Chapter 15 

The Russian Embassy 


Inspector Guy de Migraine, now into his 8th shot-glass of vodka, had been entertaining his hosts at the reception in the  Russian Embassy by  a vivid re-enactment of his hair-raising  encounter with Mad Vladimir of the club foot while on assignment in Novisibirsk in the 60's. Viktor thought that Vladimir might still be alive. In the relaxed and forgiving atmosphere of Glasnost, he might even be persuaded to come out of his coma.


"Long live the Soviet Union!" Migraine lifted yet another glass of  vodka,  " They understand job security over there! "


" Long live France!" countered the Russian ambassador, "Your Communist Party is worse than ours!"


"Long live the KGB ! " Migraine roared, " It does most of our work for us!"


Viktor chimed in : "Long live the DST! Long live all secret police!"


Pavel Lukash had just walked into the Embassy. He quickly hurried over to Migraine and passed him the bag of Sergei's remnants. With all the toasts being offered for this and that, he  could not refrain from crying out:


" Long live Czechoslovakia!"


A chilly silence blanketed the lobby. The ambassador sighed and apologized:


" I keep forgetting the names of the ones we've let go. I had you mixed up with Estonia."


Migraine yelled:


"Long live the free market economy!"


" Long live the free market economy!" retorted Andrei Nyetyev, another diplomatic functionary, " We get our salaries in any case."


Thoroughly carried away by the spirit of levity,  Migraine auctioned off the bag of fragments of Sergei's skull in exchange for a bottle of vodka, two tickets to the Bolshoi Ballet, and honorary membership in the Order of the Volga Boatmen.


And it was on that same night that Jan van Klamperen, working all alone in the plastic bubble at the top of the Blue Mill, sat poised on the edge of an epoch-making discovery in high-energy physics.

