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People in the story
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Kate Jensen: a news reporter on the Daily Echo in London

Rick: Kate’s friend, also a news reporter

Dave Balzano: the editor of the Daily Echo

Elly van Praage: a policewoman in the Amsterdam police and
Kate’s friend

Max Carson: Kate’s friend and ex-boss

Tom Carson: Max’s brother, owner of Rotterdam City Football
Club

Martijn Christiaans: a Dutch businessman

Jos van Essen: a retired footballer

Raiil Sanchez: goalkeeper at Rotterdam City Football Club

Joop de Vries: an inspector in the Amsterdam police

Bert: a criminal
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Before reading

ERP e

1. Look at the map of Amsterdam and Holland on page 7. How
much do you know about the city and country?
2. Match the chapter titles with the sentences from each chapter.
Chapter 1 Atthepub
Chapter 2 The past
Chapter 3 Amsterdam spring
Chapter 4 Talk with a striker
Chapter 5 Dinner at Sluizer’s
a) It was a fine spring day; the sky was blue with little white
clouds here and there. ‘
b) Max looked at his watch and finished his beer quickly.
c¢) I remembered that I’d recently read in the newspaper that
he’d retired from football.
d) We sat down and ordered steaks and a bottle of Bordeaux.
e) ‘I was really young and really stupid, I guess. I wanted to
write a big story.’
3. If you have the recording, listen to Chapter 1.



Chapter 1 Atthe pub

“You need a holiday, Kate,” said Max Carson. It was
early evening and we were having a beer in the Queen’s
Head. ‘A break from London,’ he added.

‘Oh sure, Max.” I smiled. ‘Go and tell Balzano. I’'m
sure he’ll agree with you!’

Dave Balzano was an excellent newspaper editor, but
he was often angry with his reporters. In fact, he was
famous for his bad temper. The thought of Balzano giving
me a holiday because I needed one was funny. I said this
to Max.

‘So Dave hasn’t changed, then?’ asked Max, laughing.
Max knew Dave — and me — from some years ago when
we all worked on the Manchester Evening News. Max
was the editor and Dave was head of foreign news. Max
gave me my first job. I was just a young reporter then,
trying to make a name for myself. That was before I came
to London.

‘Er ... no,’ I said. ‘He certainly hasn’t.” I smiled and
drank some of my beer. ‘But tell me about you,’ I added.

I hadn’t seen much of Max for a while, mainly
because he lived in Holland now. He had been born there.
His mother was Dutch, his father was English. He came
to England when he was in his early twenties to train
as a journalist and he stayed. But Max retired from the
Evening News five years ago when he was fifty-five, and
returned to Holland.

Chapter 1 At the pub 9



‘I’m fine,” said Max.

‘And the club?’ I asked.

Max’s brother, Tom, was the owner and manager of
Rotterdam City Football Club and the Carson Football
School. When Max left the Manchester Evening News he
had joined his brother, to help him with his business. Max
now had about twenty-five per cent of the shares and a
nice income for his ‘retirement’.

‘It’s OK,’ said Max.

‘Only OK?’ I asked, surprised.

‘Mmm ... yes,’ said Max. I got the feeling that he
didn’t really want to talk about it, so we changed the
subject.

Max didn’t often come to England these days, except
to see friends and to look for new players for Rotterdam
City Football Club. When he did come to London he
would come to the Echo’s offices to see me and we
usually had a beer at the Queen’s Head. It was a typical
central London pub, full of office workers with mobile
phones. It was smoky and noisy at this time in the
evening, but the beer was good.

‘So what’s happening here in London, Kate?” Max
asked.

Max always asked me about my latest story; he
liked to know what was happening. He still loved the
newspaper business. He and Balzano were complete
opposites, and not just because Balzano’s father was
Italian and Max’s mother was Dutch. Balzano was a very
good editor, but you never knew when he was going to
explode. Max, though, was calm and easy to work with —
he was one of the best.

I told him about my last story and the reason I was so
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exhausted.

“You just need a break,” Max said again.

Max was right. I did need a holiday. Life in the city
had been really tough for the past few months. I had had
some difficult murder stories, the usual zero information
from the London police and Balzano pushing me as
usual. I was beginning to feel tired and the idea of getting
away from London was a very attractive one.

“You like Holland, don’t you?’ asked Max suddenly.

[ laughed. ‘Well, yes, but ...’ I'd been to Amsterdam
once, chasing a story, and I’d loved it.

*And you know something about sport,” he added.

‘Well, I know about karate and a bit about boxing,’ I
said. ‘I don’t know that much about other sports.” I had
trained in karate for ten years and my father had been a
boxer when he was young.

I looked at Max, waiting for the rest.

‘Listen,” he said, ‘why 'don’t you come and write a
story about our club in Holland?’

Rotterdam City Football Club was one of the top
clubs in Europe now. Many of the young men who had
been trained at the school — the Carson Football School —
played for Rotterdam City. The club took kids who could
play football off the streets and trained them to be the
best. Football schools like theirs were one reason why
Holland had so many great footballers. It was perfect: the
school and the club.

Max had always been crazy about football. When
he was editor of the Evening News he spent all his free
time watching football matches. He even took me to see
Manchester United once. He was one of those guys who
knew the name of every footballer in Europe.

Chapter1 Atthepub 11



‘What me?’ I laughed. ‘A sports reporter? You know
me, Max, I only write about crime.’

Max smiled. ‘I know, Kate, and you’re great. But it
would be a holiday for you!”

Max looked at his watch and finished his beer quickly.
He had arranged to have dinner with a friend that evening
and he had to leave immediately. He was already late. He
got up, promising that he would ring me in a few days.

But Max never rang. In fact, I never saw him again.
Two days later, he was found lying dead in an Amsterdam
street with twenty knife wounds in his body.
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Chaptev Z  The past

‘Why did it happen, Rick?’ I asked my colleague over
and over again. ‘It makes no sense. No sense at all!’

Rick and I were both news reporters on the Daily
Echo. Our desks sat side by side. We worked together
every day and at times like this Rick was the person I
usually talked to. We’d heard the news of Max’s death
from the police in London.

‘It was probably just a mugger, Kate, trying to get
Max’s money,’ said Rick gently.

‘What, in Amsterdam?’ I said.

Amsterdam is one of the safest cities in the world. Soft
drugs and sex, yes, but not much crime at all, certainly
not violent crime. I had got to know the city quite well
about two years before during a story about a British guy
who was selling stolen paintings there. At that time I’d
made a friend in the Dutch police.

Max had been found by the police in an area of
Amsterdam called de Pijp in the early hours of the
morning. I knew the Dutch police thought it was a
mugging that had gone wrong — a drunk or a drug addict
who tried to steal Max’s money. It looked as if Max had
fought back, but unfortunately the guy had a knife and
had gone crazy.

‘But what was Max doing walking around in the
middle of the night?’ I asked. ‘And in Amsterdam — he
didn’t live in Amsterdam.’
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Rick turned away from his computer screen and
looked me straight in the eyes.

‘Well, you know, Kate ... men in Amsterdam ..."” he
started. He didn’t have to continue.

Amsterdam is the sex capital of Europe; everyone
knows that. But I couldn’t imagine Max visiting the
famous red-light district of Amsterdam. I didn’t know
why exactly, but somehow it just wasn’t like him. Not the
Max I knew.

‘Max?’ I said. ‘I don’t think so.’

I had to admit that Rick was right, though. Max
could have been there for any reason. After all, he lived
in Holland. And why should Max tell me what he was
planning to do? It wasn’t as if we saw each other that
often. I wondered now if I had really known him at all.

I thought for a moment and then said, ‘You know,
Rick, there’s something I’ve never told you about Max.’

‘What'’s that?’ asked Rick.

‘He saved my life,’ I said.

‘Saved your life?’ repeated Rick, turning round to give
me his full attention.

‘Yes,” I said. “When [ first started as a reporter on the
Manchester Evening News they asked me to write stories about
babies and marriages. You know, the usual sort of thing ...”

Rick smiled and nodded. He knew exactly what I
meant. His first job had been in a small town in Scotland
where he spent two years writing about sheep stealing.

‘But I really wanted to write about crime,’ I continued.
‘You know ... I was really young and really stupid, I
guess. I wanted to write a big story — the biggest. I was
hoping to make a name for myself by catching a really
big fish.’
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‘Well, that’s natural,’ said Rick.

“Yeah, the problem was that the big fish was Johnny
McGraw, one of Manchester’s most dangerous criminals.
He was really bad news, the kind of guy who would put
people in the river with weights tied around their feet.’

‘So what happened?” asked Rick.

‘Max gave me this easy story, a break-in at a house
in the centre of Manchester. The guy who lived in the
house had tried to stop the gang from stealing his things.
There was a fight and the man died of his wounds, so it
became a murder. There were witnesses, people who saw
it happen, but nobody could make them talk about it. Not
even the police.’

I took a drink of my coffee. ‘Anyway,’ I continued, ‘the
guys were part of Johnny McGraw’s gang and McGraw
would kill anyone who talked.’

‘And you tried to get them to talk?’ asked Rick.

“You guessed it,” I said. ‘It was my chance to get a
really big story! But Johnny McGraw knew that it would
lead back to him. He put a contract on my head for
£25,000. If anyone killed me, McGraw would give them
that amount of money.’

‘So then what happened?’ asked Rick, his eyes wide.

‘Well, you can imagine that a lot of people were trying
to kill me. I had to have police protection for a while,” I
said. ‘My own policemen twenty-four hours a day. I mean
it was really serious. Then time went by and nothing
happened. After about a month I came out of hiding and
everything seemed fine. But then McGraw’s men caught
me.’

‘But you got free?’ Rick asked.

“Yes, with Max’s help. Max knew where I was going
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that evening. When I disappeared he went out to look
for me. He put his own life in danger for me. Finally, he
came to an arrangement with McGraw and McGraw let
me go,’ I said.

I stopped. I wanted to cry but I couldn’t.

‘Anyway,’ | continued, ‘Max saved my life and I've
never forgotten it.’

‘Wow, Kate ... that’s quite a story,’ said Rick.

‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘I’ve never told you, I guess because |
was just so stupid. I hate to talk about how stupid I was,’
I said.

Rick touched my arm and smiled.

But that was all in the past and now Max was dead.
There were a number of people at the Echo who knew
Max, and they all found his death hard to believe: it was
so sudden and violent. For me the whole thing was worse
because I’d seen him so recently. I knew that I had to go
to Amsterdam, and I knew that if I wanted to go I had to
ask my editor, Dave Balzano.

* * *

‘You want to go where, Jensen?’ shouted Balzano. He
was a fat sweaty man and he never spoke quietly.

‘Amsterdam,’ I said.

‘Why do you want to do that?’ asked Balzano angrily.
‘Max was killed by a drug addict who was trying to get
money!’ Then he stopped for a moment. I could see that
Balzano was sad at Max’s death. After all, Max had been
his editor too.

I looked at Balzano. ‘I want to go, Dave,’ I said
quietly.

Balzano knew Max was special to me. He knew what

167 The Amsterdam Connection



had happened back in Manchester.

‘OK, OK,’ he said finally. “‘Why don’t you take Rick
with you?’

‘No, there’s no need ... really,” I said. [ wasn’t sure
what I would find out, if anything, but I knew I had to
go. And I had to go alone. I caught the first plane I could.
[ was going to Amsterdam as Max had wanted — not to
write about his club, but to find his killer.
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