he
certainly never had regard for her. It had beteessfult the time, but with Emma stress was
often like water off a duck’s back.
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Not so last year, when Max Prendergast had escaped from prisoon bewenging himself
on Emma Peel. For Prendergast had been deeply in love with Emmiagahased that love
to catch him in a trap and turn him over to the authorities in West Berlin.

That adventure had been eerily similar to the Keller incident.’ @ they¢h lured Emmato a
remote house, intent on terrorizing her before killing her. But Emdrétderrorize easily.

This time, though, she had been affected mentally. She’d been ..whahevaight

emotion...somewhat guilt-ridden in how she’d tricked Prendergast intmgiigs get-away
plane - using her ‘feminine’ wiles on him, not realizing that hetdally been in love with
her - or what passed for love in such a psychotic individual. And themfidolgome back,
his love turned to insane hatred...it had rattled her. This time heveaailittle bit earlier
to save the day, with Emma down on her knees, one hand grasping the knitdé-Nenxd
Prendergast, whose insanity-driven strength had taken her by surpasgo8ably would
have been able to dispatch him, but he’d saved her the effort this time.

He’d given Prendergast a taste of his own medicine. Starting upusie he’d been playing,
Meine Liebe, Meine Rose, and then prancing at him with the gigaoker gard that had
served as a sort of revolving door. Prendergast had been frozen with aodtiien Steed
had dropped the Joker on him and that had been the end of that.

“Steed.”

His heart had lurched when she’d called his name that timed $keh so relieved, so
delighted to see him. She hadn’t wanted to deal with the afteohttis adventure alone.
And they'd walked out into a sunshiny day, found a secluded glade, and madetlovihe
fresh air, to the serenade of bird song, and doubtless the amazememioos cute
woodland creatures. That had been a special time, Steed thought.

He’'d never told her he’'d loved her. He should have, he supposed...tbuestiee loved
her, as he knew she loved him. There were a lot of things they talet to tell each
other...perhaps this was one of the things they should have....

She’d left him.
Steed wrapped his arms around himself and concentrated on the waritié emahforting
sounds of the fire. The sound of airplane engines filled the air, andie fiimself running

through billowing clouds, chasing after a small, twin-engine planéagher-capped,
goggle-eyed pilot with a gleaming white silk scarf strearmrige air revved the engines and
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increased the throttle, so that the plane bounced slightly up and dowrtanmtae. It turned
and headed towards Steed. Steed ducked under the wing and turned to lophad tieo
was looking back at him, grinning. Steed would recognize those lipsethdciteywhere. It
was Mrs. Peel. She beckoned to him. Steed sprinted forward, but thegteterated and
lifted into the air. Steed ground to a halt and put his hands on his hipsaSiwying to tell
him something, but what?

Steed opened his eyes wide. He sat up. MrsviResttying to tell him something. But what?
He stood up, sucking in deep breaths. Calming himself.

Okay, Mrs. Peel was trying to tell him something. Twice he’alolezing, and he’d seen her
beckoning him. She wanted him to follow her. Well, perhaps if he’d gegiptoper sleep,
she’d be able to get through more clearly. He'd give it a try.

Steed strode into his bedroom, pulling off his clothes. He stepped irtbdher and took
a brisk five-minute pelting of soothing hot spray, then toweled hirdsgfind pulled on his
silk pajamas...a gift from Mrs. Peel. He slid into bed, stretahédstfullest, pulling all the
kinks out of his muscles and enjoying the almost sensuous feel of theante closed his
eyes and waited for sleep to come.

He could hear the ticking of the clock. Tick tock. Tick tock. It wag l@rd. Very soothing.
Time, being sliced into slivers. They'd run out of time...he and Mrg. Pleey’d gone their
autonomous way for two years...and then the Ministry had decided tostéfrs. Peel,
you're too well known.andyou’re an amateur. Time Steed had a partner who was actually
a professional agent. Time Steed had a ....a Mother, to report to.”

Mrs. Peel had taken it well. “All good things must come to an ehe,dsquoted at him, in
their meeting with Major Bee and the wheelchair-bound Mother.

She’dwantedto retire. He could see that at the time. Because she dignjiéiople telling

her what to do and she would have taken a stand if she’d wanted to. She would have give
Major B and Mother one of her patented Looks and they would have folded their tents and
crept quietly away. But she hadn’t. And he’d accepted that.

But he hadn’t expecteithis, the Ministry’'s method of ensuring her retirement. Bringing a
Peter Peel back into her life, making a front page story af that all the world, friend and
foe, would know that she was now nothing more than a wife.

And leaving him,
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Had she had anything to do with that? Surely not. She would have toldghaidfbeen in
on the planning of it, but when he’d last seen her a couple of days &djbate wondering
if the Ministry was going to do anything at all! And now all cfuelden Peter Peel’s return
was front page news, and she’d walked out on him...and in his dreamvashbeckoning
him to follow her. Was it him - dreaming what he wanted to believe/as it her, trying to
tell him something?

Tick tock. Tick tock.

The subject of marriage had never been broached. They both danced vitbaddaday of
their lives and Steed was not the marrying kind in any event. Mrs. Reaéliar intended
to get married again, either. They hadn’t wanted to live togetliees e Arranging trysts in
various locations had always been so much more fun.

Steed lifted the lid on a bright red Baby Grand piano, propped it up, flipped hisuiads
the way and sat down to play. Figures danced by - men in tuxedos and woavening
gowns. Wearing masks - cats and dogs, tigers and lions, pirates and kings and queens.

As each figure swept past him they lifted up their mask, to reamegher mask underneath.
Steed picked up the pace and the figures swirled past fastestard $oon it was as if they
were caught in a vast wind and were blown off their feet and into thes glith@y’d been
illusions without sustenance and no weight to them. Finally there was no one left. No one.
He was alone again.

Steed played a couple of final chords, and then sat in silence.aNaage, lithe, auburn cat
with melting eyes, walked into the room. It walked with finickgps across the floor and
came to a halt at his feet, looking up at him. Then its muscles liantdet leapt gracefully
onto his lap. It reached up and put both its paws on his chest, and it;sskeeé, beautiful
head craned up at him. It...she...purred at him. She began to knead his tthlest paws.
Steed stared into those chocolate eyes. “Happy now?” he asked.

In response the cat’s claws came out, just a little bit, like little needles amést.

“Alright, alright,” Steed said, laughing. “I know you’re not. I'm not happy either.”

The cat straightened up a bit further, and butted his face witloltenase. Then she went
back to kneading his chest with her paws. She started to purr.

“So what's to be done, Emma? What's to be done?”
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She stopped kneading his chest and curled up in his lap. She lifted one paw and batted at a
newspaper on top of the piano. Steed reached out and picked it up. It wesndpaper...it
was a card. A birthday card. In French.

Steed stared at it for several seconds, and then began to snsiléPéét's birthday was
coming up. And for the last two years he’d taken her to Paris faittieday. They'd always
stayed at the same pensionne. And it would seem...they would stay theriniggear.

The cat put her paws on his chest again, and butted his face wiibskeeSteed cupped her
face in his hands and bestowed a kiss on that cold nose.

“We’ll always have Paris, eh, Mrs. Peel?”

She meowed at him. Then she began to fade away, until only deeargt mouth were
visible. And then she was gone.

Steed rolled over and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep. But thera smile on his lips.
They'd always have Paris.
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Who's Who?

In which Patrick Macnee meets Emma Peel

Patrick Macnee sat in his dressing room, having a spot of tea. He pulled a battielof s
from a drawer and added a dollop to the cup, then sipped and savored. "Ah."

He sat there with his eyes closed. It was only ten a.m., but it hadyalrean a long day -
he'd arrived at six in the morning. They'd been filming since seven. Todaumpaosed
to have been outdoor scenes, but a violent thunderstorm was raging serghé&iming all
of the transmigration scenes instead.

A smile played around Macnee's lips. Transmigration indeed. Tleetpét writers came
up with. Of course this was going to be an extremely fun episdilento he and Diana
Rigg were already laughing about it. Steed and Emma actually kissingeen!s&hould
give their fans quite a thrill.

A knock on his door. "Five minutes, Mr. Macnee."

Patrick finished off his tea, picked up a sticky bun and munched on itraadehis way
back to the set. Arnold Diamond, who played Dr. Krelmar was afh&oside, practicing
his German accent, Patrick surmised, Freddie Jones who playddvBaspracticing
slouching his shoulders in front of a mirror, and Patricia Haines vayegl_ola had pulled
her wig off and was looking at it disconsolately. "Have you even sach a mole's nest?"
she asked Patrick as he came up to her.

"Well, you are a Russian, my dear," Patrick told her unsympathetically. She pbjeped
bubble gum at him.

Patrick walked over to 'the machine." He shook his head. The ddsaghezrtainly spared
no expense with this thing. There were light bulbs everywhere, wiaald go off when
"Dr. Krelmar" flicked his various switches.

"Alright, Patrick."
Patrick stood to one side as the director blocked out the scene, whddieFand Pat
dragged his body over to the machine and placed it in the chairhidNmbdy of course.

Patrick didn't believe in doing his own fighting and he didn't believe wingahis body
dragged around, either.
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Once his stunt man had finished all that dragging, however, lP#&iok his place in the
chair, eyes closed. He waited patiently while someone lowered tireovisr his head, or
the vi-zor as Arnold said with relish, and continued to sit patientgs elosed, while the
others gave their lines.

"When | give the signal, you will start counting," Diamond/Krelseid. He started flicking
switches. There were no sounds, of course - thank goodness the désignétsied to put
that into the machine - but Patrick could "see" the lights flaghimogigh his closed eyelids.
"Now'," he heard Arnold say. Freddie started to count. Patricleadvaiatiently while
Freddie got up to ten. Then, suddenly, he felt the ground literally shake and a giefat ball
lightning in his head. He felt as if he had been hit by a thunderbolt.

Consciousness returned with a jerk. Patrick lifted his
head and looked around blurrily. His head hurt, his
shoulders ached, there was something wrong with his
arms, and there was something wrong with the scene in
front of him. Diana was walking along the row of stilts,
and on the other side of the row of stilts he could see
Patricia, poised to strike. But there was no director, no
light men, no lights, no cameraman - and there was no
bloody camera!

Patrick was nothing if not a trooper. He knew the line
and he said it. "Mrs. Peel! Look out!"

Diana ducked, and a stilt went sliding over her head and crashing through a window.

Patrick looked on incredulously as a man came into view. Notfysthan....a man who
looked just ...like... him. Not only a man who looked just like him but whodressed
exactly like him.

Diana looked up at the man, her face a study, and exclaimed "Stdei'her eyes widened
in shock as the man raised his arm and brought the umbrella down vicidtshe should
have been a director there to yell cut, and then Action again foa@ogust fall over - but
that wasn't the way it worked. Patrick watched in utter horribreasmbrella handle actually
caught her across the head - he actually heatbwraek and she crumpled bonelessly to the
floor.

Patricia came up to him and slapped him. She actually slapmeédWery foolish, Mr.
Steed.”
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Patrick stared up at her. It was Patricia alright - Patrigth the awful blonde wig, on top
of the beautiful face - but her eyes were very cold.

"I felt that. That was my face you were bruising.” Thoseswelines, but they were being
said by the man who looked exactly like him, and then that man wastrof him, looking
very big and ugly. My god, he had no idea he could look so menacingcidtoked
nervous, but he just snapped his fingers at her. "Go and help the dddten"the man
turned and looked down at him.

Patrick stared up at him. He was looking into a mirror and the dapuedghad walked out
of it.

"l admire your tailor, old man. Very good taste."

Patrick gaped at him. They were the right lines...and the mamirofirhim certainly looked
like him....and he hadn't studied Freddie Jones' lines and what the hell stgspbsed to
say? The trooper came to the fore once more.

"More than | can say for yours." Then he leaned back quickly, and the/hwalooked like
him did indeed whip that umbrella round very close to his face. " Uh,Yudur face,
remember."

The man with his face spun away.

Patrick's mouth felt as dry as the inside of a parrot's cage.backs of his eyeballs hurt.
But he wasn't drunk. Heasn'tdrunk. He'd had one tot of whiskey in his t€2ne This
could not be happening. Patrick turned to look behind him...and caught his égamirror
there. His eyes, looking out of Freddie Jones' face.

Was he having some kind of bizarre homosexual fantasy? No, not possiitenty years
of walking on stage in the presence of the handsomest of men andsheeautiful of
women, it was only the women who had ever caused any stirrings inAnaif hewere
having a homosexual fantasy it would not be his fantasy to eximt body of Freddie Jones,
and that was bloody certain.

Vaguely he became aware of voices and noises from the next rooentodm with the
Machine in it. He squeezed his eyes closed and tried to picture it inris throw they'd
been supposed to film it. The three of them...Arnold, Freddie and Patieemar, Steed
and Lola, had Diana....Emma Peel - in the chair, and Patricia had&karair and they had
lowered those damn vi-zor and Arnold was flicking the switches anlkigtits would be
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flashing ridiculously.

Diana would open her eyes. But was it Diana? The man who was sdgpdse Arnold
Diamond but who must really have been Dr. Krelmar would turn offrthehine...click,
click, would go those damn switches....while he ....Basil/Steed ....slippedbdmkids and
freed the woman's arms.

And it should be him, him who would lean forward and say, "You okay?" andrigeithge
Diana went "Mmmmm," and leaned forward and kissed him! and thennsagdibly,
"Great, baby." Basil/Steed would said fatuously, "That's my Ldkué would pushed him
away and walked over to where Emma/Lola was now sitting and"8Vhat do we do
with...me?"

"What's good for the goose is good for the ...help me, Doctor."

And, indeed, within a very few minutes the two
men appeared, carrying Patricia Haines' body over
to the post to which they had chained Patrick. He
felt them unchaining one of his hands but he was
absolutely in no position to do anything about it
even if Lola/Emma had not been standing there
with a gun in her hand as they did it. And in any
even he couldn't take his eyes off Diana.
Lola/Emma. She was so beautiful. She looked
exactly like Dianal

Was he really looking at the real Emma Peel? The reald&Rerl who was now inhabited
by a vicious enemy agent. She didn't take her eyes off him, budression in those eyes,
the smug smile...that was not, could not be Diana looking at him.

"I think I'm going to be sick," Patrick murmured, but they ignored him.

We make a very handsome couple," Lola said, gazing at them.

"Come on, lover, we've got a full program ahead."” Steed/Basil brpsiséter briskly and
bent down to stare at Patrick. " If you shout, don't count on anyone hearing you."

"Uh, uh,” Emma/Lola said. She turned back and plucked the package ofrgum
Lola/Emma’s pocket, and flourished it at Steed/Basil. "Old habits die hard."”
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Patrick felt the chains move....Emma must have
regained consciousness.

"Steed! That woman! That's not me!"

Patrick swore inwardly, but he had to do it. He

turned his head and said at his most insouciant,
"Save your breath, Mrs. Peel. That's not me,
either.”

Act Two

The two double agents with their faces...their bodies...smiled at thdrthen walked out
of the building.

Silence. Dr. Kelmar came for a second to stare at them, amthime was a knock at the
back door. "You're not leaving us," Emma called to him. Kelmar ttandémiled at her.
"You will see me again, Mrs. Peel. Sooner or later."

Patrick sat in silence, and Mrs. Peel didn't speak eitherof Alsudden they began to hear
noises emanating from the other room - the sound of machinery beireptsn probably
by a couple of men who had come especially for the purpose. It was bioiady Patrick
thought. There was no reason for that machine to moved - he hadn't undéevst@oche'd
first read the script and he didn't understand it now. It had jest ¢bene to provide the
show with an extra ten minutes while he and Mrs. Peel hadtoiédd out where Dr.
Kelmar was.

The men went out with the machine, and Dr. Kelmar followed them witrmther glance
at the two captives.

They sat for a long few seconds in silence. Patrick despetna¢elyo get some saliva into
his mouth, and then said, "They've gone."

"Why did they leave you behind?"
Had dialog been written for Freddie and Patricia at this poiheisdript? Well, if they had

any dialog he didn't know what it was. What was he supposed 70 Bdyat was he
supposed to bloody do to get out of this and back where he belonged?
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"They....they couldn't take me along, Mrs. Peel. | am John Steed."

"You!" her scorn would have cut him to the quick if he hadn't knowrobkeld like a
fortyish-odd man with graying temples and a bushy mustache.

"That machine you saw them dismantling. It did something to bey'Vie switched our
psyches. We are in their bodies, and they are in ours."

"Don't be ridiculous. You're trying to gaslight me."

"Gaslight?"

"Gaslight Charles Boyer. Ingrid Bergman."

"Oh, yes, your movies. But | assure you...."

"Don't even talk to me, please. I'm trying to think."

Patrick was quite pleased to just sit there and say nothindhebltswas still pounding, and
perhaps if he just went to sleep for a few minutes he'd wake up and albtids turn out
to be some crazy dream.

But what if it wasn't a dream? What if he was really here, Avengerdand. Whether it
had really happened or he'd gone round the twist and only thought it happened...what if he
was really here, in Avenger land? He was in deep kimshi, that was what!

He felt rather than saw her moving behind him, looking this aved/that, trying to find a
way out. Still she was ignoring him. The silence was nowirsgetd get on his nerves. Was
that really Emma Peel behind him? A woman as strong andxsdlflent and as intelligent

as the woman Diana played? God, if only it weren't for that horrible wig....

Patrick tried to force some saliva into his mouth and said, "So yagim@ I'm part of some
fiendish plot, Mrs. Peel."

"I know Steed." Patricia ...no, he'd better think of her as Emma, ldardroice was pitched
differently but her style of delivery was all Diana Rigg'ésnd you arenothe." And she
turned to look at him and saw her face in the mirror so convenientigchldHer eyes took
in her own face as well as Freddie's face.

"And to quote, or nearly, you are not she, either. Transmigration,hatege, switch, swap,
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call it what you will."

She turned her head away. "No," she said definitely, " It's some trick."

"Well, I'll say one thing. You've certainly retained your stubborn streak."

She didn't respond.

How to convince her that he was....Steed? Hell, how to convince héethats an actor

named Patrick Macnee and didn't belong here at all? What had been Freddiatstises

point? He'd glanced over the entire script very briefly, butasmt his job to learn

everybody's lines, just the people whom he was doing scenes witlat Wdk Freddie

supposed to say at this point? Suddenly, seemingly out of the blue, it came to him.

"Do you remember that drive from Mont Blanc to Dijon?"

"Turn right, you said."

"And you turned left."

"Well if | hadn't..."

"We'd have missed that delightful chateau...gourmet's paradise."
"Except for the claret.”
"The chablis, Mrs. Peel. It was chablis."”
Emma turned and looked at him via the
mirror again. Well, that bit of dialog had
gone over well; he wondered how he'd
known it. But she was still looking at him
skeptically.

"You still doubtful?" Patrick said.

Patricia smiled what in Diana would have been her inimitable smile. "Well, | kinm& w
am. And if you are Steed, | wonder winagare up to."

We're busy killing a helluva lot of people, Patrick said to hims#sus, they're probably
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dying even as we're sitting here. And then
Patrick blinked a few times as he ran
through his mind the scenes that had been
written for him and Diana while their
bodies were supposed to be inhabited by
Basil and Lola.

"We've got to get out of here!" he almost
shouted.

"l do so agree."
Patrick cast his mind back, not to his old World War Il days but Wwe'dtdone time and
time again in four years of thfevengers "l can ease my wrist out of this handcuff,” he said
at last. "Old magician's trick." Emma held the chain up to madasier for him. He tried
to pull his wrist out, murmuring, while his face set in painMetely a question of
contracting the wrist."
But all he was doing was rubbing his wrist raw.
"Mind if | have a go?" came Emma's voice.

"Do."

Right. Let's see whahecould do without a stuntwoman and a
specially weakened pole!

He heard her kick away the stool and adjust her feet. "Spot of kung fu midtg twk."
She said. Then there was nothing but silence for a couple of secontiterahd heard her
shout, "Hai" and all of a sudden there was a crunching noise andirctwgection of the
pole around which they were chained actually hit him in the back of the ankle.

"Going down," said Emma Peel, and they both knelt down in unison, slippethdes
through the jagged hole and stood up once again.

"Congratulations, Mrs. Peel." Patrick told her. He looked down at her feet. Stshod
in high-heels. What was this - every woman spy wore steel-reinforced hilgllsbees?

"There are some tools over there." said Emma, nodding towards a wkidoiee feet away.
They headed over in that direction. Patrick saw a long, stiéf. WNow, that could be a
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picklock. that he could do. He grinned at Emma.
"Mrs. Peel, | think we have our key. But it will be easier face to face."

She nodded at him. Then turned, and held up her hands. Good god...she actuadlg expect
him to...automatically, he held up his hands and they grasped hers.

"One, two." he said. He felt the full pressure of her backiaghis as he leaned over,
pulling her up, and she actually flipped over his shoulders and landedninof her,
bouncing in her landing like a gymnast completing a vault on a pommel horse.
Thank god he was looking into the face of Patricia Haines and not Rigga Not that he
didn't find Patricia unattractive - except for that awful wigut if it had been Diana's face
in front of him and the knowledge that he was actually looking at EReeh.. he felt a tug
on his hands as Emma reached for the piece of wire and handed it to him.

Well, okay, Patrick, pick the lock, he told himself. Jesus Christaseswpposed to be a top
notch agent himself - he had to show her he had some skills.

Patrick leaned over her wrist, probing the handcuff lock with the piece of wire.
"This is going to be a challenge, Steed," she said.

"Nonsense." Patrick felt it necessary to defend his skillgicK a lock every day of the
week."

"l didn't mean that. | meant, we're handicapped. First thing we've dotis get our own
bodies back."

"True. But unfortunately, when the doctor left, he took his fiendisthma with him."
Patrick didn't resist as Emma took the picklock out of his hand andewentk on the lock
on her own. She spoke as she worked.

"True, and unfortunately, we've got to find him. And the only way to findigito find the
other me."

Patrick nodded. He knew his lines for this. What corny dialog thewh#én for this
scene. But he had to say it.

"Yes. If you were you, where would you head?"
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"Back to my apartment.”

And with that she handed him the last of the chains and headed for thd?dtrick glared
at the chain incredulously. Then shrugged.

"Bright girl."

He followed her to the door, then paused and gestured.
"After you."

She stared at him and nodded. "That's better."

Patrick glanced at her, puzzled. Justwhat did she ....oh, yes, asliB#siing his body he'd
walked out of a door in front of her - something he - that was t&segd - never did. And
he'd called her Emma. And all she'd gotten was a puzzled look ackeWhy hadn't she
realized right then and there that there was something rotten in the stateradrke And
when 'he'd’ driven her back to the stilt shop in a car that wassBentley - hadn't that
given rise to some suspicion? Not for their tv selves of coursethistwas the 'real world'
and she was a 'real’ secret agent, shouldn't that have occurred to her?

The Bentley was still outside the building. Of
course. It took a special knack to start it and the
fellow Basil hadn't known how to do it.

True enough, Emma climbed into the passenger's
seat and looked at him searchingly.

"l suppose you know how to start her."

"Still don't believe I'm me, Mrs. Peel?" said
Patrick, even while at that very moment he was wracking his tora@member how to start
it. On the show, the damn thing didn't run, he just went through the motioascangle
of prop men pushed it out of the frame. Nevertheless, he'd just go thiheuglotions and
see what happened. What choice did he have?

He started the car with a flourish, released the brake, anduttdrishock and Emma’s fond
"You're you," he drove off.
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ACT Three

Well, he'd got the Bentley going. That was all very well and propenow where the hell
was he supposed to drive to? Steed's apartment didn't existexeegpdund stage...where
did he live anyway....3 Stable Mews he seemed to remember....they tiad wout once
in the show's 'Bible'...and he'd better be able to find it or elsePded would begin to think
that he was an impostor after all.

As he drove, Patrick began to give serious thought to the fact theatshgoing insane. For
he seemed to know exactly where he was going - what turns to takej@veshifting in
advance of the turns as if knowing when they were coming up.

But more than that, what was he to do. In the script, he and Emehar@ee up to his
apartment, where they were spotted by bad Basil and arrestedpgidibrought to Major
Bs office, thus leaving the field free for bad Basil and letlodd o kill about thirteen men
in cold blood. Surely if he used a bit more circumspection in approatiiengouse they
could get in, catch the villains by surprise, and end it before ahgitaftassacre took place.

But what if that was the wrong thing to do? What if he had totplayentire script out, do
everything just like it was in the script so that at the enth&fd regain his mind? That was
probably the more likely scenario. He hoped.

But what if he was wrong? What if they did everything as had hagpetiee script? This
time it wasn't a stuntman doing his work
for him, or even a real trained agent doing
the work. It was him. An actor. Whew.
An actor playing the role of his life.
Patrick swallowed hard. He wished he
could stop the Bentley so that he could
throw up, but instead kept on driving to the
rear of the building which he somehow
knew housed his apartment. He pulled on
the emergency brake.

Facing Emma, knowing that eyes above
were looking at them, he said, "They
could be at my place.”

"How will you find out?" she asked.
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What a silly question that was. Who'd written that inane line?

"Soon check up. There's a call box round the corner.”

Patrick got out of the Bentley, trotted round the corner, and lo and béleotvasa call

box. He fished some coins out of his pocket and shoved them into the ®latwhat was
his phone number? Slowly he closed his eyes and lowered his head tgarel-box
wall..once, twice....the numbers popped into his head and he dialed them thideplatine
ring several times.

When he returned to the Bentley Mrs. Peel had gotten out and was lapkang down the
street. "No answer," he told her. "Let's go in."

The back door to the building was locked, and he had no key of course, but he punched in
the security code which let them in. He could feel Mrs| Re&x still more beside him -

only he....that was to say, John Steed, would know that security code.

They took the stairs up to the fifth floor, slowly. Patrick openeditioe, peered out. My,

my, and his apartment occupied this entire floor? He went to thetibisrapartment and
cocked his head. What was he listening for, he wondered? He could hear nothing.
Feeling like a traitor, he told Mrs. Peel, "All clear." l¢ached up to press the button on the

top of the door, and it swung open. Feeling like even more of a traigpesheed for Emma

to enter. What if this is where the script changed? Whagyfhad already decided to take

up permanent residence and started firing on sight?

But they came in quietly, all the way into the apartment, andagiguietly bad Basil and
lethal Lola came up behind them. Basil was holding a gun.

"We have trespassers.” he said coldly.

"Burglars." agreed the woman in Mrs. Peel's body.

"And it is the Englishman's inviolable right to defend his home."

Patrick forced himself to speak steadily. "You know, you won't use that."
"Oh?" said Basil with exaggerated surprise.

"And fill yourselffull of holes?"
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Before Basil could answer Tulip kicked in the door. Why did he havekatldown, some
small part of Patrick's psyche wanted to know. But Tulip entered followed by founmen i
white trench coats.

"All right, get them." barked Tulip, gesturing towards the unfamégents. "You all right,
Steed?"

Patrick started to answer automatically, "Well, I'm..." but stopyezh Basil shot him a dirty
look.

I'm fine." said Basil, glaring at Patrick. Then he turned back to Tulip. "Thanks."

"We'll take care of them." assured
Tulip.

Mrs. Peel, ever poised, lifted up her
arm, and Patrick followed suit. He
flinched only slightly as the cold metal
of the handcuff ratcheted around his
wrist.

Oh, for quick cuts in real life, Patrick

thought to himself as he and Mrs. Peel
were driven toward HQ. This interminable waiting in the cdhag drove along, stared at
with impassive faces by four men wearing trench coats, it was enough thidnivead if
he weren't mad already. And it would make horrible viewingHerwatchers at home.
Would they be watching this scene, he wondered? Or would they geientzand start
changing channels?

The car ride finished, they were brought up in an elevator to thee aifiMajor B, and

shoved down onto a rather comfortable white leather sofa. MajoreBedntHe stared at
them.

Oh, for quick cuts, Patrick yearned again. None of this dialog hadivgtsm....what was

he supposed to say? Well, he'd sit quiet. Mrs. Peel was thesiwotds let her deal with

him!

"What are your names?" Major B asked.

Patrick blinked. "John Steed."
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"Emma Peel."
Major B barked with laughter. "What the hell are you playing at?"

"It's really us, Major," said Emma Peel. "The Russians.....it mustidesmrethe Russians -
have perfected a thought transfer device. They've used it on us. Swappsgiches. Ask
us any questions you like - we can prove who we are."

"For the last time, what are your names? The truth, now."
Patrick rubbed his cheek. "John Steed."

Emma responded in her own imitable style. God Patricia had 'Bislmigck down well.
Except...it wasn't a shtick. "Mrs. Peel. Emma Peel."

"Sir, madam."

Major B seemed to have reached the end of
his patience very quickly.

"As enemy agents | respect your reticence in

disclosing your identities. But what can be

the purpose of this ridiculous charade? Oh,

come along now, be reasonable. All this

nonsense about swapping psyches, really. |

know Steed. Played cricket with him, at
Lords."

"The last match, you dropped two easy catches.” Patrick pointed out.

Major B looked disconcerted. What a good actor Campbell SingerWésl, you've got
it all at your fingertips. Every minute detail. And | expeatiymadam, could tell me the
name of my barber."

"I might, except you're wearing a toupee."

Campbell flushed and brought a hand up to his head very brieflys, "they've got you

briefed, haven't they? Very well briefed. What a cunning lot yeu ®ell, it won't help
you. I'm head of intelligence. Do you take me for a perfect idiot?"
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"No one's perfect.”

Patrick had to bite his lip. God, Patricia had Diana's delivery@potOr the real Emma
Peel had Diana's delivery spot on. Or something.

Major B pressed a button on his desk, and then walked toward the door.oeriged it
briskly. "Major."

"We'll talk outside." said Major B, and the two men exited the room.

Patrick sighed. "One thing is certain. They don't believe usl!' |3 would anyone
believe that he wasn't Basil or John Steed but just a poor unfortunate actor wienthppar
was having a nervous breakdown. Patrick got up, pulling Emma with him.

"Well, let's be fair." Emma said, fairly. "Would you?"

"Well, unless we can get rid of these, and quick," and he held up thdouféed arms, "our
floral network will end as a barren garden."

He used to have a solid gold toothpick. At least Steed had had oneeM#oale had that
been in? Not that that would do any good. In the script it had worked but in realitife s
gold was too soft and a toothpick would bend like butter.

Patrick followed as Emma led the way to the windows and they looked down attte str
below. "No other way out." Emma said.

But Freddie and Patricia had escaped, Patrick remembered. How had they doneat? O
course. "l know, this might help." Patrick said. He hurried tol&s& and pressed a button
and a drawer slid open. So much nicer than the recalcitrant propraatitesk on the set.

Patrick picked up the gun and twirled it...and to his surprise twirled it #®xp&®tandard
equipment.” he told Emma. "For an emergency."

"And this is definitely an emergency."

The door suddenly opened and Major B, foolish man, stood half inside the door loaking
at Tulip. "Alright Tulip, the moment you hear from Poppy let me kndamima and Patrick
hurried up behind him as he closed the door and turned to see the whéedeath empty
of its occupants. Before he could react Patrick had hit him ovaettewith the butt of the
gun.
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Patrick stared down at his victim, appalled. He hadn't killed the paor had he? But
Emma had no such qualms and had already pulled him down and began huntingegr the
in Major B's coat pocket. Soon they had themselves unlocked ardaaiding calmly
through the deserted corridors of Headquarters, into the lift and tiothe ground floor.
Once out on the street Mrs. Peel calmly hailed a taxi and gave the driver his.address

As the taxi driver drove towards 3 Stable Mews in the unsettlaygpficabbies everywhere,
Patrick closed his eyes and tried to get a grip. But all hel sad were images of him and
Diana, playing the scenes that had been written for them. Notlthg &cenes but the love
scenes....the kisses....the fondling....the other scenes that the audiescppased to have
believed were going on in the bedroom and probably were in this stemtigye rScenes that

he had been looking forward to all week and which he was not géttieigjoy. Patrick
raised a hand and pinched the bridge of his nose and could not subdue a sadf moan
anguish.

"Steed," asked Emma, concernedly. "Are you alright?"

Patrick turned to look at her. Even staring out of Patricia Hames'he saw the concern
of Diana...of Emma Peel. He forced a smile. "Of course."

| wonder, Patrick thought as he sat back, his shoulder warm agaisisthear knees but a
couple of inches apart, what Steed and Mrs. Peel's relatioaseglly like? Does it follow
the plot of all of our stories....

"We're here." Emma interrupted his musings.

Patrick paid the driver and then they headed round to the back of the building,vang in
carefully, very quietly, through the back door of his apartment. He Wwiawvhe was going
to find, of course, and he knew the reaction Freddie was supposed to give.

He walked in and plucked the horrid striped towel off the bar and lookechabved further
into the room and saw real bottles of wine nestling together on dtmemferstuffed chairs.
Incredibly, he felt actual anger at the mess the two impostotspad made of his pristine
home.

"Been having a ball." said Emma behind him.

Patrick moved over to the chair and picked up one of the bottles. "Tlé tag '47. And
not even chilled." He tossed the bottle back on the chair.
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"Now Steed, don't get irate."”

"Irate?!" Patrick turned to her, and surprisinglyché felt irate. His eye caught the prop
box of cigars and he moved over to them and the ashtray beside ytcigdts. Been
smoking my cigars! And he's bittebittenthe end off." He held out one of the stubs to
Emma. "Bitten."”

Emma was having a hard time containing her amusement, and Raargkt that that was
a joy to see. Even coming out of the wrong face it was a jaeto"™Now, calm down." she
told him soothingly.

"What ...what sort of a fiend are we dealing with?" Patrickchbke. "The man who would
bite the end off a cigar is capable of anything.”

Oh, and then there was that other comedy relief. Best go through with it. Hedpast
her, saying, "My best bowler's still here. That's one thingé' brushed off the bowler,
placed it on his head, and tapped it. It slipped down over his eydseartka soft giggle
from Emma. Feigning irritation, Patrick stalked away.

Emma moved over to the side of the room, and saw a small metaireer half full of
flowers. She picked it up and turned towards him, her face ashen. "Steed."

Patrick had gone toward his utility room, and he had seen what wasré) and when he
turned to look at Mrs. Peel his face was just as ashen asddne &lt sick to his stomach.
How many dead men were in there? Dead men - not actors playpges but real, dead
men. Men whose last sight had been of a man and woman they'd tmysliedly pointing

a gun at them. He had to swallow down the bile in his throat. His vaiseery tight as

he said, "I know." and nodded toward the carnage.

This was his fault. Their deaths were on his head. He should havealoething about
this earlier - caught Basil and Lola earlier, driven them okitétmar's house and ended this
lunacy once and for all. Butit hadn't been in the script...but then, heidrealgfollowed
the script, did he? Ad-Liebling all the time, playing off Diana... jarodlucers - they never
followed scripts - if they did Hamlet would always be fat, tfe¢ prince of
Denmark....but...the show must go on.

"They've got half the network." Patrick choked.

"Call the major,” Emma said decisively.
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Patrick swallowed down more bile. "Useless, he knows my voice. Helw'boélieve...me."
"Then we've got to locate Krelmar."
"And ourselves." Patrick added.

"I've a shrewd idea where 'they' are." Emma commented. 8kedpip the phone and
dialed. It rang twice, and then over the receiver Patrick tthitididnear Diana's voice as she
said, "Emma Peel."

"It's me." Emma whispered at him.

Patrick knew that. He could hear Diana's voice, with the comma@mtactLola saying,
"Hello. Hullooo?" and then she hung up.

Emma stared at the flowers in the silver arranging bowl. "Who is next on tH&ir list

How in hell was he supposed to know that? Was there some kind of hechakgical lore
he was supposed to know at this point? But he said, "I'd say, Bluebell."

"Can you reach him?"

"I doubt if he'll listen, but I can try." Patrick took up the phort¢e had no idea what
number to dial, and no thoughts came to him. He dialed his own number, the nlimbe
flat, and it rang busily. Suddenly he thought in horror...what if someoneallsdonself
Patrick Macnee answers the phone? What if he sounds exactly like nge ddfeaming
up the walls. Fortunately, the phone rang and rang. "No reply." Hegyplhone down and
said, "We'd better head for your apartment. Come on."

He held the front door open for her and Mrs. Peel went out into thedaoand stopped
dead, and Patrick stopped beside her. Tulip was standing in the hallaxayould he have
forgotten that Tulip would be there? "Tulip, old plant,” he said, feebly. And Tulip started
reaching for a gun and Patrick remembered that now Tulip had ordéiedito kill. Acting
faster than he would have believed possible Patrick grabbed Mrsarféeling her back

into the safety of the apartment, locking the door behind him.

Mrs. Peel rebounded off the strategically placed chair in frorteotibor and looked at

Patrick with an expression of unspoken thanks on her face. "Slight misunderstanding." he
told her. "Come on!"
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As they ran out the back way, they heard shots - Tulip shooting olacthen the door.
They jolted to a halt as they found that someone had locked the seoarityat led to the
outside. It was not Patrick but Emma who automatically raiseidbeand kicked the door
open. They rounded the corner of the building and incredibly Tulip was behmd They
clambered into the Bentley and roared off and Emma told Patrickuhpthad climbed in
to his car and was gaining fast.

Once again Patrick seemed to know, subconsciously, what he was dointie Aedutiful
old Bentley that never had to do more than roll into and out of shots wagydike a muted
lion and rocketing down the road like nobody’s business. Patrick put thepéduaimedal
and turned down road after road, with Tulip’s car getting increasfaglgehind. Until
finally he turned off into a culvert and Tulip’s car roared past without hesitation.

Although they hadn’t been doing anything more than riding in the cdr, Ratick and
Emma let out their breaths and felt as if they’d been running a marathon.

"Lost him." Emma commented.
ACT Four
"Well," said Patrick, " There’s no point in heading for your plackeyll have men posted

there."

Emma nodded. "It's the doctor we want. If he's got the machinetmurt@lves will head
for him sooner or later."

Patrick stared at her intently. "Unless they favor the present arrangement.”

Emma nodded and then suddenly her eyes widened as the full impact sankass they
what?"

Patrick smiled wanly. "Well, think of the advantages."
Emma didn’t have to think long. "Then they'll destroy the machine as soon as possible!"

And I'll be trapped in Freddie Jones’ body for the rest of my IP&®rick pounded a fist into
the palm of his hand. "We've got to find Krelmar. And quickly."
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"I doubt if he's in the phone book," Emma pointed out in her charming way.

Patrick settled down to restart the Bentley. "We’d bettet Gut.” Suddenly, before he
could move, a blazing ball of pain suddenly exploded in his forehead.utdbedl at his
head with both hands, trying to keep it from exploding into fragments.

"What's wrong?" Emma demanded.
Patrick could barely speak. "l don't know. Headache. Feels like migraine."
"That's not like you."

Patrick squeezed his hands together and somehow molded his skulhtioalsls iproper
shape. The sharp pain faded into dullness as he glanced up at hert Hapljoah to be me,
remember?" Wasn't there - he’'d put some pills in his pocket, ihs@leaned like an eternity
ago. He reached into his breast pocket and brought out a vialsof idibw stupid! How
stupid of him to have forgotten this.

"Dr. V. Krelmar." he read aloud.
Emma snatched it out of his hand. "The Manor House, Hambledon."

Quickly she opened the bottle and gave him one of the pills, which hiewedlwithout
benefit of water.

As he drove toward Hambledon, Patrick thought furiously. Something wasragpeéle

was beginning to lose his grip on the script, and starting totteayines from his
subconscious or something. He was starting to forget what was sdppdsehappening.

That couldn’t be right. Was he being subsumed into this role now...lasingnly his
memory but his very consciousness, his soul? The palms of his hands were cold and there
was a sheen of sweat on his forehead. Emma, noticing this, brougamakeerchief and

wiped his brow. He directed a thankful smile at her.

What was going to next. Think, Patrick, think! They'd get to the Meloaise, they'd walk

in, the machine would be there. And then they'd see Diana....no....Emmadedgltrive

up in a car and get out and she would run into the building...yes, yes, $hat #waolish of

him to be so frightened - that sudden attack of migraine had just driven the lines out of his
head for a few minutes. That was all.

They walked into the building, cautiously. No sign of Dr. Krelmaherttvo men who had

Miniscule - 132



Two Such People: The Adventures of John Steed and E mma Peel... The Avengers 133

dismantled the machine.

They walked into a very sophisticatedly set up room, with lots of eqrparound the sides
of it, and the transmigration machine in pride of place. "There it is," commented.Emma

"All in one piece," Patrick said, relieved. He stared at thehina in awe. The machine on
the set at Pineview had been makeshift, a prop, with colored lighédl émat, but somehow

this machine seemed solider, more real, more capable of actuallygippen someone’s

head socially and taking out their souls.

"How's it work?"

"How indeed." said Patrick, coldly. He‘d been unconscious when the thing had been used
on him, after all. How did she expect him to know that?

The sound of a car engine caused them both to turn their heads asdutred to a far
window and peered out. Patrick’s heart lurched as he saw the wonoam keéhknew as
Diana Rigg, dressed in the ‘Emmapeeler’ catsuit that shenaksg so famous, jump out
of a car and come running toward the building. God she was beautifuleviButside,
unless he could do something about it.

"How nice to see you," Patrick murmured to the woman in Patricia’s body.
"Wonder what I'm doing here,"” Emma said with a touch of humor.
Patrick matched her. "Whatever the reasons, you're very obliging."

Patrick followed behind Emma as she headed for the door to the rdbm.was her
business now. Emma opened the door fully and they stood behind it. Thedéahaalked

in all unsuspecting. Emma pushed the door to and brought a karate chop downemk the
of her unsuspecting body snatcher with a certain elan.

Patrick stared down at Diana’s unmoving body. But there was noditneto think things
through. "Time you were yourself again.” he commented. Emma difteth@er body and
placed her in the chair. Patrick took her face gently betwedmahigs and held it steady
while Emma lowered the visor. Than Emma got into the other chditpaered her visor.

Patrick stood staring at the machine. Switches, switches, W&ajlwere all flicked down.

He flicked them all up. A powerful humming noise came from théhmaand lights began
to skitter from one side to the other, but he had no earthly idea how to proceed.
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"Well?" Emma demanded anxiously.

Patrick felt like sinking his hands into his hair and pulling that bai by the roots. He
couldn't think. "I'll check next door and see if there's some instructions," he told her.

This was it, he said to himself as he forced
himself to enter the next room and walk straight
to the desk there. He knew that Dr. Krelmar
was in the room, he knew that Krelmar was
going to knock him out with the butt of a gun.
Please god he wouldn’t hit too hard - his head
had already taken enough knocks as it was.

So intent was Patrick in looking at the papers on
the desk and waiting for the blow that he didn’t
even feel it when it came.

How long was he out before he regained
consciousness? No way of knowing. It was
entirely unfair. He felt like he had the mother of all hangovers and yet he badn’had
a drink in what seemed like an eternity. Why was he lying on the floor in this room?

Patrick got up very, very slowly. He brought the bottle obpllit of his pocket and with
reckless abandon took three of them. Then he very slowly entereddimewith the
machine.

Emma Peel...it had to be the real Emma Peel, stood before himwaShamiling with
Diana's incandescent smile and she was poised and confident and beautdéujjazed at
her. "It's all right, it's me." she told him, as if speaking to a spooked.htrgot Krelmar
to switch me back."

"Oh, yes?" Patrick said. He inched forward. He didn’t want to teaplay this scene. But
he had to. If his life depended on him playing all the scenes isdti, than play them he
must.

"Oh now look, Steed, it's really me." Emma Peel told him, holding auttarels placatingly.
Was he really moving forward that menacingly? "No, Steed, don't force me to..."

"Force you to what?" he asked, and brought up his hand in a karate chop.
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She blocked it effortlessly, and he felt the smooth power of her esuaslshe twisted his
arm up behind him.

"And if you want further proof...." she said, and then she bent down to wmdpsear....oh
god, what was wrong with his ears. He couldn’t hear what sheayiag)s But she released
him and he straightened up and said, "Oh, Mrs. Peel," just as he’'d seen Freddsernthe
one day.

She grinned at him impishly.

"Well, at least I'm back to normal.”

Patrick stared at her. "Yes, but what about me?"

She shook her head sorrowfully. Well, at least she didn’t find Fréddes attractive either!
Patrick licked his lips. "You're going to have to bring ...me...here."

Emma nodded.

Patrick reached for her arm as she started to turn away, alubkéd into his eyes. Did he
see his...Patrick’s....eyes staring out at her from this face? "Be careguRéMl," Patrick
said. She grinned at him, and that grin filled him with confidence. She could handle it.
While he was waiting for her to return, Patrick scouted around. ottedfwhere she’'d
stashed the unconscious, trussed up form of Dr. Krelmar. He foursthatligjuor and he
treated himself to a much needed tot.

Then he checked his watch. Soon, now, Tulip would be rolling up in his cdredradl a
scene to play for Tulip. What was it? Oh, yes. Patrick gthower at the still form of
Lola...the real Lola, small and still and safely strapped to har. dda approached her and

lifted up the visor. She was beginning to regain consciousness.

She blinked up at him, and he smiled at her.
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"How's it feel to be back home?"

Lola stared at him incredulously, as she realized that she whxohkintg at Basil but Steed
- or who should have been Steed, in Basil’'s body. Her face convulseyg amtushe pulled
desperately at the restraining straps.

"Don’t hurt yourself, my dear.” Patrick told her, with a certaimsgeof self-satisfaction. "I
must say | don’t care for that platinum blonde look of yours. Not to my taste. Nuuris y
perfume.."

Lola’s foot lashed out and caught him just below the groin. Patrick bdameey, swearing,
and came to rest with both hands on the wheeled divan. "Thdtitmuriore than it did
me." he told her viciously.

At that precise second Tulip slammed open the door and bustled throudbotiey,
waving his gun. Patrick ducked down behind the divan and shoved it forward tedlgpera
He caught Tulip unawares, and by
spinning the divan forced the other man
to run headfirst into a wall, where he
stopped, turned, and sank down in a
heap back on the divan.

Hah! Hah! He'd knocked out a
dangerous adversary without half
trying! Who needed a stuntman then,
eh? "Does that solve your problem?"
he asked the unconscious form of
Tulip.

He heard the sound of Emma’s car and quickly rolled the unconscious fauhpbut of
sight. Then he followed Emma’s example and hid behind the door thatdele machine
room. But he left the door only slightly ajar.

He could hear voices from the next room....Diana’s and ...his, saying sometien, all
of a sudden, the door smashed open and hit him in the nose. He slanheantgrabbed
at his nose as he saw Diana trading karate chops with the bad Basil.

"Look out for that machine!" he called suddenly as their bodies vaea¢cing toward it.

He’'d have to help her, but how. Patrick danced around them, seeking amgopéren
suddenly Basil turned towards him with a swinging fist.
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"Look out Basill" came Lola’s voice.

Patrick’s view was entirely taken up by the viciously drawn bguk &nd teeth of his
adversary, so he didn’t see Mrs. Peel turn and spin the visor around to hide Lola’s face.

A fist caught him in the belly, another glanced off his chin addsperately tried to fight
back. Why was Mrs. Peel just strolling around the sidelines, watthem? Couldn’t she
that this lunatic was bent on killing him?

Finally Mrs. Peel took a hand. Or rather, arm. As Basil brougtthua right arm to punch
him once more, Emma grabbed it and held it. "Thank you," Patrick toldiéswung as
hard as he could.

The pain he felt in his knuckles was as nothing compared to the pain &tddoking down
at his unconscious body.

The sound of yet another car engine smote their ears - they bothvikrew must be.

Patrick locked the door and they dragged his body over and up into thénexad hen
Patrick went over, released Lola from the visor, and lifted her out of
the chair and onto his shoulder. "Can you work it?" he asked Emma
Peel as she started flicking switches with an air of authority.

"l think s0." she told him.
Patrick smiled at her. The rush of affection he felt at tltmhent
for her - for the real Emma Peel, was almost unbearableoutde

she could. When Krelmar had switched her back she‘d probably
watching every move, and of cours®e'donly have to see it once.
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Patrick dumped Lola’s body unceremoniously on top of Krelmar’s, themestiand sat
down in his chair. Emma strapped him in, and lowered the visor.

"Right. Start counting... now."

Patrick started counting. This was it. This wasHe’d end up in his own body now, and
he’d end up with Mrs. Peel, and even if he was trapped in this bizarté he would
be...safe.

"One, two, three, four..." as he counted he began to feel heat on the ®hexdhj a sudden,
vacuumy feeling inside his brain as if his entire soul were lsicked out of him....and then
he heard himself saying "Nine, ten, eleven," an he opened his eyes.

Diana Rigg was standing in front of him, an expression of concern dadeer Above her
were the blazing hot klieg lights, behind her he saw the extthsimvhite trench coats and
beyond them he saw the cameras and the klieg lights and the director.

He was back. He was back in the real world.

"Got to finish the scene," Patrick told himself, as he stood up, tumediftad the red and
blue dice off the machine and tossed them up and down playfully. [Riémaed him,
playing up to the thought that something had gone wrong.

"Steed, Mrs. Peel. Not too late?" demanded Major B.

"Almost too early." Patrick said, and grinned at Diana. And she grinned back.

"Cut, print." yelled the director.

Patrick was on auto pilot as they finished the scene. Canfpipgker as Major B said,
"Cunning pair, these two. Tried to pretend they were you." And he and Biechanged
glances and then turned back to him, saying, "Us." and once again ttierdiead, "Cut,

print."

"Alright, everybody," he said seconds later. "That’s enough for to8ag.you all for final
shots tomorrow."

Patrick and Diana winked at Freddie and Patricia and walked off the $&tn they were

alone in the hallway leading to their dressing rooms Diana turrfechtdPatrick, today was
wonderful."
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Patrick blinked at her.

"Those kisses we had...they almost made me wish | wasn’t a haggpiigd woman." And
then she put a finger on his lips, and hurried on into her own dressing room.

Patrick gaped after her. Had they shot all of his kissing steday’ How had they shot
all of his kissing scenes today - when he hadn’'t been there to do any kis8inMyR@RAad
been there - ihis body, to do the kissing?

Patrick staggered into his dressing room, flopped into his chair, pitlcbdatidge of his
nose and moaned softly. All that kissing...and what did he have tofshd® Nothing.
A splitting headache without benefit of booze. All the kissing thdiblean going on all day
long on both sides of...wherever...and he'd been involvezhieof it. There was a hell...this
was it.

Patrick sighed, reached into the drawer and took out his bottotihs He took a swig
straight out of the bottle. After all, he desergethething
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DESIDERATUM
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White Christmas

A story in two chapters

Chapter 1

The sun shone white in a grey sky, and on the black road winding througlbldhe c
countryside, a forest green Bentley crept at only slightly rtiae a snail-like pace. The
driver of the open car, John Steed, wore a camel-hair coat and &,tapcarapped up
snugly in furs in the passenger's seat was Emma Peel.

John Steed ached in every bone of his body, from both physical and mentstexhdt had
been an unforgettable Christmas Eve. He'd accompanied Emma&@eeldkend party held
at the home of newspaper publisher Brandon Storey, and while there hasholanmtense
mental attack by three powerful psychics trying to force himeteal secrets, gleaned
through his position as one of England's top agents. With the aid of Beehde had
defeated his enemies. The aid...Steed smiled. Emma had saved Aishiéevery end, he'd
been knocked unconscious and was at the mercy of the villains. Emméadraduatwo of
them, giving him the time he needed to regain consciousness andhassidefeating the
third.

And now it was Christmas, and they were leaving that nightmare bebtsed and driving
into the cold, clean air of an English winter.

Steed reached behind him, his face not betraying the effort tithomsto make that
movement, and his hand came into view again carrying a long, $tugyto the end of
which was affixed a sprig of mistletoe. He held it above Emhead. She glanced up at the
twig, her lovely face framed within the white fur of her winkerod, and then she did
something that shocked him. She lifted smiling lips to his.

He hadn't expected it.

They'd worked together for four months, on six assignmentd.flitéed with her to start
with, of course. Despite the fact that she'd have none of it, he'd/@edefor no other
reason than that flirting with women was as natural to him adhing But the more they'd
worked together, perfecting their teamwork during the deadly advettheseisad survived,
the more he had felt drawn to her.

He had found himself no longer wanting to flirt - he wanted to havepedeelationship.
But he had not dared to reveal his new feelings. She was but six moad¢irged...she had
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already made her feelings clear and she was not the sort ofwdmgretended no interest
simply in order to egg a chap on.

Mrs. Peel broke the kiss first. "Car!" she yelled.

Steed turned and corrected the Bentley's drift simultaneously,silndravauxhall honked
its way past them, while its driver made an extremely rusliieige Steed couldn't blame him.

"Marvelous peripheral vision, Mrs. Peel," he commented.
"A good thing, too," she replied calmly.

Emma Peel lifted the mistletoe twig from her lap and depb#ite the back seat of the
Bentley. Then she drew her furs closer around her and gazed sataégick. She had been
as surprised as Steed by her action.

Steed drove on, his face a study in concentration. He increased tte@speeBentley, but
not by much. Out of the corner of her eye she could see the sheasfgti®n on his

forehead, under the brim of his tophat. She knew the stress Steed haddeethese last
few days...she knew how he must be feeling now.

"Steed," she said, "You are in no shape for the long drive back to Londde. aveut to
pass through a village. Why don't we see if they have an inn or a hotel of some kind?"

Steed blinked. "What a good idea," he said, eyes on the road, nodding.

Emma glanced at him. He'd said the kind of words she expected, buatrftegtenced at her
while he'd said them, with that flirtatious grin on his face. He seemed very untavidor
Shewas very uncomfortable.

Emma rested her oval chin in her hand. She'd always been attcaSteed. From day one.
He was intelligent, with a good sense of humor. He respected hieeslde was in lovely
shape, he was handsome, and he was charming. Too charming, she had debidhsl, wi
never ending flirting. That meant shallowness. Love 'em and leay@sethe Americans
said. That was not what she wanted in a relationship, no matter thagteat she was to the
man in question.

But this latest case had revealed a new side. His vulnerability, and his ciounagelling

what must have been a terrifying experience for him, at &abe beginning. Could her
feelings have changed due to the maternal instinct, her desireftartioim now that he had
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revealed this vulnerability? Not at all, she thought with an inndes8he had no maternal
instincts. She had a nurturing instinct, but that wasn't the same thing.

Steed didn't need nurturing. The case was over, and they'd been victoaspite Ehe fact
that he was obviously tired he was clearly not changed in any eayahistill Steed. She'd
seen another facet of him, that was all. A facet that, combirtbcglof his other qualities,
had now changed her mind.

Emma Peel massaged her forehead. She was being very anagrecadVas that a good sign
or a bad sign? She laughed out loud.

"What's so funny," Steed asked.

Emma grinned at him. Steed stared at her, and their eyes lockadsé\feral seconds Steed
brought his attention back to the road. Ahead he saw the sign that would lead theam off t
main road into the village of Upper Heyford. Steed took the exit.

Steed had no illusions at his ability to charm a woman into a nhreavarding brief
encounter. He was very good at it. He treated them all likesladhd they never had any
cause to complain. But Mrs. Peel expected more from a chapatiitt been for that kiss,
he would have dismissed her offer that they stop for the dayiapke &indness, and not
thought anymore of it. But that kiss changed things. She'd changed... Hetd bezareful
now, not make any false steps. He'd have to wait for her to make the first move.

He drove very slowly down the Main Street of the village, and gsphgesed the local pub
it indeed did have a sign out front declaiming, Rooms for hire.

Steed turned into the parking lot. He set the Bentley's parking break with atflouhich
caused a muscle in his back to scream irritably, and then he tunthémb&ed at Mrs. Peel.
"Well, Mrs. Peel?" he asked, calmly.

"A single room, | think, Steed." Emma said, equally as calm.

Steed's eyes lit up. "Jolly good." He put a hand on the windscreenquyefmatevering
himself out of the seat, when Mrs. Peel said, "Wait - we need to visit a chemist's."

Steed grinned at her with his old insouciance. "Not to worry, Mrs. Peel. | hatf figes
years ago. No desire to have the patter of little hooves about the place, don't you know?"

Emma smiled.
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She remained by the Bentley while Steed went in and registeredtufeed with the key
and came to a stop, smiling. She bent and picked up her suitcase, haipibieda muscle
in his cheek twitched - and t hey walked down the pavement to their &teed twisted the
key in the lock and flung it open. "After you, Mrs. Peel."

The room was large, but cozy, with overstuffed furniture and a big batdgBt pressed up
against the curtains - it was only noon, after all. Thageu their suitcases on the tables
provided and Steed opened his and removed his shaving kit. "Bags | go first," he said, and
went into the bathroom.

Steed ran some water into the sink and splashed it on his facen@dichaing. But it wasn't
bracing him enough. He was soo exhausted. Even the eminent prospecingf ionad to
Emma Peel wasn't doing anything for him. Damn, damn, damn!

Steed sighed, and brushed his teeth, and came back into the room. MraR@gbacking
clothes into a huge wardrobe.

"Mrs. Peel."

She turned, concerned at the tone of his voice.

"My dear, I'm terribly sorry. But | have to sleep."

"Of course, Steed!" Emma caressed his arm with quick concerrd Eh@vn he was
exhausted. Well, so was she, come to that, physically if not merifalinble yourself into

bed and get comfortable. I..." and she threw a sensible nightgowheyva&noulder, "will

change in private."

Moving more like an old man than he cared to acknowledge, Steed uddnessslipped
into his pajamas. He climbed into the big, soft bed that embracdikeialover, and sighed

with pleasure.

Emma came out of the bathroom, smoothing the folds of white linen arountHoer
charming you look, my dear," said Steed.

"Thank you, Steed."
Emma pulled back her side of the covers and slipped in. She scoochedtbvenmairkable

grace to Steed's side, looked down into his eyes for a second, and yfepncldy bestowed
a kiss. Then she scooched down and put an arm around his chest andHa&dham his
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shoulder. "Is this comfortable?"

"Extremely." Steed raised his arm and draped it around her shocasderd|. Her body felt
so warm beneath his...and she was here, in bed with him. And...there was always tonight.
Content, Steed fell asleep, and very quickly, so did Emma Peel.

Chapter 2

The drone in his ears was loud, so loud that it filled his ears and pomtaléd brain. He
clenched his hands over his ears and fought to open his eyes. Throedlidsthe saw the
curved sides of the plane, with webbing and strapping hanging everywhemewas it.
That was right. He was on a plane. The noise was the dfdhe engines. They were
flying over the Channel to France, that was it.

He couldn’t move - the parachute on his back was too heavy. \&taspped too tightly,
cutting off the circulation in his arms and legs? He couldnlithesn at all. Well, heould
feel them - they felt like hell...like they were on fire. toalcin’t jump like this, they'd have
to abort the mission.

Too late. The huge door in the side of the plane swung open, and great gragpitigs
of wind clawed at him, caught him up, lifted him up bodily and carrieddunof the plane.
He twisted to see his two mates, Varney and Ketch, and theyawdack behind him, their
chutes already popped, reaching for him, yelling his name.

Desperately he reached up and pulled the ripcord. The resulting@nisihis arms made
him scream in pain. It felt as if the chute were tryinggdiis arms right off. He looked up
and the silk was streaming out...but it wasn’t opening, wasn’t billowing intd#aautiful
crescent that represented the difference between life and d=athas going to fall to the
ground like an arrow...a human missile, and the impact was not going to be pleasant.

He twisted around and arced his body so that his entire body wasgietpar to the
ground, spreading out his arms and legs to create the maximum sistdmee. All was not
lost yet, as one of his Aunties used to say at appropriate momenist giee up the ship.
While there’s life there’s hope. He narrowed his gaze atrtheng - it was still too far away
for him to see anything properly....but he’d have to find a clump of tregsclaof hay, a big
pile of mud...somethindhe could land in to break the shock of his fall.

He tilted up an arm which sent him rushing eastwards. The wind&r$§ continued to claw
at him, ripping at his clothing, the clothing of a French peasanhifegatears from his eyes.
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You can’t beat me, wind. You'll hold me up till | see somewhere | want to go...

There- that clump of trees there...next to that farmhouse. That wataitee He drew his
arms and legs slightly closer to his body, and arrowed down towasatdpes. It was going
to be rough, but if he crashed into the tops of the branches they'd brd&k e that the
ground wouldn’t break him.

What an ugly color green was. And how ugly were those trees..nbl...trees were his
friend. They were going to save his life. Here they came....

It was like riding through a roller coaster that had broken looseifsamnack, or through the
tunnel of a wave, or a green hell. Branches scratched at him, eabghtlothing, and the
roar in his ears...was that the sound of his forward motion or waththabund of his
screaming?

Silence. No movement. Only pain. Pain and...swaying. He couldnit b
eyes...sticky...they were sticky...blood? Open them...just open them, dantatopened
slitted lids and looked up. There was a canopy of trees up there...@nantipded remains
of his ‘chute, and the guy-lines of his chute. He looked down...far, fg; axaa the ground.
He was swinging like a pendulum underneath a bloody great tree.

Stamp, stamp, stamp. What the hell was that? Jackboots...jackboatsan&ethe
Germans were coming and they were going to see him unless hentithsng bloody
quickly. He glanced up desperately, grabbed at the guylines veithskiess arms...his
shoulders screamed in agony...he couldn’t haul himself up in time.

"Achtung!" came a voice from down below. He looked down, at a squaxi Gesmans,
all staring up at him, all carrying rifles. All lifting thieifles to their shoulders. He clutched
at his chest, scrabbled at the quick-release, and as the Hieed over his head he
dropped straight down. Time it right, he told himself, time it tight drop and roll...didn’t
have quite the same ring to it when you were falling dttadgwn from a tree instead of
angling in with a parachute above you.

The earth rose up to met him and crunched him in the face.

Roll over, he told himself. Can’t. Can't move. Every bone in my hedyjyoody well
broken. Doesn’t matter, he told himself. Roll over. Face ite Ba@m when they shoot
you. There was a knife in his boot...get it. He drew up, very slowly, his kneles him,
and slipped his hands back...as if he were scrabbling to lever himself tothisderulled
out the knife with his right hand...he rose to his knees...his back screaranygnch of the
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way...he looked up into the faces of hundreds of Germans staring down, atvier the
sights of their rifles.

He took a deep breath and lifted his chin...and the knife.

It wasn’t the noise of their rifles that greeted him, but thend of a submachine gun. A
curtain of red swirled in front of him...and the chatter of the submadajun became the
clapping of hundreds of hands and the curtain ofuash curtain, falling down on the stage
of the Paris theatre.

"Magnifique!" yelled French voices. "Wunderbar!" cried German ones.

He was sitting in a French theatre and he was surrounded by GerBwangptitiously he
looked down...his peasant attire had been replaced by the baggy trousarschmdended
shirt of a townee. His knee was quite close to the knee of a woman néeé &und looked
at her - she was young, her auburn hair swirled around his face, helatbdirown eyes
stared into his, lights dancing in them, and her wide, mobile moutrstnetshed into a
smile. She was beautiful...she was Mrs. Peel.

John Steed opened his eyes and stared at the ceiling.wastagat droning noise....oh, the
heating had kicked in. He felt a wonderful warmth on his chest..lR&sl had one arm
around him and her head nestled on his shoulder. All he could see waburerlair but

bits of it shone like gold. He moved his neck ever so slightly andgkkiss on that hair.

Why had he woken up? Everything had been going so nicely.

It hadn’t been Mrs. Peel, of course, that time. His first missioneneamy lines, botched

from the get-go. He'd been scared from the very beginning, andl@wnerigad started going
wrong, and his adrenalin had kicked in and the fear had gone leaving him with a desperate
rage and a mind that had worked like a coiled spring. But he wauldwné been able to
escape those Germans...it hadn’t been hundreds of Germans...it haeénpustdebut he
couldn’t have escaped them without....Lucille. Lucille Brougets, Yleat had been her
name. The woman from the French Undergound who'd saved his life. r$hediman

who’d shown him what a woman was capable of when placed in dangerot®rsstua
Bravery. Determination. Strength. Skill. Humor. She’d possessed them all in spades.

He'd tried to find her, after the war. He hadn’t fallen in loviéh her, didn’t have any

sentimental attachment to her, but he’d wanted to know that she’d sur8ikethadn’t...but
it hadn’t been the Germans who'd killed her.
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She’d been playing the Game...pretending to be a Collaborator, savings aioZaghsh
and hundreds of French lives while she did so....and just days after iobe¢hat denizens
of her town had condemned her and sentenced her to death. There'd bednrealty,
he’'d been told, it had just been mob rage. They hadn’t had the gutstdahessermans
openly while they'd been occupied, but once the Germans were gone they fesd in
ganging up on a single woman, dragging her through the streets, patniistto her
explanations. Finally she’'d spat at their feet before they shaghest the wall of the town
church. Thisis what he’d been told by one of the grief-stricken memderonly a few hours
later the truth had come out when horror stricken Resistance |&adeRaris had told them
what they'd done.

Steed brought his free hand up to his face and pinched the bridge of hisleakdn’'t want
to think of that. He had the urge to get up...move about...but he couldn’t, notrsitRéé!
lying there.

Why had he started dreaming about that, anyway? Oh, yes...the drthre¢ damned
heater...like the drone of the engines on that plane. Funny, how things bibacght
memories. A smell, a taste, a sound. He remembered, just gefes ago, driving
underneath a train track. There'd been a long line of trafficomt fof him so he’d been
stuck right underneath the tracks as the train had gone by. And asahéfebre in his
Bentley with the train rattling above him he’d begun to feel maceraore nervous....his
palms had gone damp and there was a chill in his chest. If the line of traffic haded sta
moving at just that second he’d been about to jump up and run out from that sadéypa
for weeks after that he'd always avoided driving underneath train ursdepao that that
wouldn’t happen again.

He’d mentioned it to Dr. Teazel, the service psychiatrist - watsd been in the War. And
Teazel had asked him if he’d ever been under fire from a muataage, or something
similar, and Steed had nodded and said yes and the memory had cliekedurd of that
train roaring overhead had sounded exactly like a mortar barragaaaadund had affected
him subconsciously. The next day he’d driven to a train underpasstantisaneath it,

waiting for a train to come by, and the sound of it hadn’t affectechhath. Knowledge was
power.

Absently he began stroking Emma’s hair.
The war had started it all, of course. When you are sure youing gmiour death every
day, you didn’t want to miss a single thing that life had to oftating a fine meal, drinking

a fine wine, making love to a fine woman. But you might be dead thelagso you could
never commit to that woman, never make her feel like therevidsire between the two
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of you.

And after the War there’d been secret service work, and theceaisiderations had applied.
But with Mrs. Peel.... it was different. Not just the fact 8ta was so talented, so skilled,
so capable of saving her own life as well as his - Cathylzaldeen the same way. But he
wanted a future with Mrs. Peel. He felt that thewald be one with her.

And what did Mrs. Peel feel? Well, she was here, in bed, with hdmd that was
something. "This could be the start of a beautiful friendship," agoHtew Bogart had said.
Of course he was saying it to Claude Rains but that didn't invalitiat saying - it was
something one of his Aunties would say as well.

‘“Mmmmm, Steed."”

Emma Peel stirred and lifted her head and looked into his eyes.

He smiled at her, and bent his head, and they kissed. Warm, soft, gentle lips. Tty par
and looked at each other.

"Feeling better?™ she asked.

"Mmm."

Steed bent forward and kissed her again. Gently, softly. Emisedrher hand from his

chest to his cheek and caressed it. Then she ran her hand back around his neck and pulled
him towards her. Steed slid down and pressed his body over hers.

They made love quietly, gently. And afterwards they lay together in each otlmes's ar

A few minutes later: "You realize we have the entire night left,” Emmadaeegl

Steed grinned. "The entire night. | wonder what we could do to fill the time."

Emma Peel rolled over on top of him. "I can think of a few things."

"Be gentle with me, Mrs. Peel."

She smiled at him. That lovely, poised, delicious smile. And thelpestielown and kissed
him. Steed smiled up at her. Yes, this was going to be the start of a beautiful friendship.
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Aftermath: The Man-Eater of Surrey Green

Emma Peel opened her eyes and stared upwards uncomprehendingly. [Simgason
her back on a marble floor...in a small, dark alcove... looking atiagcelt was a high
ceiling with something...strange....about it. Something....moving. It wasechwroked,
with large vines and even as she watched, the tendrils shivered, shuddered, and died.

Memory came flooding back. More quickly than it takes to t8lhe and Steed had been
investigating the disappearance of several of the nation’s top horticutsirahsluding a
friend of hers, Dr. Laura Burford. They had discovered that a coilisetween a British
space probe and an alien organism had resulted in a man-eating&antg to Earth...in
Surrey Green. It had power, this sentient Plant, mental ptveepower to take over the
minds of human beings. Their search had led them to the estaté geSteterson , where
the Maneater had taken over the house, the people who inhabited it...anbdowatoa
germinate and thereby take over the entire world.

She and Steed, along with the redoubtable Dr. Sheldon, had come to SearydGrevent

that from happening. They'd come armed with weedkiller, and désf ahich would
prevent the monster from being able to exert any mental powehewver And she’d picked

up a shotgun on the way into the house, which had come in quite handy. Things had been
going quite well....then her deaf aid had become dislodged...and the Plant lealctahkee

over her mind.

It had been a horrifying experience, because she hadavese throughout the ordeal.
She’d known what she was being forced to do...but she couldn’t prevent hersaliding
it. She so proud of her mind and mental abilities, her discipline and ilpower...and a
disgusting space vegetable had been able to render her mind helpless.

It had forced her to pour out the weedkiller, and while she’d been dointesd, f&ad come
on the scene. They'd fought. She’d tried desperat#lio fight backnotto keep kicking
over the can of weedkiller as the alien was forcing her to do, ahdygseshe had succeeded
a little because Steed, whom she could tell was holding hims&lekaeell, was eventually
able to knock her out.

Now she had regained consciousness and her mind was free from thvdiedneng power.
Judging by the evidence of dead vines lying everywhere the house andethweid was
free of the voracious space alien. Steed must have been abldhe B&int to ingest the
weedkiller.
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She started to sit up, and a shrieking pain hit her right betweepab@and caused her to lay
back down. When next she opened them Steed, Dr. Sheldon and Sir Lyserretere
there, helping her to her feet. Her head ached, her body ached...anéathefesedkiller.

Emma looked down at herself. Her leather blazer was missingeblgather slacks and
vest were soaking wet. Wet with weedkiller. How had it gotlesvar her clothing? Had
she spilled it on herself while she’d been fighting with SteedPphissible. Her memories
of that fight were quite clear. She’d doubtless gotten a littleeopwhen she’d hit the floor
occasionally and skidded through the puddles where she’d been pouring it out, hetenow
near the amount that was on her clothing now. More than that...how hadtshdrgot the
central ballroom, where their fight had taken place, to this &itdeve simply infested with
vines?

"We've won, my dear," exhorted Dr Sheldon.

They exchanged congratulatory back slaps..feeling the euphoria that\wameicing with
death and emerging victorious. Then Emma took a deep breath as smebexed her
friend...and the other horticulturists....and the landsmen who’'d been forced daHwmuil
construction which had housed the creature...all those people and none oathbeeh
around during their climactic battle. "We’ve got to search the holsarha said. "We've
got to find Laura."

"I don’t think we will find them," said Lyle Peterson very slowlym afraid..." he glanced
at Steed. "I'm afraid, we won't find them."

"We've got to look," Emma said.

"We don’t need to do that,"” Steed said. "I'll call Wing Commarmivies. He'll send a
crew here. Let them search.”

Emma stood still for some seconds. She knew what Peterson had@twassay. They
were all dead. Worse than that....they'd all been...devoured....by the alien.

"Right," she said. "Let’s get out of this. We’ve done our job."
She turned to give a last look at the alcove, and in the far corner wheknewthe

heart...and mouth...of the creature to be...was her leather jacket. Sloweveantd picked
it up. It was soaking wet with weedkiller.
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Emma blinked several times as realization dawned. Peterson albrSk&changed
glances, and then they exited the alcove leaving Steed and Mrs. Peel alone.

"Why am | covered in weedkiller, Steed?" she asked quietly.

"We knew weedkiller would kill the creature, Mrs. Peel." he sagt,gs quietly. "You were
unconscious and it knew you were....easy pickings."

"So you poured the weedkiller over me and let it drag me away?"
"Yes."

Emma Peel stared into John Steed’s eyes for several seconds. The she slappsashim
the face - hard. She spun on her heel and walked away.

Steed stood there, eyes wide, cheek stinging. Mrs. Peasldgeedhim. Mrs. Peelhad
slapped him.

They bouted all the time...and got physical then, of course. They coalki@it easy with
each other when they were training to defeat the enemy. Butiriptikate life, they rarely
argued...andevergot violent with each other. It would not have occurred to either of.the
It was not something a gentleman did, and it was not something df ehady would take
advantage.

Steed swallowed hard. He felt cold. He felt sick. Sicker thdmatilevhen he’d watched that
tentacled monstrosity drag away the unconscious Mrs. Pe&hddshe’d be safe, but there
was always that cold kernel of agonizing doubt.... But he'd hdd tb It had been the
only way to defeat the thing. The only way. And now...Mrs. PekWeakedawayfrom
him. It was the fact that she’d walked away that had him frightened now.

He settled his bowler securely on his head, as if preparing for battle, and lefothe al
Dr. Sheldon was too enamored of the alien’s remains to want toviéieeit examining it,
and there wasn't room for Sir Lyle in any case. Emma stood lhphes, arms crossed over
her chest., eyes narrowed in thought.

"Mrs. Peel," Steed said, "Are you ready to leave?"

She looked at him. "No, Steed, | need some time alone. I'll findwmway home." She
handed him the keys to the Lotus.
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"Mrs. Peel, | will give you time alone while you drive me home, and then we’ll talk.”

Emma looked at him. "Very well." She hugged Dr. Sheldon, shook Liged®a's and then
clambered into the Lotus. Steed squeezed in beside her.

Mrs. Peel didn’'t speak to him for the entire journey...and he didn’t spéegt.t She wasn't
engaged in childish sulking, he knew. Nor giving him the cold shoulder tetpumm. He
knew her well enough to know that she was deep in thought and the outcomimikineg
would affect their future together. He let her think. He wagmitg to let her get out of the
car until he’d had his say.

Emma Peel was thinking of all of her days with John Stee@’d3het him first seven or
eight months ago, when she’d driven into the back of his car - which leraaded. He'd
suspected her of being some kind of criminal. A spy.

It had been just a few months after the death of her husband, teBgtdoPeel He'd been
missing for some time, lost over the Amazon, and somehow she’d knowrs ilead and
had started her mourning. But she’d gotten confirmation...that day. $ftetiel building

- the Knight Industries building which she had inherited from her fathewhich she had
taken onward and upward, and in so doing had walked into a situation. A mam Ipactr
her with a knife. She’d grabbed him and spun him into the wall...and thehlsfighe
scene because she hadn’t wanted to be bothered with the aftermath.

But that man had been a double agent, running away from Steed’ssgokitint super
sensitive microfilm in his possession. John Steed had witnessedlfibll@wed her into the
country, where he’d arranged to meet her...by causing her to run intocthefldas car.
They'd talked for a few minutes, exchanging insurance informatiod,im those few
minutes Steed had decided that she was merely an innocent bystander witkftpxek.r

Then, when the double agent’s body had been searched at Departmentd@stiees and

the microfilm hadnot been found, he’d had second thoughts. He’d come to her flat and
confronted her, but she’d made short work of his suspicions, and indeed it turned out their
had been a double agent at Department S itself who had made off with the microfilm.

Then she’d gone to West Berlin, as a final pilgrimage to remember her husband, @and ther
she had met Max Prendergast, a charming, unique individual with eetseauise of humor.
She’d liked him, enjoyed his company...though she’d suspected there wathisgm
distorted underneath his charm...and indeed, then Steed had arrived, fotmavea
Prendergast was a vicious psychopath who'd been taking the money ekeetigsperate

to get into the West and then leaving them for dead. Steed hadahksthelp, and she’'d
delayed Prendergast, giving the police time to arrive and arrest him.
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That event in Berlin had given her a taste of the excitemm@htdanger of working with
Steed and Department S. She’d missed that, after Peter’s disapges the feeling one got
of being totally alive while one was staring death in the fé&lee’d decided she wanted
more of it. And Steed had agreed. They became partners.

Her first ‘official’ adventure had been one that the files ciildne Master Minds.” She and
Steed had infiltrated an organization called Ransack, which hachyasstized people of
genius level and used them to perform crimes against the peoplégastdte. Next had
come the case of the businessmen on the stock exchange...the prime moversmesompa
who had unexpected, and fatal, heart attacks. They'd found their suBeeclago and Co.,
and worked to infiltrate the organization. Steed had had his fun witmhlkat assignment,
giving her a cover story as a wealthy widow from Barbados, but @etimg doubt on it
when they were introduced to each other at the Jago’s home. He did like his fun, Steed.

Then he’d put her to work in a department store, Pinters, aftegeant’.body had been
found dumped in an alley - the only clue a store receipt dated Sunyefided up foiling
a madman’s plan to explode a nuclear bomb in the heart of London.

Three adventures, in which he’d trained her in the fine points of besiegret agent for her
majesty’s government. Breaking codes, enciphering codes, how to iatersogpects, how
to enter buildings filled with suspects, how to subdue suspects. He hadnt teach her
any martial arts...she’d been training in them for over seven ydarshe’d honed the fine
points, taught her some moves, subjected her to ‘role playing’ attackers of all kinds.

She’d made mistakes, of course, walked into danger a couple of tietdsssty, and though
Steed had arrived in time to rescue her, it had hurt her pride, thistskes, and she’d
learned from them. Not only that Steed would always be there fbuhérat she’d better
be there for herself - so that she could be there for him as well.

He’d also exerted all of his charm on her - the typical lachds, Emma remembered with
a smile. Though she found him attractive, she had not responded to hisesvehtupart
because she was still mourning for her husband, in part because sio¢ want what he
wanted - a casual relationship. A relationship of convenience.

Then had come Christmas, and Steed had been under attack by some @syubiis
attempting to turn his brain to mush so that they could pluck his secretf it, like plums
out of pudding. She’d saved his life on that occasion, and afterwards...theydatbuea
for the first time.

Her feelings for him had changed after that case. He'd beerrablegcand he’d allowed
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her to see that vulnerability. But with all the pressure he’d been undeilt heastaged to
maintain his charm and insouciance. And while he’d not told her alktiads of the attack
- he’d been afraid she might be under the psychic’s mind controlllash&édad trusted her
enough to put his life in her hands. And she’d repaid that trust by saving his life.

Then had come “The Cybernauts,’ as the file called it, and therGiidaediggers,” and then

he’'d put her to work at the Chessman Hotel. Weeks later she’'d doseto being
squeezed to death in a wine press. And finally, they had tackledsh®ttPsev, the great
Russian secret agent. Steed had played the role of his own double, Webster, and she’d had
to pretend that he fooled her into thinking that ‘Webster’ was Steed. Thhtebadather
entertaining.

In all these cases, she had put her life on the line, as had Steddl.rescued her on
occasion, she’d rescued him. The point was, she had walked into eaulitcases wide
open, and with the belief that Steed would always be there for her.

But this was different. She’d beanconscious Unable to protect herself. And Steed had
not only not ‘rescued’ her, he’d wrapped her up like a Christmas paakddet the monster
drag her away.

When the Lotus slid to a gentle halt in front of Steed's apartoieek, he turned to face her.
She turned to face him.

"Mrs. Peel..."

"Let me speak, Steed.”

He stopped, waiting for her. He wanted to reach out and hold her, hug her...but he didn't.
Emma took a deep breath. "Steed, intellectually | know you had to doyadnaid. But
emotionally....emotionally | am so hurt...feeling so betrayed....l..." sheirgd. "If |

continue to speak I'm going to say something I'll regret. Goodbye, Steed."

"No, Mrs. Peel." Steed seized her arm. "You're not being fairshapped. "You said it
yourself. Intellectually, yoknow! was right to do what | did."

Emma gazed at him. Whyasshe so angry? Whyasshe feeling hurt and betrayed? As
her partner Steed had done what he'd had to do...but as her...lover...she hade't ¢lpect
hecoulddo such a thing. She’d thought...he loved Adratwas it. Thatwas the problem.
He had been willing to sacrifice her, even though he’d loved her. Emlea back. How
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petty of her to feel like that, but.... Emma shook her head. Her ematgasunning too
turbulently - she had to have more time to think, analyze her behavior.

Steed gripped her arms angrily. "Yes, Mrs. Peel! If it's necessaylt sacrifice you to
protect this country. But only if | couldn’t sacrifice myself first.”

Emma blinked.

"You know how | feel about you." Steed continued. " Y%oowI will always be there for
you. And | know you will always be there for me. | practicalgkled you in that
weedkiller. You werswimmingn it. | knewthat there was no way that abomination could
get through your leather outfit to youkrewit."

Emma gazed at him for long seconds. She knew he spoke theStnethooked down
ruefully at her sodden outfit. "I don’t think I'm going to be able tamleather ever again."

Steed felt a surge of hope and relief. Hi@'dwnshe'd see sense. "Certainly not that outfit,
at any rate," he agreed.

Emma reached up and caressed the cheek she’d slapped. "I'm sorry about that, Steed."

He smiled. He seized her hand and held the back of her fing@sslips. Then his nose
wrinkled.

"l say, Mrs. Peel..."
"Don’t blameme Steed." she said with mock coldness.

"Oh, it's entirely my fault, Mrs. Peel. You must let nerect the matter. Come upstairs
and let me give you a bath."

Emma nodded. "It's only fair,” she agreed.

They exited the Lotus. Steed tapped his bowler back on his headuntg fashion and
followed Mrs. Peel upstairs
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The Howliween

Chapter One
l.

"This is living," Mrs. Peel, "said John Steed, lounging back infitseclass seat of the
Boeing 747. "This is style."

"This is elegance, mile by mile," agreed Emma Peel, lounging beside him.
"Have some more champagne, Mrs. Peel."
"I don’t mind if 1 do."”

It was not thanks to the munificence of the Ministry that Ages¢&and Special Agent Peel
were flying first class to the United States of Amerithey'd have been in the baggage
compartment if the Ministry had had to pay for it) nor was ittlaificence of Emma Peel,
(though she certainly would have seen her way clear to spending thg haahi proved
necessary). Rather, the United States government had invited tagetas to their shores
to address a Security Conference on the necessity of cooperatiaebdtve forces of
England and the United States, and had provided the first class @iskb&sopening gambit
to an all-expenses-paid trip.

Steed and Mrs. Peel, who had had an exceptionally trying, but triumplaanh of action
against the forces of the Other Side, had been selected as the Ministry'simgpness.

A stewardess came by with a tray of canapes, which shedotacthe table before them.
They were seated not in their chairs, which were spacious enough, thetfirst class
lounge at the very top of the plane. They were flying in thedonamuv Boeing 747, just
unveiled that year. There were no other passengers in the imdeed the first class
compartment was sparsely filled. Mrs. Peel helped herself to a canape.

"Do you have your speech written?" she asked Steed, after havimgdirtgat canape and
a second one.

"Speech?" asked Steed, absently, addressing himself to the lighting of a cigar.
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"Speech," Mrs. Peel repeated.

"I never write speeches, Mrs. Peel," Steed said, amused. "lrdo@tto. | shall be witty
and extemporaneous and riveting."

Mrs. Peel nodded, a slight smile on her lips. She reached intoitteeposket of the leather
blazer she was wearing against the chill of the plane and pulladsbetf of paper. "Here."

"What's this?"

"Your speech.”

"Thank you, Mrs. Peel. | knew | could count on you."
Steed placed the papers in his own inner pocket.

"You are going to study it a bit before the conference, Steed.! e said. It was more
an order than a question.

"Of course, Mrs. Peel. Time enough for that when we reach solichdr" He looked at his
watch. "I think the movie is just about to start. Fancy chiaty a motion picture while
we’re flying 45,000 miles up in the sky. We can’t miss it."

Mrs. Peel finished the rest of the canapes, took her champagseagla followed Steed
down the circular staircase to their seats in the first class sectensn8led fondly at the
back of his head. His enthusiasm - for the most sophisticated goengtructed, for the
opulence of the first class section, for such luxuries ashvafenovies on a plane, was
genuine and youthful and very endearing. And as she sat with the headphohieg) her
ears, he held her hand in his, while he watd¢tedMillions with utter concentration. Emma
Peel found herself longing for popcorn!

The plane began its descent toward La Guardia Airport. Steed an8&& had just woken
up, had breakfast, and rubbed their faces with the warm towels provitexdtgwardesses.
Emma had appropriated the window seat the last time Steed had t&trestroom, and
pressed her nose close to the glass to look at the skylineno¥ bidk far below. Steed’s
chest pressed warmly against her shoulder as he craned his neck beside her.

They didn't sit back in their seats until the plane’s wheels hatieéduground, and yet they

still had a half hour while the plane taxied around the airport tothardppropriate arrival
gate. "October in New York City," Mrs. Peel mused. "I'm ssguliat these Americans.
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| would have thought the CIA would be holding this convention in Florida, or ezeiH"

"Just goes to show that this is actually going to Wewkingconvention, Mrs. Peel," Steed
said reprovingly.

"Good thing you wrote that speech, then," Mrs. Peel agreed.
"Touche my dear."
"Had you never wanted to travel to the United States before, Steed?"

"Oh, yes, I've often wanted to come here. Just never hadke tiife’s been a bit busy
these last few years."

"Mmm.” Mrs. Peel agreed. "Well, after the convention we shoudl atound for a while.
Take in some of the sights.”

"I'd love to see some plays on Broadway," Steed said.

"Me, too. There’s also a couple of avant garde art museums I'vebdieaut and would love
to see.”

"Oh, yes, thawill be fun."
Emma elbowed him in the ribs.

"What about the Smithsonian Institution, in Washington, DC?" Steedstedg€'l'd love
to see the exhibits they have there."

"Now that's a wonderful idea, Steed. Washington isn’t very far away, | believe."
Steed nodded, thoughtfully. "Nto far," he murmured. "Depending on how you go."
.

Thefirst class section disembarked first. Steed placed bowtezad, retrieved his umbrella
from the tiny storage closet, straightened his jacket, lowered Réel’'s travel bag down
from the storage compartment, and allowed her to precede him dowtaitiaayg to the

concrete below. As she appeared in the gangway of the plane shedaldcglhsses over
her eyes to protect them from the sun, and brushed a strand of hair back to its proper place

Miniscule - 159



Two Such People: The Adventures of John Steed and E mma Peel... The Avengers 160

behind her ear.

The plane had stopped some little distance from the terminal, thetydsad been instructed,
they did not follow the rest of the passengers who would have to imakevey through
Customs. A man in dark glasses stood by a limousine parked ountlay, holding a
handwritten sign that said STEED. Emma nudged Steed. ‘Do you thewaing for us,”
she murmured. "l think it's a safe assumption," he replied.

A man driving a small truck pulling a long line of empty carts
(each one with an orange-clad man standing in it) pulled up in
front of the plane. The orange-clad men jumped off and
swarmed into the luggage compartments. Soon suitcases
began raining down onto the tarmac.

The man in the dark glasses waited as Steed and Mrs. Peel
walked up to him.

"How do you do," said Steed, extending his hand. "My name
is John Steed, this is Mrs. Emma Peel."

The American had ran his eyes up and down Steed - from the top of hés twlis patent
leather shoes - but he shook hands without hesitation. Then he looked Mug &&kown
through his black sunglasses. "I thought there were supposed to eEgénts from
England," he said.

"There are," said Emma Peel. "I'nspecialagent.”

"Yeah, right." He turned and opened the door of the car for them. "In you get."
"What about our luggage?" Steed asked.

"There’s a man inside. He knows what to look for. Names Steed ahd He took another
glance at Mrs. Peel. "We don’t want you to have to wait for that. Weing @ll the way
out into Westchester."

He closed the door after Steed clambered in, got into the drieat,sssarted the engine, and

soon they were speeding down the tarmac as if he thought he couid gat to get off the
ground.
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Steed took a glance at Mrs. Peel. She looked amused. Ah ohaniiisément did not
mean that she had appreciated their chauffeur’'s remark, nattiisle afterward. She
returned his glance and Steed grimaced at her sympatheticalbuldn’t take Mrs. Peel
long at all to establish her credentials, and woe to the Amesilcarchose to make her prove
herself. Mrs. Peel knew what he was thinking. She nodded at him.

The chauffeur did not speak with them on the long trip into Westchtéstugh the snarls
of traffic, nor did they to him. Steed experimented with all okiingbs and switches in the
rear compartment and soon they were drinking champagne, eating clre@oidtbstening
to Rachmaninoff.

The sky had been a cool grey when they'd debarked from the plane, novsich@ster,
snow began to fall. Just single flakes - but large ones, faltmg slowly and glistening in
the car headlights. "It's beginning to feel a lot like Christmas," Mrs. Peel kdm&teed
smiled at her. For various and sundry reasons Christmas was alspgcial time for them.

"Wow," said Steed, as the limousine took the exit off the highwdydaove into a long
sweeping drive, up to a mansion which would have done any of the stately bidémgland
proud. It was practically as big as Windsor Castle, but without the battlements.

"Wow?" Mrs. Peel repeated, looking at him.

"I've been practicing my Americanisms, Mrs. Peel"

"Just don’t getoo American, Steed."

"Perish the thought, Mrs. Peel."

Their driver held the limousine door open for them, then walked in front of them up to the
door of the mansion and knocked on the door in a peculiar rhythm. "Thegyakieaw

we’re here," he explained. "Cameras at the gate. But we like the knock, too."

The door was opened by a butler. Steed and Mrs. Peel exchanged alaruses] quickly,

as he stepped back, and Steed allowed Mrs. Peel to enter the halivoay of him. Their
driver sketched a salute at the butler and turned away.

"My name is Munsey," said the butler. He was youngish, in hiseti with golden hair
close cropped, the fringe brushed forward in the fashion made stylish by the Ronmsans. Hi

eyes were a bright blue, his lips thin and mobile, his face sgHiarélled the tuxedo quite
nicely, Emm noted appreciatively. He must "work out" as the Araesi said. "You are
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Steed and....Peel?" He looked at Mrs. Peel, and smiled showing exceedingly white teet
"I'm Mrs. Emma Peel," Emma said, extending her hand. He took it with alacrity.
"Delighted to meet you," said Munsey.

"And I'm John Steed," said Steed, extending his hand. Munsey took hiaweggdrom
Emma Peel and, reluctantly, disengaged her hand. He took Steed’s.

"Well," said Munsey, releasing Steed’s hand and smiling at Erimc&, to meet you both.
Agents Alex Ramsay and David DeLancie are in charge of themmmte. They're in the
main conference room right now. They wanted to meet you when yowardivst for a few
minutes - then they’'ll let you get settled in."

"Certainly," said Steed.

"Thisway." As they walked along, Munsey commented, "We use #Hus pist for meetings
like this. Suites for all the big names, visitors like you gpsthe regular agents have to
stay in hotels."

"We're honored," Steed said.

Munsey grinned at him. "Nothing but the best for visitors to our shideze’s Conference
Room Alpha."

He knocked on the door, with the same rhythm as their driver had displyealhe opened
the door and preceded Steed and Emma into the room.

David DeLancie was a tall man, a couple of inches taller treedSivith black hair growing

in a widow’s peak down his forehead and full lips. Alex Ramsag Steed’s height,
balding, portly, but with clear, steady brown eyes and a sense of power exuding from him.
They shook hands. Ramsay spoke in a slow southern drawl as he gest@teed and
Emma to take seats while Munsey took up his position by the door.

"Delighted to meet you both," Ramsay said. "Your Ministry sent us glaumgfiles." He
flourished a couple of manila envelopes. "One significant omission, thotighsiiled at
Mrs. Peel. "Referred to you as E. Peel. Not Mrs. Peel. gYenit expecting a woman. But
your list of skills is certainly impressive. Quite impressive."

"Thank you." Emma said, calmly.
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"Some of our best cryptographers are women," Ramsay continued, thoyghtull data
analysts. Our backroom people. But...afield agent. That's....différkatrest of the guys
are going to get a treat when they meet you."

"l can hardly wait."

Adam Ramsay smiled at her absently, then turned to Steed. ydseeere in the war, Mr.
Steed. Did some work in France - now, | was there t0o." And sooth &tddRamsay were

in deep conversation about the Maquis. Emma smiled faintly. She too knew all about the
Maquis - all about World War Il, in fact. But she hadxXperiencedt, in the trenches, like

these men had. She wouldn't try to interject her comments. lmetrdmainisce. But she’d

been in many a dark and dangerous trench in the secret wdoltbaed, and in any
conversation on that she could - and would - hold her own.

"Well," said Ramsay, at last. "It's been a pleasure. Weking forward to your talks
tonight. But | suppose we've kept you a little longer than we shoyd -must want to
freshen up, unpack, things like that."

Steed and Emma rose.

Munsey opened the door for them, and preceded them into the hallway. ."'Regbkaid.

"I'll take you up to your rooms. As you can see I'm the butlerHizr little shindig. We're
going to do you Brits up proud. Talks tonight - you two are giving yours. Then tomorrow
more talks. Social evening tomorrow night. You’ll meet the rest of our top guys. They'll
be bringing dates as well - it's Hallowe’en. Costume paiile"glanced at Steed who was
holding his bowler in one hand. "You guys have Hallowe’en in England?"

"No," said Steed.

"But you were told about the party, weren’'t you? Brought your costumes, | see."

"Our costumes are in our luggage,” Mrs. Peel said with a smile at Steed.

"Oh," said Munsey, with another glance at Steed. "Well..." He hanselhbooklet to
Steed, and one to Mrs. Peel. "This tells you what's going t@bered. What times your
talks are tonight. So, up these stairs here. Flight was okay?" he asked Mrs. Peel.

"Wonderful, thank you."

"No jetlag, | hope."
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"None at all. Steed and | are first class travelers."MadPeel. "We just want to wash the
travel dust off."

"Right. Well, this is your room, Mrs. Peel, and that’s your room @silde, Mr...uh, Steed."
"Thank you."

Munsey appeared to want to say something else, perhaps something habouitdeing
a lucky thing they hadn’t intended to have ‘Steed and Peel’ roonthg&teed thought
savagely. Or maybe he’'d wanted to say that it had beey.aWhich it had been, Steed
thought tangentially.

But Munsey only coughed and then said, "Stay up here as long as yowetikefrgshed.
Your luggage already arrived - you'll find it inside. When you're ready, cordle d@avn,
and I'll give you a tour of the place. We’ve got some pretty nice stuff in here."

He headed back down the stairs. Steed and Mrs. Peel looked at each other, then Mrs. Peel
opened the door to her room and they went inside.

Chapter Two

Steed took off his bowler and brushed off imaginary dust with studied ca&Charming
fellow, that Mr. Munsey," he said lightly.

Emma laughed. "That driver wasn’t. | wonder who is more reptatsee of the agents
we’re going to meet here this weekend."

"I don’t think | care for either kind," Steed said.

Emma caressed his arm. "Don’t sulk, Steed. I'm the one who'’s ¢wihgve to prove
myself to these people. Mr. Ramsay made that quite clear."

"Nonsense, Mrs. Peel. Meeting you is going to be a treat for them."

Emma gave him a dirty look, to which he responded with a cheeky grin. "Well, I'm going
to go take a shower." he said. "Shall | call for you in about half an hour?"

"Lovely."

Emma Peel opened her suitcase, laid out a new outfit to change into, anidipdacst of
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her clothing in the appropriate places in the chest of drawersl@set.c She paused and
smiled as she picked up her costume for that night - a scddak @and an
over-the-knee-length dress. She was going as Little Red Riding ISteet, of course, was
going as The Wolf.

She took a long shower, enjoying the feeling of the hot needles agzisstooth skin. The
flight had been long, but First Class had certainly made it coablert Steed, of course,
could fall asleep anywhere in any condition. She’d slept wéléirfirst class seat, but it
certainly felt good to get that airplane smell out of her body.

A few minutes later Steed knocked on her door.

"Come," she called.

Her room was just like his, a veritable suite, with a king-simestifaced by a large television,
a couch and two chairs. He entered, dressed in the tan slacks ackltaileneck sweater,
to see her seated on the bed, leafing through the booklet for the weedaivities. Emma
always loved him in that turtleneck. It did show off his own musculature so well.

He sat down beside him. "Anything interesting?"

"A few things. There’s some cryptography that'll interest ybere’s going to be a talk on
recruiting. They want to get more African-Americans into the program.”

"But no women, hm?" said Steed.

"Precisely." Emma nodded. Something was going to be done thladtliis weekend.
Steed twitched the pamphlet out of her hands and took a glance¢hanifput it down,
rubbing his hands together, smiling cheerfully. "And our talks are@fbetonight. We're
the only two speakers. ‘Interservice cooperation between the CIMé»’ That's me.
And your ‘Devising a cover for the undercover agent’ will certainly knock them dead."
"Let’s hope so0," said Emma Peel.

"Well, shall we go on the Grand Tour?"

Emma nodded.

Munsey escorted them around with enthusiasm, ushering theeaictt room and explaining
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about the sophisticated equipment within. And, indeed, they could not be hefpbe
fascinated by the technology displayed. Both Steed and Emma showedtstest and
asked such intelligent questions that Munsey was soon deferring to Steexsauiieh as
Emma. Though he did seem to be striving to curb the tendency to tdlketheiarm as they
walked through the endless corridors.

That night, after a delicious meal which Steed and Emma shatied main dining room

with Ramsay, DeLancie, Munsey, and a couple of other administaggres, they gave their
talks. Steed’s went over quite well. He had read the paperRdes.prepared for him
thoroughly, and interpolated some of his own WWII experiences into ihiaraidience of

some thirty big, burly men in black business suits listened avidly.

Then it was Emma Peel’s turn. Steed introduced her as his partherhom he’d worked
for several years. There was quite a stir when she went potiiem. Many a glance was
exchanged. Emma was no stranger to speaking in front of a roonmeflraeing done so
in the Knight Industries Board Room on more than one occasion. And she keesof\she
spoke, so soon most of her audience had ‘bought into’ her presentation.

But there always had to be a troublemaker, and, really, Enanajwite relieved when he
raised his hand. "What if things go wrong?" he demanded. "Good as asggoenetimes
things go wrong that can’'t be foreseen, and then we have to get out of there quickly."

"Then you do so," Mrs. Peel told him. "You should always have not one, b@sivape
routes prepared, so that if something does go wrong, you can get out in a hurry."

"That's easy for you to say," the American said. "That'y ¢éasay. But when you're
actually out in the field...." he looked around at his fellow agents,sMdald be hearing
from someone who actually has experience in this type of thing."

"I do have experience," Mrs. Peel said calmly.

"Oh, sure. And | suppose it’s easy for awoman. All you've got te deduce the men who
capture you, so they'll do anything you want, but for us guys..."

Emma Peel’s eyes narrowed, even as John Steed lowered his head into his hand.
His point had been a valid one - training for secret service waskataa question of ‘those
who can, do; those who can't, teach.” and these men had a right to kndhetipaiople

giving them their training actually knew what they were talking about. Arsd Riel had
anticipated that she would have to show these men --- physically. alllpayd respect to
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strength, not to wisdom, to paraphrase C. S. Lewis, she thought. BArmnignigean had gone
just a wee bit too far and so the demonstration she was about to gigonvg to be a bit
more brutal than she had originally intended.

"Will you come up here, please," she said, extending a hand and ge&tuhirg to come
forward. He looked at her. "Please," she repeated. "You ra@algoint. You've just
been captured by the villains and you’'re not a woman. How are you ganagape? Come
up here, please, and help me to demonstrate."

He set his jaw, rose, settled his tie, and came forward. Wasra murmuring in the room.
"What's your name?" Emma asked him.
"Gary Fessler."

"Okay, Gary." Mrs. Peel pushed the podium to one side, and then shiifack)s spread
slightly so that she was balanced on the balls of her fees, a&trher sides. "You've just
caught me. Take me to your leader."

"What?"
"Come on, Gary. You don't believe | belong on this stage. Throw nuoé ibffIf you can.”

He darted a look out to his audience - clearly uncomfortable to be segndallvoman,
then he reached forward and took hold of her arm. Instantly Emma’shathdrflashed
across, grabbed his and her fingers settled into the pressure pBegsler winced and
dropped to his knees as she twisted his wrist and then his arm into ainéuy/gazsition.
"This is called Chin-Na," Emma said loudly, to the multitude. "d@it@f pressure points.
A woman such as myself can hold a man helpless merely by applyceyto a nerve
endings."

She released her grip and stepped back. Holding his hand, Fessidrigb¢ét. There was
an ugly look on his face. He was angry now.

Emma crooked her fingers in a ‘come on’ gesture again. He did so.irbibe actually
swung a punch. Quickly, very quickly, very powerfully, at her head h#fdtconnected she
would probably have been knocked unconscious. But Emma ducked underneath it, slid
behind his torso which was still twisting due to the power of thelpwstack one leg in
between both of his and shoved. He went flying forward. "That’s judofi&oalled out.
"Using your opponent’s own speed and weight against him."
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Fessler regained his feet. This time he roared and camed®her in a rush, both arms
spread out to grab and crush her. Emma timed it perfectly, putting her arms on his biceps,
afootin his belly, and falling backward, carrying him with her.ceigwheeled over her and
landed on his back with a crash. He stayed down this time.

"That wastomoenagg announced Mrs. Peel, settling a lock of hair back into place as she
rose. "The Circle Throw. Also judo.” The entire room erupted intousrdstic applause.

Emma smiled, then turned and helped the stunned Fessler to his &tstgivve a big hand
to Gary, for helping me give this demonstration. When the agern or woman - is
properly trained, this kind of thing is possible. But everyone, you mustyalremember
that violence of this sort is the last resort. Cunning over strength, every time."

Well, that had sealed Mrs. Peel’'s popularity, Steed thoughkimglan a corner while he
watched the scrum of agents around Mrs. Peel, eager to talk about dewvise a cover and
how to design escape routes. She’d won them over, all rightleAndtiam, bam, thank you
ma’am and she had them all eating out of her hand. Except, perhaxgembiFessler. He
hadn’t stayed around very long after Mrs. Peel had finished her talk.

"That wassoimpressive." Agent Munsey was at his side, but his eyesavetiee scrum
which concealed Mrs. Peel.

"Mrs. Peel is a remarkable woman," Steed said.

Munsey nodded. "Mrs...she’s married, eh?"

"Widowed."

Munsey nodded again, his blue eyes gleaming. "And you two are..."
"Partners," Steed said, with emphasis.

Munsey looked at him appraisingly. "Right, right. Well, you guysweeat tonight. ‘Jolly
good show,’ as you Brits say."

"Thank you."
Mrs. Peel appeared through the scrum, apparently having made her excuses, and while the

agents remained to be talked to by Munsey - who had acted as moderator for the occasion,
she and Steed made their way up to their rooms.
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"You were marvelous, Mrs. Peel," Steed commented.

"Thank you, Steed."

They stopped in front of her room. "Care for a little champagne?" Emma queried.
"Need you ask?" said Steed. Emma grinned.

Emma handed him a glass and then reclined next to him on the bethehigpoped. They
stared at the huge black box of the television set in front of tH&hall | turn it on?"
Emma asked. "Take a look at American television?"

"I had it on briefly this afternoon,” Steed commented. "They cdythave a lot of channels.
More so than us. But those commercials....every fifteen minutesdtsgpping the story
to sell you something."

Emma tsk, tsked.

"And the radio," Steed said, pained. "No soap operas, no dramas, no draatatgs. Just
a lot of music of the strangest kind. And traffic reports.”

"We're reduced to books then," Emma said. "Any books of interest in your room?"
"I wouldn’t say that'sall we’re reduced to," Steed said impishly.

"Books?" Emma repeated, giving him her patented look.

"No books." Steed answered, sadly.

"Hmm, none in mine, either. And | don’t recall Munsey showing us arljtirere - yet there
must be one. I'll ask him about it tomorrow."

She finished her champagne, and taking Steed’s empty glass amsezllthem out in the
kitchenette sink. When she turned around Steed was right behind her, pgetientirom
moving.

"Seems to me I've captured you, Mrs. Peel. Would you like to sedei¢e allow you to
escape?"”

Emma grinned. She kissed him on the cheek. "Good night, Steed."
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Steed sighed. He knew what that meant. They were ‘on busineddrarideel didn't like
to mix business with pleasure. An unfortunate principle of hers. Widsathe best time for
it.

"Good night, Mrs. Peel."
V.

As Emma Peel had expected, Munsey’s costume was that of anRGenturion. His
sleeveless tunic, with its short skirt, displayed arms angleggessing a deep tan, and the
smooth musculature of a David. He threaded his way through tigliprand-exotically
dressed throng and greeted her and Steed as they entered the ballroom.

Steed’s tuxedo fit him like a glove. Above the tuxedo he wore arpaygiehe mask of a

wolf. His eyes lit up as they surveyed the room. As had been promised, there were plenty
of women in tonight. Wives, or girlfriends? And how many of them coulchaem from

under the noses of their dates in the few hours he had ae&ilabll see you later, Mrs.

Peel," he murmured, and slid into the throng with a loping gait.

"Ahoo000," Emma murmured after him.
"l beg your pardon?" said Munsey.
"Nothing." Emma took Munsey’'s arm, smiling at him dazzyingly. "Shall we dance?"

As the room swirled around in a kaleidoscope of color, there were twoMimgrdark spots.

A man in one corner, almost invisible in the shadows, wearing dsuroe of an
executioner. A man in another corner, even more invisible in the shadaevs) a tuxedo,
wearing a papier-mache mask of a wolf, quitethe quality of the one worn by John Steed,
waited, eyes on the scarlet cloak of Emma Peel. He alinsf his prey, waiting for the
perfect moment to strike.

How many glasses of champagne had she drunk so far? he wondered. ntisgEdeany?
Stupid woman, to allow hereself to get inebriated at a funckerthis. Not that they all
didn’t do it. Everyone ‘let their hair down’ at parties...and the Brits wem@ioois for the
amount of liquor they could go through.

Not that it seemed to be affecting her at all, he thought. Twa lamidrshe was on her sixth

glass of champagne...was she drinking them all or setting them kiakvifull....with
someone at her side immediately to press another one onto her...she’d certdénéylota
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of friends in her brief time in the States, the wolf-man thougheagatched the movement
of men around her. Except that poor schmuck Fessler, of course.

He couldn’t wait much longer.... Should he make his move? It didn’t lookéiké&iend
Steed was paying her any attention at all. He’d got quite adcemaund him as well.
Telling old war stories to the ladies, no doubterybodywas probably half-soused, and in
this light the woman wouldn’t notice that his mask wasn't quiteaheesas her friend’s. Ger
her out into the hallway, give her the snow job, and he’d have her outiarfaisd speeding
towards the airport in no time at all.

The wolf-man raised his hands and adjusted the fit of his gloves, anldeimeoved out into
the room, threading his way towards his prey. She was standingheghto the doors
leading out into the hallway, the perfect situation.

He came up behind her and placed a hand on her shoulder. "Emma," he hisymveng
that his whisper would disguise the sound of his voice to some degreeakany accent
that he failed to possess. "I need to talk to you outside."

She turned and looked at him strangely, but he merely increasedsberpren her arm and
pulled her towards the door.

Once out in the hallway, he said, still whispering, "We need to Je@ve | just got a call.
Come on."

Before anything more could be said, the door opened again, and the maexiedintgoner
outfit slipped into the hallway. "Hold it, you two." *

The wolf-man swore under his breath. He recognized the voice. It wasF&¥blat did
the fool think he was doing?

Fessler was holding an executioner’s axe. Its blade gleamed, sharply.

Emma Peel turned to look at the wolf-man. "Steed, | thinkhibahinks...." she did not
finish her sentence, but continued turning, simultaneously driastiffened, spade like hand
into the wolf-man’s belly, and as he bent forward gasping for bréwthbsought her
knife-hand down on the back of his neck, sending him flat out on the polished floor.

"What the hell...?" demanded Gary Fessler.

"That was karate, Mr. Fessler." Emma reached down and pulldeg@pier-mache mask,
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revealing the face of a man unknown to her. "Do you know who this is?"

The man behind the executioner’'s mask stared. "No. But it's notSteed, that's for
sure."

"Another lesson for you, Mr. Fessler. Never try to fool an ageat®er by dressing up in
borrowed fur. Especially if you can’t manage the accent and don’'t koawthe two people
address each other."

"I'll remember that," Fessler said, "but...but what..?"

"I think he was trying to kidnap me. Now, there’s no point in ruining the pénygoing
back in. Do you want to take care of this for me?"

Fessler stared at her for long seconds, then he nodded. "Right, nia#awe him to me."
He leaned his axe against the doorjamb, took off mask and costumeswwanyeto reveal
the sober black business suit underneath. He reached underndsttktiog his jacket to
pull out a set of handcuffs, and applied them securely to the ex-vaoismwrists. Then he
hauled the still-unconscious man to his feet and hefted him effortlesslpreshoulder.
"We'll be in the Interrogation Room," Fessler said. "Once he svagel'll make him sing
like a canary."

"Thank you, Fessler."
Emma re-entered the ballroom, and as she did so a man in a wkl&nuasixedo appeared
by her side. "Mrs. Peel," came Steed’s unmistakable voiceas' beginning to wonder

where you'd got to."

"Just dispensing another lesson in undercover work,” Emma replied, takiagm. "It
worked out quite remarkably well. And on that note, shall we dance?"

"With pleasure, Mrs. Peel."
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V.

By the time Steed and Emma were ready to travel toward Wgshi, DC, all had been
explained. Fessler had indeed managed to get the truth out of theawglvhom, it turned
out, had been the agent who collected their luggage from the airpddtbéés instructed
by his real masters, behind the Iron Curtain, to kidnap one of the ttighBrgents, in order
to disrupt the conference, and had elected to take Mrs. Peel asithst target. He regretted
that now, of course.

"Quite a weekend," Emma Peel said, adjusting her leather flying cap omiffiere and
pulling large goggles down over her eyes.

"Mmm," murmured Steed, in the seat in front of her, his eyes iatetite millions of little
dials in front of him as he gripped the pilot's wheel. "Shall Wwe tae scenic route, Mrs.
Peel?" he queried, pulling back on the throttle.

"I think a straight line is always the best in these types of situations, Steed."

"Right you are, Mrs. Peel."

The biplane soared into the air, banked steeply, and headed out over theweeds their
next destination.

The End of Howliween
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Sole Remedy

Emma Peel lay on her back on a weight bench, grasping the uprightitbelner hands, her
legs elevated and extended in front of her. Slowly she brought herdpteler chest, and
then equally as slowly extended them back out into space. Shestepeattwenty four
times more, breathing slowly and evenly.

She was in a martial arts dojo called Kadoban. Although it wagddan the heart of
London, very few people knew of its existence, for its clientele was very exclusive.

The dojo consisted of a very large room, with floor-to-ceiling msror all four walls, and
dozens of thick mats scattered over a highly polished wooden flomne corner were
several weight benches and free weights, punching bags, and vari@usrgizehanging
from the ceiling The men’s locker room was spacious, as betige@ct that the majority
of people using the dojo were men. The locker room that Emma Relelvas small and
makeshift, but she didn’t complain. She wasn’t there for the an®rshie was there to keep
fit.

Emma lowered her legs to the bench and lay there for sevesablsgbreathing deeply. Her
limbs ached, and it felt good. She’d completed her regimen for thepeafprming several
sets of repetitions with light weights. Fifty pounds for bar worksagbench presses and
curls, a hundred pounds or more for leg work such as curls and extentieesn't her aim
to bulk up, but to maintain a hard, firm body.

Emma toweled perspiration from her face and looked up to see Johrstiedidg before
her. He wore slacks, turtleneck and an apologetic expression. "Sotatd,:nvrs. Peel."

"Hullo, Steed. Sensei Cheesoo gave me your message that you were detained."
"You've finished?"

"Just have to do my final stretching exercises, then I'm done."

She accepted Steed’s hand with a smile as she rose to hanfketleased it as she sank

down on one of the mats and started doing hurdler stretcheéeed ®&placed her on the
weight bench, watching her movements with appreciation. She was satdddo honing
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her skills - both mental and physical, and it was a joy to watch thecotieentration with
which she worked. Every day in every way she intended to become better and better.

John Steed had joined Kadoban when he and Mrs. Peel first becamesparidehey’d

trained together at least three times a week for severahsjaitgveloping their tag-team
skills. Recently they'd cut their workouts down to once a wegkh@y’'d have plans for
evenings three times a week, instead), but Mrs. Peel still bareeon her own every other
day, as she had for years. Today, they were supposed to have worked out together.

Emma rose to her feet gracefully, accepting the towel Steed held out td'lhée dut in
ten minutes," she told him, heading into her locker room.

Steed passed the time watching a few uniformed men on the dojolfla@s a beginner’'s
karate class. They were being taught the various stances +&amtorse, cat, and how to
deliver blows from within those stances. It wasn’t Haid train anyone to fight. Go after
a student with his umbrella, swinging this way and that, and have thatsskdeer along
the floor figuring out the best way to block, sidestep, and use ingenuity teegenbrella
away from him - that's how he’d do it. Mrs. Peel had caughahfast, he thought with
a reminiscent smile. Not that she was a beginner. She was good. Verjméext, her
reflexes were probably a smidgen faster than his. (They ne8edwith the flamboyant
style of fighting she liked to use, he thought tangently. He’d hade tsomething about
that.) He had her beat on speed by a fraction, however, so they eveniadtloat
department.

"All right, Steed," Emma said, resting her hand on the shoulder. He rose, smiling.

"Well, Mrs. Peel," Steed said as they walked out of Kadoban. étdhliatmiss our workout
but | had to meet my sister. You've heard me speak of my sister?"

"I've heard you speak of your aunts, and your nephew," Emma replied. "Thdonikes
space guns.”

"Ah, yes. That would be the son of my sister. A charming chi&téed shook his head
doubtfully. "Anyway, I've been persuaded to take on a side job. You arkoking at the
acquisitor-at-large for my sister’s transport museum."

"Steed. How lovely!"

"I think I'll be able to enjoy myself," Steed agreed smugly.
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"I'm sure you will." She’d been walking beside Steed as he took turn after turn. idow s
glanced at him. "What'’s our target for today, Steed?"

"l thought, the British Museum."

Emma arced an eyebrow at him. "How very....stodgy of you."

"The British Museum?Stodgy"

In addition to bouting together, Steed and Emma’s current trainingalgnapm, as proposed
by Steed, was to visit a business establishment and plot a spacthefil He'd gotten the
idea after the case of the Ransack Organization some monthenagodeed, Emma had
established a foundation to take over that organization and turn it batsk doginal
purpose). After they worked out the details of the ‘caper’, theyid gbeir plans,
anonymously, to the people in charge, with suggestions on how to intireassecurity.

But The British Museum? What was there to be stolen, wondered PaehaEverything
there was so.....large.

"You havegot to be kidding," said Mrs. Emma Peel, giving Steed one of her patented
‘Peelish’ looks.

"Not up to the challenge, Mrs. Peel?"

"It's a Tyrannosaurus RexSteed. It's a lot of old bones!"

"Shhhh." Steed hissed urgently. His ex-partner Cathy Galewstrlked at the British
Museum, and though he had no intention of looking her up today, if someone went around
criticizing ‘old’ bones she’d sense it and be on them in no time. And thedemn bones

- from archaeological to anthropological - she would give!

Emma gave him another Peelish look, but he didn’t explain his sudden appregéarsces.

"All right, Steed,"” Emma said, humoring himWhya Tyrannosaurus Rex? Yes, it would
be a challenge to make off with it, but it would be even more of a challefgyeceat.”

"Oh, I don’t know," Steed said airily. "Lots of museums these dayd @inosaur bones.
And the Tyrannosaurus Rextige dinosaur. The top of the range. The definite article. So,
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let's give it some thought, shall we?"

"It's easy," Emma said, glancing at the sole, ancient sg@uérd perched on a stool in a
far corner. "We forge, out of plaster of paris, all of the Barfethis dinosaur, then every
Sunday we come in here. While | fascinate the guard in my owitaii style, you nip up
onto the dinosaur and replace our cast of one of the bones for thermgaMre’ll have this
dinosaur out of here in, oh, about fifteen years."

"You're not taking this seriously, Mrs. Peel."
II.

They decided to take tea at the Charing Cross Hotel. Emma found themrseatofa in
the Tea Room while Steed went to get their refreshments.

While Emma waited, she people-watched. The clientele wasyn#asirican, eager to
sample the British experience of tea and cucumber sandwichesiotsterl three people
come into the tearoom. An elderly lady, flanked by a young and a naigielleman, walked,
with the aid of a cane, to a seat on the opposite side of hers. By tifdlwit clothes she
suspected that at least two of them were foreigners...Frdrelgugssed. Her suspicions
were verified seconds later, when they began to speak. Mrs. Beeitdiormally listen in

on other’s people’s conversations, at least not those that took plaeganteel atmosphere

of the Charing Cross Hotel, but this time she did, and when Steed joined her witbfa tray
teacups and biscuits, she waved him to silence.

\Y

Madame Dominique Truffaut walked slowly through the lobby of the Ch&itngs Hotel.
She was an old woman, and her legs hurt her. Beside her on heraiigéd Wirich Edlon,
a young German with a fresh, eager expression on his face, andleft, fihilip Reynard,
a middle-aged Englishman with a tooth-brush mustache, exuding dignity and grace.

The two men waited while Madame Truffaut lowered herself dowmaviticulty onto one
of the comfy chairs in the lounge. "May | get you some tea, Mudgfaut?" Reynard asked
her solicitously in French.

"Oui," the old woman told him with a smile.

Reynard gestured for Edlon to sit down as well. "Tea for you, E&lon?" he asked in
German
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"Ja." said that young man.

The two people, young and old, sat stiffly in their seats, exchartggngniversal language

of smiles. Behind them, on a chair facing in the other direction, could be seen the auburn
hair of awoman. They neither of them paid any attention to hetheéMeiid Reynard, when

he returned with a tray.

"The hotel clerk assured me it will not be much longer before ymum iis ready, Madame
Truffaut,"” Reynard told the old woman in perfect French. He then taortedlon and told
him the same thing in impeccable German.

"I am very tired, but | understand these things, of course," Mrs.atmutdld him. "The
business of the hotel, it is a difficult one." She sipped team"s@a excited, Monsieur
Reynard. When | came here to London to auction my Vermeer, | ha@aevhat would
result from it. Except for the money, of course,” she said vathike. "But to meet the son
of Emil Edlon. What an honor!"

"It was indeed fortuitous that he saw your name in the Sotheligloga He has traveled
all the way from Germany to meet you," Reynard told her enthusi&gstiCele had heard
the rumor that you and your husband had purchased some of his father'smaglael his
joy to find out that was true! He so wants to see your collection.”

"Well, he must certainly come to my chalet for a visit! We mushgeat so. | would be
pleased to let him view the works as much as he likes. But, we are ignoring him."

Reynard smiled at her, and with a hand on her arm, turned to Edlor. Etien, | have
wonderful news." he said in German. "Mrs. Truffaut says that, alththage paintings of
your father have been in her family for a long time, she would be dsdigbtsell them to
you."

It was at this point that Emma Peel’s ears pricked up.

“Wunderbar," he exclaimed. "Wunderbar." He leaned across Reyndrgha@ok hands
with Mrs. Truffaut excitedly.

"How charming he is," she told Reynard indulgently. "So enthusiastic."
"You are doing him a great service, Mrs. Truffaut,” Reynard totdrhErench. "He has

been searching for his father’s paintings for a long time. Thecelta see them, all gathered
in one place...he is overwhelmed. He will return home a happy mantiafdgoked up.
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"Ah. Here comes the concierge of the hotel."

A tall, slender gray haired man approached, along with a woman whdeaaly Madame
Truffaut's maid. "Mr. Reynard, Herr Edlon, Madame Truffaugwlme to apologize for
the delay. Madame Truffaut, your room is now ready."

"Your room is ready, Madame Truffaut," Reynard translated.

"But not Herr Edlon’s? | cannot..."

"No, please, Madame. You are tired. Let the concierge escort you to your room, and your
maid help you settle in. You must rest. Herr Edlon understands.”

"Well, | amvery tired."

Reynard and Edlon watched Madame Truffaut totter away on the dren wfaid, and then
they began to speak much more animatedly, in German.

"Herr Edlon, this discovery of a cache of your father’'s worktigpendous. It will be as
famous as would be the discovery of the Amber Panels or the Crown Jewels of Troy."

"And she will sell it all to me?"

"Assuredly. She is not interested in the money - she is onlesatéel in returning those
paintings to who she views as their rightful owner. The Entaftatst was a terrible thing,
Herr Edlon."

"You do not need to tell me that, Herr Reynard," Edlon said, a trifle sharply.

"Of course, of course," Reynard said. "Please forgive me. | meant no insensitivity."
"No, please, | apologize also, Herr Reynard. | did not mean to be brusque.”

The two men rose, as the concierge appeared at the doorway and signaled to them.
V.

Emma Peel and John Steed looked at each other. "l know what the Ranie¢s are," Steed

said. "And | know what the Crown Jewels of Troy are. And | firbdyieve they are not
missing but were ‘liberated’ by the Soviets and are buried debp Hdrmitage and no one
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will see them again until the present government of the Soviepsai$...may that not be far
off. Butwhatis the Entartete Kunst?"

"For Emil Edlon, it was poetic justice,” said Emma Peehly: "He was a Nazi, Steed.
More than that, he was an Old Comrade."

"Someone who joined the Nazi party before Hitler came to power," Steed said, nodding.

"Right. He was a virulent anti-Semitic who lauded every timddwes were stripped of some
part of their German citizenship. He didn’t think they had the tahold a job, to teach
in German schools or universities, to publish in German magamnieg wherever they
wanted."

"And the poetic justice?"

Emma’s lips curved. "He was also an artist. A very prestigaolist, a professor at a top
university, President of the Art Council. But, he was an Impressjmaister. And if there’s
one thing Hitler hated more than another it was an ImpressionigépaiWhen he came to
power, all art that wasn'’t representative - that didn't look dxdige the model it was
painted from - was purged. Labeled decadent. Even though he was asn@&t€, Edlon
was stripped of his titles, fired from the University, his paint and bsusieee taken from
him, and he was forbidden to paint ever again. He was pretty mucheedeon-citizen."

"Thatis ironic." Steed said with a grin

Emma nodded. "And that's where the Entartete Kunst came in. 1936. Théhbldzs
exhibition of Degenerate Art. They pulled all Impressionist, Esgamist, Cubist and other
art from the walls of museums and private homes, and put it intmyke siollection. The
main exhibit was in Berlin, but they sent a traveling exhibitaatlund the country, and
people came to see it by the thousands. Every painting or sculptuideishah the exhibit
was ridiculed, mislabeled, the artists slandered. It was ty preibus affair. Then, the art
was sent into Switzerland, where the pieces were auctionedvrfig he government of
Germany a lot of much needed capital.”

"And that was the fate of Edlon’s paintings?"
"Apparently. And as apparently, Madame Truffaut is the one who acquired them."

Steed and Emma looked at each other. "Mr. Reynard was onantergyeter.” Emma
said.
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"Mr. Reynard was telling lies." Steed retorted. "It's inttbée that he would do it here,
though. In the Tea Room of the Charing Cross Hotel."

Emma shrugged. "There’s that old joke. What do you call someone who speatseonly
language? American. Perhaps Mr. Reynard thought that only Améoigasts stay here."

"It wouldn’t surprise me," commented Steed. ‘Though | must say, yeuage Englishman
is @ monolinguist as well."

"Unless he spent his formative years sneaking into France anth@®g" Emma agreed,
caressing Steed’s arm.

"Or has an affinity for languages and insatiable desire knowfe8¢eed returned with a
smile. Emma sipped her tea. "So, what do we have? Mr. Reynafdaeltsne Truffaut that
Herr Edlon just wants to see the paintings. He is gealignim the paintings. What can we
extrapolate from that?"

"That a crime is going to be committed. Mr. Reynard seembd tite captivated with
the thought of a Big Discovery. Once he gets those paintingsfesmayvladame Truffaut,
he can't let her live - or she’ll ruin everything."

Emma nodded. "Exactly what | was thinking. What are we going to do about it?"

John Steed laced his fingers behind the back of his head and stretchedlegs. "l can
see myself as a artist. A Salvador Dali type."

"No, Steed."
He looked at her reproachfully.

"You always get to play the flamboyant role. It's my turn. Nowve....I see myself as the
Madwoman of Chaillot....and that would be quite an appropriate role, too."

"How so?"

The play was written by Jean Giraudoux. In addition to being a plighywre was a French
politician. He was killed by the Nazis."

Steed nodded. "All right, Mrs. Peel. The Madwoman of Chaillot you shall be."
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VI.

l.

The dowager strutted down the Parisian train platform on four inch. el ankle-length
gown was old and faded, but the ostrich feathers on her pinwheel haharoreade up for

it. Her aged face was covered with white powder, her eyeshweaesl in oceans of eyeliner,

and her lips were rouged almost incandescently. She passed a pas®ddreetch on the
platform, who winked at her impudently. She bestowed a glance on him that would curdle
milk, and swept onward to the first class compartments.

The wretch was a tall man, about six foot two if he’d beemdatg straight up instead of
slouching. His turtleneck shirt would have been black had it been @sawpuld his
trousers. He had a couple days worth of beard stubble on his chin, andaunitg placed
on his head.

Steed scratched at his beard stubble absently, and then climbethirdekass carriage. He
wouldn’t make his move into the first class until they were well underway.

Emma Peel leaned her chin on the fly-in-amber handle of her cdrgeared around the
first class compartment. Madame Truffaut and Mr. Reynard veated opposite her. Beside
her, having offered up the window seat to her when she’d entered the toergawas Herr
Edlon. Madame Truffaut's maid was obviously in a third class compattas befitted her
social status.

It had not been hard for them to discover where Madame Truffaut lived heor she was
due to return to that home, in the company of Mr. Reynard and Herr Edlorhotdle
concierge had been most accommodating when Steed had shown him his credentials.

Herr Edlon was busily writing in a notebook, while Madame Truffautind&Reynard made
desultory small talk. Emma reached out and poked Reynard’s shoe vadmbetY ou speak
French very well, young man," she said, in her best Katherine Hepbitatiom "But you
are English, aren’t you?"Mr. Reynard gave her a smile showingmgwahite teeth. "Indeed
| am, Madame. Though I have lived much of my life in France. Allowoygresent to you
my card."

He handed over a piece of white pasteboard. "Philip Reynard. Aquigitons,
Incorporated.” Below that was an address on Harley Street. Prestigious indeed.
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"You are an artist, Monsieur?" asked Emma.

"No, Madame. But | assist the artist in selling his work, andectals in obtaining
masterpieces. | have been in business for twenty years."

"How fascinating," said Emma Peel. "I myself have no use for art.”
At this point, the door slid open, and the very disreputable John Steednaxslbe now
called himself, entered the compartment and insinuated himsekéd&rettamma and Herr

Edlon. "Excusez-moi," he said, "Excusez-moi."

Everyone stared at this man who so obviously did not have thegbrctcket - let alone
that of a first class ticket.

Emma poked him in the ankle with her cane.

"This is premiere class, you!" she said brusquely in French. "Leave imnigdiatshall
call the conductor!"

"Do not get your knickers in a twist, grand-maman." said Jean insolently.
"Why should I not ride in premiere class? I'm as good as any of you."

"Outrageous!" Emma snorted. "You insolent puppy! You worm!"

"Ah, grand-mama, calm yourself. Look, yoeedme here. When you get to your destination,
who will carry your bags for you? Me. And acquire for you a taxiddb?l will do all this

for you, so calm yourself."

"No, you garlic-breathed...”

"Madame..Madame, calm yourself," said Philipe Reynard soothingbre;Hnon brave,
come out with me into the corridor."Jean looked at Reynard asdgss$ien shrugged
sinuously. "Very well."

"Well, mon brave' said Philip Reynard once they'd gone out into the corridor, bracing
themselves against the swaying of the train, "You are looking for work, eh?"

Jean shrugged. "That is putting it a bit strong, Monsieur. | would gdhatl was looking
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for work"

"But you are looking for money."

Jean straightened up, his eyes glittering. "Oh, yes?"

"Do you know the region of Chateau Rouge? It is in Soissons."

"Of course." said Jean (automatically thinking, "Ah, Soissons."Wkelithe Soissons vase,
as the classic riddle has it..")

I know all the regions around here. Like the back of my hand."Mr. Reéyaaided. "That
is good to know. | may have a use for your services, mon brave. In & adugdys you
could make enough money to ride first class on trains for the rest of your life."

"What do you want me to do?" Jean demanded. "For that kind of money | dould
anything."

Reynard smiled. It was not a nice smile. "Where is there adaarthe Chateau Rouge?" he
asked. "Not in Soissons."

"The nearest local village is Vauxbuin," Jean said, castinginis lback to his WWII days.
"The bar there is called Le Sanglier Bleu."

"Very well, mon brave. Meet me tomorrow night at Le SanglieuBand | will tell you what
you must do. Now..." he reached into a walled and pulled out a twentynfsgan¢'Go back
to third class, and do not draw further attention to yourself. Understand?"

Jean plucked the twenty franc notes from Reynard’s fingers. "themnvisible man,
Monsieur. Until tomorrow night."

V.

Jean and Jeanette huddled together over a small tald&englier BleuJeanette’ had hair
down to her waist, a rather revealing blouse and stovepipe trouseni8lugrcular glasses
over her eyes. They both spoke very quietly in French. They knew ttieyifspoke in
French, no one would try to pay attention to their whispered conversatidgisatiches of
German or English were heard, ears would tune in immediatelyitAlss imperative that
Reynard not know they could speak other languages.
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"How far are we going to go with this masquerade?" Emma adksah’t think we should
break into Madame Truffaut’'s house. There’s no need to frighten her."

"Not to worry, Mrs. Peel. We find out exactly what plan Reynardrasnd, and then we
put an end to it immediately. The only one who is going to get frightened is Mr. Reynard"

Emma’s lips curved. "Good."

Steed rolled himself a cigarette and lit it. "Would you like orfe®asked Mrs. Peel. She
wrinkled her nose at his smoke. "No, thank you."

Steed puffed meditatively.

"Perhaps it would be best if Reynard did not see you first tiving. Peel. We could play
more of a game with him if you entered the scenario at aeliffédme. Go to a corner table,
will you? He should be here any second.”

Emma nodded and rose. She could tell Steed had suddenly got a plan in nvears
mental cogs were spinning she did what he told her to do without askstgpase if it had
beenshewho’d had the plan he’d do the same for her.

It was almost ten minutes later that Reynard walked hegtb. He pulled up a chair to
Jean’s table and sat down. He leaned very close to Jean. tiNowhrave here’s exactly
what | want you to do."

V.

The knocking on his hotel room door was like the rat-tat-tat of a maghin, if Reynard had
only had the prescience to know it.

He opened the door to a woman who would have been lovely if only her Hait haen
disheveled and her eyes wide with panic. "Monsieur, Monsieur, you musttamce," the
woman hissed at him.

Reynard blinked. "What are you talking about? Who are you?"
She shoved her way into the room. "My Jean, my Jean who was to dooa yolo f It has
gone catastrophically wrong. You must come!"

Philip Reynard gazed at her in shock. If things had gone wrong the last thingteel v
do was go with this woman. liés flicswere on their way, he wanted nothing to do with
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them. On the other hand, if he didn’t go...Jean would undoubtedly betray lasflios

"Yes," he said. "l come. Wait here while | get my jacket.yried went into the other room
(for he was staying at a three star hotel in a two room suite) and picked up anhige
he tucked into the waistband of his trousers. He pulled his jacket onsdrettlinto the other
room.

"All right. En avant"

"Come, Monsieur, | have my little car." hissed Emma. She climitedhe driver’s seat of
the ground hugging Deux-Chevaux and Reynard perforce climbed into thegersseeat
beside her.

Emma took off in a squeal of tires and very soon Reynard was grakpidgshboard with
white knuckles. When they arrived at le Chateau Rouge Reynard pradatadiyt of the
Deux-Chevaux and kissed the sweet, sweet, unmoving ground.

"Quickly, Monsieur Vite, vita"

Reynard entered Le Chateau Rouge right behind her, and stopped in abj@ctih the
center of the room was a pile of paintings....covered in blood. In one @rtier room
Ulrich Edlon lay, his clothes in shreds and literally swimming in blood as if ifbattcér.
Jean slouched against the divan, a straight razor in his hand dovesd in blood, as was
his clothing.

"Holy Mother of God," shrieked Reynard, staring at the blood spattenetings. "What
have you done?"

Jean started up. "It is of the paintings you are most conceb®gdu not see what has
happened here? He came in, that man, while | was about to make off wélpéesngs.
He attacked me! | had to kill him!"

"Did you have to do it so....completely?" gasped Reynard. "My God, efhsladame
Truffaut? Where is she?"

Jean flicked the straight razor towards the ceiling. "l had ta&emof her first, of course.
She’s in her bedroom. She is also completely dead. But she’s one yaawaat, isn’t
she?"

Reynard’s hands were on his face in an unconscious imitation of Murtel'Scream. "Of
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course," he gabbled. "Of course. But now... now..vaindis this woman?"

"That is Jeanettana poul€' Jean said, flicking his straight razor at her. "Now, Monsieur,
as you can see things have changed.”

"Yes," said Jeanette, "and before we go any further..." All of a sugtaelaid hands on him,
quicker than he could react to, and suddenly she had his Luger. Shd bpclme arm
across her breasts, the other with elbow cocked and resting omhevtale she held the
Luger pointing toward the ceiling.

"You won'’t be needing that, Monsieur," Jean said. "It is all verpknt need more money."
"Money?" gobbled Reynard. "Money? What good is money going to do you now?"
"Money will make it possible for me to escape, Mr. Englishman," Jean said, steppng
closely to Reynard and placing the cold edge of the straightagaorst his throat. Reynard
stretched his neck in unconscious imitation of an ostrich.

"l...I have no money with me,"” squeaked Reynard.

The cold edge bit just a little bit.

"You must have some money."

"Yes, yes, | have lots of money. But mrtme." squeaked Reynard.

"Very well..."

At this moment, Jeanette shrieked. "Look," she screamed. "Look!"

They turned to look at the staircase leading up to the second floor. Madaff@eit stood
there, blood pouring from a gash in her throat. She stood there, pointiegnatr& "You!"
she shrieked, in a surprising powerful voice for someone whose throat was cut ftom ear
ear. "My curse upon you, you evil man! Two in this house with throgtgautvorm! Make

him the third!"

Jean swiveled to look at Reynard. He brought the straight razor umfdegreamed, turned
and ran.

Jean sprinted out of the house after him, saw him running madly up e stre slowed
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to a halt. He watched until Reynard disappeared in the distance ddithstantly by a black
clad man and woman who had detached themselves from the shadows, anae&uesntir
went back into the house.

Emma was assisting Madame Truffaut in wiping the red paint froméud, while Edlon

was dabbing at his own face with a handkerchief. Steed went t@atelecf whiskey on
the sideboard and poured drinks for them all.

"He probably hasn’t stopped running yet," Steed said happily. "Whelodw Officers

Baptiste and Joubert, who are right behind him, will arrest himdiesmiracy to commit
theft and murder. Mrs. Peel, our job is done."

"And a job well done, Steed," said Emma, lifting her glass to"'¥imu were marvelous.
Chilling."

"l did rather enjoy myself," he admitted.
They turned to Madame Truffaut and Ulrich Edlon.

"We are very grateful to you," Madame Truffaut said in French. €beton he deserved
the horror he went through tonight.”

"Only too happy to be of service, Madame." said Steed. He nodded at Edlon.

"Herr Edlon. The police interpreter remains upstairs. We valléeyou to discuss the Edlon
Collection between yourselves."

"I am forever grateful,” said Ulrich Edlon, gazing at Emma Peel.

She smiled at him, and then took Steed’s proffered hand. "Gute NaahEdhar," she told
him, and she and John Steed walked out of the house and back towardstdide r
Deux-Chevaux. Steed gazed at it for some seconds.

"Are you sure you don’t want me to drive, Mrs. Peel?" he said hopefully.

"Get in, Steed," she replied, and slipped into the driver's sezgd $aughed and got in
beside her. Very sedately she let in the clutch and they weheomiay. "Let’s drive by

Reynard," she suggested. "Assuming he’s still on the road. A last final wave?"

Steed shrugged. "No more than he deserves. Drive on, Mrs. Peel. Drive on."
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Requiem For A Lightweight
Part One
|. The Beginning

Emma Peel leaned against a wall of snow and took a deep breattsoulfteof skates
cutting into ice filled the air, as did the puffs of breath froniotes laughing people circling
the frozen pond with various levels of proficiency. Emma relaxed aygled cold toes
inside her skates. An elegantly clad skater glided toward hestappled at her side with a
spray of ice chips. It was CIA agent Munsey, whom she and Joha Isddemet in the
United States a couple of months ago, during a Hallowe’en weekend.

"Come on, Mrs. Peel," he said, grinning. "You're not tired already."

"A certain part of my anatomy is quite sore,” Emma told hirh wiaugh. "I've fallen down
more times than | can count."

"Not thatmany times," Munsey protested. "And it's only because you’negity do tricks.
Split jumps - they're not easy to do. | can’t believe this is yost time on ice skates.
You're a natural. "

"l can go straight ahead without a problem," Emma admitted.n"¢jodo the left and | can
go to the right. But trying to do something with a bit of panache, that’s a killer."

"You just need to keep practicing."

Emma sighed. She didn’t mind learning new skills, or even new spofiast khe embraced

the challenge more often than not. But she was not really a cold weather aficionado - and
when shevasout in the cold weather she’d rather be on a pair of skis rocketing dow
mountain than going round and round a frozen pond. Hence her attenveintopi the
proceedings by trying the split jumps and pirouettes that she’d ceashkaters do on the

telly. But she wasn’t having much success.

She shook her head decidedly. "I'm through for the day. But don’t Istape/ou. Carry
on."

Munsey twisted around to relax against the wall of snow as well.
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"It's nice, this," he said. "Christmas day. People having fun thigir new presents.
Ooh...that must have hurt."

A young girl had tripped over her skates and went sliding along th&heegot up, brushing
snow from her chin with a laugh, and continued on.

"What is this Boxing Day, though?" Munsey demanded presently. 'fis goeng to be
boxing on television tomorrow?"

Emma laughed. "Ever heard of the Feast of St. Stephen?"

"Uh, no."

"He was the first Christian martyr. His feast day welslarated on December 26 throughout
Europe for along time. It was the custom to open the alms boxdssamulite the contents

to the poor."

"Always nice to give money to the poor one day a year. What didlth&y money the rest
of the time?"

"Don’t get sociological on me, Munsey," Emma warned him. "Anywtagpon became
common practice for apprentices of tradesmen to take boxes aroundrtmaiséer’s
customers to secure tips for their services of the previous y&aice the name, Boxing
Day."

"I see." said Munsey. His eyes litup. "l also see someotm#ditng hot chocolate. Would
you like a cup?"

"Yes, please."

ll. Enter Steed

Emma walked out of the bathroom toweling her hair dry. After she had accordghshe
to her satisfaction she wrapped the towel up into a turban and thdredlinto the four
poster bed. She piled pillows up behind her back, took up her book - a biograpinglofeC
Herschel - from the night stand, and began to read.

The telephone rang.
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Emma glanced at the clock on the night stand before she picked tgréiner. Then,
"Hello, Steed." she said cheerfully.

"Hello, Mrs. Peel. What a pleasure to hear your voice."

Emma smiled. Steed sounded exhausted. "Have you been having fun?" she queried.
"Of course." Steed said sincerely. "There’s nothing quitedétebrating Christmas in a
house full of nephews and nieces of a certain age. But their parerganoyed with me.

| guess I'll have to give them quieter gifts next year."

"Books, Steed. Books, books, books."

"That’s the ticket, I'm afraid," Steed said. "Though then, they'dtwae toreadto them."

"You'd be a great book reader, Steed. I'm sure you could put all &indscal inflection
into your voice. And your accents are marvelous."”

"You flatter me, Mrs. Peel. So..." his voice suddenly became very casual.’réHlbivgs
going there? Mr. Munsey enjoying his first English Christmas?"

"He seems to be. Chestnuts roasting on an open fire, Christmas@bostmas crackers,
plum pudding...would you believe he actually thought a plum pudding was made out of
plums?"

"Tch, tch, these Americans."

Emma laughed throatily. "Yorkshire pudding had him totally bewildeoed, ¥Why do you
call it pudding?" he kept asking. He was so funny. And we went ice skating today."

"Remarkable, Mrs. Peel. |didn’t know you could ice skate."

Emma shifted her position gingerly on the bed. "I can’t." she sditlough it wasn't for
lack of trying. So, when will you be arriving?"

"I'll be leaving here early. If things go as | expect, I'll be rolling up there ahoon."
"Lovely," said Emma Peel. "You'll be just in time to help us build a snow man."

"A snowman?" Steed said delightedly. "Am | leaving one house arehilonly to enter
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another?"

"Ha, ha," said Emma. "It's the annual snhowman contest, that'8a#t designed snowman
wins a prize."

"In that case we must certainly build a snow woman," Steedrented. "Modeled after
you. All right, Mrs. Peel, see you tomorrow."

"Tomorrow, Steed."

Emma hung up the receiver with a fond smile, which slowly faded intofgmensiveness.
In some ways it was a pity. Steed adored children, and theyh@would have been a
terrific father. He had that child-like streak in him. But is dangerous profession, he
walked with death daily (almost as frequently as with women), ahddhearly on decided
he did not want to take the chance of leaving behind dependents with no opertd de.
So he’d had a vasectomy. Had himself ‘fixed,” as he likechtbit. These trips to his
relatives for birthdays and holidays were a source of such joy to himreWioelld Steed
be now, she wondered, if the War had not turned him into what he was?

She, on the other hand, had never liked children, let alone wanted anyarherThe
Christmas season was a time to bundle up against the cold, drinkacdaedax with a good
book in front of a roaring fire, with soft music on the stereo and caengilence everywhere

else in the house.....Children were necessary for the future, afeg@mar it was good for
people who actuallwantedthem to have them. Emma shook her head at that phenomena,
and returned to her book.

[ll. Chimneys

The manor house at which Emma Peel and Munsey were staying veas@aimneys. It
deserved its name - there were enough chimney stacks scattéspabdthe two vast wings
and the central stories to keep a squadron of sweeps busy for a Mgeeluners ran the
house as a money making proposition. Over Christmas and Boxing Déig$acame to
enjoy a real English Christmas. At other times of the yeardoms were rented out as
meeting places for businesses...and even for politicians.

Munsey was part of a group of Americans who were enjoying thevéweights of
Christmas, and Emma was a journalist who was writing anleaic the American’s
fascination with the Mother Country. Steed, when he arrived, would be Gaokra. He
always liked to surprise her.
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Emma blinked open her eyes and glanced at her bedside clock. Sikasho8Id be going
jogging now - with the rest of the Americans. But frozen bassinghine were splintering
off her pillow. Emma pulled the covers over her head and went badefm siVinters did

terrible things to her willpower.

Emma woke again at seven. "Bloody middle of the night,” she murmuedoléed out of
bed.

"Missed you this morning," Munsey commented cheerfully over the lastatdble. "We
had a pretty good run. There’s nothing like a good jog with the sun rising irofrpod."

"Oh, well..." Emma said vaguely. "You Americans and your joggiogtyfyears from now
America will be the fittest nation on the planet, I'm sure."”

Munsey grinned. "l wouldn’t be surprised.” He glanced down at her plsging the
kippers, "Especially when you Brits eat food like that," he mumbled below tathbend
turned his attention determinedly to eggs and bacon.

V. The Russians

The Russian trade delegation arrived at Chimneys that mornirtg@ limousines,
shepherded by a gleaming white Volvo bearing the Russian’stiBrntinders’ - the sponsors
of the delegation. Seconds afterwards the British trade delegattwo limousines, pulled
up behind them.

At that precise second several men and women, shouting Americaarsimhrowing
snowballs at each other, came laughingly on the scene stagmdeéxited stage right,
sparing not a glance for the automobiles.

A butler and a rank of liveried footmen came out into the drive. yéwer (except the
respective chauffeurs) exited the cars and followed the butlepatrddn, now laden with
luggage, back into the house.

"Why are we here, Sergei?" hissed limousine driver (and K@&a@giotr Pushkin to his
counterpart from the other limousine, Alexis Alexandrevich. "Thisgigsimply crawling
with Americans!"

"It is all perfectly innocent," Alexis said calmly. "Thaye part of some kind of holiday

package which brings people over here every year. Celebratingdheedé Christmas
holiday. Peace on earth, goodwill toward men."
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Piotr snickered. "That is what their Christian hymns say, it§h’So at variance with their
Christian practice."

Alexis waved this away. No one practiced what they preacheat, as 