Chapter 24

The Hotel du Nord


Demoralizing rain in thick sheets swept the  east bank of the Canal St. Martin on the morning  of November 12, 1988.  Pitch-black clouds roiled in all the nooks and crevices of its cobweb of cobblestoned street corners . In this district,  where residences worth a prince's random stand in full view of grim hovels on the other side of the quais,  the bleak stew of mist, drizzle and gloom that one finds everywhere in the world's most glamorous city at this time of year, concentrates with a fierce intensity. 
 


For over an hour  two KGB lieutenants had been seated at the tiny lunch counter of the Love Burger   restaurant, ( a derivative imitation of an American fast-food concession ) ,  on the rue de la Grange aux Belles  . 
 Now a fleet of 6  black Renault vans, each holding around a dozen agents, pulled up  beside the restaurant and disembarked their crews. The two lieutenants walked out to confer with the drivers before putting themselves at  the head of a squadron of helmeted and armed men in black trench coats, that surged  its menace through the grim downpour towards the  intersection of the Quai des Jemmapes  . Taking up the rear, solemn as a funeral cortege, it was followed by the 6 Renault vans. 


As they rounded the corner to  go north to the rue Bichat they encountered a barricade. Furniture and props from the 40's,  left over from Marcel Carné 's production of the film 'Hotel du Nord  ', had been piled up to straddle the street between the sidewalk and the Pont Tournant  , the  bridge over the Canal. 


Crouched on the other side were officers of the DST and the DSGE, who, upon seeing them,  immediately opened fire. It was a desperate gamble, an attempt to gain precious minutes while the Gendarmerie  tried to  tears off  locks, chains and clap-boards around the front doors of the hotel  to storm the building. 


The KGB ran for cover behind their fleet of vans. Casualties mounted on both sides. Pavel Lukash was among the first to fall, mortally wounded on the second volley. In his lifelong battle with the Russian oppressor he'd lost the final skirmish . 


From the upper story windows of the abandoned hotel a rain of glass exploded over the heads of the police, as members of the Eiffel Tower Gang poured down the contents of large vats of boiling oil. 


In this desperate situation a reshuffling of alliances was dictated. The French Secret Services  and the KGB quickly called a truce so that they could join forces  to overpower the gang and take possession of the building. Within an hour it was theirs. A handful of the members of the Eiffel Tower Gang were captured.  The majority managed to escape through  side exits and the basement.


Once the fighting was over French and Russian police representatives  went to a cafe  across the street for some pressing negotiations. The owner and customers having fled so  they helped themselves to whatever they want to eat. 


The Russians agreed to scrap their plans to  sabotage the up-coming Bi-Centennial celebrations. In exchange they were allowed to confiscate  the 2000 barrels of ersatz MSG found on the premises. Shipped to  Russia they were used to tenderize meat in Moscow's butcher shops through the month of December, thereby advancing history another few inches down the road to Glasnost. 


Now both of the arms of the Eiffel Tower Gang had been broken off at the elbows.

� Imagine the infected matter in an abscessed tooth,  as it might appear on X-ray plates, made in wartime by a dentist stoned on ether. 





