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Max was patient, he had to be. Nothing in this world moved quickly,
however much he wished that it would. He'd learnt to wait.

Max knew his contact would meet him under the bridge, sometime
before midnight.

The cry of a seagull, the splash of an oar cutting through the river, broke
the silence. Max watched a boat drift serenely into the shore beside
him.

A casual nod from the oarsman was all Max needed. Nonchalantly, he
stepped on board. No words were exchanged. As the boat edged away,
Max wrapped his coat tighter.

Silently, they disappeared into the mist.




