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THE YEGG 
 

Where is ‘The Yegg’ … when things go bang? 
 
Two yeggs blew the safe in H. C. Sass’ grocery and 
bakery at Rising Sun, and escaped with $400 in 
cash. 

The Democratic Banner, (Mount Vernon, OH), 1 Jan. 1915 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

In a Sept. 15, 1901, interview with the New York 
Times, Robert Pinkerton, who ran the detective 
agency’s New York office, said, “This class of men 
have become very expert in the use of explosives.” 
 
“The stuff for blowing open safes is carried from 
place to place in rubber bottles or hot water bags, 
and if they are discovered by the police, the ‘Yeggs’ 
claim that they are lung protectors,” Pinkerton 
added. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 





 

 
 

CHAPTER ONE 
 

The constantly changing view of the river overlaid 
his thoughts as he sipped his second coffee of the 
day. He considered the recent decision to rent the 
apartment at 16 Cliff in the Pier 17 district, to be a 
good one.  

Damon Arlen Kendrick lived alone in the roomy 
two bed space he called home. At the age of forty-
two he was passing through the middle portion of 
his life and there were some choices ahead.  

Taking the last draft from the man sized 
stoneware mug, Damon's senses became alerted by 
a noise, a barely perceptible noise, an unusual noise 
and therefore, doing what he did for a living, a 
dangerous noise! 

He levered himself up from the warmth and 
comfort of the couch, pulling his dressing gown a 
little tighter as he moved to the kitchen and reached 
inside a draw for the Walther PPK pistol. Checking 
the clip he held the weapon low moving cautiously 
toward the front door of the apartment.  

He stood and listened for nearly a minute, his 
eyes fixed on a half visible envelope on the hallway 
floor. The object must have been pushed beneath 
the door from outside. 

He gingerly picked up the envelope by the 
corner, knowing well what damage a tea-bag 
amount of the right explosive might do, and 
returned to the kitchen. Taking a knife from the 
cutlery draw, he levered the small package gently 
open revealing a single sheet of paper with a 
handwritten message on one side.  
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He recognized the writing scrawl. She sent him 
messages before although not normally delivered 
anonymously and in such an unnecessarily dramatic 
manner.  

The note read; 
“Be at the normal meeting place. Three o'clock 

today. Don't be late!" 
Damon Kendrick smiled. The message, although 

unsigned, was from Isobel, someone near paranoid 
about security since opening the front door to her 
house one morning to find the body of a badly 
beaten man dumped there. The beating wasn't what 
killed him, but the .45 caliber hole in the middle of 
his forehead was. 

Two years passed since the incident. The 
perpetrator was eventually found and put away for 
half a lifetime, but since then, Isobel O'Donnell 
remained particular about attending to her own 
security. 

She was the boss of a specialist insurance 
company underwriting policies for some of the 
highest value items of art in the world. Art 
collecting was a messy, often criminal business and 
she found herself a target for anyone dissatisfied 
with some of the decisions she might make 
regarding payouts. 

Isobel was currently single with no claim to 
historical baggage, although a short marriage to a 
New York stockbroker did leave her wondering 
what this 'love for ever after' thing was all about. 
The educational experience encouraged her to 
partake of life at a pace leaving most of those 
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around her looking as if they might just be standing 
still. 

Although Damon knew Isobel worked from a 
rather fine office in the Rockefella Plaza, he never 
went there. In the four years he worked for Zaymar 
Insurance, he never once entered her working space 
and their 'meets' were always at the same location, 
winter or summer ... the Gapstow Bridge on the 
North side of ‘The Pond’ in Central Park. 

 
****** 

 
Damon approached the Bridge from the direction of 
the Zoo. He stood for a long moment taking in 
everything around him. He saw Isobel in the 
distance, waiting on the bridge and probably cursing 
Damon for being late. He checked his watch ... five 
minutes past three.  

Yes, he was going to be late.  
After a further quick scan he felt quite sure he 

had identified today's body guards; two men of 
stocky build making every attempt to merge with 
their chosen backgrounds. 

One gave out the impression he wanted to make 
a call on a public phone south of the Dairy and the 
other hovered near the drinking fountain on the path 
leading to the bridge. Did he intend to take a drink 
... or not? 

She spotted Damon fifty yards away and walked 
to meet him. 

'You are late ... as usual ... so you can buy me a 
ridiculously expensive cup of coffee at the Dancing 
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Crane. Come on!' she hissed and marched off in the 
direction of the Zoo, leaving Damon to catch up. 

She appeared magnificent, striding away, red 
cheeked and silent, not looking back. Damon 
glanced to his right. The two security guys appeared 
to be on the move. He smiled. 

If Damon Kendrick studied his surroundings a 
little more diligently that day it would have been 
impossible to miss the young, well dressed mother 
of two playing with her children on the footpath to 
the west side of the washroom. 

The games became accompanied by one or two 
screams and shouts of excitement from the young 
children and, to the casual observer, the mother 
appeared busy recording the joyous events on her 
cell phone. 

 
****** 

 
The two froth collared Cappuccino's arrived in glass 
mugs with fancy chrome handles. 

'Do you want a cake or something?' she asked. 
'No, not really' he replied, catching her eye, 

forcing her to look straight at him. 
'Doesn't matter to me ... you're paying!' 
'Hmm ... I see. It's going to be one of those days 

...' 
'I don't know what you mean' she offered in a 

sarcastic tone. 
Damon wanted to know what this was all about; 

all the 'cloak and dagger' stuff; the silly note under 
the damn door and the amateur body guards, now 
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hovering uncomfortably either end of the Café 
outdoor seating area. 

He studied the thirty-eight year old woman 
across from him for a moment or two. He took in 
the beautiful mane of natural blonde hair falling in 
front of her, framing softly molded Nordic features. 
Her loose fitting three quarter tweed coat concealed 
a slim, athletic North European figure, but her most 
striking feature remained the eyes; a piecing shade 
of blue displaying a sometimes sparkling intensity.  

Isobel Danika O'Donnell was without doubt a 
beautiful and highly intelligent woman. And 
although they found themselves sharing a bed 
together on several past occasions, Damon felt in no 
doubt such enjoyable events could only have been 
driven by lust and a particular sexual hunger at the 
time. Everything else, as far as Isobel would be 
concerned, was to be filed strictly under the heading 
of 'business'! 

'So, what's going on Isobel' Damon asked. 
She lifted her head, their eyes meeting; silent 

messages firing back and forth in laser-like rapidity. 
Isobel lowered her half consumed coffee. 
'We appear to be facing a problem Damon ... a 

quite substantial problem and not only is my job on 
the line, the whole future of my company will be at 
stake unless we can put a certain matter to bed 
before the whole thing becomes common 
knowledge' 

Isobel did not own any kind a reputation for 
being over dramatic. "This sounded serious" 
thought Damon. 
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'Well, I'm not in the business of saving 
companies and I can't offer you a job working for 
me when you are fired from this one, because I 
don't employ anybody. I recover stolen works of art 
in one of two ways; the easy way ... or the hard 
way.  

I'm good at what I do and I'm exceptionally 
competent ... on my own! I've worked for you in the 
past and you know the lengths I go to. So, unless 
someone has nicked a painting from someone else 
and you insured such a painting, then there are no 
other services I can offer you my dear Isobel. 

Therefore, the operative word is not 'we' but 
'you' are experiencing a problem and unless this 
problem concerns stolen paintings, I'm afraid I will 
need to finish up my coffee and be on my way' 

She listened, her gaze locked onto his, the flash 
of brilliant blue enamel signaling a warning not to 
disconnect. 

Her face remained an implacable mask. Not one 
glimmer of emotion. 

The electricity of the moment immediately 
evaporated with the tension interrupted by two high 
volume children and a well dressed woman who 
decided to take up ownership of a timber bench 
some three spaces away.  

Damon and Isobel gave them only a glance to 
confirm the woman was making every effort to 
calm the overexcited offspring. 

Isobel picked up her coffee once more and 
sipped at the edge several times. 

The well dressed woman took out what looked 
to be a cell phone and laid the instrument on the 
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table in front of her, playing with the controls and 
turning the body until the microphone end pointed 
toward the two people holding a conversation thirty 
feet away. 

'You are not going anywhere Damon, at least 
until you've listened to what I need to say. 
Afterward, if you still wish to remain disengaged 
from the situation I am about to reveal to you, then 
... please be my guest' 

Isobel delivered the conversation stopper, the 
words clipped and commanding. 

'So?' 
'So ... tell me your tale of woe, one so dramatic 

there might even be a chance of bringing down one 
of the wealthiest and most cash-rich insurance 
groups in the whole damn world, one putting 
someone such as Miss Isobel O'Donnell on the 
world jobs market. A person regarded as an 
incomparable authority on fine art, amongst many 
other things, with an annual pay-check greater than 
the income of several Caribbean island states.  

No dear Isobel.  
This is not possible!  
So, whatever you must tell me needs to be better 

than good' 
She smiled; the atmosphere becoming more 

relaxed. 
'You better order some more coffee, and a small 

plate of afternoon tea cakes; we may be here 
awhile!' 

With fresh coffee and half a dozen fancy cakes 
on a plate in front of him, Damon prepared himself 
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to receive Isobel's 'confidential revelations' ... and 
he meant what he said.  

Whatever she felt she must tell him ... as far as 
he was concerned ... the clock was ticking! 

Isobel O'Donnell, CEO of Zaymar Insurance and 
shining light in the worldwide crown of Lease 
Marine Insurance Group, began. 

'Well Damon, to find your way round all of this, 
you need to understand something first. You know 
the location of our office in London and you visited 
there several times yourself when doing work for us' 

'Yes. It's in Bryanston Street, part of the West-
One district, one of the early nineteenth century 
town houses, quite common in the area. Your 
company owns the building I believe and has done 
since you purchased the freehold in 1948. A 
building which must be worth a fortune right now' 
he smiled. 

'You are right Damon. The building is worth an 
awful lot of money ... in more ways than one' 

Now was her turn to finish the sentence with a 
grin. 

'This building however, is not just a multi story 
town house. During WWII was the home of a 
particular section of the British SOE, the Special 
Operations Executive.  

This top secret operation was responsible for 
sending spies and saboteurs into enemy territory. 
Each gained new identities and the complete paper 
trail linking these identities to the real civilian 
names, addresses and occupations needed to be kept 
in one extremely secret place.  
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The chosen place was 206 Bryanston Street, a 
location taken over by Lease Marine in 1948 on the 
basis its use by the SOE was never to be revealed ... 
under any circumstances' 

This was new information to Damon, new and 
interesting information ... but that was all. 

After the Second World War, MI5, the British 
Counter Intelligence operation, took over 
responsibilities for securing the archives of all the 
intelligence services. They built an accessible 
secure library at Blenheim Palace in Oxfordshire, 
purely for the storing of sensitive personnel files. 

The SOE was officially disbanded in January 
1946 and some of their extensive property portfolio 
put up for sale ... and that's how we got our hands 
on 206 Bryanston Street' 

Damon waited for the actual reveal, knowing 
Isobel would find her way there at some point, but 
the 'British spies' history lesson might well be 
dragging on. He maintained a purposeful smile and 
a look of interest for the sake of politeness. 

Isobel continued. 
'Before the Lease Marine Group could be 

allowed to even inspect the building, the board of 
directors signed the British Official Secrets Act. 
This was the UK government's insurance any 
secrets discovered within the building would be 
held secure against a penalty of imprisonment' 

'That sounds rather strange' offered Damon, now 
taking a little more interest. 

'Well, here's the really 'strange' thing. When our 
guys inspected the building they expected to find 
four stories and a double basement. However, when 
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they checked the lowest level they discovered an 
elevator; not one going up ... but one going down. 
In fact the shaft went down one hundred and twenty 
feet to a room with a secure steel door, a vault in 
fact, within, as we later discovered, a reinforced 
concrete shell some four feet thick!' 

Now the unbelievably attractive insurance 
executive sitting in front of him commanded 
Damon's full attention. 

'So, this construction was something to do with 
the war ... is this right?' 

'Yes' confirmed Isobel 'This was the vault 
specially built to house all the personnel records of 
SOE staff. In the event England ever became 
overrun with Germans, which looked quite likely in 
1940, then built into the walls and the lift shaft were 
control wires and cables connected to explosives. 
They were designed to blow the whole damn place 
to hell and bring one hundred and twenty feet of 
London down on top of it.' 

Isobel smiled. She saw the look on his face; she 
had him! 

'Now I suppose, you will want to know what this 
rather interesting revelation has to do with our 
meeting today ...' 

'... only if you insist on telling me' Damon 
confirmed with undisguised sarcasm. 

'If I was to be billing you for my time, you 
would be several hundred dollars poorer by now; so 
let's move on to the point!' 

'OK, but I suppose at this stage I should be 
asking you to sign one of our own 'official secrets' 



The Billion Dollar Double Cross - Quentin Cope 

11 
 

covenants ... which of course you won't, so here 
goes' 

And so, the most remarkable story Damon 
Kendrick ever heard began, and for both him and 
Isobel, the world would never be the same again. 
 
'I'm sure you don't want me to trawl through all the 
background detail about how we all got to be where 
we are today. However, it's worth noting, after the 
war, discoveries came to light confirming the Nazis 
looted over six hundred thousand recognized high 
value works of European art. A group of American 
military identified in Hollywood terms as the 
'Monuments Men' had been tasked with finding 
them, or provide evidence of their destruction. 

They experienced some success in unearthing a 
number of valuable works of art but one hundred 
thousand items are still outstanding to this day from 
the six or seven hundred thousand estimated as 
originally harvested by the Nazis. Through the 1945 
Nero Decree, or to use its official name the 
'Demolitions on Reich Territory Decree', the whole 
collection of stolen art was to be destroyed upon 
Hitler's death; a collection of an estimated five 
million items. This of course was a staggering 
number with an even more staggering value on the 
world market' 

'I'm with you so far' confirmed Damon. 
'Good!' said Isobel 'because I can now tell you 

two hundred and sixty three paintings in the 
collection, all high value paintings, are sitting in the 
underground vault at 206 Bryanston Street ... or 



The Billion Dollar Double Cross - Quentin Cope 

12 
 

they had been until three weeks ago. Now, there are 
only two hundred and sixty!' 

The silence appeared uncomfortable for both. 
The magnetic eye connection confirmed the fact. 
She was not joking.  

A waiter appeared a few tables away and Damon 
raised a hand to order two more coffees. Isobel 
didn’t get asked if she wanted one. He studied his 
empty cup for a moment. There was more he 
needed from her. 

‘So Isobel, what you're telling me is you 
somehow misplaced three valuable paintings. Can 
you tell me what they are?' 

'Now ... to know this, you would need to sign 
our 'secrets' covenant ... or ...' 

'Or what?' interrupted Damon, now showing 
signs of certain frustration. 

'You agree to work for me to recover the 
missing paintings ...' 

The following pause came on an air of 
recognizable tension once more. As the coffee 
arrived Damon used the event as a short distraction, 
but one long enough to confirm in his own mind he 
would not want to become involved in whatever 
Isobel was trying to sell him. 

'No Isobel ... I'll tell you again ... No damn you!' 
'Wait until you hear how they went missing!' 
'I don't care. I have a couple of jobs on at the 

moment for private collectors and I do NOT need 
the money so ...' 

'The Yegg man ...'  
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Isobel breathed the words across the table 
bending forward, inching closer to her prey; eye 
contact fixed and unwavering. 

His face changed color. He understood what she 
said. He had not misheard; not one consonant or 
syllable. 

He spoke again. 
'Are you sure ... are you telling me these 

paintings have been stolen from your vault by the 
Yegg man and the thief could not, under any 
circumstances, be anyone else?' 

'Absolutely! It's got his modus operandi all over 
the job from start to finish. I just wish we could as 
easily claim ownership of a damn fingerprint' 

'If the operator was who you think he was 
explosives had to have been used ... right?' 

'Yes ... shaped charges. The site was clean and 
he only took what he was instructed to take' 

'And that was?' 
Isobel leaned further forward delivering her 

shock reply in a strained whisper. 
'Are you ready for this?' 
'For God's sake Isobel ... tell me what he got 

away with and be quick ... or I'm leaving right now' 
She took a deep breath and raised her head to 

focus on something in the distance behind him. 
'Right, number one on the list is 'The painter on 

his way to work' by Van Gogh. Number two is 
'Portrait of Trude Steiner' by Gustav Klimt and 
finally ... 'Portrait of a Young Man' by Raphael' 

The inevitable silence screamed in Damon's 
ears, his brain struggling to process what Isobel just 
told him. This was impossible. These three 
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paintings were destroyed, many years ago; the fact 
of it all very well documented ... they did not exist.  

The last person to see those paintings would be 
Albert Speer, Hitler's Minister of Armaments, 
someone tasked with the job of destroying five 
million works of art if the Fuhrer did not survive. 

Damon studied the straight faced woman 
opposite. She gave out the impression of being 
composed; far too composed for someone to have 
told such a lie, especially to someone such as him. 
So the only conclusion he may reasonably come to 
was what she just told him ... was true! 

The coffee cup became a stage prop once more, 
carefully taking a sip, his exterior showing an 
unflustered calm: his mind in a whirlwind of 
confusion. If these paintings turned out to be the 
real thing, and undamaged, then their worth must be 
inestimable. The Van Gogh alone would be valued 
at a hundred or so million dollars, with all three 
probably exceeding half a billion in a private sale. 

She hadn't said anything since making her 
shocking statement. Her gaze gradually resettled on 
him. She smiled. 

'Isn't this great coffee …' 
Minutes passed. Who would be first to take up 

the conversation once more. From Damon's point of 
view, if Isobel had not mentioned the Yegg man he 
would be well gone and halfway home by now. In 
fact, the Yegg may not even be a man at all. The 
person this particular label identified could equally 
well be a woman.  

No one knew the real answer. No one immersed 
in the murky underworld of high value art dealing; 
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no one in the secretive International insurance 
market and no one at the Fine Arts Smuggling Desk 
of the CIA, an organization of which he was head 
until leaving in 2017. 

His ... or maybe 'her' trademark was the 
spectacular use of explosives to either enter or exit 
well protected premises, a bank vault or any other 
type of secure structure. 

 The Yegg was also clean and tidy, leaving not 
one single clue as to an identity. This clever and 
intelligent perpetrator of some major International 
art thefts over the past twenty years continued to 
remain anonymous and therefore affectionately 
labeled the Yegg by all those who held a continuing 
interest in his career. 

Time to say something. 
'There are quite a few questions in my mind as 

to how these particular works of art ended up in 
your basement Isobel; these treasures stolen from 
their rightful owners by the Nazis and then stolen 
once again by somebody else to end up being 
insured by you?' 

'We've been 'looking after' and insuring the safe 
custody of these works since 1948, if this 
information is of any comfort to you' Isobel offered. 

'No it's not ... but I suppose you or your business 
and its parent operation will be in the deep brown 
stuff if you are forced to pay out. Am I correct?' 

She paused before answering, her lips thin and 
tense. 

'This whole damn business will break all of us. 
We are looking at having to find over a billion 
dollars ... in cash ... if we cannot recover these 
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missing items. Not only that, our reputation will be 
shot to pieces and the possibility of trading 
profitably in the future will be near to impossible. 

So, the whole of Lease Marine Group will sink 
... and I will be clinging to the main deck when it 
goes down!' 

'Well, I might say this is what you inherit for 
having no damn morals and being too bloody 
greedy, but it's too late to think about such things 
now ...' 

'Will you damn well do this job for me Damon 
... that's all I need to know?' said Isobel not waiting 
for him to finish. 

'Yes!' he said quietly 'but only because it’s the 
Yegg... and this time I mean to catch him ... or her 
... but such a dangerous adventure will cost you!' 

She smiled broadly, her eyes lighting up 
completely for the first time. She pulled a flash 
drive from her pocket, pressing the small tablet into 
his hand. 

'You will find everything you need on here. The 
crime scene is being preserved. The office is 
emptied of staff on the supposed discovery there is a 
‘structural issue’ with the building. They will not be 
allowed back until you satisfy yourself there is 
nothing else of interest left there. 

As of now, one of the Lease Marine private jets 
will be made available to you at one hour's notice. 
Whatever you need in terms of resources and cash 
will be provided to you upon request' 

'I haven't told you my fee yet!' 
'Your fee will be twelve million dollars with a 

bonus of two million dollars for each painting you 
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recover in reasonable and restorable condition. This 
is non-negotiable and will be paid half to your bank 
account when you board the plane to London' 

'And the other half?' he queried. 
'We can talk about that later' 
She stood. The two distant security men put 

down their newspapers, becoming alert and ready to 
move. 

The well dressed woman with two children put 
her cell phone in her pocket and advised her 
children there would be no more cake today. 

Isobel walked a couple of paces then turned her 
head. 

'What are you doing tonight?' 
'Nothing in particular, but ...' 
'Well, you are now. My driver will pick you up 

at seven thirty' 
With that, she strode off toward the south side of 

The Pond, still smiling and shouted back ... 
'Until tonight then ...!' 
 
 



 
 

 
 

CHAPTER TWO 
 

Alan Robert Davies was the name shown on his 
professional certification card. This might not be his 
real name of course. However, this card remained 
the essential piece of plastic required to carry out 
work on a British construction site, and he had the 
valuable item safely stored in his wallet.  

The identity tag swinging from a cord hanging 
round his neck confirmed the name of Alan Davies 
and the occupation as 'Engineer', the final security 
feature being the eight digit registration number 
linked to his certification card. 

His essential bright orange outfit, along with 
white safety helmet allowed him to merge 
successfully with all the other hundreds of men and 
women moving around the multi-billion dollar 
Cross Rail construction project. This tunneling and 
rail scheme, like no other in the modern world of 
civil engineering, moved between ground level and 
a depth of around 130 feet below the capital city of 
London 

The whole project lurched regularly over budget 
and absurdly over time, making the crews of the 
various sub-contractors unnecessarily focused and 
short tempered. In effect, as long as a person didn't 
speak to anyone or ask for a smidgen of help, they 
might more or less wander around at ease. The 
bright orange uniform said everything to the 
inquiring foreman or supervisor and a quick check 
of an identity card would satisfy all other 
curiosities. 

He entered the tunnel at the station mapped as 
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Bond Street enabling him to walk back west toward 
Paddington. He carried a heavy toolbox and a 
backpack. This would be the last day he would be 
making such a journey. 

The person recorded now on-site as Alan Davies 
wore the necessary safety eye-wear, a mature beard 
and some expertly applied facial prosthetics, all 
blended with expertly applied stage makeup.  

His nose gave the impression of being larger, 
cheekbones higher and more prominent and ears 
more curled and red skinned. These appeared as 
subtle changes but ones designed to defeat the 
comprehensive and analytical CCTV system they 
would use in any attempt to capture him. 

He made several trips over the past few weeks 
ferrying materials and tools down to his own 
personal excavation site. He headed for an electrical 
switching station between Paddington and Bond 
Street stations cut into the side wall of the east-west 
tunnel. The station itself consisted of a small room 
simply constructed in concrete block. The lighting, 
by its temporary nature, remained basic with the 
back wall poorly illuminated. 

Without close inspection, the block wall making 
up the rear of the small room appeared to be what 
might be expected ... a block wall! However, closer 
investigation would reveal the illusion being a two-
meter square print of the actual block wall behind. 
The hanging image, manufactured and installed by 
the person tagged as Alan Davies, managed to fool 
the few people with a need to enter the cramped 
switch station so far. However, when lifted the 
printed cloth exposed a substantial hole in the real 



The Billion Dollar Double Cross - Quentin Cope 

20 
 

wall, big enough to let a fully grown man through 
with ease. 

Three feet behind the opened up block wall 
another, built of cream London brick had been 
exposed. This may well be a wall constructed at the 
beginning of the 19th Century or the middle of the 
20th, but it would not take much to punch a suitable 
hole through to the other side. 

Davies pulled a compact military sat-nav from 
his rucksack, an instrument accurate to within a foot 
or two. Before he started knocking the wall down, 
possibly supporting someone's house, he needed to 
be sure he was where he thought he was. 

Lit figures rolled around the screen for a second 
or two and eventually settled with a set of bearings. 
The reading confirmed the data he already had. He 
was within a foot of the target!  

He now knew for sure he must be looking at 
nothing else other than the basement wall to number 
206 Bryanston Street. However, this must be 
considered to be no ordinary wall as the depth 
shown on his wonderful little navigational tool 
rested at 118 feet. 

It was time to pull on two pairs of medical 
standard rubber gloves. These would not be 
removed until the big clean-up. If his information 
was correct, this wall defined the perimeter of an 
elevator station built of brick on three sides and 
married up to a reinforced concrete wall some 
several feet thick.  

In this wall had been set a door, a steel and 
concrete vault door and this would be his means of 
entry to the concrete box some forty by forty feet 
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square. This secure room, originally constructed by 
the British covert services at the beginning of 
WWII, had been designed as fail-safe and secure 
during the dark year of 1940 when Britain prepared 
itself to be overrun by Hitler. 

 
****** 

 
It took an hour to knock a suitable hole in the soft, 
damp London brick of the basement wall and insert 
two steel props. Willis' reckoning looked to be spot-
on as be broke through to the inside of the elevator 
room of 206 Bryanston Street.  

To his right stood the elevator door clad in dull 
stainless steel and to his left the shiny blue gun 
metal vault door. Protruding from the face, two 
rotating hand locks set above a dial-up combination 
sets could be seen. Everything was as he expected it 
to be. 

The original door was listed in the drawing data 
as an American manufactured model, and one 
installed by the British secret services in 1940, 
being a much heavier, more cumbersome 
construction, fancily engraved and embossed.  

The new door, the Winters & Stevens 
manufactured one, as fitted now, looked more 
modern; a slimmer, plain fronted, tougher version 
with two electronically linked locks needing to 
engage fully before opening. 

Davies did not really care about the 
sophistication or otherwise of the locking and 
unlocking features. He would be blowing the damn 
thing anyway. The person masquerading as Davies 
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was in fact the 'Yegg' man. The use of explosives 
had turned out to be his trademark. He found 
blowing things open to be much quicker than 
messing about with electronic devices, but to be 
successful, an explosives man had to know what he 
was doing. 

His real name, printed on a real birth certificate 
somewhere, was Peter Ryan Willis, an expert in the 
use and manufacture of explosives and most wanted 
specialist fine art thief in the world. 

The Yegg man stole to order, for a fee. He 
carried out many spectacular thefts since 2004 in 
the United State, Europe and the Far East. No one 
appeared to hold on file an image of what he might 
look like and his finger prints or DNA never 
recorded. And as another mark of his presence he 
always left a 'clean' work-site behind him.  

This job would probably be his last. The fee he 
found acceptable and due to the excellent 
intelligence provided by his client, access proved to 
be unproblematic. 

The only electronics requiring attention would 
be the alarm connection attached to the inside of the 
door frame. This particular alarm turned out to be a 
single function trigger and easily bypassed with a 
little care.  

Two individual wires completed a circuit which 
when closed allowed a magnetic field to be 
activated linking the two combination sets. If this 
connection tripped out for any reason, the two locks 
would not be synchronized and an alarm sounded in 
a security office fifteen stories above his head. 

By using a simple cable tracer, Willis would be 
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able to locate the two wires and bridge them with a 
magnetic field. This could be generated by a magnet 
attached to the steel door and carefully placed 
across the route of the two wires as they left the 
door casing. One thing for sure, this safe door had 
to be something less than state-of-the-art and fine 
for a high street jeweler, but in the 21st Century 
should not be protecting items of any considerable 
value. 

However, if someone wanted a door to a vault 
that in effect never existed, containing works of art, 
that also 'did not exist' and then locate such a place 
a hundred or so feet below ground in the middle of 
London, then this particular door would probably be 
fine. No one would possibly be able to rob a vault 
that didn't exist ... would they? 

Before tackling the safe door Willis, the Yegg 
man, would need to disable the four CCTV 
cameras, two each covering the elevator door and 
the safe door. A can of quick drying black spray 
paint would do the trick; simple, but effective, just 
as Willis the 'Yegg' man had planned. 

When the investigation began there would no 
doubt be a few images captured of the 'thief' and 
they would be studied in detail, but Willis remained 
confident there would be no possible match even by 
the most sophisticated face recognition software. 

 
The explosive charges he would use had already 
been assembled and carried carefully in Willis' 
backpack. He did not expect anyone to need access 
to the vault as in Britain this was the first day of a 
three-day extended weekend bank holiday.  
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Even if the day had been normal working, he 
would not be expecting anyone from the office staff, 
busily toiling away above, to need access.  

Only two working there owned any knowledge 
of its existence with the connecting elevator door 
being cleverly hidden behind a false wall in the 
damp and musty lower basement. 

He removed the six pieces of aluminum channel 
from the bag and laid them on the floor, each one 
packed with flexible, polymer-bonded explosive 
having the consistency of jointing putty. The open 
face of each had been filled with a concave liner 
made of copper and at the ends a set of strong 
magnets super-glued to the edge of the lightweight, 
high strength metal. These would attach the shaped 
explosive charges to the vault door. 

He carefully took measurements on the face of 
the door to make sure he attached the explosive 
charges in exactly the right place. He marked them 
in pencil. 

The positioning of the charges must be one 
hundred per cent right. There would be no second 
chances. His intelligence confirmed the door to be 
eighteen inches thick, a sandwich of steel, copper 
and especially dense concrete. 

 
****** 

 
Peter Willis first saw the drawings of the vault door 
and the building at 206 Bryanston Street some 
weeks before. The documents, which he received 
anonymously, also included a highly confidential 
report from the contractor on the Cross Rail project; 
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a report kicking the whole process into gear from 
Willis' point of view. 

The document detailed the 'near miss' incident 
where the east-west tunnel veered off course by 
some thirty or forty feet whilst digging directly 
below Bryanston Street. Penalties for such 
carelessness could be severe and the management 
team only had two choices. They could report the 
matter, and cause a substantial delay to re-align the 
drilling head, or simply make adjustments to the 
route of the second tunnel moving west-east. 

The team made a decision. No properties above 
the works appeared damaged or endangered ... and 
how would they be. In that particular area no high-
rise buildings existed directly above the track of the 
tunnel and buildings they passed under had been 
classed as 'ground minus two and ground plus four' 
in engineering-speak. 

This meant the nearest set of foundations would 
be a hundred feet above the tunnel workings. 

So, no harm done then!  
Well, that might be the case except for the extra 

deep construction works carried out at number 206 
in 1940. These works were never recorded, as they 
should have been, in public documents. Any 
relevant drawings would be stored instead in the 
secret archives of the Special Operations Executive 
and thereafter with MI6, the British Secret Service. 

Whoever enlightened the Yegg man must be 
able to call upon some extraordinarily useful 
connections. Not only to secure knowledge 
concerning the existence of the vault over a hundred 
feet below Bryanston Street ... but what might be 
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kept inside. The same person must also possess a 
unique link to someone at the top of the feeding 
chain within the civil engineering community; 
someone who understood the minute detail of the 
'where and the when' as to the tracking failure 
experienced in the east-west tunnel. 

There could be no doubt the individual who held 
a certain eagerness to share his highly sensitive 
information with Peter Willis must be a man of 
some position and a substantially influential person 
indeed. 

Willis met the International Industrialist and 
property tycoon who wanted to use his services only 
once via Skype, in Avatar mode, a complete 
disguise in itself and via a VPN to cloak his 
location. There would be no doubt, he really did 
have ownership of the right connections to put all 
the research material together ... and come to a 
particular conclusion. If the sample documentation 
Willis saw proved to be correct, then they would 
both be talking about the biggest and most 
audacious robbery in modern history. 

As for the end result, if everything went well, 
the Yegg man's client would own three of the most 
sought after works of art in the world, valued at 
possibly half a billion dollars. If the items remained 
in a suitable condition and handed over personally 
to his client, the Yegg man would receive a fee of 
twenty-five million US Dollars. 

If it did not go well it opened up the possibility 
his identity would be revealed and his life then 
worth nothing! Failure therefore could not be 
considered an option.  
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Willis the Yegg man was no youngster. He 
would turn fifty-five the following year and so, in 
his own mind, knew this must be about the right 
time for him to retire. The twenty-five million cash 
fee would add nicely to the several million he held 
stashed away in a series of Cayman Islands bank 
accounts; a suitable pension for such a hard-
working man.  

When the offer of the commission robbery had 
been first raised, he wondered if twenty-five million 
would be enough considering the value of the total 
haul, assuming the job turned out to be successful. 

Being in such a specialist trade, the Yegg man 
understood that greed might well end up being the 
pathway to an early grave. Not having worked for 
this particular client before he didn't know how 
much trust might be involved. He mulled over the 
situation for a couple of days before eventually 
saying yes. At the end of their final Internet 
communication, his client advised him, through 
what may only be described as a menacing smile, he 
made a 'good' decision, and for a few seconds, 
Willis felt quite uncomfortable. 

 
****** 

 
With the six shaped explosive charges now in 
position on the vault door, making a tight rectangle 
around the two locking mechanisms, the Yegg man 
now needed a place to shelter from the explosion. 

The majority of the force when detonation took 
place would be forward, into the door, providing a 
cutting action simply taking out the whole of the 
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area within the rectangle. The amount of explosive 
had been calculated; the size of the channel, the 
thickness of aluminum and the radius of the copper 
liner estimated exactly. 

It would work. He felt confident. 
He took a set of waterproof waders from one the 

bags of equipment, an item stored in the electrical 
room some days before along with the props, picks 
and shovels. 

Willis wore a size nine shoe; the waders boot 
purposely a size eleven. The idea of wearing them 
would be to keep him dry crouched in his protective 
space as he detonated the shaped charges. 

He took a steel crow-bar from the equipment 
bag and began to lever open the elevator doors. 
After the first two or three efforts they sprang open. 
The space was empty as expected with the carrying 
compartment parked at the highest level. 

He stared down into the well of the elevator 
shaft, a depression two or three feet deep, wet and 
muddy, as expected. The oversize waders would 
provide protection, keep his feet dry and leave a 
footprint in the mud somewhat larger than his own 
might. Just one more detail to add to the confusion 
of anyone taking on the task of investigating the 
robbery. 

Finally, checking the detonator loops and the 
small black box connecting them, the Yegg man 
pressed a small red button on the box and in a little 
window the message 'armed' appeared and a light 
flashed every second. 

The small black box he carried in his hand also 
began to flash until the two became synchronized 
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and then went out. Everything was now checked 
and ready. Wearing the ill-fitting waders he dropped 
down into the muddy pit and pulled the elevator 
doors closed. 

Keeping his profile as low as possible inside the 
shaft he pressed the green button on the remote 
detonator box. Milliseconds passed before he heard 
the 'thump' of the explosion. Did all the detonators 
activate at exactly the same time? Had absolutely all 
the explosive been packed tightly into the aluminum 
channel? Might the copper liner move preventing 
the 'slug' from forming; the matter required to travel 
at one and a half miles a second cutting a hole in 
just about anything? 

These questions funneled through the mind of 
the explosives expert as he waited for the obligatory 
two minutes. If any one of the detonators failed it 
would not be safe to move anywhere near until the 
temperature of the surrounding metal had been 
given time to cool down. 

He checked his watch ... three minutes gone and 
no late explosions. Hopefully the area would be safe 
now. He levered open the elevator door and jumped 
up to floor level. 

Dust swirled around the room but not enough to 
obscure the site of the explosion. A rectangular 
section had been taken out of the vault door, a 
section containing both locking systems. The edges 
looked to be so clean anyone viewing the final 
result would consider it made by a cutting torch in 
the hands of a skilled operator. 

Discarding the mud caked waders he inspected 
his handiwork. He approved. Having no pressure 
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spring to hold them in, the side and top steel 
cylinder bolts connecting the door to the frame 
could now be loose enough to pull out with a small 
but strong magnet on a stick. 

With the bolts removed the door hung loose in 
its frame. The Yegg man put his full weight in front 
of the object until it yielded. The dust still continued 
to settle inside the vault itself, but through the haze 
he could make out the doors to varying height 
cupboards fitted on three walls.  

The doors had all been numbered. Willis looked 
for 92, 145 and 11. He could see, stacked against 
the cupboards on the rear wall of the vault, several 
paintings in frames all wrapped in clear plastic 
sheet. No doubt each one would be quite valuable, 
or else they wouldn't physically be there. However, 
valuable or not, the Yegg man did not want them 
today. He was here for something else. 

Cupboard 92 appeared on the left of the rear 
wall behind a dozen or so oil paintings of mixed 
size and varying types of framing. He pulled them 
apart until able to open up the cupboard. Inside 
stood several canvases rolled up and stored in clear 
plastic drawing tubes and half a dozen others on 
stretchers.  

The one he looked for was oil on a wooden 
panel. He spotted a panel leaned against the back 
wall of the cupboard. He checked the dimensions, 
expecting 28 inches by 22 inches. They were 
correct; so the panel had not been cut down. 

A smile of satisfaction overtook the Yegg man 
as he quickly inspected 'The Portrait of a Young 
Man' by Raphael. This appeared to be in first class 
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condition. His client would be pleased. He moved 
outside the vault chamber and recovered a soft linen 
bag from his backpack, something made especially 
to protect the surface of the hundred million dollar 
painting, and once in the bag he leaned the package 
carefully against the wall next to the elevator doors. 

One down ... two to go! 
Back in the vault chamber the Yegg man took 

only minutes to find the two unframed canvases in 
their protective tubes. The Van Gogh would be 
valued conservatively at something above one 
hundred and fifty million dollars and the Gustav 
Klimt at much nearer two hundred million ... that is 
of course to someone who might be wealthy enough 
to afford to own them! 

Willis, with his expert eye, inspected each 
painting and then carefully returned both to their 
protective tubes. They all looked to be fine and 
measured up exactly to the dimensions he expected. 

Now ... the clean-up would need to begin. 
Firstly, all tools and equipment would have to be 

removed from the vault and elevator room. They 
would be stored initially in the electrical room on 
the other side of the brick wall. 

Next would be a careful and meticulous sweep 
of the whole area. The collected dust, debris and 
wreckage would be bagged and stored with the 
tools. 

Finally, wearing plastic overshoes and a new set 
of surgical gloves, every single surface would be 
wiped down with a solution of diluted industrial 
bleach. 

Once satisfied with his handiwork, Willis the 
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Yegg man would need to transform back into the 
person shown as Alan Davies on the security tag he 
wore round his neck.  

Piece by piece, item by item, bag by bag and 
box by box would be transported, by hand, back 
along the tunnel workings and dumped in the 
general rubbish skips. 

This would be laborious work, but work that 
must be done that day. The skip collections took 
place regularly at midnight with the contents 
transported to a dump in Essex ... along with 
hundreds of others. The Yegg man needed 
everything he skipped to be covered and hidden 
with layers of rubbish before the robbery could be 
discovered. This would be his final cleansing act 
and one allowing him to sleep at night. 

The deep clean of the vault, the elevator room 
and the elevator doors took three hours. The 
movement and disposal of tools and rubbish took 
another four hours. He found himself challenged in 
the tunnel only once by some frustrated track 
foreman who wanted to borrow a shovel.  

The person shown on his identity tag as Alan 
Davies offered to give the foreman the shovel and 
with a grateful smile, he took it, leaving the kind 
stranger to be on his way. 

Would this be an unforced error by the Yegg 
man ... giving one of his tools to the foreman, 
someone who may well have reason to remember 
the kind gesture if news of the robbery was ever to 
be released. However, every single tool he carried 
had been thoroughly washed down with bleach, and 
he felt confident he did a good enough job. 
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****** 

 
Alan Davies, Engineer, slid his identity tag through 
the swipe machine and into an electronic security 
system. This would sign him off site and 
automatically open the revolving steel barred gate 
offering access to the outside world. 

He breathed a short sigh. Everything went 
surprisingly well although leaving behind so many 
valuable works of art did hurt his pride just a little. 
However, he regarded himself as a professional. He 
contracted to do a job, and, to the letter, he carried it 
out. But half the job remained to be done. The 
difficult bit would now be exchanging the stolen 
items for his money. He never ceased to be amazed 
at how difficult it always seemed to be, levering 
money out of embarrassingly rich men. 

The journey by tube from Bond street station to 
North Harrow took around thirty-five minutes. 
Willis sat uncomfortably in the rocking, noisy 
underground carriage, his backpack next to him 
with two hundred million dollar plastic drawing 
tubes sticking out the top. Once at North Harrow he 
walked the short distance to his rented camper van 
and a welcome cup of tea. 

The car park looked to be empty and this was 
how Willis the Yegg man wanted to see such a 
normally busy place.  

Two cups of tea later and a drive across north 
London he arrived at Epping Forest. From there he 
would make the phone call to his client.  

With the job now done and the relevant artworks 
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recovered from their possibly illegal resting place in 
the secret vaults of the Lease Insurance group, the 
Yegg man wanted his money. However, his client 
calmly informed him there had been a change of 
plan! 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 

CHAPTER THREE 
 

Damon Kendrick sat back to enjoy the unashamed 
comfort and luxury of the Falcon jet, the private 
aircraft remaining his to use for the foreseeable 
future.  

He was on his way to England and London's 
City Airport where he would be met by someone 
named Louis Schaefer, head of security for the 
European operations of the Lease Marine Insurance 
Group. Damon never met him before. However, he 
read the multi-lingual Frenchman's personal file as 
part of the mass of data he would need to plough 
through on his trip from New York to London. To 
the Schaefer's, home was Paris and Louis traveled 
to London by car when the staggeringly daring theft 
was initially discovered. 

The way the file appeared to be assembled 
encouraged a certain amount of 'reading between 
the lines'. This may possibly make Monsieur 
Schaefer a much more complicated individual than 
the bland script would indicate. Damon wanted to 
meet him. 

The next person of interest would be the 
Managing Director of the London based company 
Zaymar Insurance. Her name was Delia Haverstock. 
She had worked for the company continuously for 
fifteen years.  

Inside the London based Zaymar company, she 
counted as one of only three in total who had 
knowledge of the vault deep underground below 
206 Bryanston Street ... and what the vault 
contained; the other two listed as Chief Policy 
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Officer Julia Graham and Chief Financial Officer, 
Terry Wilkins. Two of the three would be required 
to be present when the vault needed to be opened. 

Inside the parent company, Lease Marine, only 
Schaefer, Isobel O'Donnell and the group President 
Gerald T. Hanover could officially access the vault; 
access what might be inside and would know in 
detail how the company traded because of it.  

With close to eighty million dollars a year in 
premiums, and rising, the asset in Bryanston Street 
might be considered as equivalent to owning a small 
gold mine. 

As he continued to read from his laptop Damon 
wondered if a little thing called 'conscience' may be 
involved anywhere along the way with this bunch. 
He quickly decided the answer to such a question 
would be a resounding NO! 

The information Isobel provided Damon on the 
flash drive proved to be extensive and detailed from 
personnel files to pictures of the crime scene, CCTV 
footage of the vault and outside in Bryanston Street 
during the bank holiday, the period of the robbery. 

Police had not been involved and must remain 
NOT involved. The individual owners of the stolen 
works all insisted no police involvement for obvious 
reasons … or so Isobel said. However, if their 
property remained unrecovered within a month, 
they wanted their money. 

The estimate of the payout made by Isobel and 
agreed by the clients hovered around six hundred 
and forty five million dollars ... to be paid in cash. 
However, that was only an estimate, a conservative 
estimate … and she knew it! With marine insurance 
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premiums on the floor since the massive disruption 
to world trade caused by the COVID breakout, the 
only people getting richer had to be the already rich. 

When the rich became richer, the first inflation 
proof asset they pursued would be works of art of 
some kind. Sculptures had always been a favorite 
for some but old masters remained top of the 
popularity list and exchanged hands privately for 
eye watering amounts of money. 

Few companies owned the financial muscle or 
secure facilities to insure them except for Zaymar, 
backed by the normally cash rich parent company 
Lease Marine. As most of the paintings owned by 
Zaymar clients may well be considered of dubious 
origin and many linked to the WWII criminal 
activities of Herr Hitler, the servicing arrangement 
suited them, having such items salted away in a top 
security facility, just sitting there, making money! 

The clients did not understand what the service 
might be or where, but they trusted Isobel 
O'Donnell when she told them their prized 
possessions would be safe. Isobel understood these 
clients; she moved in their elevated circles, she had 
been groomed as the marketing face of Zaymar and 
everyone in the world of fine arts respected her 
opinion. 

Damon snapped the laptop shut and wondered 
whether or not to exchange his strong black coffee 
for a man-sized gin and tonic. 

He appeared, as he showed right now, a little 
jaded and feeling as if he needed a few hours sleep. 
His night with Isobel might best be described as 
hectic, mentally strenuous and physically 
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demanding. At times she gazed at him with a 
passion as if he might be the only damn man in the 
world ... and others as if he might be crap on her 
shoe. 

Whatever; today she played the role of 
paymaster, a special paymaster indeed, having 
dropped six million dollars into his bank account. 
She was also beautiful in every sense of the word, 
dressed like a top catwalk model and gave out the 
impression she would be intimidated by no-one. 

However, when the lights dimmed and the two 
of them left alone, Isobel turned into this quietly 
manipulating, experienced lover able to make a man 
feel much more than simply a million dollars. 
Whenever they slept together she extracted the best 
from him, stroking, calming, encouraging and then, 
without warning, bringing down fire and pain in 
exactly the right amount ... and at exactly the right 
time. 

The gin and tonic arrived and Damon opened up 
the laptop again. Much needed to be done in the few 
hours flight time between New York and London; 
many faces to remember and many places to record. 

 
****** 

 
The London weather proved to be dark and wet 
when Damon arrived at City Airport. Waiting for 
him on the tarmac was Louis Schaefer who whisked 
him away in a black BMW limousine.  

With introductions made Louis advised Damon 
he booked a room for him at the Amba Hotel, near 
Marble Arch and only a short walk to Bryanston 
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Street. The arrangement sounded fine to Damon. All 
he needed out of a hotel would be a comfortable bed 
and an American breakfast, and Louis assured him 
both would be made available at the Amba. 

They would talk no further about the reason for 
Damon's visit to London even though the driver of 
the BMW was a company employee. They would 
not discuss anything but the weather until sitting in 
Damon's hotel room; a room electronically swept 
for bugs by Louis and his team of security 
specialists an hour before his arrival. 

Damon opened the conversation with a casual 
question, one gauged to form an opinion of the man 
now sitting across from him. 

'Do you think I'll be here long?' 
Louis Schaefer thought the question to be a little 

strange, but, in his book, all Americans must be 
considered 'a little strange'. 

'I don't think so. I found literally nothing to see 
here. The break-in to the vault room would have 
been messy, but not a trace of dust exists anywhere. 
Images of someone on the CCTV are recorded but 
we've run them through every damn database we 
can lay our hands on ... and come up with nothing. 
The blowing of the vault door locks is a complete 
work of art ... and there is not anyone with the skill-
set to carry out such a clean piece of cutting ... 
except ...' 

'Except?' urged Damon. 
'Except ... the Yegg Man!' 
'Hmm ...' confirmed the American followed by a 

thoughtful pause. He reached for his laptop. 
'Can you give me a little time?' 
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'As much as you need Damon' 
'Thanks. Well, let's go through what we know. I 

assume you put most of this stuff together, so 
nothing will be new to you. However, when I leave 
this room next, I will need a direction to go in. If I 
don't find one tonight, then I'm back on the Falcon 
tomorrow morning' 

'I see where you're coming from' said Schaefer. 
'You are an experienced professional and would 

not be in the position you are unless you proved to 
be good at what you do. So, individually we might 
miss something, but together we may find a 
weakness in this near perfect creature we all call the 
Yegg man. However Louis, we both understand no 
one is truly perfect and right here ... right now, we 
need to prove the Yegg man isn't either' 

Louis Schaefer smiled. 
'Let's go!' 
Damon Kendrick opened up his laptop and 

began to scroll through some image files. Top 
security expert Louis Schaefer sat by his side. 
Damon turned to him. 

'Where do you think the weakness is in all this 
Louis?' 

The Frenchman thought for a moment or two. 
'Probably the space between above ground, at 

Bond Street underground station, and the electrical 
room where he broke through to the vault' 

'But one question hanging in the air is how did 
he find out about the tunnel veering off course?' 
questioned Damon.  

'We need to leave aside his ability to call upon 
extraordinary intelligence about the tunnel and 
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many other things. That needs to be packaged with 
other intelligence matters and viewed separately' 

'Of course, you are right Louis. He must have 
been in and out of the construction site many times 
transporting and moving items needed to carry out 
his break-in to the vault' 

'If he may be going to slip-up the likelihood 
would be on one, or more than one, of his walks 
from the site entrance to the electrical room. What 
is the distance ... a mile and a half?' 

'Yes, ... seems about right' 
'OK Louis. Let's concentrate on all the CCTV 

footage from the Cross Rail contractor. I've seen a 
map somewhere showing where all the cameras are 
placed. Did you bring your laptop with you?' 

'In the car. The driver will bring it up' 
'Right then, you start from one end and I'll start 

from the other' 
This might turn out to be a late night. 
 

****** 
 

Peter Ryan Willis, the Yegg man sat in his 
acceptably comfortable rented campervan sipping at 
his third cup of tea. He needed to remain calm. The 
phone call to his client revealed some difficulty in 
collecting together all of the money; all of the 
twenty-five million dollars, in one place long 
enough to place into the hands of Europe's finest 
safe cracker and art thief. 

'My business is fluid and no matter how much 
people say I'm worth, putting together twenty-five 
million in cash takes some organizing!' 
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That appeared to be the excuse from his Atlanta 
based client. Willis thought this to be an annoying 
complication and one he did not need. Zaymar and 
the group they connected to might well go to the 
wall if the paintings could not be recovered, and 
recovered in good condition. All of this meant they 
would be serious in making attempts to recover 
them. 

No doubt Damon Kendrick would appear on the 
scene at some stage, a fellow American and best art-
thief catcher of modern times. Willis understood an 
opportunity existed to hand the works back for a 
fee, and he may even get a major part of his twenty-
five million, but he did not trade in such deceitful 
business and everyone knew this to be the case. His 
pride would simply not let him. If his client would 
not pay, he knew of others. 

Whatever he planned to do next, he needed to 
bury Alan Davies once and for all. The prosthetics 
would be binned along with the PPE, sliced-up site 
security tag and finally the beard hair. Everything 
would be collected and bagged.  

Later that evening he would find a commercial 
dumpster outside a store somewhere in North 
London, a temporary resting place for the remains 
of Alan Robert Davies, now deceased and ready to 
be buried under many tons of London rubbish 
somewhere in the county of Kent! 

Willis, now free of the mantle of engineer Mr. 
Davies, required a new identity. He rummaged 
through his suitcase and pulled out a passport in the 
name of Christian Patterson, American citizen. He 
owned all the documents to back up the identity 



The Billion Dollar Double Cross - Quentin Cope 

43 
 

including a birth certificate, a US address in 
California and a driving license. 

However, although this might not be his real 
name, or his real identity, the backup documentation 
was strong and he used the passport mainly for 
travel in and out of the United States. He would 
send the paintings ahead of him by courier. 

They would be identified on the customs 
declaration as 'stage' copies of the items they 
actually were and for use in an artistic production. 
Would he get away with the deception? Of course 
he would. How would it be possible to own real life 
mega-valuable paintings that did not exist? 
Carefully wrapped and protected from transit 
damage and insured for one hundred dollars, the 
package would be shipped the next day to his Los 
Angeles address and he would follow only a few 
hours later. 

Afterward, a job needed to be done in Atlanta! 
 

****** 
 

The two bed apartment, registered to a Mr. 
Christian Patterson, took up one quarter of the space 
on the twelfth floor in the 'Sea View' apartment 
block located next to the Royal Towers on South 
Catalina Avenue. 

Willis spent a month or two at the Towers each 
year. This was not his prime home. He regarded that 
to be his New York penthouse apartment at the 
Astoria Star on Vernon Boulevard. The apartment 
may best be described as a spacious four bed 
property with extensive rooftop gardens and views 
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to the East River, also boasting its own private 
elevator, staff apartment, pool and underground 
parking. 

In fact, he not only owned the apartment, he 
owned the whole damn building, but not in the 
name of Christian Patterson. 

It turned late evening before being able to turn 
the key to apartment 1204. He dumped his two 
travel bags on the couch and slid open the full 
height glass doors leading to a spacious balcony. 
The noise of the sea and smell of the salt air became 
immediately invigorating.  

He leaned against the balcony railing looking 
out over the Pacific, the tension of the past weeks 
dropping from him like an itching, overweight 
mantle. A double measure malt whiskey over ice 
would finish the rejuvenation process as he sank 
back into an arm chair, fighting the urge to close his 
eyes. No time for sleep right now! 

He reached for his cell phone to search for 
flights to Atlanta. A contract would need to be 
settled with someone there. The Yegg man only 
found himself needing to resort to violence once 
before in his career as an art recovery specialist.  

However, he was not unused to witnessing 
violence or inflicting pain. Contracting to a 
powerful Taliban leader in Afghanistan as an 
explosives specialist, a mercenary and gun for hire 
in 1996, he returned to the US before the Americans 
invaded in 2001. 

Now his client in Atlanta would be given one 
last opportunity to find twenty five million dollars 
and transfer all of it to the various bank accounts as 
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instructed. Willis would fly to Atlanta and see if it 
might be safe enough to confront him. Whatever 
might be about to happen, either he would come 
away with his money or reluctant ownership of the 
three most valuable paintings in the world. 

The name of this nauseatingly rich International 
property tycoon was Levi Goldman. He always 
remained a shadowy figure and despised the media. 
He kept a low profile, found himself constantly on 
the move, in and out of the country, and held a tight 
security ring around him.  

It would not be easy getting in front of such a 
man, but Willis would not be discouraged in any 
way whatsoever. When the expected courier 
delivery arrived and he had surety the paintings 
were now in his possession, he would travel to 
Atlanta ... and confront the man! 

With some flight times over the next few days 
scribbled on a piece of paper, Peter Willis now 
required some sleep, his mind cleared and his aim 
settled. Mr. Goldman would not like what might be 
coming his way! 

 
****** 

 
Johnny Childs, the building supervisor, knocked on 
the door to apartment 1204 and handed over a 
substantial bundle delivered only minutes 
previously by courier. He and the tenant of this 
particular residence regularly played a game of 
chess together when Christian arrived back in town. 

Today would be no exception. Some two hours 
later and Johnny had dropped three games. The two 
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men both served in the military and this had turned 
out to be the common bond between them. Johnny 
would be relied upon to do certain things if 
required, without too many questions.  

He also became the eyes and ears of the person 
he understood to be Christian Patterson whilst away 
from L.A. He never questioned how his chess 
playing partner earned his money, maintained his 
lifestyle or did whatever he did whilst away from 
LA. It had always been the unspoken rule between 
them. 

 
****** 

 
Over the following eight days Willis traveled down 
to Atlanta, across to Dallas and up to St. Louis 
before returning to Atlanta and then back to LA.  

He had connections in each of those places. In 
Atlanta he confirmed his original research on his 
errant client Levi Goldman. He had a reputation as 
an art collector of some notoriety. His forty eight 
million dollar mansion on Atlanta's Old Plantation 
Road was seemingly filled with legally owned 
artwork, patrolled day and night by a team of 
security guards and protected by state-of-the-art 
electronic security systems.  

But Mr. Goldman owned another less 
praiseworthy side to his passion for works of art; 
illegal works of art mostly stolen and held 
unlawfully. He nurtured a particular enthusiasm for 
paintings forcibly taken from their European Jewish 
owners in the late 1930's and early 1940's. 
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At best Levi Goldman might be considered a 
rather dishonest man and at worst he would be 
correctly described as an out and out criminal. 
However, Peter Willis came across many like him 
before. Mixing with such undesirables came with 
the territory.  

However, Peter also had security in mind when 
communicating with clients. He always spoke with 
them in 'Avtar' form over the dark web and once 
they pressed the 'Enter' key on their computer 
keyboard to connect, Peter Willis had them locked 
into a micro-app. This meant he gained the ability to 
search his client's private data and go with them 
everywhere their laptop went. 

Technology had always presented itself as a 
useful tool in Willis' life and he used it to gain the 
best advantage. The particular app, infecting his 
client's computers and laptops, had never been 
discovered by its victims and so far proven to be 
watertight.  

The person who wrote the code earned himself 
one hundred thousand dollars and Peter Willis 
regarded it as the best investment he ever made. 

From his regular data raids on Goldman, Willis 
captured all the security codes for his thirty two 
roomed Atlanta mansion; a lot of detail on 
movements of money between banks and most 
interesting of all, the location of a warehouse 
downtown in Jefferson Street. This had been 
confirmed by other sources as the place he housed a 
collection of exceptional vintage cars and all his 
illegally held paintings. 
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He rarely saw them from one year to the next; he 
simply wanted the satisfaction of knowing he could 
afford to own them. This particular aberration 
appeared common amongst men ... and women, 
who possessed so much money ... they simply did 
not know what to do with it!  

Willis labeled them the 'disgustingly rich' rather 
than the 'pleasantly rich'. Owning things that others 
might not may well be described as a suitable 
massage for a rich man's inflated ego. In many cases 
it had become an obsession that even for them, 
would become hard to finance. This had to be the 
unfortunate case with Levi Goldman. 

 
****** 

 
His first trip to Atlanta was simply intelligence 
gathering. The visit to Dallas was to meet with his 
explosives supplier and on to St Louis for the 
necessary web managed electronic devices and 
applications. When he arrived back in Atlanta he 
felt completely prepared. He had a plan; he owned 
the tools to carry out the plan and he now saw the 
opportunity. 

The plan: simple. The target: the warehouse on 
Jefferson Street. The reason ... security 
complacency and poor management of a facility 
housing millions upon millions of dollars of works 
of art, some hanging on a wall and some resting on 
four wheels. This is where it would hurt Levi 
Goldman the most if he did not come up with the 
necessary twenty five million. 
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The warehouse appeared inhabited during the 
working day by a couple of cleaners and a 
mechanic. Security of the building had been 
contracted to a small local company providing two 
officers during the day on twelve hour shifts and 
two during the night, again on twelve hour shifts. 

The security staff received poor training, carried 
a certain amount of attitude to match the uniform 
and spent most of their time watching TV in the 
small security office located in one corner of the 
single story building. 

Regular patrols around the site took place and 
undertaken by one of the staff every hour tagged on 
a computer security system connected to cameras all 
around the building. 

In today's modern world, it may pass muster as 
‘only being enough' but the technology was old and 
out of date and 'freezing' the cameras with a little bit 
of electronic trickery would be easy for someone 
like the Yegg man. 

Attaching the eight incendiary explosive packs 
to the outside of the building, hidden beneath the 
eaves, would also not be difficult. He remained 
quite confident they would not be discovered as the 
individual security staff he'd been monitoring on 
their rounds never looked up once! 

Peter Willis, the Yegg man felt satisfied with his 
work installing the web controlled detonators to 
each explosives pack. The detonators had been 
connected to a cheap cell phone circuit and 'sim' 
card providing internet access. All the detonators 
had been synchronized via a piece of simple 
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software to ensure they did not activate 
accidentally. Job done! 

 
****** 

 
Twelve days passed since the Yegg man received 
the news his fee for the recovery of the London 
artworks had some kind of problem attached to it. 
He tracked Mr. Goldman over those days through 
the movements of his personal laptop. Willis 
confirmed he would now be home in Atlanta having 
recently finished dinner with his family. 

It took three attempts to make a connection with 
Goldman. He sounded in a tetchy mood. 

'What do you want?' he offered seeing the 
Avatar of a young man on the screen. 

'I'm looking for some money from you and you 
haven't been in contact ... as you promised!' 

Goldman took on an agitated appearance, his 
face distorted by the wide angle lens on his laptop. 
He leaned forward spitting out the words; 

'Ten million ... I can put my hands on it right 
now and you can as well ... if you wish ... but you 
will only get my money when I see the paintings. 
This is my offer ... my final offer. Is what I'm telling 
you clear ... is it damn well clear?' 

'What you are now offering is not what we 
agreed. This is also not the way I work. Everyone in 
this business knows my reputation for reliability. I 
possess the necessary artworks, inspected and in 
good condition. You and I are in a contract together 
and if you break the conditions of this contract there 
will be consequences!' 
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The words, and their delivery, might best be 
described as chilling, emotionless and detached. 
The conversation paused. Goldman's breathing 
became labored with sweat forming on a suntanned 
brow. 

'Are you threatening me whoever you damn well 
are, hiding behind your stupid cartoon face?' 
Goldman retorted in a sneering reply. 

'If I wanted to put my mind to it ... I would find 
out who you are in the blink of an eye. I have 
money Mr. Yegg man ... lots of it, and MONEY 
TALKS ... did you not know that? The reason we 
are having this damn conversation is because I 
HAVE IT ... AND YOU DAMN WELL DON'T!’ 

Saliva now formed on Goldman's lips as the 
words came tumbling out, his trembling, enraged 
face filling the screen. 

'So, I must take it you will not be paying me 
what you owe me ... something I find Mr. Goldman 
... to be a shame ... a damn shame' 

Peter Willis hit a combination of two keys on his 
laptop and a small pop-up screen appeared. It 
showed three lights, all colored red. He pulled a 
small black box with one single thumb sized button 
on the top and a short cable protruding from the 
side. He plugged the cable into a spare USB port on 
his laptop. The three lights flashed for three 
seconds. The connection was now made. He pressed 
the button once and one light on the screen went 
out. 

'One last chance Mr. Goldman! Will you agree 
to transfer twenty five million dollars to my notified 
bank accounts before close of business today?' 
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The words, delivered calmly held an 
unmistakable authority; a thumb hovering over the 
button. 

'Now you are completely pissing me off. I told 
you my terms to relieve you of the paintings, the 
ones YOU stole and now can't get rid of. If you piss 
me off any more, I will come and find you and take 
the damn paintings from you. And if you're lucky I 
may possibly leave you with your damn life. DO 
YOU UNDERSTAND?' 

'I most certainly do Levi. What a shame, and a 
shame on two levels. Firstly, I know you are lying 
to me about the money. There is more than the 
required amount spread across three accounts, both 
here in the US and in Canada. 

Secondly, you are about to give up so much for 
absolutely so little in return ... and all because of 
your indescribable greed' 

The reddened face staring back at him had 
frozen. Wheels turned. Perhaps he may be 
wondering how this rather expensive thief could 
know about the money and the bank accounts. He 
would still be trying to figure it out when the next 
shock came. 

'If you turn around from your desk and walk to 
the sliding glass doors opening out to a balcony, I 
want to show you something. Oh. And please take 
your laptop with you!' 

Now the speechless face had even less to say as 
the brain attempted to compute how the Yegg man 
appeared to know where he was sitting and what 
might be behind him. 
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Now he began to sweat in buckets; his hands so 
damp, as he stood, the laptop nearly slipped from 
them. 

Levi Goldman stood on the balcony attached to 
his home office holding the glowing laptop. The 
voice came at him, now sounding a little more 
distant and maybe a tad more impatient. 

'No regrets Levi? Do you actually want this to 
happen?' 

'Want what to happen asshole ... what the hell 
are you rambling on about?' 

'This is what I'm rambling about Goldman. Look 
to your left, to the South' 

Peter Willis pressed the button for the second 
time. The second light went out and the word 
'ARMED' appeared on the screen. With a sigh of 
disappointment, he pressed the button for the third 
and final time. The third light went out and the 
numbers one to eight flashed up confirming all eight 
circuits to now be irretrievably closed. 

For Goldman, the flash came first and then the 
muted noise of the explosion. The event didn't seem 
all that spectacular from Goldman's balcony; it was 
a long way away. He hadn't quite put it all together 
yet, the bit about the bank accounts, then knowing 
his location and now a possible explosion of some 
sort ... coming from the South. 

More words erupted from the now shaking 
laptop; remote sounding words as he stared into the 
distance to the South ... in the direction of Jefferson 
Street. 

'Goodbye Mr. Goldman. It has NOT been a 
pleasure trying to do business with you ... and by 
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the way, whilst you stood there ... and we have been 
talking ... the complete memory on your laptop has 
been wiped and is unrecoverable!' 

With those final uncomfortable words, the 
laptop Goldman held in shaking hands shutdown. 
He dropped it … the realization finally hitting him. 

The flash, the noise and the ever brightening 
glow in the distance was a sign his life work of 
collecting irreplaceable, priceless works of art and 
motor vehicles had come to an end. At that 
particular point, his tearful wife came running out 
onto the balcony. 

'There's a call for you Levi ... and I think you 
had better damn well answer it!' 
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