Chapter 8

The van Klamperen Gambit


  By 2 o'clock on the  Wednesday afternoon of the meeting at La Belle Noisette,  van Klamperen had decided that further argument with Low Bing was useless. Still smarting from the humiliation of being told that he was expected to become a paprika smuggler, thereby traitor to his own country,   he was the last to leave. 


His heart, ( like a cauldron of rustic stew over a roaring flame,  into which yet another suckling pig had been thrown, alive and thrashing, (dying horribly yet forever unrepentant towards all other pigs of its acquaintance,  ( particularly those who clutch at any excuse for remaining fat))) ,  bubbled over with schemes of vengeance.


He walked around the corner to a rented car. Driving west as far as the Boulevard Sebastopol, he crossed over the Seine to the Boulevard St. Michel, then onto the Boulevard St. Germain, up the rue de l'Odéon and onto the rue de Vaugirard. He continued along this crabbed, narrow and somewhat dirty street, filled with many important government agencies, the length of its trajectory to the rue de Sèvres, where he turned off to the entranceway of the Hôpital Laennec  . For the next hour he visited the Radiology Clinic. 


He left the Hôpital Laennec   at 4  with a pile of paperwork . From there he drove to the CNRS ( Centre Nationale de la Récherche Scientifique   , France's National Science Foundation ) on the Quai d'Orsay where he picked some up more forms. At around 6 he went to St. Germain des Prés   and found himself a table at the Café Flore  . There, on a glassed-in terrace, surrounded by the rich young fools of the Parisian braindead jet-set, the jeunesse d'orée  ,  he passed two hours filling them out. It was already dark when he left the café to drive back to his room in the  Hotel des Belges   in the neighborhood of the Gare du Nord  . After cleaning up he walked  to a nearby cinema to attend a showing of  the film  La Grande Bleue   
  . 


From 8 AM the following morning until he finally caught the train to Eindhoven via Brussels at 19:43 , van Klamperen was on the move, practically without pause. Before noon he'd managed to once more visit  the Science Faculties at Place Jussieu,  the physics labs of the Ecole Normale Supérièure   on the rue d'Ulm, the Hôpital Laennec  ,  and the CNRS  . That afternoon he made the long journey out to the suburbs, the city of scientists  in Orsay-Ville, 20 kilometers south of Paris .


Over the course of  these visits van Klamperen  assembled a collection of  ultra- high tech electronic equipment which he packed into 3 oversized trunks. Everything he leased  was  connected in some way with high energy elementary particle research, and most of were  classified Top Secret.

 
Only recently had he acquired the prominence in scientific circles that enabled him to receive the clearances needed for requisitioning such specialized and costly equipment. Only 12 persons in research institutes spread over 5 continents understood the arcane details of his discoveries. For the unwashed public he was known as the discoverer of an new, exceedingly exotic elementary particle:  the   klamp   . The story of its discovery, its nature, and its unusual mix of properties will be described in an appropriate place. 


van Klamperen returned to Paris, checked his trunks into the baggage room of the Gare du Nord , returned the car to the rental agency and went out to dinner. At 7:30 he boarded the night train to Brussels. Owing to an unanticipated half-hour delay in transit he missed his connection to Eindhoven and didn't arrive home until 1 AM.  Exiting the Eindhoven station he walked quickly to his van parked in the station's parking lot. The van was backed up to the baggage docks where a porter helped him load on the four trunks. Then he drove directly to the Blue Mill.


Alas! He was already there and had actually  gotten out of the car,  when he realized that he'd forgotten to bring with him the copy of Alice in Wonderland he  needed to open the doors. Cursing volubly, he backed the van out of the driveway and went home. His annoyance was by no means diminished by the fact that his password paragraph for this evening had been carefully chosen: "Beautiful Soup", a poem he'd memorized as a schoolboy in English class. Because an error in a single letter was enough to keep the program from responding, he was unable to trust to his memory which, furthermore, given his intense preoccupation with advanced research, was not all that good anymore. 


Everyone was asleep. van Klamperen strode into his bedroom , retrieved the book on the shelf above his wife's slumbering form and hurried back to his car. 20 minutes later he was back at the Mill.  The job of unloading the trunks and storing them in the basement  occupied him for another hour. At around 4 AM he finished up and began  the journey home.


van Klamperen and his family occupied the entire fourth floor of a  condominium in the chic district of Eindhoven inhabited largely by Phillips Corporation executives.  The doorman had gone home for the night and the lobby was deserted . van Klamperen let himself in with his key and took the lift to the corridor outside his flat. Here he removed his shoes to avoid disturbing the others, and  tiptoed  through the vestibule into the living-room.


He need not have concerned himself: all the lights  were  on. In the center of the living-room, ( furnished in the most outlandish late Victorian  bad taste  ) , he saw his wife,  sitting on the  couch. She was  stroking the fur of their frightened tabby-cat and her face was streaked with tears like the  tracks on the plates of a Wilson cloud chamber. 


She was not alone. Directly across from her in a large upholstered  chair sat  Willem van Claes, captain of the Eindhoven police department, A sour-faced individual, he was occupied in ostentatiously filling up a stenographic tablet with notes. van Klamperen had picked up a few Taiwanese expressions through his collaboration with the Eiffel Tower Gang. Under his breath he  muttered something like "May the way of the Dao give you the mange!   " He quickly recovered his composure. Striding over to his wife he slopped a wet kiss on her forehead.


The situation had a very simple explanation:  Around 2 o'clock Katje , his wife, had been awakened by his movements in the bedroom.  When she sat up and saw he wasn't in the apartment she became frightened and  called the police. As he listened to her, van  Klamperen's imagination was working

 overtime. When she'd finished he related the following story: he'd lingered over dinner with a Parisian colleague and gotten  drunk. When he got home he'd gone into the bedroom but suddenly became  very sick. That was why he'd turned around and gone back to his car. For the last two hours he'd been driving about with  all the windows open. Now he felt better.  

 
Claes wrote up his story into a report, then asked him to read and sign it. Of course he was glad, he said,  to learn that there had been no real emergency. What the good professor needed right now was to get to bed. Captain Claes stood up to take his leave.

    
At the front door he paused and turned around again. Either a new idea had struck him; or he’d seen too many "Columbo" re-runs. He remembered that police headquarters had received a call that evening from some French government official. Was he correct in understanding that van Klamperen was bringing  classified military hardware with him from France into Holland?

  
 “Yes officer, you are correct. I’m using it for rather advanced research in cosmic rays. For one month only. Is anything wrong?”

 
“No. Not really. The", he consulted his notes, " C.N.R.S.   ?" he looked at van Klamperen , "What does that mean?"


" Those are the initials for France's  scientific research ministry."


"Yes: it wants you to know that they'll be  sending along another 72 forms  to fill out. There’s no hurry, the package won’t arrive before Tuesday. You can come by the police station and pick it up at any time. Oh, and”, 


van Claes snickered, as cops do when they reserve the worst for last,  


“There’s one more thing. Some of the men were saying they’d appreciate it very much if you’d allow them to come over and inspect this equipment. We don’t suspect you of compromising national security, you understand. Just a  precautionary measure.” 


Notwithstanding a number of suitable choice Taiwanese expressions racing through his mind, van Klamperen replied that his request was more than reasonable. He needed a few days to install the equipment. He could set up an appointment with them on Tuesday when he came by for the package from the CNRS. Captain Claes nodded and took his leave.


Katje went into the kitchen  to make them both some tea. They sat together in the living room for another two hours. They rarely spent this much time together and treasured the occasion. As they chatted, van  Klamperen's mind continued to turn over various possible approaches to these new developments. 


It was Friday morning. Already they could see the sunlight through the clouds.  Classes would have to be canceled. He didn’t have the stamina to put in a full day’s teaching followed by another 48 hour stretch at the Blue Mill. That, unfortunately, could not be canceled. The Gang had to had their shipment on time. If he wanted to divert suspicion from himself he would have to comply.


As for the police, he could read them like a book. While  ruminating on their predictable antics he found himself softly reciting to himself  some lines from the Lobster Quadrille:



“Will you walk a little faster?” said a whiting to a snail,



“There’s a porpoise close behind me, and he’s treading on 

my tail.



See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance!”


“ Yes, indeed!” he smirked, “ They are the lobsters and the turtles – and – well – I will be the porpoise – and they will join the dance! Aha!!”


On Saturday morning, van Klamperen deviated from his accustomed routine, taking his Saab automobile  instead of the  bicycle. It was still dark on this early March morning, yet not too dark for him to fail to notice the car parked at the corner or its two plainclothes detectives behind the windshield. This was nothing less than what he  had expected.


As soon as he started up the van he heard, as an echo, the sound of their motor revving up. As a taxpayer and respected professor, he could not help but feel a certain righteous indignation that a portion of his hard-earned salary was being diverted to the support of such incompetent boobs. Why not blow a siren to let him know they were following him?


Keeping their  drab Volkswagen  in focus through his rear-view mirror he drove through the city and onto the highway at a moderate speed. Twice he stopped to give them time to catch up with him. In consequence both cars  arrived more or less together at the Blue Mill at around 5:30 . 


Every stage in the complex ritual of opening the door to the Mill was executed with a deliberate and somewhat irritating slowness.  van Klamperen chuckled with grim delight as he pictured the frustration level  in the nerves of his guardians building up to the boiling point. Finally the sixth key was inserted and he entered the Mill, closing  then bolting the door behind him.


The cops sat and waited for him to come out until noon. When they returned to headquarters they recommended further surveillance. Their curiosity had been piqued by the weird plastic bubble on top of the building. It was their opinion that the real goods were stashed there: the ray guns, plastique bombs, grenades, false passports, skin diving gear and so on.


That afternoon a police helicopter flew out to the Mill. For two hours it hovered vertically above the observatory. A crane was used to lower an agent manipulating a video camera onto the roof. For upwards of an hour, he was swiveled about the turret , taking pictures of everything in sight.  It was, needless to say, yet another scandalous waste of taxpayer’s money. Van Klamperen would be spending all of this weekend in the basement. The following Monday, when  he exited from the door of the Blue Mill in the pre-dawn to load up his boxes of salt shakers, the cops were  nowhere to be seen.

�A film that must appear fascinating to any scientist who has known 


 those psychedelic states experienced by those brave souls who venture 


to  penetrate the Unknown. 





