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PRAISE FOR THE DECEIVER:

“Nothing that Frederick Forsyth has written in the 20 years since his debut, The Day of
the Jackal, is as solidly entertaining as The Deceiver. That’s how good it is.”
—Daily News, New York

“Forsyth’s stalwart tribute to the spies who came in from the cold: four ingenious thriller-
novellas featuring the intrigues of British superagent Sam McCready ... sophisticated,
shrewd, roundly satisfying spy-stuff.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“A master of Cold War suspense, Forsyth here points out a few directions toward which
glasnost and the fall of the Berlin Wall might deflect the genre. ... Flawless espionage
fiction.”

—Publishers Weekly
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The Cold War lasted forty years. For the record, the West won it. But not
without cost. This book is for those who spent so much of their lives in the
shadowed places. Those were the days, my friends.



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

Contents

PrOIOZUE ...ttt ettt st et at e e eeneas 8
Pride And EXtreme PrejudiCe.......ccouieuiiiiiiiiiieiieiiiecieeeee ettt et ens 16
| FINE< ¢ L0 Lo (SRRSO RRPPRI 81
The Price Of The Bride......couuviiiiiiiiiiieeeieeeeeee e e 83
| FIE< ¢ L0 Lo (PSR ERRRRR PP 151
A CASUAILY OF WAL ....oiiiiiiiiciieece ettt ettt steeebeesaaeesbeeseesesaas 153
| FIE< ¢ L0 Lo (S TSR RRPPPP 211
A Little Bit Of SUNSNINE ....cooviiiiiiiiieieeeeeeee e e e 214
2001 (o] o4 | TSP 284
ADOUL the AULNOT ....oveiiiieeeeeeeeee e et e e 287
ADOUL The €-BOO0K ......ciiiiiiiiiiiiece ettt e 288



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

Prologue

In the summer of 1983 the then Chief of the British Secret Intelligence Service
sanctioned the formation, against a certain internal opposition, of a new desk.

The opposition came mainly from the established desks, almost all of which had
territorial fiefdoms spread across the world, for the new desk was designed to have a
wide-ranging jurisdiction that would span traditional frontiers.

The impetus behind the formation came from two sources. One was an ebullient mood
in Westminster and Whitehall, and notably within the ruling Conservative government,
following Britain’s success in the Falklands war of the previous year. Despite the military
success, the episode had left behind one of those messy and occasionally vituperative
arguments over the issue: Why were we so taken by surprise when General Galtieri’s
Argentine forces landed at Port Stanley?

Between departments, the argument festered for over a year, reduced inevitably to
charges and countercharges on the level of we-were-not-warned-yes-you-were. The
Foreign Secretary, Lord Carrington, had felt obliged to resign. Several years later, the
United States would be seized by a similar row following the destruction of the Pan
American flight over Lockerbie, with one agency claiming it had issued a warning and
another claiming it had never received it.

The second impetus was the recent arrival at the seat of power, the General
Secretaryship of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union, of Yuri V. Andropov, who
had for fifteen years been Chairman of the KGB. Favoring his old agency, Andropov’s
reign instituted an upsurge of increasingly aggressive espionage and ‘“active measures”
by the KGB against the West. It was known that Andropov highly favored, among active
measures, the use of disinformation—the spreading of despondency and demoralization
by the use of lies, agents of influence, and character assassination, and by the sowing of
discord among the Allies with planted untruths.

Mrs. Thatcher, then earning her Soviet-awarded title of the Iron Lady, took the view
that two can play at that game and indicated she would not blanch at the notion of
Britain’s own intelligence agency offering the Soviets a little return match.

The new desk was given a ponderous title: Deception, Disinformation, and
Psychological Operations. Of course, the title was at once reduced to Dee-Dee and Psy
Ops, and thence simply to Dee-Dee.

A new desk head was appointed in November. Just as the man in charge of Equipment
was known as the Quartermaster and the man in charge of the Legal Branch as the
Lawyer, the new head of Dee-Dee was tagged by some wit in the canteen the Deceiver.

With hindsight—that precious gift so much more prevalent than its counterpart,
foresight—the Chief, Sir Arthur, might have been criticized (and later was) for his
choice: not a Head Office careerist accustomed to the prudence required of a true civil
servant, but a former field agent, plucked from the East German desk.

The man was Sam McCready, and he ran the desk for seven years. But all good things
come to an end. In the late spring of 1991 a conversation took place in the heart of
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Whitehall. ...

The young aide rose from behind his desk in the outer office with a practiced smile.
“Good morning, Sir Mark. The Permanent Under-Secretary asked that you be shown
straight in.”

He opened the door to the private office of the Permanent Under-Secretary of the
Foreign and Commonwealth Office—the FCO—and ushered the visitor through it,
closing the door behind him. The Permanent Under-Secretary, Sir Robert Inglis, rose
with a welcoming smile.

“Mark, my dear chap, how good of you to come.”

You do not become, however recently, Chief of the Secret Intelligence Service, or SIS,
without developing a certain wariness when confronted by such warmth from a relative
stranger who is clearly about to treat you as if you were blood brothers. Sir Mark steeled
himself for a difficult meeting.

When he was seated, the country’s senior Foreign Office civil servant opened the
scarred red dispatch box lying on his desk and withdrew a buff file distinguished by the
red diagonal cross running from corner to corner.

“You have done the rounds of your stations and will doubtless let me have your
impressions?” he asked.

“Certainly, Robert—in due course.”

Sir Robert Inglis followed the top-secret file with a red, paper-covered book secured at
its spine by black plastic spiral binding.

“I have,” he began, “read your proposals, ‘SIS in the Nineties,” in conjunction with the
Intelligence Co-Ordinator’s latest shopping list. You seem to have met his requirements
most thoroughly.”

“Thank you, Robert,” said the Chief. “Then may I count upon the Foreign Office’s
support?”

The diplomat’s smile could have won prizes on an American game show.

“My dear Mark, we have no difficulties with the pitch of your proposals. But there are
just a few points I would like to take up with you.”

Here it comes, thought the Chief of the SIS.

“May I take it, for example, that these additional stations abroad that you propose have
been agreed upon with the Treasury, and the necessary monies squirreled away in some-
body’s budget?”’

Both men well knew that the budget for the running of the Secret Intelligence Service
does not come wholly from the Foreign Office. Indeed, only a small part comes out of the
FCO budget. The real cost of the almost-invisible SIS, which unlike the American CIA
keeps an extremely low profile, is shared among all the spending ministries in the
government. The spread is right across the board, including even the unlikely Ministry of
Agriculture, Fisheries, and Food—perhaps on the grounds that they might one day wish
to know how many cod the Icelanders are taking out of the North Atlantic.

Because its budget is spread so widely and hidden so well, the SIS cannot be “leaned
upon” by the FCO with a threat of withholding funds if the FCO’s wishes are not met.

Sir Mark nodded. “There’s no problem there. The Co-Ordinator and I have seen the
Treasury, explained the position (which we had cleared with the Cabinet Office), and
Treasury has allocated the necessary cash, all tucked away in the research and
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development budgets of the least likely ministries.”

“Excellent,” beamed the Permanent Under-Secretary, whether he felt it was or not.
“Then let us turn to something that does fall within my purview. I don’t know what your
staffing position is, but we are facing some difficulties with regard to staffing the
expanded Service that will result from the end of the Cold War and the liberation of
Central and Eastern Europe. You know what I mean?”

Sir Mark knew exactly what he meant. The virtual collapse of Communism over the
previous two years was changing the diplomatic map of the globe, and rapidly. The
Diplomatic Corps was looking to expanded opportunities right across Central Europe and
the Balkans, possibly even miniembassies in Latvia, Lithuania, and Estonia if they
secured independence from Moscow. By inference, he was suggesting that with the Cold
War now laid out in the morgue, the position for his colleague in Secret Intelligence
would be just the reverse: reduction of staff. Sir Mark was having none of it.

“Like you, we have no alternative but to recruit. Leaving recruitment to one side, the
training alone is six months before we can bring a new man into Century House and
release an experienced man for service abroad.”

The diplomat dropped his smile and leaned forward earnestly. “My dear Mark, this is
precisely the meat of the discussion I wished to have with you. Allocations of space in
our embassies, and to whom.”

Sir Mark groaned inwardly. The bastard was going for the groin. While the FCO
cannot “get at” the SIS on budgetary grounds, it has one ace card always ready to play.
The great majority of intelligence officers serving abroad do so under the cover of the
embassy. That makes the embassy their host. No allocation of a “cover” job—no posting.

“And what is your general view for the future, Robert?”” he asked.

“In future, I fear, we will simply not be able to offer positions to some of your more ...
colorful staffers. Officers whose cover is clearly blown. Brass-plate operators. In the
Cold War it was acceptable; in the new Europe they would stick out like sore thumbs.
Cause offense. I’'m sure you can see that.”

Both men knew that agents abroad fell into three categories. “Illegal” agents were not
within the cover of the embassy and were not the concern of Sir Robert Inglis. Officers
serving inside the embassy were either “declared” or “undeclared.”

A declared officer, or brass-plate operator, was one whose real function was widely
known. In the past, having such an intelligence officer in an embassy had worked like a
dream. Throughout the Communist and Third Worlds, dissidents, malcontents, and
anyone else who wished knew just whom to come to and pour out their woes as to a
father confessor. It had led to rich harvests of information and some spectacular
defectors.

What the senior diplomat was saying was that he wanted no more such officers any
longer and would not offer them space. His dedication was to the maintenance of his
department’s fine tradition of appeasement of anyone not born British.

“I hear what you are saying, Robert, but I cannot and will not start my term as Chief of
the SIS with a purge of senior officers who have served long, loyally, and well.”

“Find other postings for them,” suggested Sir Robert. “Central and South America,
Africa ...”

“And I cannot pack them off to Burundi until they come up for retirement.”

“Desk jobs, then. Here at home.”

10
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“You mean what is called ‘unattractive employments,” ” said the Chief. “Most will not
take them.”

“Then they must go for early retirement,” said the diplomat smoothly. He leaned
forward again. “Mark, my dear chap, this is not negotiable. I will have the Five Wise
Men with me on this, be assured of it, seeing that I am one myself. We will agree to
handsome compensation, but ...”

The Five Wise Men are the Permanent Under-Secretaries of the Cabinet Office, the
Foreign Office, the Home Office, the Ministry of Defense, and the Treasury. Among
them, these five wield enormous power in the corridors of government. Among other
things they appoint (or recommend to the Prime Minister, almost the same thing) the
Chief of the SIS and the Director General of the Security Service, MI-5.

Sir Mark was deeply unhappy, but he knew the realities of power well enough. He
would have to concede. “Very well, but I will need guidance on procedures.”

What he meant was that, for his own position among his own staff, he wanted to be
visibly overruled. Sir Robert Inglis was expansive; he could afford to be.

“Guidance will be forthcoming at once,” he said. “I will ask the other Wise Men for a
hearing, and we will lay down new rules for a new set of circumstances. What I propose
is that you instigate, under the new rules that will be handed down, what the lawyers call
‘a class action’ and thus establish specimen counts.”

“Class action? Specimen counts? What are you talking about?” asked Sir Mark.

“A precedent, my dear Mark. A single precedent that will then operate for the whole
group.”

“A scapegoat?”

“An unpleasant word. Early retirement with generous pension rights can hardly be
called victimization. You take one officer whose early departure could be envisaged
without demur, hold a hearing, and thus set your precedent.”

“One officer? Had you anyone in mind?”

Sir Robert steepled his fingers and gazed at the ceiling.

“Well, there is always Sam McCready.”

Of course. The Deceiver. Ever since his latest display of vigorous if unauthorized
initiative in the Caribbean three months earlier, Sir Mark had been aware that the Foreign
Office regarded him as a sort of unleashed Genghis Khan. Odd, really. Such a ...
crumpled fellow.

k sk o3k
Sir Mark was driven back across the Thames to his headquarters, Century House, in a
deeply introspective mood. He knew the senior civil servant in the Foreign Office had not
merely “proposed” the departure of Sam McCready—he was insisting on it. From the
Chief’s point of view, he could not have chosen a more difficult demand.

In 1983, when Sam McCready had been chosen to head up the new desk, Sir Mark had
been a Deputy Controller, a contemporary of McCready and only one rank above him. He
liked the quirky, irreverent agent whom Sir Arthur had appointed to the new post—but
then, so did just about everybody.

Shortly afterward, Sir Mark had been sent to the Far East for three years (he was a
fluent Mandarin-speaker) and had returned in 1986 to be promoted to Deputy Chief. Sir
Arthur retired, and a new Chief sat in the hot seat. Sir Mark had succeeded him the
previous January.

11
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Before leaving for China, Sir Mark had, like others, speculated that Sam McCready
would not last long. The Deceiver, or so ran the received wisdom, was too rough a
diamond to cope easily with the in-house politics of Century House.

For one thing, he had thought at the time, none of the regional desks would take kindly
to the new man trying to operate in their jealously guarded territories. There would be
turf wars that could only be handled by a consummate diplomat, and whatever else his
talents, McCready had never been seen as that. For another, the somewhat scruffy Sam
would hardly fit into the world of smoothly tailored senior officers, most of whom were
products of Britain’s exclusive public schools.

To his surprise Sir Mark, on his return, had found Sam McCready flourishing like the
proverbial green bay tree. He seemed to be able to command an enviable and total loyalty
from his own staff while not offending even the most die-hard territorial desk heads when
asking for a favor.

He could talk the lingo with the other field agents when they came home for furlough
or a briefing, and from them he seemed to amass an encyclopedia of information, much
of which, no doubt, should never have been divulged on a need-to-know basis.

It was known he could share a beer with the technical cadres, the nuts-and-bolts men
and women—a camaraderie not always available to senior officers—and from them occa-
sionally obtain a phone tap, mail intercept, or false passport while other desk heads were
still filling out forms.

All this—and other irritating foibles like bending the rules and disappearing at will—
hardly caused the Establishment to become enamored of him. But what kept him in place
was simple—he delivered the goods, he provided the product, he ran an operation that
kept the KGB fully stocked with indigestion tablets. So he had stayed ... until now.

Sir Mark sighed, climbed out of his Jaguar in the underground car park of Century
House, and took the lift to his top-floor office. For the moment he need do nothing. Sir
Robert Inglis would confer with his colleagues and produce the “new set of rules,” the
“guidance” that would enable the troubled Chief to say, truthfully but with a heavy heart,
“I have no alternative.”

It was not until early June that the “guidance”—or in reality the edict—came down from
the Foreign and Commonwealth Office and enabled Sir Mark to summon his two
Deputies to his office.

“That’s a bit bloody stiff,” said Basil Gray. “Can’t you fight it?”’

“Not this time,” said the Chief. “Inglis has got the bit between his teeth, and as you see,
he has the other four Wise Men with him.”

The paper he had given his two Deputies to study was a model of clarity and
impeccable logic. It pointed out that by October 3, East Germany—once the toughest and
most effective of Eastern European Communist states—would literally have ceased to
exist. There would be no embassy in East Berlin, the Wall was already a farce, the
formidable secret police, the SSD, or Stasi, were in full retreat, and the Soviet forces
were pulling out. An area that had once demanded a large operation by the SIS in London
would become a sideshow, if any show at all.

Moreover, the paper went on, that nice Mr. Vaclav Havel was taking over in
Czechoslovakia, and their spy service, the StB, would soon be teaching Sunday school.
Add to that the collapse of Communist rule in Poland, Hungary, and Romania, its coming

12
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disintegration in Bulgaria, and one could grasp the approximate shape of the future.

“Well,” sighed Timothy Edwards, “one has to concede we won’t have the operations
we used to have in Eastern Europe, or need the manpower there. They have a point.”

“How kind of you to say so,” smiled the Chief.

Basil Gray he had promoted himself, his first act on being appointed Chief in January.
Timothy Edwards he had inherited. He knew Edwards was hungry to succeed him in
three years’ time; knew also that he had not the slightest intention of recommending him.
Not that Edwards was stupid. Far from it; he was brilliant, but ...

“They don’t mention the other hazards,” grumbled Gray. “Not a word about
international terrorism, the rise of the drug cartels, the private armies—and not a word
about proliferation.”

In his own paper, “SIS in the Nineties,” which Sir Robert Inglis had read and
apparently approved, Sir Mark had laid stress on the shifting rather than the diminishing
of the global threats. At the top of these had been proliferation—the steady acquisition by
dictators, some of them wildly unstable, of vast arsenals of weapons; not war-surplus
pieces such as in the old days, but high-tech modern equipment, rocketry, chemical and
bacteriological warheads, even nuclear access. But the paper before him now had
treacherously skimmed over these matters.

“So what happens now?” asked Timothy Edwards.

“What happens,” said the Chief mildly, “is that we envisage a shift of population—our
population. Back from Eastern Europe to the home base.”

He meant that the old Cold War warriors, the veterans who had run their operations,
their active measures, their networks of local agents out of the embassies east of the Iron
Curtain, would come home—to no jobs. They would be replaced, of course, but by
younger men whose true profession would not be known and who would blend into the
embassy staffs unperceived, so as not to give offense to the emergent democracies
beyond the Berlin Wall. Recruitment would go on, of course—the Chief had a Service to
run. But that left the problem of the veterans. Where to put them? There was only one
answer—out to pasture.

“We will have to set a precedent,” said Sir Mark. “One precedent that will clear the
way for the smooth passage into early retirement for the rest.”

“Anyone in mind?” asked Gray.

“Sir Robert Inglis does. Sam McCready.”

Basil Gray stared across with his mouth open. “Chief, you can’t fire Sam.”

“No one’s firing Sam,” said Sir Mark. He echoed Robert Inglis’s words. “Early
retirement with generous compensation is hardly victimization.”

He wondered how heavy those thirty pieces of silver had felt when the Romans handed
them over.

“It’s sad, of course, because we all like Sam,” said Edwards predictably. “But the Chief
does have a Service to run.”

“Precisely. Thank you,” said Sir Mark.

As he sat there he realized for the first time exactly why he would not be
recommending Timothy Edwards to succeed him one day. He, the Chief, would do what
had to be done because it had to be done, and he would hate it. Edwards would do it
because it would advance his career.

“We’ll have to offer him three alternative employments,” Gray pointed out. “Perhaps

13
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he’ll take one.” Privately, he sincerely hoped so.

“Possibly,” Sir Mark grunted.

“What have you in mind, Chief?”” asked Edwards.

Sir Mark opened a folder, its contents the result of a conference with the Director of
Personnel.

“Those available are the Commandant of the Training School, the Head of
Administration/Accounts, and the Head of Central Registry.”

Edwards smiled thinly. That should do the trick, he thought.

Two weeks later the subject of all these conferences prowled around his office while his
deputy, Denis Gaunt, stared gloomily at the sheet in front of him.

“It’s not all that bad, Sam,” he said. “They want you to stay on. It’s just the question of
the job.”

“Someone wants me out,” said McCready flatly.

London flagged under a heat wave that summer. The office window was open, and
both men had removed their jackets. Gaunt was in a smart pale-blue shirt from Turnbull
and Asser; McCready had a confection from Viyella that had turned woolly from much
washing. Moreover, the buttons had not been inserted into the right buttonholes so that it
rode up on one side. By the lunch hour, Gaunt suspected, some secretary would have
spotted the error and put it right with much tut-tutting. The women around Century
House always seemed to want to do something for Sam McCready.

It baffled Gaunt, the matter of McCready and the ladies. It baffled everyone, for that
matter. He, Denis Gaunt, at six feet, topped his boss by two inches. He was blond, good-
looking, and as a bachelor no shrinking violet when it came to the ladies.

His desk chief was of medium height, medium build with thinning brown hair, usually
awry, and clothes that always looked as if he had slept in them. He knew McCready had
been widowed for some years, but he had never remarried, preferring apparently to live
alone in his little flat in Kensington.

There must be somebody, Gaunt mused, to clean his flat, wash up, and do the laundry.
A charlady, perhaps. But no one ever asked, and no one was ever told.

“Surely you could take one of the jobs,” said Gaunt. “It would cut the ground right out
from under their feet.”

“Denis,” replied McCready gently, “I am not a schoolteacher, I am not an accountant,
and I am not a bloody librarian. I’'m going to make the bastards give me a hearing.”

“That might swing it,” agreed Gaunt. “The board won’t necessarily want to go along
with this.”

The hearing inside Century House began as always on a Monday morning, and it was
held in the conference room one floor down from the Chief’s office.

In the chair was the Deputy Chief, Timothy Edwards, immaculate as ever in a dark
Blades suit and college tie, the man the Chief had picked to ensure the required verdict.
He was flanked by the Controller of Domestic Operations and the Controller for Western
Hemisphere. To one side of the room sat the Director of Personnel, next to a young clerk
from Records who had a large pile of folders in front of him.

Sam McCready entered last and sat in the chair facing the table. At fifty-one, he was
still lean and looked fit. Otherwise, he was the sort of man who could pass unnoticed.

14
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That was what had made him in his day so good, so damned good. That, and what he had
in his head.

They all knew the rules. Turn down three “unattractive employments,” and they had
the right to require you to take premature retirement. But he had the right to a hearing, to
argue for a variation.

He brought with him to speak on his behalf Denis Gaunt, ten years his junior, whom he
had raised over five years to the number-two slot under himself. Denis, he reckoned, with
his brilliant smile and public school tie, would be able to handle them better than he
could.

All the men in the room knew each other and were on first-name terms, even the clerk
from Records. It is a tradition of Century House, perhaps because it is such a closed
world, that everyone may call everyone by first names except the Chief who is called
“Sir” or “Chief” to his face and “the Master” or other things behind his back. The door
was closed, and Edwards coughed for silence. He would.

“All right. We are here to study Sam’s application for a variation of a Head Office
order, not amounting to redress of grievance. Agreed?”

Everyone agreed. It was established Sam McCready had no grievance, inasmuch as the
rules had been abided by.

“Denis, I believe you are going to speak for Sam?”

“Yes, Timothy.”

The SIS was founded in its present form by an admiral, Sir Mansfield Gumming, and
many of its in-house traditions (though not the familiarity) still have a vaguely nautical
flavor. One of these is the right of a man before a hearing to have a fellow officer speak
for him, a right that is often invoked.

The Director of Personnel’s statement was brief and to the point. The powers-that-be
had decided they wished to transfer Sam McCready from Dee-Dee to fresh duties. He had
declined to accept any of the three on offer. That was tantamount to electing early
retirement. McCready was asking, if he could not continue as Head of Dee-Dee, for a
return to the field or to a desk that handled field operations. Such a posting was not on
offer. QED.

Denis Gaunt rose.

“Look, we all know the rules. And we all know the realities. It’s true Sam has asked
not to be assigned to the training school, or the accounts, or the files because he is a field
man by training and instinct. And one of the best, if not the best.”

“No dispute,” murmured the Controller for Western Hemisphere. Edwards shot him a
warning look.

“The point is,” suggested Gaunt, “that if it really wanted to, the Service could probably
find a place for Sam. Russia, Eastern Europe, North America, France, Germany, Italy. I
am suggesting the Service ought to make that effort, because ...”

He approached the man from Records and took a file.

“Because he has four years to go to retire at fifty-five on full pension.”

“Ample compensation has been offered,” Edwards cut in. “Some might say extremely
generous.”

“Because,” resumed Gaunt, “of years of service, loyal, often very uncomfortable, and
sometimes extremely dangerous. It’s not a question of the money, it’s a question of
whether the Service is prepared to make the effort for one of its own.”

15



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

He had, of course, no idea of the conversation that had taken place the previous month
between Sir Mark and Sir Robert Inglis at the Foreign Office.

“I would like us to consider a few cases handled by Sam over the previous six years.
Starting with this one.”

The man of whom they were speaking stared impassively from his chair at the rear of
the room. None present could guess at the anger, even despair, beneath that weathered
face.

Timothy Edwards glanced at his watch. He had hoped this affair could be terminated
within the day. Now he doubted it could.

“I think we all recall it,” said Gaunt. “The matter concerning the late Soviet general,
Yevgeni Pankratin. ...”
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Pride And Extreme Prejudice
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Chapter 1

May 1983

The Russian colonel stepped out of the shadows slowly and carefully, even though he had
seen and recognized the signal. All meetings with his British controller were dangerous
and to be avoided if possible. But this one he had asked for himself. He had things to say,
to demand, that could not be put in a message in a dead-letter box. A loose sheet of metal
on the roof of a shed down the railway line flapped and creaked in a puff of predawn May
wind of that year, 1983. He turned, established the source of the noise, and stared again at
the patch of darkness near the locomotive turntable.

“Sam?” he called softly.

Sam McCready had also been watching. He had been there for an hour in the darkness
of the abandoned railway yard in the outer suburbs of East Berlin. He had seen, or rather
heard, the Russian arrive, and still he had waited to ensure that no other feet were moving
amidst the dust and the rubble. However many times you did it, the knotted ball in the
base of the stomach never went away.

At the appointed hour, satisfied they were alone and unaccompanied, he had flicked the
match with his thumbnail, so that it had flared once, briefly, and died away. The Russian
had seen it and emerged from behind the old maintenance hut. Both men had reason to
prefer the gloom, for one was a traitor and the other a spy.

McCready moved out of the darkness to let the Russian see him, paused to establish
that he too was alone, and went forward.

“Yevgeni. It’s been a long time, my friend.”

At five paces they could see each other clearly, establish that there had been no
substitution, no trickery. That was always the danger in a face-to-face. The Russian might
have been taken and then broken in the interrogation rooms, allowing the KGB and the
East German SSD to set up a trap for a top British intelligence officer. Or the Russian’s
message might have been intercepted, and it might be he was moving into the trap, thence
to the long dark night of the interrogators and the final bullet in the nape of the neck.
Mother Russia had no mercy for her traitorous elite.

McCready did not embrace or even shake hands. Some assets needed that: the personal
touch, the comfort of contact. But Yevgeni Pankratin, Colonel of the Red Army, on
attachment to the GSFG, was a cold one: aloof, self-contained, confident in his
arrogance.

He had first been spotted in Moscow in 1980 by a sharp-eyed attaché at the British
Embassy. It was a diplomatic function—polite, banal conversation, then the sudden tart
remark by the Russian about his own society. The diplomat had given no sign, said
nothing. But he had noted and reported. A possible. Two months later a first tentative ap-
proach had been made. Colonel Pankratin had been noncommital but had not rebuffed it.
That ranked as positive. Then he had been posted to Potsdam, to the Group of Soviet
Forces Germany, the GSFG, the 330,000-man, twenty-two-division army that kept the
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East Germans in thrall, the puppet Honecker in power, the West Berliners in fear, and
NATO on the alert for a crushing break-out across the Central German Plain.

McCready had taken over; it was his patch. In 1981 he made his own approach, and
Pankratin was recruited. No fuss, no outpourings of inner feelings to be listened to and
agreed with—just a straight demand for money.

People betray the lands of their fathers for many reasons: resentment, ideology, lack of
promotion, hatred of a single superior, shame for their bizarre sexual preferences, fear of
being summoned home in disgrace. With Russians, it was usually a deep disillusionment
with the corruption, the lies, and the nepotism they saw all around them. But Pankratin
was the true mercenary—he just wanted money. One day he would come out, he said, but
when he did, he intended to be rich. He had called the dawn meeting in East Berlin to
raise the stakes.

Pankratin reached inside his trenchcoat and produced a bulky brown envelope, which
he extended toward McCready. Without emotion he described what was inside the
envelope as McCready secreted the package inside his duffle coat. Names, places,
timings, divisional readiness, operational orders, movements, postings, weaponry
upgrades. The key, of course, was what Pankratin had to say about the SS-20, the terrible
Soviet mobile-launched medium-range missile, with each of its independently guided
triple-nuke warheads targeted on a British or European city. According to Pankratin, they
were moving into the forests of Saxony and Thuringia, closer to the border, able to range
in an arc from Oslo through Dublin to Palermo. In the West huge columns of sincere,
naive people were on the march behind socialist banners demanding that their own
governments strip themselves of their defenses as a gesture of goodwill for peace.

“There is a price, of course,” said the Russian.

“Of course.”

“Two hundred thousand pounds sterling.”

“Agreed.” It had not been agreed, but McCready knew his government would find it
somewhere.

“There is more. I understand I am being slated for promotion. To Major-General. And
a transfer back to Moscow.”

“Congratulations. As what, Yevgeni?”

Pankratin paused to let it sink in. “Deputy Director, Joint Planning Staff, Defense
Ministry.”

McCready was impressed. To have a man in the heart of 19 Frunze Street, Moscow,
would be incomparable.

“And when I come out, I want an apartment block. In California. Deeds in my name.
Santa Barbara, perhaps. I have heard it is beautiful there.”

“It is,” agreed McCready. “You wouldn’t like to settle in Britain? We would look after
you.”

“No, I want the sun. Of California. And one million dollars, U.S., in my account there.”

“An apartment can be arranged,” said McCready. “And a million dollars—if the
product is right.”

“Not an apartment, Sam. A block of apartments. To live off the rents.”

“Yevgeni, you are asking for between five and eight million American dollars. I don’t
think my people have that kind of money, even for your product.”

The Russian’s teeth gleamed beneath his military moustache in a brief smile. “When I

19



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

am in Moscow, the product I will bring you will be beyond your wildest expectations.
You will find the money.”

“Let’s wait till you have your promotion first, Yevgeni. Then we will talk about an
apartment block in California.”

They parted five minutes later, the Russian to return, in uniform, to his desk at
Potsdam, the Englishman to slip back through the Wall to the stadium in West Berlin. He
would be searched at Checkpoint Charlie. The package would cross the Wall by another
safer but slower route. Only when it joined him in the West would he fly back to London.

October 1983

Bruno Morenz knocked on the door and entered in response to the jovial “Herein.” His
superior was alone in the office, in his important revolving leather chair behind his
important desk. He was delicately stirring his first cup of real coffee of the day in the
bone china cup, deposited by the attentive Friulein Keppel, the neat spinster who waited
upon his every legitimate need.

Like Morenz, the Herr Direktor was of the generation that could recall the end of the
war and the years thereafter, when Germans made do with chicory extract and only the
American occupiers and occasionally the British could get hold of real coffee. No longer.
Dieter Aust appreciated his Colombian coffee in the morning. He did not offer Morenz
any.

Both men were nudging fifty, but there the similarity ended. Aust was short, plump,
beautifully barbered and tailored, and the director of the entire Cologne Station. Morenz
was taller, burly, gray-haired. But he stooped and appeared to shamble as he walked,
chunky and untidy in his tweed suit. Moreover, he was a low-to-medium-rank civil
servant who would never aspire to the title of Director, nor have his own important office
with Friulein Keppel to bring him Colombian coffee in bone china before he started the
day’s work.

The scene of a senior man summoning a low-level staffer to his office for a talk was
probably being enacted in many offices all over Germany that morning, but the area of
employment of these two men would not have been mirrored in many other places. Nor
indeed would the conversation that followed. For Dieter Aust was the Director of the
Cologne outstation of the West German Secret Intelligence Service, the BND.

The BND is actually headquartered in a substantial walled compound just outside the
small village of Pullach, some six miles south of Munich, on the River Isar in the south of
Bavaria. This might seem an odd choice bearing in mind that the national capital since
1949 has been in Bonn, hundreds of miles away on the Rhine. The reason is historical. It
was the Americans who, just after the war, set up a West German spy service to
counteract the efforts of the new enemy, the USSR. They chose for the head of the new
service the former wartime German spy chief Reinhard Gehlen, and at first it was simply
known as the Gehlen Organization. The Americans wanted Gehlen within their own zone
of occupation, which happened to be Bavaria and the south.

The Mayor of Cologne, Konrad Adenauer, was then a fairly obscure politician. When
the Allies founded the Federal German Republic in 1949, Adenauer, as its first
Chancellor, established its unlikely capital in his hometown of Bonn, fifteen miles along
the Rhine from Cologne. Almost every federal institution was encouraged to establish
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there, but Gehlen held out and the newly named BND remained at Pullach, where it sits
to this day. But the BND maintains outstations in each of the Land or provincial capitals
of the Federal Republic, and one of the most important of these is the Cologne Station.
For although Cologne is not the capital city of North Rhine—Westphalia, which is
Diisseldorf, it is the closest to Bonn, and as the capital of the republic, Bonn is the nerve
center of government. It is also full of foreigners, and the BND is concerned with foreign
intelligence.

Morenz accepted Aust’s invitation to sit, and he wondered what, if anything, he had
done wrong. The answer was, nothing.

“My dear Morenz, I won’t beat about the bush.” Aust delicately wiped his lips on a
fresh linen handkerchief. “Next week our colleague Dorn retires. You know, of course.
His duties will be taken over by his successor. But he is a much younger man, going
places—mark my words. There is, however, one duty that requires a man of more mature
years. I would like you to take it over.”

Morenz nodded as if he understood. He did not. Aust steepled his plump fingers and
gazed out the window, folding his features into an expression of regret at the vagaries of
his fellow man. He chose his words carefully.

“Now and again, this country has visitors, foreign dignitaries, who, at the end of a day
of negotiations or official meetings, feel in need of distraction ... entertainment. Of
course, our various ministries are happy to arrange visits to fine restaurants, the concert,
the opera, the ballet. You understand?”

Morenz nodded again. It was as clear as mud.

“Unfortunately, there are some—usually from Arab countries or Africa, occasionally
Europe—who indicate quite strongly that they would prefer to enjoy female company.
Paid-for female company.”

“Call girls,” said Morenz.

“In a word, yes. Well, rather than have important foreign visitors accosting hotel
porters or taxi drivers, or haunting the red-lit windows of the Hornstrasse or getting into
trouble in bars and nightclubs, the government prefers to suggest a certain telephone
number. Believe me, my dear Morenz, this is done in every capital of the world. We are
no exception.”

“We run call girls?”” asked Morenz.

Aust was shocked. “Run? Certainly not. We do not run them. We do not pay them. The
client does that. Nor, I must stress, do we use any material we might get concerning the
habits of some of our visiting dignitaries. The so-called ‘honey trap.” Our constitutional
rules and regulations are quite clear and not to be infringed. We leave honey traps to the
Russians and”—he sniffed—*“the French.”

He took three slim folders from his desk and handed them to Morenz.

“There are three girls. Different physical types. I am asking you to take this over
because you are a mature married man. Just keep an avuncular, supervisory eye on them.
Make sure they have regular medicals, keep themselves presentable. See if they are away,
or unwell, or on holiday. In short, if they are available.

“Now, finally. You may on occasion be rung by a Herr Jakobsen. Never mind if the
voice on the phone changes—it will always be Herr Jakobsen. According to the visitor’s
tastes, which Jakobsen will tell you, choose one of the three, establish the time for a visit,
and ensure that she is available. Jakobsen will ring you back for the time and place,
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which he will then pass on to the visitor. After that, we leave it up to the call girl and her
client. Not a burdensome task, really. It should not interfere with your other duties.”

Morenz lumbered to his feet with the files. Great, he thought as he left the office.
Thirty years’ loyal work for the Service, five years to retirement, and I get to baby-sitting
hookers for foreigners who want a night on the town.

Early the following month, Sam McCready sat in a darkened room deep in the
subbasement of Century House in London, headquarters of the British Secret Intelligence
Service, or SIS—usually miscalled by the press MI-6; referred to by insiders as “the
Firm.” He was watching a flickering screen upon which the massed might (or a part of it)
of the USSR rolled endlessly over Red Square. The Soviet Union likes to hold two vast
parades each year in that square: one for May Day, and the other to celebrate the Great
October Socialist Revolution. The latter is held on November 7, and today was the
eighth. The camera left the vista of rumbling tanks and panned across the row effaces
atop Lenin’s mausoleum.

“Slow down,” said McCready. The technician at his side moved a hand over the
controls, and the pan-shot slowed. President Reagan’s “evil empire” (he would use the
phrase later) looked more like a home for geriatrics. In the chill wind the sagging, aged
faces had almost disappeared into the collars of their coats, whose upturned edges
reached to meet the gray trilbies or fur shapkas above.

The General Secretary himself was not even there. Yuri V. Andropov, Chairman of the
KGB from 1963 to 1978, who had taken the power in late 1982 following the too-long
delayed death of Leonid Brezhnev, was himself dying by inches out at the Politburo
Clinic at Kuntsevo. He had not been seen in public since the previous August, nor ever
would he be again.

Chernenko (who would succeed Andropov in a few months) was up there, with
Gromyko, Kirilenko, Tikhonov and the hatchet-faced Party theoretician Suslov. The
Minister of Defense, Ustinov, was muffled in his marshal’s greatcoat with enough medals
to act as a windbreak from chin to waist. There were a few young enough to be
competent—Grishin, the Moscow Party Chief, and Romanov, the boss of Leningrad. To
one side was the youngest of them all, still an outsider, a chunky man called Gorbachev.

The camera lifted to bring into focus the group of officers behind Marshal Ustinov.

“Hold it,” said McCready. The picture froze. “That one, third from the left. Can you
enhance? Bring it closer?”

The technician studied his console and fine-tuned carefully. The group of officers came
closer and closer. Some passed out of eyeshot. The one McCready had indicated was
moving too far to the right. The technician ran back three or four frames until he was full
center, and kept closing. The officer was half hidden by a full general of the Strategic
Rocket Forces, but it was the moustache, unusual among Soviet officers, that clinched it.
The shoulder boards on the greatcoat said Major-General.

“Bloody hell,” whispered McCready, “he’s done it. He’s there.” He turned to the
impassive technician. “Jimmy, how the hell do we get hold of an apartment block in
California?”

“Well, the short answer, my dear Sam,” said Timothy Edwards two days later, “is that we
don’t. We can’t. I know it’s tough, but I’ve run it past the Chief and the money boys, and
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the answer is he’s too rich for us.”

“But his product is priceless,” protested McCready. “This man’s beyond just gold. He’s
a mother lode of pure platinum.”

“No dispute,” Edwards said smoothly. He was younger than McCready by a decade, a
high-flyer with a good degree and private wealth. Barely out of his thirties and already an
Assistant Chief. Most men his age were happy to head up a foreign station, delighted to
command a desk, yearning to rise to Controller rank. And Edwards was just under the top
floor.

“Look,” he said, “the Chief’s been in Washington. He mentioned your man, just in case
he got his promotion. Our Cousins have always had his product since you brought him in.
They’ve always been delighted with it. Now it seems they’ll be happy to take him over,
money and all.”

“He’s tetchy, prickly. He knows me. He might not work for anyone else.”

“Come now, Sam. You’re the first to agree he’s a mercenary. He’ll go where the
money is. And we’ll get the product. Please ensure there’s a smooth handover.”

He paused and flashed his most winning smile.

“By the way, the Chief wants to see you. Tomorrow morning, ten A.M. I don’t think
I’m out of order in telling you he has in mind a new assignment. A step up, Sam. Let’s
face it—things sometimes work out for the best. Pankratin’s back in Moscow, which
makes him harder for you to get at; you’ve covered East Germany for an awful long time.
The Cousins are prepared to take over, and you get a well-deserved promotion. A desk,
perhaps.”

“I’m a field man,” said McCready.

“Why don’t you listen to what the Chief has to say,” suggested Edwards.

Twenty-four hours later, Sam McCready was made Head of Dee-Dee and Psy Ops. The
CIA took over the handling, running, and paying of General Yevgeni Pankratin.

It was hot in Cologne that August. Those who could had sent the wives and children
away to the lakes, the mountains, the forests, or even their villas in the Mediterranean and
would join them later. Bruno Morenz had no holiday home. He soldiered on at his job.
His salary was not large and was not likely to increase, for with three years to retirement
when he turned fifty-five, a further promotion was extremely unlikely.

He sat at an open-air terrace café and sipped a tall glass of keg beer, his tie undone and
jacket draped over the back of his chair. No one gave him a passing glance. He had
dispensed with his winter tweeds in favor of a seersucker suit that was, if anything, even
more shapeless. He sat hunched over his beer and occasionally ran a hand through his
thick gray hair until it was awry. He was a man who had no vanity in the area of personal
appearances, or he would have put a comb through his hair, shaved a bit closer, used a
decent cologne (after all, he was in the city that had invented it), and bought a well-
tailored suit. He would have thrown out the shirt with the slightly frayed cuffs and
straightened his shoulders. Then he would have appeared quite an authoritative figure. He
had no personal vanity.

But he did have his dreams. Or rather, he had had his dreams, once, long ago. And they
had not been fulfilled. At the age of fifty-two, married, the father of two grown-up
children, Bruno Morenz stared gloomily at the passersby on the street. Had he known it,
he was suffering from what the German call Torschlusspanik. 1t is a word that exists in
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no other language but means the panic of closing doors.

Behind the facade of the big amiable man who did his job, took his modest salary at the
end of the month, and went home each night to the bosom of his family, Bruno Morenz
was a deeply unhappy man.

He was locked into a loveless marriage to his wife Irmtraut, a woman of quite bovine
stupidity and potatolike contours who had, as the years ebbed away, even stopped
complaining of his lowly salary and lack of promotion. Of his job she knew only that he
worked for one of the government agencies concerned with the civil service and couldn’t
have cared less which one. If he was unkempt with frayed cuffs and a baggy suit, it was
in part because Irmtraut had ceased to care about that, either. She kept their small
apartment in a featureless street in the suburb of Porz more or less neat and tidy, and his
evening meal would be on the table ten minutes after he arrived home, semicongealed if
he was late.

His daughter Ute had turned her back on both parents almost as soon as she left school,
espoused various left-wing causes (he had had to undergo a positive vetting at the office
because of Ute’s politics), and was living in a squat in Diisseldorf with various guitar-
strumming hippies—Bruno could never work out with which. His son Lutz was still at
home, slumped forever in front of the television set. A pimply youth who had flunked
every exam he had ever taken, he now resented education and the world that set store by
it, preferring to adopt a punk hairstyle and clothes as his personal protest against society
but stopping well short of actually accepting any job that society might be prepared to
offer him.

Bruno had tried; well, he reckoned he had tried. He had done his best, such as it was.
Worked hard, paid his taxes, kept his family as best he could, and had little enough fun in
life. In three years—just thirty-six-months—they would pension him off. There would be
a small party in the office, Aust would make a speech, they would clink glasses of
sparkling wine, and he would be gone. To what? He would have his pension and the
savings from his “other work” that he had carefully hoarded in a variety of medium-to-
small accounts around Germany under a variety of pseudonyms. There would be enough
there, more than anyone thought or suspected; enough to buy a retirement home and do
what he really wanted. ...

Behind his amiable facade, Bruno Morenz was also a very secretive man. He had never
told Aust or anyone else in the Service about his “other work”—in any case, it was
strictly forbidden and would have led to instant dismissal. He had never told Irmtraut
about any of his work, or his secret savings. But that was not his real problem—as he saw
it.

His real problem was that he wanted to be free. He wanted to start again, and as if on
cue he could see how. For Bruno Morenz, well into middle age, had fallen in love. Head
over heels, deeply in love. And the good part was that Renate, the stunning, lovely,
youthful Renate, was as much in love with him as he was with her.

There, in that café¢ on that summer afternoon, Bruno finally made up his mind. He
would do it; he would tell her. He would tell her he intended to leave Irmtraut well
provided for, take early retirement, quit the job, and take her away to a new life with him
in the dream home they would have up in his native north by the coast.

Bruno Morenz’s real problem, as he did not see it, was that he was not heading for, but
was well into, a truly massive midlife crisis. Because he did not see it and because he was
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a professional dissimulator, no one else saw it, either.

Renate Heimendorf was twenty-six, at five feet seven inches a tall and handsomely
proportioned brunette. At the age of eighteen she had become the mistress and plaything
of a wealthy businessman three times her age, a relationship that had lasted five years.
When the man dropped dead of a heart attack, probably brought on by a surfeit of food,
drink, cigars, and Renate, he had inconsiderately failed to make provision for her in his
will, something his vengeful widow was not about to rectify.

The girl had managed to pillage their expensively furnished love-nest of its contents,
which, together with the jewelry and trinkets he had given her over the years, fetched at
sale a tidy sum.

But not enough to retire on; not enough to permit her to continue the life-style to which
she had become accustomed and had no intention of quitting for a secretarial job and a
tiny salary. She decided to go into business. Skilled at coaxing a form of arousal from
overweight, out-of-condition, middle-aged men, there was really only one business into
which she could go.

She bought a long lease on an apartment in quiet and respectable Hahnwald, a leafy
and staid suburb of Cologne. The houses there were of good solid brick or stone construc-
tion, in some cases converted into apartments, like the one in which she lived and
worked. It was a four-story stone building with one apartment on each floor. Hers was on
the second. After moving in, she had carried out some structural refurbishment.

The flat had a sitting room, kitchen, bathroom, two bedrooms, and an entry hall and
passageway. The sitting room was to the left of the entry hall, the kitchen next to it.
Beyond them, to the left of the passage that turned to the right from the hall, were one
bedroom and the bathroom. The larger bedroom was at the end of the passage, so that the
bathroom was between the two sleeping rooms. Just before the door of the larger
bedroom, built into the wall on the left, was a two-yard-wide coat-closet that borrowed
space off the bathroom.

She slept in the smaller bedroom, using the larger one at the end of the passage as her
working room. Apart from building the coat-closet, her refurbishment had included the
soundproofing of the master bedroom, with cork blocks lining the inside walls, papered
and decorated to hide their presence, double-glazed windows, and thick padding on the
inside of the door. Few sounds from inside the room could penetrate outside to disturb or
alarm the neighbors, which was just as well. The room, with its unusual decor and
accoutrements, was always kept locked.

The closet in the passage contained only normal winter wear and raincoats. Other
closets inside the working room provided an extensive array of exotic lingerie, a range of
outfits running from schoolgirl, maid, bride, and waitress to nanny, nurse, governess,
schoolmistress, air hostess, policewoman, Nazi Bund Mddchen, campguard,. and Scout
leader, along with the usual leather and PVC gear, thigh boots, capes, and masks.

A chest of drawers yielded a smaller array of vestments for clients who had brought
nothing with them, such as Boy Scout, schoolboy, and Roman slave apparel. Tucked in a
corner were the punishment stool and stocks, while a trunk contained the chains, cuffs,
straps, and riding crops needed for the bondage and discipline scene.

She was a good whore; successful, anyway. Many of her clients returned regularly.
Part actress—all whores have to be part actress—she could enter into her client’s desired
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fantasy with complete conviction. Yet part of her mind would always remain detached—
observing, noting, despising. Nothing of her job touched her—in any case, her personal
tastes were quite different.

She had been in the game for three years and in two more intended to retire, clean up
just once in a rather major way, and live on her investments in luxury somewhere far
away.

That afternoon, there was a ring at her doorbell. She rose late and was still in a negligée
and housecoat. She frowned; a client would only come by appointment. A glance through
the peephole in her front door revealed, as in a goldfish bowl, the rumpled gray hair of
Bruno Morenz, her minder from the Foreign Ministry. She sighed, put a radiant smile of
ecstatic welcome on her beautiful face, and opened the door.

“Bruno, daaaaarling ...”

% %k 3k

Two days later Timothy Edwards took Sam McCready out to lunch at Brooks’s Club in
St. James, London. Of the several gentlemen’s clubs of which Edwards was a member,
Brooks’s was his favorite for lunch. There was always a good chance one could bump
into and have a few courteous words with Robert Armstrong, the Cabinet Secretary,
deemed to be possibly the most influential man in England and certainly the chairman of
the Five Wise Men who would one day select the new Chief of the SIS for the Prime
Minister’s approval.

It was over coffee in the library, beneath the portraits of that group of Regency bucks,
the Dilettantes, that Edwards broached specifics.

“As I said downstairs, Sam, everyone’s very pleased, very pleased indeed. But there is
a new era coming, Sam. An era whose leitmotif may well have to be the phrase ‘by the
book.” A question of some of the old ways, the rule-bending, having to become, how
shall I put it ... restrained?”

“Restrained is a very good word,” agreed Sam.

“Excellent. Now, a riffle through the records shows that you still retain, admittedly on
an ad hoc basis, certain assets who really have passed their usefulness. Old friends,
perhaps. No problem, unless they are in delicate positions ... unless their discovery by
their own employers might cause the Firm real problems.”

“Such as?” asked McCready. That was the trouble with records—they were always
there, on file. As soon as you paid someone to run an errand, a record of payment was
created. Edwards dropped his vague manner.

“Poltergeist. Sam, I don’t know how it was overlooked so long. Poltergeist is a full-
time staffer of the BND. There’d be all hell let loose if Pullach ever discovered he
moonlighted for you. It’s absolutely against all the rules. We do not, repeat do not, ‘run’
employees of friendly agencies. It’s way out of court. Get rid of him, Sam. Stop the
retainer. Forthwith.”

“He’s a mate,” said McCready. “We go back a long way. To the Berlin Wall going up.
He did well then, ran dangerous jobs for us when we needed people like that. We were
caught by surprise. We hadn’t got anyone, or not enough, who would and could go across
like that.”

“It’s not negotiable, Sam.”

“I trust him. He trusts me. He wouldn’t let me down. You can’t buy that sort of thing.
It takes years. A small retainer is a tiny price.”
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Edwards rose, took his handkerchief from his sleeve and dabbed the port from his lips.
“Get rid of him, Sam. I’'m afraid I have to make that an order. Poltergeist goes.”

At the end of that week, Major Ludmilla Vanavskaya sighed, stretched and leaned back
in her chair. She was tired. It had been a long haul. She reached for her packet of Soviet-
made Marlboros, noticed the full ashtray, and pressed a bell on her desk.

A young corporal entered from the outer office. She did not address him, just pointed
to the ashtray with her fingertip. He quickly removed it, left the office, and returned it
cleaned a few seconds later. She nodded. He left again and closed the door.

There had been no talk, no banter. Major Vanavskaya had that effect on people. In
earlier years some of the young bucks had noticed the shining short-cropped blond hair
above the crisp service shirt and slim green skirt and had tried their luck. No dice. At
twenty-five she had married a colonel—a career move—and divorced him three years
later. His career had stalled, hers taken off. At thirty-five she wore no more uniforms, just
the severe tailored charcoal-gray suit over the white blouse with the floppy bow at the
neck.

Some still thought she was beddable, until they caught a salvo from those freezing blue
eyes. In the KGB, not an organization of liberals, Major Vanavskaya had a reputation as a
fanatic. Fanatics intimidate.

The Major’s fanaticism was her work—and traitors. An utterly dedicated Communist,
ideologically pure of any doubts, she had devoted herself to her self-arrogated pursuit of
traitors. She hated them with a cold passion. She had wangled a transfer from the Second
Chief Directorate, where the targets were the occasional seditious poet or complaining
worker, to the independent Third Directorate, also called the Armed Forces Directorate.
Here the traitors, if traitors there were, would be higher-ranking, more dangerous.

The move to the Third Directorate—arranged by her colonel-husband in the last days
of their marriage, when he was still desperately trying to please her—had brought her to
this anonymous office block just off the Sadovaya Spasskaya, Moscow’s ring road, and
to this desk, and to the file that now lay open in front of her.

Two years of work had gone into that file, although she had had to squeeze that work
in between other duties until people higher up began to believe her. Two years of
checking and cross-checking, begging for cooperation from other departments, always
fighting the obfuscation of those bastards in the army who always sided with one another;
two years of correlating tiny fragments of information until a picture began to emerge.

Major Ludmilla Vanavskaya’s job and vocation was tracking down backsliders,
subversives, or, occasionally, full-blown traitors inside the army, navy, or air force. Loss
of valuable state equipment through gross negligence was bad enough; lack of vigor in
the pursuit of the Afghan war was worse; but the file on her desk told her a different
story. She was convinced that somewhere in the army there was a deliberate leak. And he
was high, damned high.

There was a list of eight names on the top sheet of the file before her. Five were
crossed out. Two had question marks. But her eye always came back to the eighth. She
lifted a phone and was put through to the male secretary of General Shaliapin, head of the
Third Directorate.

“Yes, Major. A personal interview? No one else? I see. ... The problem is, the Comrade
General is in the Far East. ... Not until next Tuesday. Very well then, next Tuesday.”
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Major Vanavskaya put down the phone and scowled. Four days. Well, she had already
waited two years—she could wait four more days.

“I think I’ve clinched it,” Bruno told Renate with childlike delight the following Sunday
morning. “I’ve just got enough for the freehold purchase and some more left over for
decorating and equipping it. It’s a wonderful little bar.”

They were in bed in her own bedroom—it was a favor she sometimes allowed him
because he hated the “working” bedroom as much as he hated her job.

“Tell me again,” she cooed. “I love to hear about it.”

He grinned. He had seen it just once but fallen for it completely. It was what he had
always wanted and right where he wanted it—by the open sea, where the brisk winds
from the north would keep the air crisp and fresh. Cold in winter, of course, but there was
central heating, which would need fixing.

“Okay. It’s called the Lantern Bar, and the sign is an old ship’s lantern. It stands on the
open quay right on the Bremerhaven dock front. From the upper windows you can see as
far as Mellum Island—we could get a sailboat if things go well and sail there in summer.

“There’s an old-fashioned brass-topped bar—we’ll be behind that serving the drinks—
and a nice snug apartment upstairs. Not as large as this, but comfy once we’ve fixed it up.
I’ve agreed on the price and paid the deposit. Completion is at the end of September.
Then I can take you away from all this.”

She could hardly keep herself from laughing out loud. “I can’t wait, my darling. It will
be a wonderful life. ... Do you want to try again? Perhaps it will work this time.”

If Renate had been a different person, she would have let the older man down gently,
explaining that she had no intention of being taken away from “all this,” least of all to a
bleak and windswept quay in Bremerhaven. But it amused her to prolong his delusion so
that his eventual misery would be all the greater.

An hour after Bruno and Renate’s conversation in Cologne, a black Jaguar sedan swept
off the M3 motorway and sought the quieter lanes of Hampshire, not far from the village
of Dummer. It was Timothy Edwards’s personal car, and his Service driver was at the
wheel. In the back was Sam McCready, who had been summoned from his habitual
Sunday pleasures at his apartment in Abingdon Villas, Kensington, by a telephoned
appeal from the Assistant Chief.

“Without the option, I’m afraid, Sam. It’s urgent.”

He had been enjoying a long, deep, hot bath when the call came, with Vivaldi on the
stereo and the Sunday newspapers strewn gloriously all over the sitting-room floor. He
had had time to throw on a sports shirt, corduroy trousers, and jacket by the time John,
who had picked up the Jaguar at the motor pool, was at the door.

The sedan swept into the graveled forecourt of a substantial Georgian country house
and came to a halt. John came around the car to open the rear passenger door, but
McCready beat him to it. He hated being fussed over.

“I was told to say they will be round the back, sir, on the terrace,” said John.

McCready surveyed the mansion. Timothy Edwards, ten years earlier, had married the
daughter of a duke, who had been considerate enough to drop off his perch in early
middle age and leave a substantial estate to his two offspring, the new duke and Lady
Margaret. She had collected about three million pounds. McCready estimated that about
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half of that was now invested in a prime piece of Hampshire real estate. He wandered
round the side of the house to the colonnaded patio at the back.

There were four easy cane chairs in a group. Three were occupied. Farther on, a white
cast-iron table was set for lunch for three, Lady Margaret would doubtless be staying
inside, not lunching. Neither would he. The two men in the rattan chairs rose.

“Ah, Sam,” said Edwards. “Glad you could make it.”

That’s a bit rich, thought McCready. No bloody option was what [ was given.

Edwards looked at McCready and wondered, not for the first time, why his extremely
talented colleague insisted on coming to a Hampshire country house party looking as if
he had just been gardening, even if he was not staying long. Edwards himself was in
brilliant brogues, razor-creased tan slacks, and a blazer over a silk shirt and neckerchief.

McCready stared back and wondered why Edwards always insisted on keeping his
handkerchief up his left sleeve. It was an army habit, started in the cavalry regiments
because on dining-in nights cavalry officers wore trousers so tight that a bunched
handkerchief in the pocket might give the ladies the impression they had put on a touch
too much perfume. But Edwards had never been in the cavalry, nor in any regiment. He
had come to the Service directly from Oxford.

“I don’t think you know Chris Appleyard,” said Edwards, as the tall American held out
his hand. He had the leathery look of a Texan cowhand. In fact, he was a Bostonian. The
leathery look came from the Camels he chain-smoked. His face was not suntanned, just
medium rare. That was why they were lunching outside, Sam mused. Edwards would not
want the Canalettos covered in nicotine.

“Guess not,” said Appleyard. “Nice to meet you, Sam. Know your reputation.”

McCready knew who he was from the name and from photographs: Deputy Head,
European Division, CIA. The woman in the third chair leaned forward and held out a
hand.

“Hi, Sam, how’re you doing these days?”

Claudia Stuart, still at forty a great-looking woman. She held his gaze and his hand a
mite longer than necessary.

“Fine, thanks, Claudia. Just fine.”

Her eyes said she did not believe him. No woman likes to think a man with whom she
once offered to share her bed has ever completely recovered from the experience.

Years earlier, in Berlin, Claudia had had a serious crush on Sam McCready. It had
puzzled and frustrated her that she had gotten nowhere. She had not then known about
Sam’s wife, May.

Claudia had been with the CIA’s West Berlin Station; he had been visiting. He had
never told her what he was doing there. Actually, he was recruiting the then Colonel
Pankratin, she learned later. It was she who had taken him over.

Edwards had not missed the body language. He wondered what was behind it and
guessed aright. It never ceased to amaze him that women seemed to like Sam. He was so
... rumpled. There was talk that several of the women at Century House would like to
straighten his tie, sew on a button, or more. He found it inexplicable.

“Sorry to hear about May,” said Claudia.

“Thank you,” said McCready. May. Sweet, loving, and much-loved May, his wife.
Three years since she had died. May, who had waited through all the long nights in the
early days, always been there when he came home from across the Curtain, never asking,
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never complaining. Multiple sclerosis can act fast or slow. With May, it had been fast. In
one year she was in a wheelchair and two years later gone. He had lived alone in the
Kensington apartment since then. Thank God their son had been at college, just
summoned home for the funeral. He had not seen the pain or his father’s despair.

A butler—there would have to be a butler, thought McCready—appeared with an extra
flute of champagne on a salver. McCready raised an eyebrow. Edwards whispered in the
butler’s ear, and he came back with a tankard of beer. McCready sipped. They watched
him. Lager. Designer beer. Foreign label. He sighed. He would have preferred bitter ale,
room temperature, redolent of Scottish malt and Kentish hops.

“We have a problem, Sam,” said Appleyard. “Claudia, you tell him.”

“Pankratin,” said Claudia. “Remember him?”

McCready studied his beer and nodded.

“In Moscow we’ve run him mainly through drops. Arm’s length. Very little contact.
Fantastic product, and very pricey payments. But hardly any personal meets. Now he has
sent a message. An urgent message.”

There was silence. McCready raised his eyes and stared at Claudia.

“He says he’s got hold of an unregistered copy of the Soviet Army War Book. The
entire Order of Battle. For the whole of the Western front. We want it, Sam. We want it
very badly.”

“So go get it,” said Sam.

“This time he won’t use a dead-letter box. Says it’s too bulky. Won’t fit. Too
noticeable. He will only hand it over to someone he knows and trusts. He wants you.”

“In Moscow?”

“No, in East Germany. He begins a tour of inspection soon. Lasts a week. He wants to
make the hand-over in the deep south of Thuringia, up near the Bavarian border. His
swing will take him south and west through Cottbus, Dresden, Karl-Marx-Stadt, and on
to Gera and Erfurt. Then back to Berlin on Wednesday night. He wants to make the pass
Tuesday or Wednesday morning. He doesn’t know the area. He wants to use lay-bys—
road pull-offs. Other than that, he has it all planned how he’ll get away and do it.”

Sam sipped his beer and glanced up at Edwards. “Have you explained, Timothy?”’

“Touched on it,” said Edwards, then turned to his guests. “Look, I have to make it clear
that Sam actually can’t go. I’ve mentioned it to the Chief, and he agrees. Sam’s been
black-flagged by the SSD.”

Claudia raised an eyebrow.

“It means that if they catch me again over there, there’ll be no cozy exchange at the
border.”

“They’ll interrogate him and shoot him,” added Edwards unnecessarily. Appleyard
whistled.

“Boy, that’s against the rules. You must have really shaken them up.”

“One does one’s best,” said Sam sadly. “By the way, if I can’t go, there is one man
who could. Timothy and I were discussing him last week at the club.”

Edwards nearly choked on his flute of Krug. “Poltergeist? Pankratin says he’ll only
make the pass to someone he knows.”

“He knows Poltergeist. Remember I told you how he had helped me in the early days?
Back in ’81, when I brought him in, Poltergeist had to baby-sit him till I could get there.
Actually, he liked Poltergeist. He’d recognize him again and make the pass. He’s no
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fool.”

Edwards straightened the silk at his neck.

“Very well, Sam. One last time.”

“It’s dangerous, and the stakes are high. I want a reward for him. Ten thousand
pounds.”

“Agreed,” said Appleyard without hesitation. He took a sheet of paper from his pocket.
“Here are the details Pankratin has provided for the method of the pass. Two alternate
venues are needed. A first and a back-up. Can you let us know in twenty-four hours the
lay-bys you’ve picked? We’ll get it to him.”

“I can’t force Poltergeist to go,” McCready warned. “He’s a free-lance, not a staffer.”

“Try, Sam, please try,” said Claudia. Sam rose.

“By the way, this ‘Tuesday’—which one is it?”

“A week from the day after tomorrow,” said Appleyard. “ Eight days away.”

“Jesus Christ,” said McCready.
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Chapter 2

Sam McCready spent most of the next day, Monday, poring over large-scale maps and
photographs. He went back to his old friends still on the East German desk and asked a
few favors. They were protective of their territory but complied—he had the authority—
and they knew better than to ask the Head of Deception and Disinformation what he was
up to.

By midafternoon he had two locations that would suit. One was a sheltered lay-by just
off East Germany’s Highway Seven, which runs in an east-west line parallel to Autobahn
E40. The smaller road links the industrial city of Jena to the more pastoral town of
Weimar and thence to the sprawl of Erfurt. The first lay-by he chose was just west of
Jena. The second was on the same road, but halfway between Weimar and Erfurt, not
three miles from the Soviet base at Nohra.

If the Russian general was anywhere between Jena and Erfurt on his tour of inspection
the following Tuesday and Wednesday, he would only have a short run to either rendez-
vous. At five, McCready proposed his choices to Claudia Stuart at the American
Embassy in Grosvenor Square. A coded message went to CIA headquarters, Langley,
Virginia; they approved and passed the message to Pankratin’s designated controller in
Moscow. The information went into a dead-letter box behind a loose brick in
Novodevichi Cemetery in the early morning of the next day, and General Pankratin
picked it up on his way to the Ministry four hours later.

Before sundown on Monday, McCready sent a coded message to the head of the SIS
station in Bonn, who read it, destroyed it, picked up the telephone, and made a local call.

Bruno Morenz returned home at seven that evening. He was halfway through his
supper when his wife remembered something.

“Your dentist called. Dr. Fischer.”

Morenz raised his head and stared at the congealed mess in front of him.

“Uh-uh.”

“Says he should look at that filling again. Tomorrow. Could you come to his office at
six.”

She returned to her absorption in the evening game show on television. Bruno hoped
she had gotten the message exactly right. His dentist was not Dr. Fischer, and there were
two bars where McCready might want to meet him. One was called “office,” the other
“clinic.” And “six” meant midday, during the lunch hour.

On Tuesday morning, McCready had Denis Gaunt drive him to Heathrow for the
breakfast-hour flight to Cologne.

“I’11 be back tomorrow night,” he said. “Mind the shop for me.”

At Cologne, with only a briefcase, he moved swiftly through passport and customs
controls, took a taxi, and was dropped off outside the opera house just after eleven. For
forty minutes he wandered around the square, down the Kreuzgasse and into the busy
pedestrian mall of Schildergasse. He paused at many shop windows, doubled suddenly
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back, and entered a store by the front and left by the back. At five to twelve, satisfied he
had not grown a tail, he turned into the narrow Krebsgasse and headed for the old-style,
half-timbered bar with the gold Gothic lettering. The small tinted windows made the
interior dim. He sat in a booth in the far corner, ordered a stein of Rhine beer, and waited.
The bulky figure of Bruno Morenz slid into the chair opposite him five minutes later.

“It’s been a long time, old friend,” said McCready.

Morenz nodded and sipped his beer.

“What do you want, Sam?”

Sam told him. It took ten minutes. Morenz shook his head.

“Sam, I’'m fifty-two. Soon I retire. I have plans. In the old days it was different,
exciting. Now, frankly, those guys over there frighten me.”

“They frighten me too, Bruno. But I’d go in spite of it, if I could. I’'m black-flagged.
You’re clean. It’s a quick one—go over in the morning, back by nightfall. Even if the
first pass doesn’t work, you’ll be back the next day, midafternoon. They’re offering ten
thousand pounds, cash.”

Morenz stared at him.

“That’s a lot. There must be others who would take it. Why me?”’

“He knows you. He likes you. He’ll see it isn’t me, but he won’t back off. I hate to ask
you this way, but this is really for me. The last time, I swear it. For old times’ sake.”

Bruno finished his beer and rose.

“I must get back. ... All right, Sam. For you. For old times’ sake. But then, I swear, I’'m
out. For good.”

“You have my word, Bruno—never again. Trust me. I won’t let you down.”

They agreed on the next rendezvous, for the following Monday at dawn. Bruno
returned to his office. McCready waited ten minutes, strolled up to the taxi stand on
Tunistrasse, and hailed a cab for Bonn. He spent the rest of the day and Wednesday
discussing his needs with Bonn Station. There was a lot to do, and not much time to do it.

Across two time zones, in Moscow, Major Ludmilla Vanavskaya had her interview with
General Shaliapin just after lunch. He sat behind his desk, a shaven-headed, brooding
Siberian peasant who exuded power and cunning, and read her file carefully. When he
had finished, he pushed it back toward her.

“Circumstantial,” he said. He liked to make his subordinates defend their assertions. In
the old days—and General Shaliapin went right back to the old days—what he had in
front of him would have sufficed. The Lubyanka always had room for one more. But
times had changed and were still changing.

“So far, Comrade General,” Vanavskaya conceded. “But a /ot of circumstances. Those
SS-20 rockets in East Germany two years ago—the Yanks knew too quickly.”

“East Germany is crawling with spies and traitors. The Americans have satellites,
RORSATS—"

“The movements of the Red Banner fleet out of the northern ports. Those bastards in
NATO always seem to know.”

Shaliapin smiled at the young woman’s passion. He never disparaged vigilance in his
staff—it was what they were there for. “There may be a leak,” he admitted, “or several.
Negligence, loose talk, an array of small agents. But you think it’s one man ...”

“This man.” She leaned forward and tapped the photo on top of the file.
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“Why? Why him?”

“Because he’s always there.”

“Nearby,” he corrected.

“Nearby. In the vicinity, in the same theater. Always available.”

General Shaliapin had survived a long time, and he intended to survive some more.
Back in March, he had spotted that things were going to change. Mikhail Gorbachev had
been rapidly and unanimously elected General Secretary on the death of yet another
geriatric, Chernenko. He was young and vigorous. He could last a long time. He wanted
reform. Already, he had started to purge the Party of its more obvious dead wood.

Shaliapin knew the rules. Even a General Secretary could antagonize only one of the
three pillars of the Soviet state at a time. If he took on the Party old guard, he would have
to keep the KGB and the Army sweet. He leaned over the desk and jabbed a stubby
forefinger at the flushed major.

“I cannot order the arrest of a senior staff officer within the Ministry on the basis of
this. Not yet. Something hard—I need something hard. Just one tiny thing.”

“Let me put him under surveillance,” urged Vanaskaya.

“Discreet surveillance.”

“All right, Comrade General. Discreet surveillance.”

“Then I agree, Major. I’ll make the staff available.”

k sk o3k
“Just a few days, Heir Direktor. A short break in lieu of a full summer vacation. I would
like to take my wife and son away for a few days. The weekend, plus Monday, Tuesday,
and Wednesday.”

It was Wednesday morning, and Dieter Aust was in an expansive mood. Besides, as a
good civil servant, he knew his staff were entitled to their summer vacations. He was
always surprised that Morenz took so few holidays. Perhaps he could not afford many.

“My dear Morenz, our duties in the Service are onerous. The Service is always
generous with its staff holidays. Five days is not a problem. Perhaps if you had given us a
bit more forewarning—but yes, all right, I will ask Fraulein Keppel to rearrange the
rosters.”

That evening, at home, Bruno Morenz told his wife he would have to leave on business
for five days.

“Just the weekend, plus the next Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday,” he said. “Herr
Direktor Aust wants me to accompany him on a trip.”

“That’s nice,” she said, engrossed in the TV.

Morenz in fact planned to spend a long, self-indulgent, and romantic weekend with
Renate, give Monday to Sam McCready and the day-long briefing, and make his run
across the East German border on Tuesday. Even if he had to spend the night in East
Germany for the second rendezvous, he would be back in the West by Wednesday
evening and could drive through the night to be home in time for work on Thursday.
Then he would hand in his notice, work it out through the month of September, make his
break with his wife, and leave with Renate for Bremerhaven. He doubted if Irmtraut
would care—she hardly noticed whether he was there or not.

On Thursday, Major Vanavskaya suffered her first serious setback, let out a very
unladylike expletive, and slammed the phone down. She had her surveillance team in
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place, ready to begin shadowing her military target. But first she had needed to know
roughly what his routines and usual daily movements were. To find this out, she had
contacted one of the several KGB Third Directorate spies inside the military intelligence
organization, the GRU.

Although the KGB and its military counterpart, the GRU, were often at daggers-drawn,
there is little doubt which is the dog and which the tail. The KGB was far more powerful,
with a supremacy that has been strengthened since the early sixties, when a GRU colonel
called Oleg Penkovsky had blown away so many Soviet secrets as to rank as the most
damaging turncoat the USSR had ever had. Since then, the Politburo had permitted the
KGB to infiltrate scores of its own people into the GRU. Although they wore military
uniform and mingled day and night with the military, they were KGB through and
through. The real GRU officers knew who they were and tried to keep them as ostracized
as possible, which was not always an easy task.

“I’'m sorry, Major,” the young KGB man inside the GRU had told her on the phone.
“The movement order is here in front of me. Your man leaves tomorrow for a tour of our
principal garrisons in Germany. Yes, I have his schedule here.”

He had dictated it to her before she put the phone down. She remained for a while deep
in thought, then put in her own application for permission to visit the Third Directorate
staff at the KGB headquarters in East Berlin. It took two days to ratify the paperwork.
She would leave for the Potsdam military airfield on Saturday morning.

Bruno made a point of getting through his chores as fast as he could on Friday and
escaping from the office early. As he knew he would be handing in his notice as soon as
he returned in the middle of the following week, he even cleared out some of his drawers.
His last chore was his small office safe. The paperwork he handled was of such low-level
classification that he hardly used the safe. The drawers of his desk could be locked, his
office door was always locked at night, and the building was securely guarded.
Nevertheless, he sorted out the few papers in his safe. At the bottom, beneath them all,
was his service-issue automatic.

The Walther PPK was filthy. He had never used it since the statutory test-firing on the
range at Pullach years before. But it was so dusty, he thought he ought to clean it before
handing it back next week. His cleaning kit was at home in Porz. At ten to five he put it
in the side pocket of his seersucker suit and left.

In the elevator on the way down to the street level, it banged so badly against his hip
that he stuck it into his waistband and buttoned his jacket over it. He grinned as he
thought this would be the first time he had ever shown it to Renate. Perhaps then she
would believe how important his job was. Not that it mattered. She loved him anyway.

He shopped in the center of town before driving out to Hahnwald—some good veal,
fresh vegetables, a bottle of real French claret. He would make them a cozy supper at
home; he enjoyed being in the kitchen. His final purchase was a large bunch of flowers.

He parked his Opel Kadett round the corner from her street—he always did—and
walked the rest of the way. He had not used the car phone to tell her he was coming. He
would surprise her. With the flowers. She would like that. There was a lady coming out
of the building as he approached the door, so he did not even have to ring the front bell
and alert Renate. Better and better—a real surprise. He had his own key to her apartment
door.
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He let himself in quietly to make the surprise even nicer. The hall was quiet. He
opened his mouth to call “Renate, darling, it’s me,” when he heard a peal of her laughter.
He smiled. She would be watching the cartoons on television. He peeked into the sitting
room. It was empty. The laughter came again, from down the passage toward the
bathroom. He realized with a start at his own foolishness that she might have a client. He
had not called to check. Then he realized that with a client she would be in the “working”
bedroom with the door closed, and that the door was soundproofed. He was about to call
again when someone else laughed. It was a man. Morenz stepped from the hall into the
passageway.

The master bedroom door was open a few inches, the gap partly obscured by the fact
that the big closet doors were also open, with overcoats strewn on the floor.

“What an arsehole,” said the man’s voice. “He really thinks you’re going to marry
him?”

“Head over heels, besotted. Stupid bastard! Just look at him.” Her voice.

Morenz put down the flowers and the groceries and moved down the passage to the
bedroom door. He was puzzled. He eased the closet doors closed to get past them and
nudged the bedroom door open with the tip of his shoe.

Renate was sitting on the edge of the king-sized bed with the black sheets, smoking a
joint. The air was redolent of cannabis. Lounging on the bed was a man Morenz had
never seen before—Ilean, young, tough, in jeans and a leather motorcycle jacket. They
both saw the movement of the door and jumped off the bed, the man in a single bound
that brought him to his feet behind Renate. He had a mean face and dirty blond hair. In
her private life Renate liked what is known as “rough trade,” and this one, her regular
boyfriend, was as rough as they came.

Morenz’s eyes were still fixed on the video flickering on the TV set beyond the end of
the bed. No middle-aged man looks very dignified when making love, even less so when
it is not happening for him. Morenz watched his own image on the TV with a growing
sense of shame and despair. Renate was with him in the film, occasionally looking over
his back to make gestures of disdain at the camera. That was apparently what had caused
all the laughter.

In front of him now, Renate was almost naked, but she recovered from her surprise
quickly enough. Her face flushed with anger. When she spoke, it was not in the tones he
knew, but the screech of a fishwife.

“What the fuck are you doing here?”

“I wanted to surprise you,” he mumbled.

“Yeah, well you’ve fucking surprised me. Now bug off. Go home to your stupid potato
sack in Porz.”

Morenz took a deep breath.

“What really hurts,” he said, “is that you could have told me. You didn’t need to let me
make such a fool of myself. Because I really did love you.”

Her face was quite contorted. She spat the words.

“Let you? You don’t need any help. You are a fool. A fat old fool. In bed and out. Now
bug off.”

That was when he hit her. Not a punch—an open-handed slap to the side of the face.
Something snapped in him, and he hit her. It caught her off balance. He was a big man,
and the blow knocked her to the floor.
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What the blond man was thinking of, Morenz later could never decide. Morenz was
about to leave when the pimp reached inside his jacket. It seemed he was armed. Morenz
pulled his PPK from his waistband. He thought the safety catch was on. It should have
been. He wanted to scare the pimp into raising his arms and letting him go. But the pimp
went on pulling his pistol out. Morenz squeezed the trigger. Dusty it may have been, but
the Walther went off.

On the shooting range Morenz could not have hit a barn door. And he hadn’t been on
the range for years. Real marksmen practice almost daily. It was beginner’s luck. The
single bullet hit the pimp right in the heart at fifteen feet. The man jerked, an expression
of disbelief on his face. But nervous reaction or not, his right arm kept coming up,
clutching his Beretta. Morenz fired again. Renate chose that moment to rise from the
floor. The second slug caught her in the back of the head. The padded door had swung
shut during the altercation; not a sound had left the room.

Morenz stood for several minutes looking at the two bodies. He felt numb, slightly
dizzy. Eventually, he left the room and pulled the door closed behind him. He did not
lock it. He was about to step over the winter clothes in the hall when it occurred to him,
even in his bemused state, to wonder why they were there at this time of year. He looked
into the coat closet and noticed that the rear panel of the closet appeared to be loose. He
pulled the loose panel toward him. ...

Bruno Morenz spent another fifteen minutes in the apartment, then left. He took with
him the videotape of himself, the groceries, the flowers, and a black canvas grip that did
not belong to him. He could not later explain why he had done that. Two miles from
Hahnwald he dropped the groceries, wine, and flowers into separate garbage cans by the
roadside. Then he drove for almost an hour, threw the videotape of himself and his gun
into the Rhine from the Severin Bridge, turned out of Cologne, deposited the canvas grip,
and finally made his way home to Porz. When he entered the sitting room at half-past
nine, his wife made no comment.

“My trip with the Herr Direktor has been postponed,” he said. “I’ll be leaving very
early on Monday morning instead.”

“Oh, that’s nice.” she said.

He sometimes thought he could come in from the office of an evening and say, “Today
I popped down to Bonn and shot Chancellor Kohl,” and she would still say, “Oh, that’s
nice.”

She eventually prepared him a meal. It was uneatable, so he did not eat it.

“I'm going out for a drink,” he said. She took another chocolate, offered one to Lutz,
and they both went on watching television.

He got drunk that night. Drinking alone. He noticed that his hands were shaking and
that he kept breaking out in sweat. He thought he had a summer cold coming on. Or the
flu. He was not a psychiatrist, and there was none available to him. So no one told him he
was heading for a complete nervous breakdown.

That Saturday, Major Vanavskaya arrived at Berlin-Schonefeld and was driven in an
unmarked car to KGB headquarters, East Berlin. She checked at once on the whereabouts
of the man she was stalking. He was in Cottbus, heading for Dresden, surrounded by
army men, moving in a military convoy and out of her reach. On Sunday he would reach
Karl-Marx-Stadt, Monday Zwickau, and Tuesday Jena. Her surveillance mandate did not
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cover East Germany. It could be extended, but that would require paperwork. Always the
damned paperwork, she thought angrily.

The following day, Sam McCready arrived back in Germany and spent the morning
conferring with the head of Bonn Station. In the evening he took delivery of the BMW
car and the paperwork and drove to Cologne. He lodged at the Holiday Inn out at the
airport, where he took and prepaid a room for two nights.

Before dawn on Monday, Bruno Morenz rose, long before his family, and left quietly. He
arrived at the Holiday Inn about seven on that bright, early September morning and
joined McCready in his room. The Englishman ordered breakfast for both from room
service, and when the waiter had gone, he spread out a huge motoring map of Germany,
West and East.

“We’ll do the route first,” he said. “Tomorrow morning you leave here at four A.M.
It’s a long drive, so take it easy, in stages. Take the E35 here past Bonn, Limburg, and
Frankfurt. It links to the E41 and E45, past Wiirzburg and Nuremburg. North of
Nuremburg, pull left on the ES1 past Bayreuth and up to the border. That’s your crossing
point, near Hof. The Saale Bridge border station. It’s no more than a six-hour drive. You
want to be there about eleven. I’ll be there ahead of you, watching from cover. Are you
feeling all right?”

Morenz was sweating, even with his jacket off.

“It’s hot in here,” he said. McCready turned up the air conditioning.

“After the border, drive straight north to the Hermsdorfer Kreuz. Turn left onto the E40
heading back toward the West. At Mellingen, leave the Autobahn and head into Weimar.
Inside the town, find Highway Seven and head west again. Four miles west of the town,
on the right of the road, is a lay-by.”

McCready produced a large blown-up photograph of that section of the road, taken
from a high-flying aircraft, but at an angle, for the aircraft had been inside Bavarian
airspace. Morenz could see the small lay-by—some cottages, even the trees that shaded
the patch of gravel designated as his first rendezvous. Carefully and meticulously,
McCready ran him through the procedure he should follow and, if the first pass aborted,
how and where he should spend the night and where and when to attend the second,
backup rendezvous with Pankratin. At midmorning they broke for coffee.

At nine that morning, Frau Popovic arrived for work at the apartment in Hahnwald. She
was the cleaning lady, a Yugoslav immigrant worker who came every day from nine until
eleven. She had her own keys to the front door and the apartment door. She knew
Fraulein Heimendorf liked to sleep late, so she always let herself in and started with the
rooms other than the bedroom so that her employer could rise at half-past ten. Then she
would tidy the lady’s bedroom. The locked room at the end of the passage, she never
entered. She had been told—and had accepted—that it was a small room used for storing
furniture. She had no idea what her employer did for a living.

That morning, she started with the kitchen, then did the hall and the passage. She was
vacuum-cleaning the passage right up to the door at the end when she noticed what she
thought was a brown silk slip lying on the floor at the base of the locked door. She tried
to pick it up, but it was not a silk slip. It was a large brown stain, quite dry and hard, that
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seemed to have come from under the door. She tut-tutted at the extra work she would
have to scrub it off, then went to get a bucket of water and a brush. She was working on
her hands and knees when she kicked the door. To her surprise it moved. She tried the
handle and found it was not locked.

The stain was still resisting her attempts to scrub it off, and she thought it might happen
again, so she opened the door to see what might be leaking. Seconds later, she was
running screaming down the stairs to hammer at the door of the ground-floor apartment
and arouse the bewildered retired bookseller who lived there. He did not go upstairs, but
he did call the 110 emergency number and ask for the police.

The call was logged in the Police Prdsidium on the Waidmarkt at 9:51. The first to
arrive, according to the unvarying routine of all German police forces, was a
Streifenwagen, or patrol car, with two uniformed policemen. Their job was to establish
whether an offense had indeed been committed, into which category it fell, and then to
alert the appropriate departments. One of the men stayed downstairs with Frau Popovic,
who was being comforted by the bookseller’s elderly wife, and the other went up. He
touched nothing, just went down the passage and looked through the half-open door, gave
a whistle of amazement, and came back down to use the bookseller’s phone. He did not
have to be Sherlock Holmes to work out that this one was for Homicide.

According to procedure, he first called the emergency doctor—in Germany, always
supplied by the fire brigade. Then he called the Police Prdsidium and asked for the
Leitstelle, the Violent Crime switchboard. He told the operator where he was and what he
had found and asked for two more uniformed men. The message went up to the
Mordkommission or Murder Squad, always known as “First K” on the tenth and eleventh
floors of the ugly, functional, green-concrete building covering all of one side of the
Waidmarkt square. The Director of First K assigned a commissar and two assistants.
Records showed later that they arrived at the Hahnwald apartment at 10:40 A.M., just as
the doctor was leaving.

He had taken a closer look than the uniformed officer, felt for signs of life, touched
nothing else, and left to make his formal report. The commissar, whose name was Peter
Schiller, met him on the steps. Schiller knew him.

“What have we got?” he asked. It was not the doctor’s job to do a post-mortem, simply
to establish the fact of death.

“Two bodies. One male, one female. One clothed, one naked.”

“Cause of death?” asked Schiller.

“Gunshot wounds, I’d say. The paramedic will tell you.”

“Time?”

“I’'m not the pathologist. Oh, one to three days, I would say. Rigor mortis is well
established. That’s unofficial, by the way. I’ve done my job. I’'m off.”

Schiller went upstairs with one assistant. The other stayed below to try and get
statements from Frau Popovic and the bookseller. Neighbors began to gather up and
down the street. There were now three official cars outside the apartment house.

Like his uniformed colleague, Schiller gave a low whistle when he saw the contents of
the master bedroom. Renate Heimendorf and her pimp were still where they had fallen,
the head of the near-naked woman lying close to the door, under whose sill the blood had
leaked outside. The pimp was across the room, slumped with his back to the TV set, the
expression of surprise still on his face. The TV set was off. The bed with the black silk
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sheets still bore the indentations of two bodies that had once lain there.

Treading carefully, Schiller flipped open a number of the closets and drawers.

“A hooker,” he said. “Call girl, whatever. Wonder if they knew downstairs. We’ll ask.
In fact, we’ll need all the tenants. Start to get a list of names.”

The assistant commissar, Wiechert, was about to go when he said, “I’ve seen the man
somewhere before. ... Hoppe. Bernhard Hoppe. Bank robbery, I think. A hard man.”

“Oh, good,” said Schiller ironically, “that’s all we need. A gangland killing.”

There were two telephone extensions in the flat, but Schiller, even with gloved hands,
used neither. They might have prints. He went down and borrowed the bookseller’s
phone. Before that, he posted two uniformed men at the door of the house, another in the
hall, and the fourth outside the apartment door.

He called his superior, Rainer Hartwig, Director of the Murder Squad, and told him
there might be gangland ramifications. Hartwig decided he had better tell his own
superior, the president of the Crime Office, the Kriminalamt, known as the KA. If
Wiechert was right and the body on the floor was a gangster, then experts from other
divisions besides Murder Squad—robbery and racketeering, for example—would have to
be consulted.

In the interim Hartwig sent down the Erkennungsdienst, the forensic team, one
photographer and four fingerprint men. The apartment would be theirs and theirs alone
for hours to come; until, in fact, every last print and scraping, every fiber and particle that
could be of interest, had been removed for analysis. Hartwig also detached eight more
men from their duties. There was a lot of door-knocking to be done, the search for
witnesses who had seen a man or men come or go.

The log would later show that the forensic men arrived at 11:31 A.M. and stayed for
almost eight hours.

At that hour Sam McCready put down his second cup of coffee and folded up the map.
He had taken Morenz carefully through both rendezvous with Pankratin in the East,
shown him the latest photograph of the Soviet general, and explained that the man would
be in the baggy fatigues of a Russian army corporal with a forage cap shading his face
and driving a GAZ jeep. That was the way the Russian had set it up.

“Unfortunately, he thinks he will be meeting me. We must just hope he recognizes you
from Berlin and makes the pass anyway. Now, to the car. It’s down there in the parking
lot. We’ll go for a drive after lunch, let you get used to it.

“It’s a BMW sedan, black, with Wiirzburg registration plates. That’s because you’re a
Rhinelander by birth, but now live and work in Wiirzburg. I’ll give you your full cover
story and backup papers later. The car with those number plates actually exists. It is a
black BMW sedan.

“But this one is the Firm’s car. It has made several crossings of the Saale Bridge border
point, so hopefully they’ll be accustomed to it. The drivers have always been different
because it’s a Company car. It has always driven to Jena, apparently to visit the Zeiss
works there. And it has always been clean. But this time there is a difference. Under the
battery shelf there is a flat compartment, just about invisible unless you really look for it.
It is big enough to take the book you will receive from Smolensk.”

(On a need-to-know basis, Morenz had never known Pankratin’s real name. He did not
even know the man had risen to Major-General or was now based in Moscow. The last
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time he had seen him, Pankratin was a colonel in East Berlin, code-name Smolensk.)
“Let’s have lunch,” said McCready.
During the meal, from room service, Morenz drank wine greedily and his hands shook.
“Are you sure you’re all right?” asked McCready.
“Sure. This damned summer cold, you know? And a bit nervous. That’s natural.”
McCready nodded. Nerves were normal—with actors before going onstage. With
soldiers before combat. With agents before an illegal run into the Sovbloc. Still, he did
not like the shape Morenz was in. He had seldom seen a case of nerves like this. But with
Pankratin unreachable and twenty-four hours to the first contact, he had no choice.
“Let’s go down to the car,” he said.

Not much happens in Germany today that the press does not hear about, and it was the
same in 1985, when Germany was West Germany. The veteran and ace crime reporter of
Cologne was and remains Guenther Braun of the Kolner Stadt-Anzeiger. He was lunching
with a police contact who mentioned that there was a flap going on in Hahnwald. Braun
arrived outside the house with his photographer, Walter Schiestel, just before three. He
tried to get to Commissar Schiller, but he was upstairs, sent word he was busy, and
referred Braun to the Prdsidium press office. Fat chance. Braun would get the sanitized
police communiqué later. He began to ask around. Then he made some phone calls. By
early evening, well in time for the first editions, he had got his story. It was a good one,
too. Of course, radio and TV would be ahead of him with the broad outlines, but he knew
he had an inside track.

Upstairs, the forensic team had finished with the bodies. The photographer, Schiestel,
had snapped the corpses from every conceivable angle, plus the decor of the room, the
bed, the huge mirror behind the headboard, and the equipment in the closets and chests.
Lines were drawn around the bodies, then the cadavers were bagged and removed to the
city morgue, where the forensic pathologist went to work. The detectives needed the time
of death and those bullets—urgently.

The entire apartment had yielded nineteen sets or partial sets of fingerprints. Three
were eliminated; they belonged to the two deceased and to Frau Popovic, now down at
the Prdsidium with her prints carefully on file. That left sixteen.

“Probably clients,” muttered Schiller.

“But one set the killer’s?” suggested Wiechert.

“I doubt it. It looks pretty pro to me. He probably wore gloves.”

The major problem, mused Schiller, was not lack of motive but too many. Was the call
girl the intended victim? Was the murderer an outraged client, a former husband, a
vengeful wife, a business rival, an enraged former pimp? Or was she incidental, and her
pimp the real target? He had been confirmed as Bernhard Hoppe, ex-con, bank robber,
gangster, very nasty, and a real low-life. A settling of accounts, a drug deal that went
sour, rival protection-racketeers? Schiller suspected it was going to be a tough one.

The tenants’ statements and those of the neighbors indicated no one knew of Renate
Heimendorf’s secret profession. There had been gentlemen callers, but always
respectable. No late-night parties, blaring music.

As the forensic team finished with each area of the flat, Schiller could move around
more and disturb things. He went to the bathroom. There was something odd about the
bathroom, but he could not figure out what it was. Just after seven, the forensic team
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finished and called to him that they were off. He spent an hour puttering about the gutted
flat while Wiechert complained that he wanted his dinner. At ten past eight, Schiller
shrugged and called it a day. He would resume the case tomorrow up at headquarters. He
sealed the flat, left one uniformed man in the hallway in case someone returned to the
scene of the crime—it had happened—and went home. There was still something that
bothered him about that flat. He was a very intelligent and perceptive young detective.

McCready spent the afternoon finalizing the briefing of Bruno Morenz.

“You are Hans Grauber, aged fifty-one, married, three children. Like all proud family
men you carry pictures of your family. Here they are, on holiday: Heidi, your wife, along
with Hans Junior, Lotte, and Ursula, known as Uschi. You work for BKI Optical
Glassware in Wiirzburg—they exist, and the car is theirs. Fortunately, you once did work
in optical glassware, so you can use the jargon if you have to.

“You have an appointment with the director of foreign sales at the Zeiss works in Jena.
Here is his letter. The paper is real; so is the man. The signature looks like his, but it is
ours. The appointment is for three P.M. tomorrow. If all goes well, you can agree to place
an order for Zeiss precision lenses and return to the West the same evening. If you need
further discussions, you may have to overnight. That’s just if the border guards ask you
for such a mass of detail.

“It’s extremely unlikely the border guards would check with Zeiss. The SSD would,
but there are enough Western businessmen dealing with Zeiss for one more not to be a
cause for suspicion. So here are your passport, letters from your wife, a used ticket from
the Wiirzburg Opera House, credit cards, driving license, a bunch of keys including the
ignition key of the BMW. The baggy raincoat—the lot.

“You’ll only need the attaché case and the overnight bag. Study the attaché case and its
contents. The security lock opens to the numbers of your fictional birthday, fifth April
’34, or 5434. The papers all concern your desire to purchase Zeiss products for your firm.
Your signature is Hans Grauber in your own handwriting. The clothes and washkit are all
genuine Wiirzburg purchases, laundered and used, with Wiirzburg laundry tags. Now, old
friend, let’s have some dinner.”

Dieter Aust, Director of Cologne’s BND out-station, missed the evening TV news. He
was out to dinner. He would regret it later.

* %k ok
At midnight, McCready was collected in a Range Rover by Kit Johnson, a
communications man from the SIS Bonn Station. They drove off together to be at the
Saale River in northern Bavaria before Morenz.

Bruno Morenz stayed in McCready’s room, ordered whiskey from room service, and
drank too much. He slept badly for two hours and rose when the bedside alarm went off
at three. At four that Tuesday morning, he left the Holiday Inn, started the BMW, and
headed through the darkness toward the Autobahn south.

At the same hour Peter Schiller awakened in Cologne beside his sleeping wife and
realized what it was about the Hahnwald apartment that had puzzled him. He telephoned
and awoke an outraged Wiechert and told him to meet him at the Hahnwald house at
seven. German police officers have to be accompanied on an investigation.

42



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

Bruno Morenz was slightly ahead of time. Just south of the border, he killed twenty-five
minutes at the Frankenwald service area restaurant. He did not drink liquor; he drank
coffee. But he filled his hip flask.

At five to eleven that Tuesday morning Sam McCready, with Kit Johnson beside him,
was concealed amid pine trees on a hill south of the Saale River. The Range Rover was
parked out of sight in the forest. From the treeline they could see the West German
border post below and half a mile in front of them. Beyond it was a gap in the hills, and
through the gap, the roofs of the East German border post, half a mile farther on.

Because the East Germans had built their controls well inside their own territory, a
driver would be inside East Germany as soon as he left the West German post. Then
came a two-lane highway between high chain-link fencing. Behind the fencing were the
watchtowers. From the trees, using powerful binoculars, McCready could see the border
guards behind the windows with their own field glasses, watching the West. He could
also see the machine guns. The reason for the half-mile corridor inside East Germany was
so that anyone bursting through the eastern border post could be cut to pieces between the
chain-link fencing before reaching the West.

At two minutes to eleven, McCready picked out the black BMW moving sedately
through the cursory West German controls. Then it purred forward into the corridor,
heading for the land controlled by the East’s most professional and dreaded secret police,
the Stasi.
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Chapter 3

“It’s the bathroom, it has to be the bathroom,” said Commissar Schiller just after seven
A.M. as he led a sleepy and reluctant Wiechert back into the flat.

“It looks all right to me,” grumbled Wiechert. “Anyway, the forensic boys cleaned it
out.”

“They were looking for prints, not measurements,” said Schiller. “Look at this closet in
the passage. It’s two yards wide, right?”

“About that.”

“The far end is flush with the door to the call girl’s bedroom. The door is flush with the
wall and the mirror above the headboard. Now, as the bathroom door is beyond the built-
in wall closet, what do you deduce?”

“That I’m hungry,” said Wiechert.

“Shut up. Look, when you enter the bathroom and turn to your right, there should be
two yards to the bathroom wall. The width of the cupboard outside, right? Try it.”

Wiechert entered the bathroom and looked to his right. “One yard,” he said.

“Exactly. That’s what puzzled me. Between the mirror behind the washbasin and the
mirror behind the headboard, there’s a yard of space missing.”

Poking around in the hall closet, it took Schiller thirty minutes to find the door catch, a
cunningly concealed knothole in the pine planking. When the rear of the closet swung
open, Schiller could dimly discern a light switch inside. He used a pencil to flick the
switch, and the inner light came on, a single bulb hanging from the ceiling.

“I’ll be damned,” said Wiechert, looking over his shoulder. The secret compartment
was ten feet long, the same length as the bathroom, but it was only three feet wide. But
wide enough. To their right was the rear side of the mirror above the headboard next
door, a one-way mirror that exposed the whole bedroom. On a tripod at the center of the
mirror, facing into the bedroom, was a video camera, a state-of-the-art high-tech piece of
equipment that would certainly provide clear-definition film despite shooting through the
glass and into subdued lighting. The sound-recording equipment was also of the best. The
entire far end of the narrow passageway was ceiling-to-floor shelving, and each shelf held
a row of video-cassette cases. On the spine of each was a label, and each label had a
number. Schiller backed out.

The phone was usable, since the forensic men had cleaned it of prints the previous day.
He called the Prdsidium and got straight through to Rainer Hartwig, Director of First K.

“Oh shit,” said Hartwig when he had the details. “Well done. Stay there. I’ll get two
fingerprint men down to you.”

It was eight-fifteen. Dieter Aust was shaving. In the bedroom the morning show was on
television. The news roundup. He could hear it from the bathroom. He thought little of
the item about a double murder in Hahnwald until the newscaster said, “One of the
victims, high-class call girl Renate Heimendorf.

That was when the Director of the Cologne BND cut himself quite badly on his pink
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cheek. In ten minutes he was in his car and driving fast to his office, where he arrived
almost an hour early. This much disconcerted Fraulein Keppel, who was always in an
hour ahead of him.

“That number,” said Aust, “the vacation contact number Morenz gave us. Let me have
it, would you?”

When he tried it, he got the “disconnected” tone. He checked with the operator down in
the Black Forest, a popular vacation area, but she told him it appeared to be out of order.
He did not know that one of McCready’s men had rented a vacation chalet, then locked it
after taking the phone off the hook. As a long shot Aust tried Morenz’s home number in
Porz, and to his amazement he found himself speaking to Frau Morenz. They must have
come home early.

“Could I speak to your husband please? This is Director Aust speaking, from the
office.”

“But he’s with you, Herr Direktor,” she explained patiently. “Out of town. On a trip.
Back late tomorrow night.”

“Ah, yes, I see. Thank you, Frau Morenz.”

He put the phone down, worried. Morenz had lied. What was he up to? A weekend
with a girlfriend in the Black Forest? Possible, but he did not like it. He put through a
secure-line call to Pullach and spoke to the Deputy Director of the Operations
Directorate, the division they both worked for. Dr. Lothar Herrmann was frosty. But he
listened intently.

“The murdered call girl, and her pimp. How were they killed?”” Herrmann asked.

Aust consulted the Stadt-Anzeiger lying on his desk.

“They were shot.”

“Does Morenz have a personal sidearm?” asked the voice from Pullach.

“I, er—Dbelieve so.”

“Where was it issued, by whom, and when?”” asked Dr. Herrmann. Then he added, “No
matter, it must have been here. Stay there, I will call you back.”

He was back on the phone in ten minutes.

“He has a Walther PPK, Service issue. From here. It was tested on the range and in the
lab before we gave it to him. Ten years ago. Where is it now?”

“It should be in his personal safe,” said Aust.

“Is it?”” asked Herrmann coldly.

“I will find out and call you back,” said the badly flustered Aust. He had the master key
for all the safes in the department. Five minutes later, he was talking to Herrmann again.

“It’s gone,” he said. “He might have taken it home, of course.”

“That is strictly forbidden. So is lying to a superior officer, whatever the cause. I think
I had better come to Cologne. Please meet me off the next plane from Munich.
Whichever it is, I will be on it.”

Before leaving Pullach, Dr. Herrmann made three phone calls. As a result, Black Forest
policemen would visit the designated vacation home, let themselves in with the land-
lord’s key, and establish that the phone was off the hook but the bed had not been slept
in. At all. That was what they would report. Dr. Herrmann landed at Cologne at five to
twelve.

Bruno Morenz cruised the BMW into the complex of concrete buildings that made up the
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East German border control and was waved into an inspection bay. A green-uniformed
guard appeared at the driver’s side window.

“Aussteigen, bitte. Ihre Papiere.”

He climbed out and offered his passport. Other guards began to surround the car, all
quite normal.

“Hood open, please, and trunk.”

He opened both; they began the search. A mirror on a trolley went under the car. A
man pored over the engine bay. Morenz forced himself not to look as the guard studied
the battery.

“The purpose of your journey to the German Democratic Republic?”

He brought his eyes back to the man in front of him. Blue eyes behind rimless glasses
stared at him. He explained he was going to Jena, to discuss purchases of optical lenses
from Zeiss; that if all went well, he might be able to return that same evening; if not he
would have to have a second meeting with the foreign sales director in the morning.
Impassive faces. They waved him into the Custom Hall.

It’s all just normal, he told himself. Let them find the papers themselves, McCready
had said. Don’t offer too much. They went through his attaché case, studied the letters
exchanged between Zeiss and BKI in Wiirzburg. Morenz prayed the stamps and
postmarks were perfect. They were. His bags were closed. He took them back to the car.
The inspection of the car was finished. A guard with a huge Alsatian stood nearby.
Behind windows, two men in civilian clothes watched. Secret police.

“Enjoy your visit to the German Democratic Republic,” said the senior border guard.
He did not look as if he meant it.

At that moment there was a scream and several shouts from the column of cars across
the concrete dividing reservation, the column trying to get out. Everyone spun around to
look. Morenz was back behind the wheel. He stared in horror.

There was a blue Combi minivan at the head of the column. West German plates. Two
guards were dragging a young girl out of the back, where they had discovered her hiding
under the floor in a recess built for the purpose. She was screaming. The girlfriend of the
West German youth driving the van. He was hauled out in a circle of straining dogs’
muzzles and submachine gun barrels. He threw his hands up, bone white.

“Leave her alone, you assholes,” he shouted. Someone hit him in the stomach. He
doubled over.

“Los. Go,” snapped the guard beside Morenz. He let the clutch in, and the BMW
surged forward. He cleared the barriers and stopped at the People’s Bank to change
Deutschmarks into worthless Ostmarks at one-for-one and get his currency declaration
stamped. The bank teller was subdued. Morenz’s hands were shaking. Back in his car he
looked in the rearview mirror and saw the youth and the girl being hauled into a concrete
building, still screaming.

He drove north, sweating profusely, his nerve completely gone, a burnt-out case. The
only thing that held him together was his years of training—and his conviction that he
would not let his friend McCready down.

Though he knew drinking and driving was utterly forbidden in the GDR, he reached for
his hip flask and took a swig. Better. Much better. He drove on steadily. Not too fast, not
too slow. He checked his watch. He had time. Midday. Rendezvous at four P.M. Two
hours’ drive away. But the fear, the gnawing fear of an agent on a black mission facing
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ten years in a slave labor camp if caught, was still working on a nervous system already
reduced to ruins.

McCready had watched him enter the corridor between the two border posts, then lost
sight of him. He had not seen the incident of the girl and the youth. The curve of the hill
meant he could see only the roofs on the East German side and the great flag with the
hammer, compasses, and wheatsheaf fluttering above them. Just before twelve, far in the
distance, he made out the black BMW driving away into Thuringia.

In the back of the Range Rover, Johnson had what looked like a suitcase. Inside was a
portable telephone, with a difference. The set could send out or receive messages in clear
talk, but scrambled, from the British Government Communication Headquarters, or
GCHQ, near Cheltenham in England, or Century House in London, or SIS Bonn Station.
The handset looked like an ordinary portable phone, with numbered buttons for dialing.
McCready had asked that it be brought along so he could stay in touch with his own base
and inform them when Poltergeist came safely home.

“He’s through,” McCready remarked to Johnson. “Now we just wait.”

“Want to tell Bonn or London?” asked Johnson.

McCready shook his head. “There’s nothing they can do,” he said. “Nothing anyone
can do now. It’s up to Poltergeist.”

At the flat in Hahnwald, the two fingerprint men had finished with the secret
compartment and were on their way. They had lifted three sets of prints from inside the
room.

“Are they among the ones you got yesterday?” asked Schiller.

“I don’t know,” said the senior print-man. “I’ll have to check back at the lab. Let you
know. Anyway, you can go in there now.”

Schiller entered and surveyed the racks of cassette boxes at the back. There was
nothing to indicate what was in them, just numbers on the spine. He took one at random,
went into the master bedroom, and slotted it into the video. With the remote control he
switched both TV and video on, then hit the “play” button. He sat on the edge of the
stripped bed. Two minutes later, he stood up and switched the set off, a rather shaken
young man.

“Donnerwetter nochmal!” whispered Wiechert, standing in the doorway munching a
pizza.

The senator from Baden-Wiirttemberg may only have been a provincial politician, but
he was well known nationally for his frequent appearances on national television, calling
for a return to earlier moral values and a ban on pornography. His constituents had seen
him photographed in many poses—patting children’s heads, kissing babies, opening
church fétes, addressing the conservative ladies. But they probably had not seen him
crawling naked around a room in a spiked dog collar attached to a leash held by a young
woman in stiletto heels brandishing a riding crop.

“Stay here,” said Schiller. “Don’t leave, don’t even move. 'm going back to the
Prasidium.”

It was two o’clock.

Morenz checked his watch. He was well west of the Hermsdorfer Kreuz, the major
crossroad where the north-south Autobahn from Berlin to the Saale River border crosses
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the east-west highway from Dresden to Erfurt. He was ahead of time. He wanted to be at
the lay-by for the rendezvous with Smolensk at ten to four—no earlier or it would look
suspicious, being parked there for so long in a West German car.

In fact, to stop at all would invite curiosity. West German businessmen tended to go
straight to their destination, do their business, and drive back out again. Better to keep
driving. He decided to go past Jena and Weimar to the Erfurt pull-off, go right around the
roundabout, and come back toward Weimar. That would kill time. A green and white
Wartburg People’s Police car came past him in the overtaking lane, adorned with two
blue lights and an outsize bullhorn on the roof. The two uniformed highway patrolmen
stared at him With expressionless faces.

He held the wheel steady, fighting down the rising panic. “They know,” a small
treacherous voice inside him kept saying. “It’s all a trap. Smolensk has been blown.
You’re going to be set up. They’ll be waiting for you. They’re just checking because
you’ve overshot the turnoff.”

“Don’t be silly,” his cogent mind urged. Then he thought of Renate, and the black
despair joined hands with the fear, and the fear was winning.

“Listen, you fool,” said his mind, “you did something stupid. But you didn’t mean to
do it. Then you kept your head. The bodies won’t be discovered for weeks. By then,
you’ll be out of the Service, out of the country, with your savings, in a land where they’ll
leave you alone. In peace. That’s all you want now—peace. To be left alone. And they’ll
leave you alone because of the tapes.”

The People’s Police, or VOPO, car slowed and studied him. He began to sweat. The
fear was rising and still winning. He could not know that the young policemen were car
buffs and had not seen the new BMW sedan before.

Commissar Schiller spent thirty minutes with the Director of First K, the Murder Squad,
explaining what he had found. Hartwig bit his lip.

“It’s going to be a bastard,” he said. “Had she started blackmailing already, or was this
to be her retirement fund? We don’t know.”

He lifted the phone and was put through to the forensic lab.

“I want the photographs of the recovered bullets and the prints—the nineteen of
yesterday and the three of this morning—in my office in one hour.” Then he rose and
turned to Schiller.

“Come on. We’re going back. I want to see this place for myself.”

It was actually Director Hartwig who found the notebook. Why anyone should be so
secretive as to hide a notebook in a room that was already so well hidden, he could not
imagine. But it was taped under the lowest shelf where the videos were stored.

The list was, they would discover, in Renate Heimendorf’s handwriting. Clearly she
had been a very clever woman, and this was her operation—from the skillful
refurbishment of the original apartment to the harmless-looking remote control that could
turn the camera behind the mirror on or off. The forensic boys had seen it in the bedroom
but had thought it was a spare for the TV.

Hartwig ran through the names in the notebook, which corresponded with the numbers
on the spines of the video-cassettes. Some he recognized, some not. The ones he did not
know, he reckoned would be men from out of state, but important men. The ones he
recognized included two senators, a parliamentarian (government party), a financier, a
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banker (local), three industrialists, the heir to a major brewery, a judge, a famous
surgeon, and a nationally known television personality. Eight names appeared to be
Anglo-Saxon (British? American? Canadian?), and two French. He counted the rest.

“Eighty-one names,” he said. “Eighty-one tapes. Christ, if the names I do recognize are
anything to go by, there must be enough here to bring down several state governments,
maybe Bonn itself.”

“That’s odd,” said Schiller. “There are only sixty-one tapes.”

They both counted them. Sixty-one.

“You say there were three sets of prints lifted here?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Assuming two were from Heimendorf and Hoppe, the third is probably the killer. And
I have a horrible feeling he’s taken twenty tapes with him. Come on—I’m going to the
President with this. It’s got beyond a murder, way beyond.”

Dr. Herrmann was finishing lunch with his subordinate, Aust.

“My dear Aust, we know nothing as yet. We simply have reason for concern. The
police may quickly arrest and charge a gangster, and Morenz may return on schedule
after a sinful weekend with a girlfriend at someplace other than the Black Forest. I have
to say that his immediate retirement with loss of pension is beyond a doubt. But for the
moment, | just want you to try and trace him. I want a female operative to move in with
his wife in case he calls. Use any excuse you like. I will attempt to find out just what is
the state of the police investigation. You know my hotel. Contact me if there is news of
him.”

Sam McCready sat on the tailgate of the Range Rover in warm sunshine high above the
Saale River and sipped coffee from a flask. Johnson put down his handset. He had been
speaking to Cheltenham, the huge national listening station in the west of England.

“Nothing,” he said. “All normal. No extra radio traffic in any sector—Russian, SSD, or
People’s Police. Just routine.”

McCready checked his watch. Ten to four. Bruno should be moving toward the lay-by
west of Weimar about now. He had told him to be five minutes early and allow no more
than twenty-five minutes if Smolensk failed to show up. That would count as an abort.
He kept calm in front of Johnson, but he hated the waiting. It was always the worst part,
waiting for an agent across the border. The imagination played tricks, creating a whole
range of things that could have happened to him but probably had not. For the hundredth
time, he calculated the schedule. Five minutes at the lay-by; the Russian hands it over;
ten minutes to let the Russian get away. Four-fifteen departure. Five minutes to switch
the manual from inside his jacket to the compartment under the battery; one hour and
forty-five minutes of driving—he should be coming into view about six ... another cup of
coffee.

The Police President of Cologne, Arnim von Starnberg, listened gravely to the young
commissar’s report. He was flanked by Hart wig of the Murder Squad and Horst
Fraenkel, Director of the whole Kriminalamt. Both senior officers had felt it right to
come straight to him. When he heard the details, he agreed they were correct. This thing
was not only bigger than a murder; it was bigger than Cologne. He already intended to
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take it higher. The young Schiller finished.

“You will remain completely silent about this, Heir Schiller,” said von Starnberg. “You
and your colleague, Assistant Commissar Wiechert. Your careers depend on it, you
understand?” He turned to Hartwig. “The same applies to those two fingerprint men who
saw the camera room.”

He dismissed Schiller and turned to the other detectives.

“How far exactly have you got?”

Fraenkel nodded to Hartwig, who produced a number of large high-definition
photographs.

“Well, Herr President, we now have the bullets that killed the call girl and her friend.
We need to find the gun that fired those bullets.” He tapped two photographs. “Just two
bullets, one in each body. Second, the fingerprints. There were three sets in the camera
room. Two came from the call girl and her pimp. We believe the third set must belong to
the killer. We also believe it was he who stole the twenty missing cassettes.”

None of the three men could know there were actually twenty-one missing cassettes.
Morenz had thrown the twenty-first, the one of himself, into the Rhine on Friday evening.
He was not listed in the notebook because he had never been a major blackmail
prospect—just fun.

“Where are the other sixty-one tapes?”” asked von Starnberg.

“In my personal safe,” said Fraenkel.

“Please have them brought straight up here. No one must view them.”

When he was alone, President von Starnberg began telephoning. That afternoon, the
responsibility for the affair went up the official hierarchy faster than a monkey up a tree.
Cologne passed the affair to the Provincial Kriminalamt in the provincial capital,
Diisseldorf. That office passed it at once to the Federal Kriminalamt in Wiesbaden.
Guarded limousines with the sixty-one tapes and the notebook sped from city to city. At
Wiesbaden, it stopped for a while as senior civil servants worked out how to tell the
Justice Minister in Bonn—he was the next up the ladder. By this time all sixty-one sexual
athletes had been identified. Half were merely wealthy; the other half were both rich and
firmly Establishment figures. Worse, six senators and parliamentarians of the ruling party
were involved, plus two from the other parties, two senior civil servants, and an army
general. That was only the Germans. There were two foreign diplomats based in Bonn
(one from a NATO ally), two foreign politicians who had been visiting, and a White
House staffer close to Ronald Reagan.

But even worse was the now-identified list of the twenty whose recorded frolics were
missing. They included a senior member of the West German ruling party parliamentary
caucus, another parliamentarian (federal), a judge (appeals court), another senior armed
forces officer (air force, this time), the beer magnate spotted by Hartwig, and a rising
junior minister. That was apart from some of the proud cream of commerce and industry.

“Naughty businessmen can be laughed off,” commented a senior defective in the
Federal Criminal Office in Wiesbaden. “If they are ruined, it’s their own fault. But this
bitch specialized in the Establishment.”

In the later afternoon, simply for procedural reasons, the country’s internal security
service, the BfV, was informed. Not of all the names, just the history of the investigation
and its state of progress. Ironically, the BfV is headquartered in Cologne, back where it
all started. The interdepartmental memorandum on the case landed on the desk of a senior
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officer in counterintelligence called Johann Prinz.

k sk o3k
Bruno Morenz rolled slowly west along Highway Seven. He was four miles west of
Weimar and one mile from the big white-walled Soviet barracks at Nohra. He came to a
curve, and there was the lay-by, just where McCready had said it would be. He checked
his watch; eight minutes to four. The road was empty. He slowed and pulled into the lay-
by.

According to instructions, he climbed out, released the trunk, and removed the toolkit.
This he opened and laid beside the front offside wheel, where it would be visible to a
passerby. Then he flicked the catch and raised the hood. His stomach began to churn.
There were bushes and trees behind the lay-by and across the road. In his mind’s eye he
saw crouching agents from the SSD waiting to make a double arrest. His mouth was dry,
but the sweat ran in rivulets down his back. His fragile reserve was close to snapping like
an overstretched rubber band.

He took a wrench, the right size for the job, and bent his head inside the engine bay.
McCready had showed him how to loosen the nut connecting the water pipe to the
radiator. A trickle of water escaped. He changed the wrench for one clearly the wrong
size and tried vainly to tighten the nut again.

The minutes ticked by. Inside the engine bay he tinkered vainly away. He glanced at
his watch. Six minutes past four. Where the hell are you? he asked. Almost at once there
was a slight crunch of gravel under wheels as a vehicle came to a halt. He kept his head
down. The Russian would come up to him and say in his accented German, “If you are
having trouble, perhaps I have a better set of tools,” and offer him the flat wooden
toolbox from the jeep. The Soviet Army War Book would be under the wrenches in a red
plastic cover.

The dropping sun was blocked by the shadow of someone approaching. Boots
crunched on gravel. The man was beside and behind him. He said nothing. Morenz
straightened. An East German police car was parked five yards away. One green-
uniformed policeman stood by the open driver’s door. The other was beside Morenz,
gazing down into the BMW’s open engine bay.

Morenz wanted to vomit. His stomach pumped out acid. He felt his knees becoming
weak. He tried to straighten up and nearly stumbled.

The policeman met his gaze. “Was ist los?”” he asked.

Of course it was a ploy, a courtesy to mask the triumph. The inquiry if anything was
wrong was to precede the screams and shouts and the arrest. Morenz’s tongue felt as if it
were stuck to the roof of his mouth.

“I thought I was losing water,” he said. The policeman put his head into the engine bay
and studied the radiator. He removed the wrench from Morenz’s hand, stooped, and came
up with another one.

“This one will fit,” he said. Morenz used it and retightened the nut. The trickle stopped.

“Wrong wrench,” said the cop. He gazed at the BMW engine. He seemed to be staring
straight at the battery. “Schoner Wagen,” he said. Nice car. “Where are you staying?”

“In Jena,” said Morenz. “I have to see the foreign sales director at Zeiss tomorrow
morning. To buy products for my company.”

The policeman nodded approvingly.

“We have many fine products in the GDR,” he said. It was not true. East Germany had
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one single factory that produced Western-standard equipment, the Zeiss works.

“What are you doing out here?”

“I wished to see Weimar ... the Goethe memorial.”

“You are heading in the wrong direction. Weimar is that way.”

The policeman pointed down the road behind Morenz. A gray-green Soviet GAZ jeep
rolled past. The driver, eyes shaded by a forage cap, gazed at Morenz, met his eyes for a
second, took in the parked VOPO car, and rolled on. An abort. Smolensk would not
approach now.

“Yes. I took a wrong turn out of town. I was looking for a place to turn when I saw the
water gauge misbehaving.”

The VOPOs supervised his U-turn and followed him back to Weimar. They peeled off
at the entry to the town. Morenz drove on to Jena and checked into the Black Bear Hotel.

At eight, on his hill above the Saale River, Sam McCready put down his binoculars. The
gathering dusk made it impossible to see the East German border post and the road
behind it. He felt tired, drained. Something had gone wrong up there behind the
minefields and the razor-wire. It might be nothing of importance, a blown-out tire, a
traffic jam. ... Unlikely. Perhaps his man was even now motoring south toward the
border. Perhaps Pankratin had not shown up at the first meet, unable to get a jeep, unable
to get away. ... Waiting was always the worst, the waiting and the not knowing what had
gone wrong.

“We’ll go back down to the road,” he told Johnson. “Can’t see anything here anyway.”

He installed Johnson in the parking area of the Frankenwald service station, on the
southbound side but facing north toward the border. Johnson would sit there all night,
watching for the BMW to appear. McCready found a truck driver heading south,
explained that his car had broken down, and hitched a lift six miles south. He got off at
the Miinchberg junction, walked the mile into the small town, and checked into the
Braunschweiger Hof. He had his portable phone in a totebag if Johnson wanted to call
him. He ordered a cab for six A.M.

Dr. Herrmann had a contact in the BfV. The two men had met and collaborated years
earlier, working on the Guenther Guillaume scandal, when the private secretary of
Chancellor Willy Brandt had been revealed as an East German agent. That evening at six,
Dr. Herrmann had rung the BfV in Cologne and asked to be put through.

“Johann? This is Lothar Herrmann. ... No, I’'m not. ’'m here in Cologne. ... Oh, routine,
you know. I was hoping I could offer you dinner. ... Excellent. Well, look, I’'m at the
Dom Hotel. Why don’t you join me in the bar? About eight? I look forward to it.”

Johann Prinz put the phone down and wondered what had brought Herrmann to
Cologne. Visiting the troops? Possibly. ...

Two hours later, they sat at the corner dining table and ordered. For a while, they
fenced gently. How are things? Fine. ... Over the crab cocktail, Herrmann moved a little
closer.

“I suppose they’ve told you about the call girl affair?” he asked.

Prinz was surprised. When had the BND learned of it? He had only seen the file at five.
Herrmann had telephoned at six, and he was already in Cologne.

“Yes,” he said. “Got the file this afternoon.”
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Now Herrmann was surprised. Why would a double murder in Cologne have been
passed to counterintelligence? He had expected to have to explain it to Prinz before
asking for his favor. “Nasty affair,” he murmured as the steak arrived.

“And getting worse,” agreed Prinz. “Bonn won’t like those sex tapes floating around.”

Herrmann kept his face impassive, but his stomach turned over. Sex tapes? Dear God,
what sex tapes? He affected mild surprise and poured more wine.

“Got that far, has it? I must have been out of the office when the latest details arrived.
Mind filling me in?”

Prinz did so. Herrmann lost all his appetite. The odor in his nostrils was not so much of
the claret as of a scandal of cataclysmic proportions.

“And still no clues,” he murmured sorrowfully.

“Not a lot,” agreed Prinz. “First K have been told to pull every man off every case and
put them onto this one. The search, of course, is for the gun and the owner of the finger-
prints.”

Lothar Herrmann sighed. “I wonder if the culprit could be a foreigner?”” he suggested.

Prinz scooped up the last of his ice cream and put down his spoon. He grinned. “Ah,
now I see. Our external intelligence service has an interest?”

Herrmann shrugged dismissively. “My dear friend, we both accomplish much the same
task. Protecting our political masters.”

Like all senior civil servants, both of these men had a view of their political masters
that wisely was seldom shared with the politicians themselves.

“We do, of course, have some records of our own,” said Herrmann. “Fingerprints of
foreigners who have come to our attention. ... Alas, we haven’t got copies of the prints
our friends in the KA are seeking.”

“You could ask officially,” Prinz pointed out.

“Yes, but then why start a hare that will probably lead nowhere? Now, unofficially—"

“I don’t like the word unofficial,” said Prinz.

“No more do I, my friend, but ... now and again—for old times’ sake. You have my
word, if I turn anything up, it comes straight back to you. A joint effort by the two
services. My word on it. If nothing turns up, then no harm done.” Prinz rose. “All right,
for old times’ sake. Just this once.” As he left the hotel, he wondered what the hell
Herrmann knew, or suspected, that he did not.

In the Braunschweiger Hof in Miinchberg, Sam McCready sat at the bar. He drank alone
and stared at the dark paneling. He was worried, deeply so. Again and again he wondered
if he should have sent Morenz over.

There was something wrong about the man. A summer cold? More like the flu. But that
doesn’t make you nervous. His old friend had seemed very nervous. Was his nerve gone?
No, not old Bruno. He had done it many times before. And he was “clean”—as far as
McCready knew.

McCready tried to justify sending Bruno. He had had no time to find a younger man.
And Pankratin would not “show” for a strange face. It was Pankratin’s life on the line,
too. If he’d refused to send Morenz, they’d have lost the Soviet War Book. He had had no
choice ... but he could not stop worrying.

Seventy miles north, Bruno Morenz was in the bar of the Black Bear Hotel in Jena. He
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too drank, and alone, and too much.

Across the street he could see the main entrance to the centuries-old Schiller
University. Outside was a bust of Karl Marx. A plaque revealed that Marx had taught in
the philosophy faculty there in 1841. Morenz wished the bearded philosopher had
dropped dead while doing it. Then he would never have gone to London and written Das
Kapital, and Morenz would not now be going through his misery so far from home.

At one A.M. Wednesday, a sealed brown envelope arrived at the Dom Hotel for Dr.
Herrmann. He was still up. The envelope contained three large photographs: two of
various 9mm slugs, one of a set of thumb, finger, and palm prints. He resolved not to
wire them down to Pullach but to take them himself that morning. If the tiny scratches
along the sides of the bullets, and the prints, matched up with his expectations, he was
going to face a very major quandary. Whom to tell, and how much. If only that bastard
Morenz would show up. ... At nine A.M. he caught the first flight back to Munich.

At ten Major Vanavskaya in Berlin checked again on the whereabouts of the man she was
tracking. He was with the garrison outside Erfurt, she was told. He leaves at six tonight
for Potsdam. Tomorrow he flies back to Moscow.

“And I’ll be with you, you bastard,” she thought.

At half past eleven, Morenz rose from the table in the coffee bar where he had been
killing time and made for the car. He felt hung over. His tie was undone, and he could not
face his razor that morning. Gray stubble covered his cheeks and chin. He did not look
like a businessman about to discuss optical lenses in the boardroom at the Zeiss works.
He drove carefully out of town, heading west toward Weimar. The lay-by was three miles
away.

It was bigger than the lay-by of yesterday, shaded by leafy beech trees that flanked the
road on both sides. Set into the trees across from the lay-by was the Miihltalperle coffee
house. No one seemed to be about. It was not seething with guests. He pulled into the lay-
by at five to twelve, got out his toolkit, and opened the hood again. At two minutes after
twelve, the GAZ jeep rolled onto the gravel and stopped. The man who got out wore
baggy cotton fatigues and knee-boots. He had corporal’s insignia and a forage cap pulled
over his eyes. He strolled toward the BMW.

“If you are having trouble, perhaps I have a better toolbox,” he said. He swung his
wooden toolbox into the engine bay and laid it on the cylinder block. A grubby thumbnail
flicked open the catch. There was a clutter of wrenches inside.

“So, Poltergeist, how are you these days?”” he murmured.

Morenz’s mouth was dry again. “Fine,” he whispered back. He pulled the wrenches to
one side. The red-plastic-covered manual lay underneath. The Russian took a wrench and
tightened the loose nut. Morenz removed the book and stuffed it inside his light raincoat,
jamming it with his left arm under his armpit. The Russian replaced his wrenches and
closed the toolbox.

“I must go,” he muttered. “Give me ten minutes to get clear. And show gratitude.
Someone might be watching.”

He straightened up, waved his right arm, and walked back to his jeep. The engine was
still running. Morenz stood up and waved after him. “Danke,” he called. The jeep drove
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away, back toward Erfurt. Morenz felt weak. He wanted to get out of there. He needed a
drink. He would pull over later and stash the manual in the compartment beneath the
battery. Right now he needed a drink. Keeping the manual pinned beneath his armpit, he
dropped the engine cover, tossed his tools into the trunk, closed it, and climbed into the
car. The hip flask was in the glove compartment. He got it out and took a deep, satisfying
pull. Five minutes later, his confidence restored, he turned the car back to Jena. He had
spotted another lay-by, beyond Jena, just before the link road to the Autobahn back to the
border. He would pause there to stash the manual.

The crash was not even his fault. South of Jena, in the suburb of Stadtroda, when he
was driving between the huge and hideous apartment blocks of the housing estate, a
Trabant came bucketing out of a side road. He nearly stopped in time, but his reflexes
were poor. The much-stronger BMW crunched the rear of the East German mini.

Morenz began to panic almost at once. Was it a trap? Was the Trabant driver really the
SSD? The man climbed out of his car, stared at his crushed rear, and stormed up to the
BMW. He had a pinched, mean face and angry eyes.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he yelled. “Damned Westerners, think you
can drive like maniacs!”

He had the small round badge of the Socialist Unity Party in his jacket lapel. The
Communists. A Party member. Morenz jammed his left arm tight to his body to hold the
manual in place, climbed out, and reached for a wad of Marks. Ostmarks, of course; he
couldn’t offer Deutschmarks—that was another offense. People began to stroll toward the
scene.

“Look, I'm sorry,” he said. “I’ll pay for the damage. This must be more than enough.
But I really am very late.”

The angry East German looked at the money. It really was a very large wad.

“That’s not the point,” he said. “I had to wait four years for this car.”

“It’ll repair,” said another man standing nearby.

“No, it damn well won’t,” said the aggrieved one. “It’1l have to go back to the factory.”

The crowd now numbered twenty. Life was boring on an industrial housing estate, and
a BMW was worth looking at. That was when the police car arrived. Routine patrol, but
Morenz began to shake. The policemen got out. One looked at the damage.

“It can be fixed,” he said. “Do you want to prefer charges?”

The Trabant driver was backing off. “Well ...”

The other policeman approached Morenz. “Ausweis, bitte,” he said. Morenz used his
right hand to bring out his passport. The hand was trembling. The cop looked at the hand,
the bleary eyes, the unshaven chin.

“You’ve been drinking,” he said. He sniffed and confirmed it. “Right. Down to the
station. Come on, into the car.”

He began to hustle Morenz toward the police car, whose engine was still running. The
driver’s door was open. That was when Bruno Morenz finally disintegrated. He still had
the manual under his arm. At the police station it would be found anyway. He swung his
one free arm violently back, hit the policeman under his nose, breaking it, and knocked
the man down. Then he leaped into the police car, slammed it into gear, and drove off. He
was facing the wrong way, north toward Jena.

The other policeman, stunned, managed to fire off four shots from his sidearm. Three
missed. The VOPO car, swerving wildly, disappeared around a corner. It was leaking

55



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

gasoline from the fourth bullet, which had drilled a hole in the tank.
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Chapter 4

The two VOPOs were so stunned by what had happened that they reacted slowly.
Nothing in their training or previous experience as People’s Police had accustomed them
to this kind of civil disobedience. They had been publicly assaulted and humiliated in
front of a crowd of people, and they were beside themselves with rage. A fair amount of
shouting took place before they worked out what to do.

The uninjured officer left his broken-nosed colleague on the scene while he headed
back to the police station. They had no personal communicators because they were
accustomed to using the car radio to report to HQ. Appeals to the crowd for a telephone
had met with shrugs. Working-class people did not have telephones in the GDR.

The Party member with the battered Trabant asked if he could leave and was promptly
arrested at gunpoint by Broken Nose, who was prepared to believe that anyone could
have been part of the conspiracy.

His colleague, marching up the road toward Jena, saw a Wartburg coming toward him,
flagged it down (also at gunpoint), and ordered the driver to take him straight to the
police station in central Jena. A mile farther on, they saw a police patrol car coming
toward them. The VOPO in the civilian Wartburg frantically waved his colleagues to a
stop and explained what had happened. Using the patrol car’s radio, they checked in,
explained the nature of the several crimes that had been committed, and were told to
report immediately to police HQ. Meanwhile, backup prowl cars were sent to the crash
scene.

The call to Jena Central was logged at 12:35. It was also logged many miles away, high
in the Harz Mountains on the other side of the border by a British listening post code-
named Archimedes.

At one P.M. Dr. Lothar Herrmann, back at his desk in Pullach, lifted his phone and took
the awaited call from the BND ballistics laboratory in a neighboring building. The lab
was situated adjacent to the armory and firing range. It had the shrewd practice, when
issuing a sidearm to an operative, not simply to note the serial number of the gun and get
it signed for, but to fire two rounds into a sealed chamber, then to retrieve and keep the
slugs.

In a perfect world, the technician would have preferred the actual bullets from the
cadavers in Cologne, but he made do with the photographs. All rifle barrels are different
from one another in minute respects, and when firing a bullet, each barrel leaves
miniscule scratches, called lands, on the discharged slug. They are like fingerprints. The
technician had compared the lands on the two sample slugs he still retained from a
Walther PPK issued ten years ago with the photographs he had been given and about
whose origin he had no idea at all.

“A perfect match? 1 see. Thank you,” said Dr. Herrmann. He called the fingerprint
section—the BND keeps a full set of prints of its own staffers, apart from others who
come to its attention—and received the same reply. He exhaled deeply and reached for
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the phone again. There was nothing for it; this had to go to the Director General himself.

What followed was one of the most difficult interviews of Dr. Herrmann’s career. The
DG was obsessive about the efficiency of his agency and its image, both in the corridors
of power in Bonn and within the Western intelligence community. The news Herrmann
brought was like a body blow to him. He toyed with the idea of “losing” the sample slugs
and Morenz’s fingerprints but quickly dismissed the idea. Morenz would be caught by the
police sooner or later, the lab technicians would be subpoenaed—it would only make the
scandal worse.

The BND in Germany is answerable only to the Chancellor’s Office, and the DG knew
that sooner or later, and probably sooner, he would have to take news of the scandal
there. He did not relish the prospect.

“Find him,” he ordered Herrmann. “Find him quickly, and get those tapes back.” As
Herrmann turned to leave, the DG, who spoke English fluently, added another remark.

“Dr. Herrmann, the English have a saying that I recommend to you. ‘Thou shall not
kill, yet need not strive/officiously to keep alive.” ”

He had given the rhyming quotation in English. Dr. Herrmann understood it but was
puzzled by the word officiously. Back in his office, he consulted a dictionary and decided
the word unndétig—unnecessarily—was probably the best translation. In a lifetime’s
career in the BND, it was the broadest hint he had ever been given. He rang the central
registry in the Personnel Office.

“Send me the curriculum vitae of one of our staff officers, Bruno Morenz,” he ordered.

At two o’clock Sam McCready was still on the hillside where he and Johnson had been
since seven. Though he suspected the first meet outside Weimar had aborted, one never
knew; Morenz could have motored over at dawn. But he hadn’t. Again, McCready ran
through his timings: rendezvous at twelve, departure twelve-ten, an hour and three-
quarters driving—Morenz should be appearing at almost any time. He raised his
binoculars again to the distant road across the border.

Johnson was reading a local newspaper he had bought at the Frankenwald service
station when his phone trilled discreetly. He picked it up, listened, and offered the
handset to McCready.

“GCHQ,” he said. “They want to speak to you.”

It was a friend of McCready, speaking from Cheltenham.

“Look, Sam,” said the voice, “I think I know where you are. There’s been a lot of radio
traffic suddenly broken out not far from you. Perhaps you should call Archimedes. They
have more than we do.”

The line went dead.

“Get me Archimedes,” McCready said to Johnson. “Duty officer, East German
Section.” Johnson began to punch in the numbers.

In the mid-1950s the British government, acting through the British Army of the Rhine,
had bought a dilapidated old castle high in the Harz Mountains, not far from the pretty
and historic little town of Goslar. The Harz are a range of densely wooded uplands
through which the East German border ran in twisting curves, sometimes across the flank
of a hill, sometimes along a rocky ravine. It was a favorite area for potential East German
escapers to try their luck.

Schloss Lowenstein had been refurbished by the British, ostensibly as a retreat for
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military bands to practice their art. This ruse was maintained by the continuous sounds of
band practice issuing from the castle with the aid of tape recorders and amplifiers. But in
repairing the roof, engineers from Cheltenham had installed some very sophisticated
antennae, upgraded with better technology through the years. Although local German
dignitaries were occasionally invited to a real concert of chamber and military music by a
band flown in for the occasion, Lowenstein was really an out-station of Cheltenham,
code-named Archimedes. Its job was to listen to the endless babble of East German and
Russian radio chit-chat from across the border. Hence the value of the mountains; the
height gave perfect reception.

“Yes, we’ve just passed it down the line to Cheltenham,” said the duty officer when
McCready had established his credentials. “They said you might call direct.”

He talked for several minutes, and when McCready put the phone down, he was pale.

“The police in Jena District are going apeshit,” he told Johnson. “Apparently there’s
been a crash outside Jena. Southern side. A West German car, make unknown, hit a
Trabant. The West German slugged one of the VOPOs who attended the crash and drove
off—in the VOPO car, of all things. Of course, it might not be our man.”

Johnson looked sympathetic, but he no more believed it than McCready.

“What do we do?” he asked.

McCready sat on the tailgate of the Range Rover, his head in his hands.

“We wait,” he said. “There’s nothing else we can do. Archimedes will call back if more
comes through.”

At that hour the black BMW was being driven into the compound of the Jena police
headquarters. No one was thinking of fingerprints—they knew who they wanted to arrest.
The VOPO with the damaged nose had been patched up and was making a long
statement, his colleague likewise. The Trabant driver was being detained and questioned,
as were a dozen onlookers. On the desk of the precinct commandant lay the passport in
the name of Hans Grauber, picked up from the street where the broken-nosed VOPO had
dropped it. Other detectives were going through every item in the attaché case and
overnight bag. The foreign sales director of Zeiss was brought in, protesting that he had
never heard of Hans Grauber, but yes, he had done business in the past with BKI of
Wiirzburg. When confronted with his forged signature on the introduction letters, he
claimed it looked like his signature but could not be. His nightmare was just beginning.

Because the passport was West German, the People’s Police Commandant made a
routine call to the local SSD office. Ten minutes later they were back. We want that car
taken on a low-loader to our main garage in Erfurt, they said. Stop putting fingerprints all
over it. Also, deliver all items retrieved from the car to us. And copies of all statements
from witnesses. Now.

The VOPO colonel knew who was really in charge. When the Stasi gave an order, you
obeyed. The black BMW arrived at the SSD main garage in Erfurt on its trailer at four-
thirty and the secret police mechanics went to work. The VOPO colonel had to admit the
SSD was right. Nothing made sense. The West German would probably have faced a
hefty fine for drunk-driving—East Germany always needed the hard currency. Now he
faced years in prison. Why had he run? Anyway, whatever the Stasi wanted with the car,
his job was to find the man. He ordered every police car and foot patrol for miles around
to keep an eye open for Grauber and the stolen police car. The description of both was
passed by radio to all units—up to Apolda north of Jena and west to Weimar. No press
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appeals were made for assistance from the general public. Public help for the police in a
police state is a rare luxury. But all the frantic radio traffic was heard by Archimedes.

At four P.M., Dr. Herrmann called Dieter Aust in Cologne. He did not tell him the result
of the lab tests, or even what he had received the previous night from Johann Prinz. Aust
had no need to know.

“I want you to interview Frau Morenz personally,” he said. “You have a woman
operative with her? Good, keep her there. If the police come to interview Frau Morenz,
do not impede, but let me know. Try and get from her any clue as to where he might go,
any vacation home, any girlfriend’s apartment, any relative’s house—anything at all. Use
your entire staff to follow up any lead she gives you. Report back anything to me.”

“He hasn’t got any relatives in Germany,” said Aust, who had already been through
Morenz’s past life as revealed in the personnel files, “other than his wife, son, and
daughter. I believe his daughter is a hippie, lives in a squat in Diisseldorf. I’ll have it
visited, just in case.”

“Do that,” said Herrmann, and he put down the phone. Based on something he had
seen in Morenz’s file, he then sent a blitz-category-coded signal to Wolfgang Fietzau, the
BND agent on the staff of the German Embassy, Belgrave Square, London.

At five o’clock, the phone set on the tailgate of the Range Rover trilled. McCready
picked it up. He thought it would be London or Archimedes. The voice was thin, tinny, as
if the speaker were choking.

“Sam? Is that you Sam?”

McCready stiffened. “Yes,” he snapped, “it’s me.”

“I’m sorry, Sam. I’m so sorry. [ messed it up.”

“Are you okay?” said McCready urgently. Morenz was wasting vital seconds.

“’Kay. Yeah, k as in kaput. I’'m finished, Sam. I didn’t mean to kill her. I loved her,
Sam. I loved her.”

McCready slammed down the phone, severing the connection. No one could make a
phone call to the West from an East German phone booth. All contact was forbidden by
the East Germans. But the SIS maintained a safe house in the Leipzig area, occupied by
an East German agent-in-place who worked for London. A call to that number, dialed
from inside East Germany, would run through pass-on equipment that would throw the
call up to a satellite and back into the West.

But calls had to be four seconds long, no more, to prevent the East Germans
triangulating onto the source of the call and locating the safe house. Morenz had babbled
on for nine seconds. Although McCready could not know it, the SSD listening watch had
already got as far as the Leipzig area when the connection was severed. Another six
seconds, and they would have had the safe house and its occupant. Morenz had been told
to use the number only in dire emergency and very briefly.

“He’s cracked up,” said Johnson. “Gone to pieces.”

“For Christ’s sake, he was crying like a child,” snapped McCready. “He’s had a
complete nervous breakdown. Tell me something I don’t know. What the hell did he
mean—°I didn’t mean to kill her.”

Johnson was pensive. “He comes from Cologne?”

“You know that.”
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Actually, Johnson did not know that. He only knew he had picked up McCready from
the Cologne airport Holiday Inn. He had never seen Poltergeist. No need to. He took the
local newspaper and pointed out the second lead story on the front page. It was Guenther
Braun’s story from his Cologne newspaper, picked up and reprinted by the
Nordbayerischer Kurier, the north Bavarian paper printed in Bayreuth. The story was
datelined Cologne and the headline read, CALL GIRL/PIMP SLAUGHTERED IN
LOVE-NEST SHOOT-OUT. McCready read it, put it down, and stared across toward the
north.

“Oh, Bruno, my poor friend. What the hell have you done?”

Five minutes later Archimedes phoned.

“We heard that,” said the duty officer. “So, I imagine, did everyone else. I’'m sorry.
He’s gone, hasn’t he?”

“What’s the latest?”” asked Sam.

“They are using the name Hans Grauber,” said Archimedes. “There’s an all-points
watch out for him all over southern Thuringia. Drink, assault, and theft of a police car.
The car he drove was a black BMW, right? They’ve taken it to the SSD main garage at
Erfurt. Seems all the rest of his gear has been impounded and handed over to the Stasi.”

“What time exactly was the crash?”” asked Sam.

The duty officer conferred with someone.

“The first call to the Jena police was from a passing patrol car. The speaker was
apparently the VOPO who had not been punched. He used the phrase ‘five minutes ago.’
Logged at twelve thirty-five.”

“Thank you,” said McCready.

At eight o’clock in the Erfurt garage, one of the mechanics found the cavity beneath the
battery. Around him three other mechanics labored over what remained of the BMW. Its
seats and upholstery were all over the floor, its wheels off and its tires inside-out. Only
the frame remained, and it was there that the cavity was discovered. The mechanic called
over a man in civilian clothes, a major of the SSD. They both examined the cavity, and
the major nodded.

“Ein Spionwagen,” he said. A spy car. Work continued, though there was little more to
do. The major went upstairs and called Lichtenberg, the East Berlin headquarters of the
SSD. The major knew where to place the call; it went straight to Abteilung U, the
Counterespionage Department of the service. There the matter was taken in hand by the
Director of the Abteilung himself, Colonel Otto Voss. His first command was for
absolutely everything connected with the case to be brought to East Berlin; his second
was for everyone who had even glimpsed the BMW or its occupant since it entered the
country, starting with the border guards at the Saale River, to be brought in and
questioned minutely. That would later include the staff of the Black Bear Hotel, the
patrolmen who had studied the BMW as they cruised alongside it on the Autobahn—
especially the two who had caused the first rendezvous to abort—and the ones who had
had their patrol car stolen.

Voss’s third order was for an absolute end to any mention of the matter on radios or on
nonsecure telephone lines. When he had done that, he picked up his internal phone and
was connected with Abteilung VI, Crossing Points and Airports.
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At ten P.M. Archimedes phoned McCready for the last time.

“I’'m afraid it’s over,” said the duty officer. “No, they haven’t got him yet, but they
will. They must have discovered something in the Erfurt garage. Heavy radio traffic,
coded, between Erfurt and East Berlin. A total shutdown of loose chit-chat on the
airwaves. Oh, and all border points are on full alert—guards doubled, searchlights on the
border working overtime. The lot. Sorry.”

Even from where he stood on the hillside, McCready could see that over the past hour
the headlights of cars coming out of East Germany were very few and far between. They
must be holding them for hours under the arc lights a mile away as they searched every
car and truck until a mouse could not escape detection.

At ten-thirty, Timothy Edwards came on the line.

“Look, we’re all very sorry, but it’s over,” he said. “Come back to London at once,
Sam.”

“They haven’t got him yet. I should stay here. | may be able to help. It’s not over yet.”

“Bar the shouting, it is,” insisted Edwards.

“There are things here we have to discuss—the loss of the package being not the least
of them. Our American Cousins are not a happy group, to say the least. Please be on the
first plane out of Munich or Frankfurt, whichever is the first of the day.”

It turned out to be Frankfurt. Johnson drove him through the night to the airport, then
took the Range Rover and its equipment back to Bonn, a very tired young man.
McCready grabbed a few hours’ sleep at the airport’s Sheraton and was on the first flight
for Heathrow the next day, landing, with the one-hour time difference, just after eight
o’clock. Denis Gaunt met him and drove him straight to Century House. He read the file
of radio intercepts in the car.

Major Ludmilla Vanavskaya rose early that Thursday, and for lack of a gymnasium did
her sit-ups in her own room at the KGB barracks. Her flight was not till midday, but she
in tended to pass by the KGB headquarters for a last check on the itinerary of the man she
hunted.

She knew he had returned from Erfurt to Potsdam in convoy the previous evening and
spent the night in the officers’ quarters there. They were both due to take the same flight
back from Potsdam to Moscow at noon. He would sit up front in the seats reserved, even
on military flights, for the viasti, the privileged ones. She was posing as a humble
stenographer from the huge Soviet Embassy on Unter den Linden, the real seat of power
in East Germany. They would not meet—he would not even notice her; but as soon as
they entered Soviet air space, he would be under surveillance.

At eight she walked into the KGB headquarters building half a mile from the embassy
and made her way to the Communications Office. They would be able to call Potsdam
and confirm that the flight schedule was unchanged. While waiting for her information,
she took coffee and shared a table with a young lieutenant who was plainly very tired and
yawned often.

“Up all night?” she asked.

“Yep. Night shift. The krauts have been in a flap the whole time.”

He did not use her title because she was in plain clothes, and the word he used for the

East Germans was uncomplimentary. The Russians all did that.
“Why?” she asked.
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“Oh, they intercepted a West German car and found a secret cavity in it. Reckon it was
being used by one of their agents.”

“Here in Berlin?”

“No, down at Jena.”

“Where is Jena, exactly?”

“Look, love, my shift’s over. I’'m off to get some sleep.”

She smiled sweetly, opened her purse, and flashed her red-covered ID card. The
Lieutenant stopped yawning and went pale. A full major of the Third Directorate was
very bad news indeed. He showed her—on the wall map at the end of the canteen. She let
him go and stayed looking at the map. Zwickau, Gera, Jena, Weimar, Erfurt—all in a
line, a line followed by the convoy of the man she hunted. Yesterday ... Erfurt. And Jena
fourteen miles away. Close, too damned close.

Ten minutes later, a Soviet Major was briefing her on the way the East Germans
worked.

“By now, it will be with their Abteilung II,” he said. “That’s Colonel Voss, Otto Voss.
He’ll be in charge.”

She used his office phone, pulled some rank, and secured an interview at the
Lichtenberg headquarters at the SSD with Colonel Voss. Ten o’clock.

At nine, London time, McCready took his seat at the table in the conference room one
floor below the Chief’s office at Century House. Claudia Stuart was opposite, looking at
him reproachfully. Chris Appleyard, who had flown to London to escort the Soviet War
Book personally back to Langley, smoked and stared at the ceiling. His attitude seemed
to be: This is a limey affair. You screwed it up, you sort it out. Timothy Edwards took the
chair at the head, a sort of arbitrator. There was only one unspoken agenda: damage
assessment. Damage limitation, if any was possible, would come later. No one needed to
be briefed as to what had happened; they had all read the file of intercepts and the
situation reports.

“All right,” said Edwards. “It appears your man Poltergeist has come apart at the seams
and blown the mission away. Let’s see if there’s anything we can salvage from the mess.”

“Why the hell did you send him, Sam?”” asked Claudia in exasperation.

“You know why. Because you wanted a job done,” said McCready. “Because you
couldn’t do it yourselves. Because it was a rush job. Because I was stopped from going
myself. Because Pankratin insisted on me personally. Because Poltergeist would be the
only acceptable substitute. Because he agreed to go.”

“But now it appears,” drawled Appleyard, “that he had just killed his hooker girlfriend
and was already at the end of his tether. You didn’t spot anything?”

“No. He appeared nervous but under control. Nerves are normal—up to a point. He
didn’t tell me about his personal mess, and I’'m not clairvoyant.”

“The damned thing is,” said Claudia, “he’s seen Pankratin. When the Stasi get him and
go to work, he’ll talk. We’ve lost Pankratin as well, and God knows how much damage
his interrogation in the Lubyanka will do.”

“Where is Pankratin now?”” asked Edwards.

“According to his schedule, he’s boarding a military flight from Potsdam to Moscow
right about now.”

“Can’t you get to him and warn him?”
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“No, dammit. When he lands, he’s taking a week’s furlough. With army friends in the
countryside. We can’t get our emergency warning code to him till he gets back to
Moscow— if he ever does.”

“What about the War Book?” asked Edwards.

“I think Poltergeist’s got it on him,” said McCready.

He got their undivided attention. Appleyard stopped smoking.

“Why?”

“Timing,” said McCready. “The rendezvous was at twelve. Assume he quit the lay-by
at about twelve-twenty. The crash was at twelve-thirty, ten minutes and five miles away,
on the other side of Jena. I think if he had had the manual stashed in the compartment
beneath the battery, even in his state he’d have taken the drunk-driving rap, spent the
night in the cells, and paid his fine. Chances are the VOPOs would never have given the
car a rigorous search.

“If the manual was lying in the BMW, I think some hint of the elation of the police
would have come through on the intercepts. The SSD would have been called in within
ten minutes, not two hours. I think he had it on him—under his jacket, maybe. That’s
why he couldn’t go to the police station. For a blood test, they’d have taken his jacket off.
So he ran for it.”

There was silence for several minutes.

“It all comes back to Poltergeist,” said Edwards. Even though everyone now knew the
agent’s real name, they preferred his operational code-name. “He must be somewhere.
Where would he go? Has he friends near there? A safe house? Anything?”

McCready shook his head. “There’s a safe house in East Berlin. He knows it from the
old days. I’ve tried it—no contact. In the south, he knows nobody. Never even been
there.”

“Could he hide out in the forests?”” asked Claudia.

“It’s not that kind of area. Not like the Harz with its dense forests. Open rolling
farmland, towns, villages, hamlets, farms.”

“No place for a middle-aged fugitive who’s lost his marbles,” commented Appleyard.

“Then we’ve lost him,” said Claudia. “Him, the War Book, and Pankratin. The whole
deal.”

“I’m afraid it looks so,” said Edwards. “The People’s Police will use saturation tactics.
Roadblocks on every street and lane. Without sanctuary, I fear they’ll have him by
midday.”

The meeting ended on that gloomy note. When the Americans had gone, Edwards
detained McCready at the door.

“Sam, I know it’s hopeless, but stay with it, will you? I’ve asked Cheltenham, East
German Section, to step up the listening watch and let you know the instant they hear
anything. When they get Poltergeist—and they must—I want to know at once. We’re
going to have to placate our Cousins somehow, though God knows how.”

Back in his office, McCready threw himself into his chair in deep dejection. He took
the phone off the cradle and stared at the wall.

If he had been a drinker, he would have reached for the bottle. Had he not given up
cigarettes years earlier, he would have reached for a pack. He had failed, and he knew it.
Whatever he might tell Claudia of the pressures they had put on him, it had, finally, been
his decision to send in Morenz. And it had been a wrong one.
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He had lost the War Book and probably blown away Pankratin. It would have surprised
him to know that he was the only man in the building to hold these losses as secondary to
another failure.

For him, the worst was that he had sent a friend to certain capture, interrogation, and
death because he had failed to note the warning signs that now—too late—were so
blazingly clear. Morenz had been in no state to go. He had gone rather than let down his
friend Sam McCready.

The Deceiver knew now—again, too late—that for the rest of his days, in the wee
hours when sleep refuses to come, he would see the haggard face of Bruno Morenz in
that hotel room. ...

He tried to drive his guilt away and turned his mind to wondering what happens inside
a man’s head when he undergoes a complete nervous breakdown. Personally, he had
never seen that phenomenon. What was Bruno Morenz like now? How would he react to
his situation? Logically? Crazily? He put through a call to the Service’s consultant
psychiatrist, an eminent doctor known irreverently as “the Shrink.” He traced Dr. Alan
Carr to his office in Wimpole Street. Dr. Carr said he was busy through the morning but
would be happy to join McCready for lunch and an ad hoc consultation. McCready made
a date for the Montcalm Hotel at one o’clock.

Punctually at ten, Major Ludmilla Vanavskaya entered the main doors of the SSD
headquarters building at 22 Normannenstrasse and was shown up to the fourth floor, the
floor occupied by the Counterespionage Department. Colonel Voss was waiting for her.
He conducted her into his private office and offered her the chair facing his desk. He took
his seat and ordered coffee. When the steward left, he asked politely, “What can I do for
you, Comrade Major?”

He was curious as to what had brought about this visit on what would for him
undoubtedly be an extremely busy day. But the request had come from the commanding
general at KGB headquarters, and Colonel Voss was well aware who really ruled the
roost in the German Democratic Republic.

“You are handling a case in the Jena area,” said Vanavskaya. “A West German agent
who ran off after a crash and left his car behind. Could you let me have the details so
far?”

Voss filled in the details not included in the situation report that the Russian had
already seen.

“Let us assume,” said Vanavskaya when he was finished, “that this agent, Grauber, had
come to collect or deliver something. ... Was anything found in the car or in the secret
cavity that could be what he either brought in or was trying to take out?”

“No, nothing. All his private papers were merely his cover story. The cavity was
empty. If he brought something in, he had already delivered. If he sought to take
something out, he had not collected.”

“Or it was still on his person.”

“Possibly, yes. We will know when we interrogate him. May I ask the reason for your
interest in the case?”

Vanavskaya chose her words carefully.

“There is a possibility, just a chance, that a case upon which I am working overlaps
your own.”
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Behind his impassive face, Otto Voss was amused. So this handsome Russian ferret
suspected the West German might have been in the East to make contact with a Russian
source, not an East German traitor. Interesting.

“Have you any reason to know, Colonel, whether Grauber was to make a personal
contact or just administer a dead-letter box?”’

“We believe he was here to make a personal meet,” said Voss. “Although the crash was
at twelve-thirty yesterday, he actually came through the border at eleven on Tuesday. If
he simply had to drop off a package or pick one up from a dead-letter box, it would not
have taken over twenty-four hours. He could have done it by nightfall on Tuesday. As it
was, he spent Tuesday night at the Black Bear in Jena. We believe it was a personal pass
that he came for.”

Vanavskaya’s heart sang. A personal meet, somewhere in the Jena-Weimar area, along
a road probably, a road traveled by the man she hunted at almost exactly the same time. It
was you he came to meet, you bastard! she thought.

“Have you identified Grauber?” she asked. “That is certainly not his real name.”

Concealing his triumph, Voss opened a file and passed her an artist’s impression. It had
been drawn with help from two policemen at Jena, two patrolmen who had helped
Grauber tighten a nut west of Weimar, and the staff of the Black Bear. It was very good.
Without a word Voss then passed her a large photograph. The two were identical.

“His name is Morenz,” said Voss. “Bruno Morenz. A full-time career officer of the
BND, based in Cologne.”

Vanavskaya was surprised. So it was a West German operation. She had always
suspected that her man was working for the CIA or the British.

“You haven’t got him yet?”

“No, Major. I confess I am surprised at the delay. But we will. The police car was
found abandoned, late last night. The reports state its gasoline tank had a bullet hole
through it. It would have run for only ten to fifteen minutes after being stolen. It was
found here, near Apolda, just north of Jena. So our man is on foot. We have a perfect
description—tall, burly, gray-haired, in a rumpled raincoat. He has no papers, a
Rhineland accent, physically not in good shape. He will stick out like a sore thumb.”

“I want to be present at the interrogation,” said Vanavskaya. She was not squeamish.
She had seen them before.

“If that is an official request from the KGB, I will of course comply.”

“It will be,” said Vanavskaya.

“Then don’t be far away, Major. We will have him, probably by midday.”

Major Vanavskaya returned to the KGB building, cancelled her flight from Potsdam,
and used a secure line to contact General Shaliapin. He agreed.

At twelve noon, an Antonov 32 transport of the Soviet Air Force lifted off from
Potsdam for Moscow. General Pankratin and other senior Army and Air Force officers
returning to Moscow were on board. Some junior officers were farther back, with the
mail sacks. There was no dark-suited “secretary” from the embassy sharing the lift home.

“He will be,” said Dr. Carr over the melon and avocado hors d’ocuvre, “in what we call a
dissociated, or twilight, or fugue state.”

He had listened carefully to McCready’s description of a nameless man who had
apparently suffered a massive nervous breakdown. He had not learned, or asked, anything
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about the mission the man had been on, or where this breakdown had occurred, save that
it was in hostile territory. The empty plates were removed and the sole prepared, off the
bone.

“Dissociated from what?” asked McCready.

“From reality, of course,” said Dr. Carr. “It is one of the classic symptoms of this kind
of syndrome. He may already have been showing signs of self-deception before the final
crackup.”

And how, thought McCready, Morenz had been kidding himself that a stunning hooker
had really fallen for him, that he could get away with a double murder.

“Fugue,” Dr. Carr pursued as he speared a forkful of tender sole meuniére, “means
flight. Flight from reality, especially harsh, unpleasant reality. I think your man will by
now be in a really bad way.”

“What will he actually do?” asked McCready. “Where will he go?”

“He will go to a sanctuary, somewhere he feels safe, somewhere he can hide, where all
the problems will go away and people will leave him alone. He may even return to a
childlike state. I had a patient once who, overcome by problems, retired to his bed, curled
into the fetal position, stuck his thumb in his mouth, and stayed there. Wouldn’t come
out. Childhood, you see. Safety, security. No problems. Excellent sole, by the way. Yes, a
little more Meursault. ... Thank you.”

Which is all very fine, thought McCready, but Bruno Morenz has no sanctuaries to run
to. Born and raised in Hamburg, stationed in Berlin, Munich, and Cologne, he could have
no place to hide near Jena or Weimar. He poured more wine and asked, “Supposing he
has no sanctuary to head for?”

“Then I’m afraid he will just wander about in a confused state, unable to help himself.
In my experience, if he had a destination he could act logically to get there. Without
one”— the doctor shrugged—*"“they will get him. Probably got him by now. At latest by
nightfall.”

But they didn’t. Through the afternoon Colonel Voss’s rage and frustration rose. It had
been over twenty-four hours, coming up on thirty hours; police and secret police were at
every street corner and roadblock in the region of Apolda-Jena-Weimar; and the big,
shambling, ill, confused, disoriented West German had simply vaporized.

Voss paced his office at Normannenstrasse through the night; Vanavskaya sat on the
edge of her cot in the female bachelors’ quarters of the KGB barracks; men sat hunched
over radio sets at Schloss Lowenstein and Cheltenham; vehicles were waved to a halt by
torchlight on every road and lane in southern Thuringia; McCready drank a steady stream
of black coffees in his office at Century House. And ... nothing. Bruno Morenz had
disappeared.
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Chapter 5

Major Vanavskaya could not sleep. She tried, but she just lay awake in the darkness
wondering how on earth the East Germans, reputedly so efficient in their control of their
own population,, could lose a man like Morenz within an area twenty miles by twenty
miles. Had he hitched a lift? Stolen a bicycle? Was he still crouched in a ditch? What on
earth were the VOPOs doing down there?

By three in the morning, she had convinced herself there was something missing, some
little part of the puzzle of how a half-crazed man on the run in a small area teeming with
People’s Police could escape detection.

At four, she rose and returned to the KGB offices, perturbing the night staff with her
demand for a secure line to SSD headquarters. When she had it, she spoke to Colonel
Voss. He had not left his office at all.

“That picture of Morenz,” she said. “Was it recent?”

“About a year ago,” said Voss, puzzled.

“Where did you get it?”

“The HVA,” said Voss. Vanavskaya thanked him and put down the phone.

Of course, the HVA, the Haupt Verwaltung Aufkldrung, East Germany’s foreign
intelligence arm, which for obvious linguistic reasons, specialized in running networks
inside West Germany. Its Head was the legendary Colonel-General Marcus Wolf. Even
the KGB, notoriously contemptuous of satellite intelligence services, held him in
considerable respect. Marcus “Mischa” Wolf had perpetrated some brilliant coups against
the West Germans, notably the “running” of Chancellor Brandt’s private secretary.

Vanavskaya called and awoke the local head of the Third Directorate and made her
request, citing General Shaliapin’s name. That did the trick. The Colonel said he would
see what he could do. He called back in half an hour. It seemed that General Wolf was an
early bird, he said; she would have a meeting with him in his office at six.

At five that morning the cryptography department at GCHQ Cheltenham finished
decoding the last of the mass of low-level paperwork that had built up in the previous
twenty-four hours. In its in-clear form it would be transmitted down a series of very
secure land lines to a variety of recipients—some for the SIS at Century House, some for
MI-5 at Curzon Street, some for the Ministry of Defense in Whitehall. Much would be
“copied” as of possible interest to two or even all three. Urgent intelligence was handled
much more quickly, but the small hours of the morning was a good time to send the low-
level stuff to London; the lines were not so busy.

Among the material was a signal on Wednesday evening from Pullach to the BND
staffer at the West German Embassy in London. Germany, of course, was and remains a
valued and respected ally of Britain. There was nothing personal in Cheltenham
intercepting and decoding a confidential message from an ally to its own embassy. The
code had been quietly broken sometime before. Nothing offensive, just routine. This
particular message went to MI-5 and to the NATO desk in Century House, which handled
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all intelligence liaison with Britain’s allies except the CIA, which had its own designated
liaison desk.

It was the head of the NATO desk who had first drawn Edwards’s attention to the
embarrassment of McCready running an officer of the allied BND as his personal agent.
Still, the NATO desk chief remained a friend of McCready’s. When he saw the German
cable at ten that morning, he resolved to bring it to his friend Sam’s attention. Just in
case. ... But he did not have time until midday.

At six, Major Vanavskaya was shown into Marcus Wolf’s office, two floors above that of
Colonel Voss. The East German spymaster disliked uniforms and was in a well-cut dark
suit. He also preferred tea to coffee and had a particularly fine blend sent to him from
Fortnum and Mason in London. He offered the Soviet major a cup.

“Comrade General, that recent picture of Bruno Morenz. It came from you.”

Mischa Wolf regarded her steadily over the rim of his cup. If he had sources, assets,
inside the West German establishment, which he did, he was not going to confirm it to
this stranger.

“Could you possibly get hold of a copy of Morenz’s curriculum vitae?” she asked.

Marcus Wolf considered the request. “Why would you want it?” he asked softly.

She explained. In detail. Breaking a few rules.

“I know it’s only a suspicion,” she said. “Nothing concrete. A feeling there is a piece
missing. Maybe something in his past.”

Wolf approved. He liked lateral thinking. Some of his best successes had stemmed
from a gut feeling, a suspicion that the enemy had an Achilles’ heel somewhere, if only
he could find it. He rose, went to a filing cabinet, and withdrew a sheaf of eight sheets
without saying a word. It was Bruno Morenz’s life story. From Pullach, the same one
Lothar Herrmann had studied on Wednesday afternoon. Vanavskaya exhaled in ad-
miration. Wolf smiled.

If Marcus Wolf had a specialty in the espionage world, it was not so much in suborning
and traducing high-ranking West Germans, though that could sometimes be done, as in
placing prim spinster secretaries of impeccable life-style and security clearance at the
elbows of such bigwigs. He knew that a confidential secretary saw everything her master
saw and sometimes more.

Over the years, West Germany had been rocked by a series of scandals as private
secretaries to ministers, civil servants, and defense contractors had either been arrested by
the BfV or had slipped quietly away back to the East. One day, he knew, he would pull
Fraulein Erdmute Keppel out of the Cologne BND and back to her beloved German
Democratic Republic. Until then, she would continue to arrive at the office an hour ahead
of Dieter Aust and copy anything of interest, including the personnel records of the entire
staff. She would continue, in summer, to take her lunch in the quiet park eating her salad
sandwiches with prim precision, feeding the pigeons with a few neat crumbs, and finally
placing the empty sandwich bag in a nearby trash can. There it would be retrieved a few
moments later by the gentleman walking his dog. In winter she would lunch instead in the
warm café and drop her newspaper into the garbage container near the door, whence it
would be rescued by the street cleaner.

When she came east, Friaulein Keppel would arrive to a state reception, a personal
greeting from Security Minister Erich Mielke or possibly Party boss Erich Honecker
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himself, a medal, a state pension, and a snug retirement home by the lakes of
Fiirstenwalde.

Of course, not even Marcus Wolf was clairvoyant. He could not know that by 1990
East Germany would have ceased to exist, that Mielke and Honecker would be ousted
and disgraced, that he would be retired and writing his memoirs for a fat fee, or that
Erdmute Keppel would be spending her declining years in West Germany in a place of
seclusion rather less comfortable than her designated flat at Fiirstenwalde.

Major Vanavskaya looked up.

“He has a sister,” she said.

“Yes,” said Wolf. “You think she may know something?”

“It’s a long shot,” said the Russian. “If I could go and see her ...”

“If you can get permission from your superiors,” Wolf prompted her gently. “You do
not, alas, work for me.”

“But if I could, I would need a cover. Not Russian, not East German.”

Wolf shrugged self-deprecatingly. “I have certain ‘legends,’ ready for use. Of course. It
is part of our strange trade.”

There was a Polish Airline flight to London LOT 104, staged through Berlin-Schonefeld
airport at ten A.M. It was held for ten minutes to enable Ludmilla Vanavskaya to board.
As Wolf had pointed out, her German was adequate but not good enough to pass. Few
people in London that she would meet spoke Polish. She had papers of a Polish
schoolteacher visiting a relative. That would be plausible since Poland had a much more
liberal regime.

The Polish airliner landed in London at eleven, gaining an hour due to time difference.
Major Vanavskaya passed through passport and customs control inside thirty minutes,
made two phone calls from a public booth in Terminal Two concourse, and took a taxi to
a district of London called Primrose Hill.

The phone on Sam McCready’s desk trilled at midday. He had just put the phone down
after talking again to Cheltenham. The answer was—still nothing. Forty-eight hours, and
Morenz was still on the run. The new caller was the man from the NATO desk
downstairs.

“There’s a chit came through in the morning bag,” he said. “It may be nothing; if so,
throw it away. Anyway, I’m sending it up by messenger.”

The chit arrived five minutes later. When he saw it, and the timing on it, McCready
swore loudly.

Normally, the need-to-know rule in the covert world works admirably. Those who do
not need to know something in order to fulfill their functions are not told about it. That
way, if there is a leak—either deliberate or through sloppy talk—the damage is
reasonably limited. But sometimes it works the other way around. Sometimes a piece of
information that might have changed events is not passed on because no one thought it
was necessary.

The Archimedes listening station in the Harz Mountains and the East Germany-
listeners at Cheltenham had been told to pass to McCready without delay anything they
got. The words Grauber or Morenz were particular triggers for an instant pass-on. But no
one had thought to alert those who listen to Allied diplomatic and military traffic to pass
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what they picked up to McCready.
The message he held was timed at 4:22 P.M. on Wednesday evening. It said:

Ex-Herrmann
Pro-Fietzau.

Top urgent. Contact Mrs. A. Farquarson, nee Morenz, believed living
London stop Ask if she has seen or heard of or from her brother in last
four days endit.

He never told me he had a sister in London. Never told me he had a sister at all, thought
McCready. He began to wonder what else his friend Bruno had not told him about his
past. He dragged a telephone directory from a shelf and looked under the name of
Farquarson.

Fortunately, it was not a terribly common name. Smith would have been a different
matter entirely. There were fourteen Farquarsons, but no “Mrs. A.” He began to ring
them in sequence. Of the first seven, five said there was no Mrs. A. Farquarson to their
knowledge. Two failed to answer. He was lucky at the eighth; the listing was for Robert
Farquarson. A woman answered.

“Yes, this is Mrs. Farquarson.”

A hint of German accent?

“Would that be Mrs. A. Farquarson?”

“Yes.” She seemed defensive.

“Forgive my ringing you, Mrs. Farquarson. I am from the Immigration Department at
Heathrow. Would you by chance have a brother named Bruno Morenz?”

A long pause.

“Is he there? At Heathrow?”

“I’m not at liberty to say, madam. Unless you are his sister.”

“Yes, [ am Adelheid Farquarson. Bruno Morenz is my brother. Could I speak to him?”

“Not at the moment, I’'m afraid. Will you be at that address in, say, fifteen minutes? It’s
rather important.”

“Yes, I will be here.”

McCready called for a car and driver from the motor pool and raced downstairs.

It was a large studio apartment at the top of a solidly built Edwardian villa, tucked
behind Regent’s Park Road. He walked up and rang the bell. Mrs. Farquarson greeted
him in a painter’s smock and showed him into a cluttered studio with paintings on easels
and sketches strewn on the floor.

She was a handsome woman, gray-haired like her brother. McCready put her in her late
fifties, older than Bruno. She cleared a space, offered him a seat, and met his gaze
levelly. McCready noticed two coffee mugs standing on a nearby table. Both were empty.
He contrived to touch one while Mrs. Farquarson sat down. The mug was warm.

“What can I do for you, Mr. ...”

“Jones. I would like to ask you about your brother, Herr Bruno Morenz?”

“Why?”

“It’s an Immigration matter.”

“You are lying to me, Mr. Jones.”

“Am 177
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“Yes. My brother is not coming here. And if he wished to, he would not have problems
with British Immigration. He is a West German citizen. You are a policeman?”

“No, Mrs. Farquarson. But I am a friend of Bruno. Over many years. We go back a
long way together. I ask you to believe that because that is true.”

“He is in trouble, isn’t he?”

“Yes, I’'m afraid so. I'm trying to help him, if I can. It’s not easy.”

“What has he done?”

“It looks as if he has killed his mistress in Cologne. And he has run away. He got a
message to me. He said he didn’t mean to do it. Then he disappeared.”

She rose and walked to the window, staring out at the late summer foliage of Primrose
Hill Park.

“Oh, Bruno. You fool. Poor, frightened Bruno.”

She turned and faced him.

“There was a man from the German Embassy here yesterday morning. He had called
before, on Wednesday evening while I was out. He did not tell me what you have—just
asked if Bruno had been in touch. He hasn’t. I can’t help you, either, Mr. Jones. You
probably know more than I do, if he got a message to you. Do you know where he has
gone?”’

“That’s the problem. I think he has crossed the border. Gone into East Germany.
Somewhere in the Weimar area. Perhaps to stay with friends. But so far as I know, he’s
never been near Weimar in his life.”

She looked puzzled. “What do you mean? He lived there for two years.”

McCready kept a straight face, but he was stunned. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know. He never
told me.”

“No, he wouldn’t. He hated it there. They were the unhappiest two years of his life. He
never talked about it.”

“I thought your family was Hamburg, born and raised.”

“We were, until 1943. That was when Hamburg was destroyed by the RAF. The great
Fire Storm bombing. You have heard of it?”

McCready nodded. The Royal Air Force had bombed the center of Hamburg with such
intensity that raging fires started. The fires had sucked oxygen in from the outer suburbs
until a raging inferno was created in which temperatures rose so high that steel ran like
water and concrete exploded like bombs. The inferno had swept through the city,
vaporizing everything in its path.

“Bruno and I were orphaned that night.” She paused and stared, not at McCready but
past him, seeing again the flames raging through the city where she had been born,
consuming to cinders her parents, her friends, her schoolmates, the landmarks of her life.
After several seconds she snapped out of her reverie and resumed talking in that quiet
voice with the remaining hint of an original German accent.

“When it was over, the authorities took charge of us and we were evacuated. I was
fifteen, Bruno was ten. We were split up. I was billeted with a family outside Gottingen.
Bruno was sent to stay with a farmer near Weimar. After the war, I searched for him, and
the Red Cross helped to reunite us. We returned to Hamburg. I looked after him. But he
hardly ever talked about Weimar. I began to work in the British NAAFTI canteen, to keep
Bruno. Times were very hard, you know.”

McCready nodded. “Yes, I'm sorry.”
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She shrugged. “It was the war. Anyway, in 1947 1 met a British sergeant. Robert
Farquarson. We married and came to live here. He died eight years ago. When Robert
and I left Hamburg in 1948, Bruno secured a residential apprenticeship with a firm of
optical lens makers. I have only seen him three or four times since then, and not in the
past ten years.”

“You told that to the man from the embassy?”

“Herr Fietzau? No, he did not ask about Bruno’s childhood. But I told the lady.”

“The lady?”

“She left only an hour ago. The one from the Pensions Department.”

“Pensions?”

“Yes. She said Bruno still worked in optical glassware, for a firm called BKI in
Wiirzburg. But it seems BKI is owned by Pilkington Glass of Britain, and with Bruno’s
retirement approaching, she needed details of his life to assess his full entitlement. She
was not from Bruno’s employers?”’

“I doubt it. Probably West German police. I’'m afraid they are looking for Bruno, too,
but not to help him.”

“I’m sorry. I seem to have been very foolish.”

“You weren’t to know, Mrs. Farquarson. She spoke good English?”

“Yes, perfect. Slight accent—Polish, perhaps.”

McCready had little doubt where the lady had come from. There were other hunters out
for Bruno Morenz, many of them, but only McCready and one other group knew about
BKI of Wiirzburg. He rose.

“Try hard to think what little he said in those years after the war. Is there anyone,
anyone at all, to whom he might go in his hour of need for sanctuary?”

She thought long and hard.

“There was one name he mentioned, someone who had been nice to him. His primary-
school teacher. Friulein ... dammit ... Fraulein Neuberg. No, I remember now, Friulein
Neumann. That was it. Neumann. Of course, she’s probably dead by now. It was forty
years ago.”

“One last thing, Mrs. Farquarson. Did you tell this to the lady from the glass
company?”’

“No, I’ve only just remembered it. I just told her Bruno had once spent two years as an
evacuee on a farm not ten miles from Weimar.”

Back at Century House, McCready borrowed a Weimar telephone directory from the East
German desk. There were several Neumanns listed, but just one with Frl, short for
Frdulein, in front of it. A spinster. A teenager would not have her own apartment and
phone, not in East Germany. A mature spinster, a professional woman, might. It was a
long shot, very long. He could have one of the East German desk’s agents-in-place across
the Wall place a call. But the Stasi were everywhere, bugging everything. The mere
question— “Were you once the schoolteacher of a small boy called Morenz and has he
showed up?”—that could blow it all away.

His next visit was to the section inside Century House whose specialty is the
preparation of very untrue identity cards.

He rang British Airways, who were unable to help. But Lufthansa was. They had a
flight at five-fifteen to Hanover. He asked Denis Gaunt to drive him to Heathrow again.
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The best-laid plans of mice and men, as the Scottish poet might have said, sometimes end
up looking like a dog’s breakfast. The Polish Airlines flight from London back to
Warsaw via East Berlin was due for takeoff at three-thirty. But when the pilot switched
on his flight systems, a red warning light glowed. It turned out to be just a faulty
solenoid, but it delayed the takeoff until six. In the departures lounge, Major Ludmilla
Vanavskaya glanced at the televised departure information, noted the delay “for
operational reasons,” cursed silently, and returned to her book.

McCready was leaving the office when the phone rang. He debated whether to answer it
and decided he ought to. It could be important. It was Edwards.

“Sam, someone in Funny Paper has been on to me. Now look, Sam, you are not—as in
absolutely not—getting my permission to go into East Germany. Is that clear?”

“Absolutely, Timothy. Couldn’t be clearer.”

“Good,” said the Assistant Chief, and put the phone down.

Gaunt had heard the voice at the other end of the phone and what it had said.
McCready was beginning to like Gaunt. He had joined the desk only six months earlier,
but he was showing he was bright, trustworthy, and could keep his mouth shut.

As he negotiated Hogarth Roundabout, cutting a lot of corners in the dense Friday-
afternoon commuter traffic on the Heathrow road, Gaunt chose to open it.

“Sam, I know you’ve been in more tight places than a shepherd’s right arm, but you’ve
been black-flagged in East Germany and the boss has forbidden you to go back.”

“Forbidding is one thing,” said McCready. “Preventing is another.”

As he strode through the departure lounge of Terminal Two to catch the Lufthansa
flight to Hanover, he cast not a glance at the trim young woman with the shiny blond hair
and piercing blue eyes who sat reading two yards from him. And she did not look up at
the medium-built, rather rumpled man with thinning brown hair in a gray raincoat as he
walked past.

McCready’s flight took off on time, and he landed at Hanover at eight, local time.
Major Vanavskaya got away at six and landed at Berlin-Schonefeld at nine. McCready
rented a car and drove past Hildesheim and Salzgitter to his destination in the forests
outside Goslar. Vanavskaya was met by a KGB car and driven to Normannenstrasse 22.
She had to wait an hour to see Colonel Otto Voss, who was closeted with State Security
Minister Erich Mielke.

McCready had telephoned his host from London; he was expected. The man met him at
the front door of his substantial home, a beautifully converted hunting lodge set on a
sweep of hillside with a view, in daylight, far across a long valley clothed in conifers.
Only five miles away, the lights of Goslar twinkled in the gloom. Had the day not already
faded, McCready might have seen, far to the east on a distant peak of the Harz, the roof
of a high tower. One might have mistaken it for a hunting tower, but it wasn’t. Its purpose
was the hunting not of wild boar but of men and women. The man McCready had come
to visit had chosen to spend his comfortable retirement within sight of the very border
that had once made his fortune.

His host had changed over the years, thought McCready as he was shown into a wood-
paneled sitting room hung with the heads of boars and the antlers of stags. A bright fire
crackled in a stone hearth; even in early September it was chilly at night in the high hills.
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The man who greeted him had put on weight; the once-lean physique was now fleshed
out. He was still short, of course, and the round pink face topped by white candy-floss
hair made him look even more harmless than ever. Until you looked into his eyes.
Cunning eyes, wily eyes that had seen too much and made many deals about life and
death and that had lived in the sewers and survived. A malign child of the Cold War who
had once been the uncrowned underworld king of Berlin.

For twenty years, from the building of the Berlin Wall in 1961 until his retirement in
1981, Andre Kurzlinger had been a Grenzgdnger, literally, a border-goer, a border-
crosser. It was the Wall that had made his fortune. Prior to its construction, East Germans
wishing to escape to the West simply had to go to East Berlin and walk into West Berlin.
But during the night of August 21, 1961, the great concrete blocks had been slammed
into place, and Berlin became the divided city. Many tried to jump the Wall; some
succeeded. Others were hauled back screaming and sent to long terms of jail. Others were
machine-gunned on the wire and hung there like stoats until cut down. For most, crossing
the Wall was a one-time exploit. For Kurzlinger, who until then had been just a Berlin
black marketeer and gangster, it became a profession.

He brought people out—for money. He went across in a variety of disguises, or sent
emissaries, and negotiated the price. Some paid in Ostmarks—a lot of Ostmarks. With
these, Kurzlinger would buy the three products in East Berlin that were good: Hungarian
pigskin luggage, Czech classical LPs, and Cuban corona coronas. They were so cheap
that, even with the cost of smuggling them west, Kurzlinger could make a huge profit.

Other refugees agreed to pay him in Deutschmarks once they had reached the West and
gotten a job. Few reneged. Kurzlinger was meticulous about collecting debts; he em-
ployed several large associates to ensure he was not cheated.

There were rumors he worked for Western intelligence. They were not true, though he
occasionally brought out someone on contract to the CIA or SIS. There were rumors he
was hand-in-glove with the SSD or the KGB; that was unlikely, as he did East Germany
too much damage. Certainly he had bribed more border guards and Communist officials
than he could remember. It was said he could smell a bribable official at a hundred paces.

Although Berlin was his bailiwick, he also ran lines through the East German-West
German border, which ran from the Baltic to Czechoslovakia. When he retired finally
with a handsome fortune he chose to settle in West Germany, not in West Berlin. But he
still could not drag himself away from that border. His manor was only five miles from it,
high in the Harz Mountains.

“So, Herr McCready, Sam my friend, it has been a long time.”

He stood with his back to the fire, a retired gentleman in a velvet smoking jacket, a
long way from the animal-eyed alley-kid who had crawled out of the rubble in 1945 to
start selling girls to GIs for Lucky Strikes. “You are retired also now?” he asked.

“No, Andre, I still have to work for my crust. Not as clever as you, you see.”

Kurzlinger liked that. He pressed a bell, and a manservant brought crisp Mosel wine in
crystal glasses.

“Then,” asked Kurzlinger as he surveyed the flames through the wine, “what can an old
man do for the mighty Spionage service of Her Majesty?”

McCready told him. The older man continued staring at the fire, but he pursed his lips
and shook his head.

“I am out of it, Sam. Retired. Now they leave me alone. Both sides. But you know,
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they have warned me, as I think they have warned you. If I start again, they will come for
me. A quick operation, across the border, and back before dawn. They will have me, right
here in my own home. They mean it. In my time I did them a lot of damage you know.”

“I know,” said McCready.”

“Also, things change. Once, in Berlin, yes, I could get you across. Even in the
countryside I had my rabbit runs. But they were all discovered eventually. Closed down.
The mines I had disconnected were replaced. The guards I had bribed were transferred.
You know they never keep guards on this border for long. Constantly switch them
around. My contacts have all gone cold. It is too late.”

“I have to go over,” said McCready slowly, “because we have a man over there. He is
sick, very sick. But if I can bring him out, it will probably break the career of the one who
now heads Abteilung II. Otto Voss.”

Kurzlinger did not move, but his eyes went very cold. Years ago, as McCready knew,
he had had a friend. A very close friend indeed, probably the closest he had ever had. The
man had been caught crossing the Wall. Talk was, later, that he had raised his hands. But
Voss had shot him all the same. Through both kneecaps first, then both elbows and both
shoulders. Finally in the stomach. Soft-nosed slugs.

“Come,” said Kurzlinger, “we will eat. I will introduce you to my son.”

The handsome young blond man of about thirty who joined them at table was not
actually Kurzlinger’s son, of course. But he had formally adopted him. Occasionally, the
older man would smile at him, and the adopted son would look back adoringly.

“I brought Siegfried out of the East,” said Kurzlinger, as if making conversation. “He
had nowhere to go, so ... now he lives here with me.”

McCready continued eating. He suspected there was more.

“Have you ever heard,” said Kurzlinger over the grapes, “of the Arbeitsgruppe
Grenzen?”

McCready had. The Borders Working Group. Deep within the SSD, apart from all the
Abteilungen with their Roman-numeral designations, was a small unit with a most bizarre
specialty.

Most times, if Marcus Wolf wanted to spirit an agent into the West, he could do it by
passing through a neutral country, the agent adopting his new legend during the stopover.
But sometimes the SSD or the HVA wanted to put a man across the border on a “black”
operation. For this to happen, the East Germans would actually cut a rabbit run through
their own defenses from East to West. Most rabbit runs were cut from West to East to
bring out people who were not supposed to leave. When the SSD wanted a rabbit run cut
for its own purposes, it used the experts of the Arbeitsgruppe Grenzen for the job. These
engineers, working at dead of night (for the West German Frontier Service also watched
the border), would burrow under the razor-wire, cut a thin line through the minefield, and
leave no trace of where they had been.

That still left the two-hundred-yard-wide plowed strip, the shooting ground, where a
real refugee would probably be caught in the searchlights and machine-gunned. Finally,
on the Western side, there was the fence. The Arbeitsgruppe Grenzen would leave that
intact, cut a hole for the agent as he went through, and lace it up again after him. The
searchlights, on the nights they ran someone westward, would be facing the other way,
and the plowed strip was usually thick with grass, especially in late summer. By morning,
the grass would have straightened itself, obliterating all traces of the running feet.
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When the East Germans did it, they had the cooperation of their own border guards.
But breaking in was another matter; there would be no East German cooperation.

“Siegfried used to work for the ACG,” said Kurzlinger. “Until he used one of his own
rabbit runs. Of course, the Stasi closed that one down immediately. Siegfried, our friend
here needs to go across. Can you help?”

McCready thought that he had judged his man aright. Kurzlinger hated Voss for what
he had done, and the man’s grief for his murdered love was not to be underestimated.

Siegfried thought for a while.

“There used to be one,” he said at length. “I cut it myself. I was going to use it, so I did
not file the report. In the event, I came out a different way.”

“Where is it?”” asked McCready.

“Not far from here,” said Siegfried. “Between Bad Sachsa and Ellrich.”

He fetched a map and pointed out the two small towns in the southern Harz, Bad
Sachsa in West Germany and Ellrich in the East.

“May I see the papers you intend to use?” asked Kurzlinger. McCready passed them
over. Siegfried studied them. “They are good,” he said.

“What is the best time to go?” asked McCready.

“Four o’clock. Before dawn. The light is darkest, and the guards are tired. They sweep
the plowed strip less frequently. We will need camouflage smocks in case we are caught
by the lights. The camouflage may save us.”

They discussed details for another hour.

“You understand, Heir McCready,” said Siegfried, “it has been five years. I may not be
able to recall where it was. I left a fishing line on the ground where I cut the path through
the minefield. I may not be able to find it. If I cannot, we will come back. To go into the
minefield not knowing the path I cut is death. Or my former colleagues may have found it
and closed it down. In that case we come back—if we still can.”

“I understand,” said McCready. “I’m very grateful.”

They left, Siegfried and McCready, at one o’clock for the slow two-hour drive through
the mountains. Kurzlinger stood on the doorstep.

“Look after my boy,” he said. “I only do this for another boy Voss took from me long

2

ago.

“If you get through,” said Siegfried as they drove, “walk the six miles into Nordhausen.
Avoid the village of Ellrich—there are guards there, and the dogs will bark. Take the
train from Nordhausen south to Erfurt, and the bus to Weimar. There will be workers on
both.”

They drove quietly through the sleeping town of Bad Sachsa and parked at the
outskirts. Siegfried stood in the darkness with a compass and a penlight. When he had his
bearing, he plunged into the pine forest, heading east. McCready followed him.

Four hours earlier, Major Vanavskaya had confronted Colonel Voss in his office.
“According to his sister, there is one place he could go to hide in the Weimar area.”
She explained about Bruno Morenz’s evacuation during the war.

“A farm?” said Voss. “Which farm? There are hundreds in that area.”
“She didn’t know the name. Just that it was not ten miles from Weimar itself. Draw
your ring, Colonel. Bring in troops. Within the day you will have him.”
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Colonel Voss called Abteilung XIII, the intelligence and security service of the
National People’s Army, the NVA. Phones rang in the NVA headquarters out at
Karlshorst, and before dawn trucks began to roll south toward Weimar.

“The ring is formed,” said Voss at midnight. “The troops will move outward from
Weimar town, sweeping by sectors, outward toward the ring. They will search every
farm, barn, store, cowshed, and pigsty until they reach the ten-miles ring. I only hope you
are right, Major Vanavskaya. There are now a lot of men involved.”

In the small hours he left in his personal car for the south. Major Vanavskaya
accompanied him. The sweep was due to start at dawn.
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Chapter 6

Siegfried lay on his belly at the edge of the treeline and studied the dark contours of the
forest three hundred yards away that marked East Germany. McCready lay beside him. It
was three A.M. on Saturday.

Five years earlier, also in darkness, Siegfried had cut his rabbit run from the base of a
particularly tall pine tree on the eastern side, in the direction of a gleaming white rock
high on the hill slope on the Western side. His problem now was, he had always thought
he would see the rock from the east, gleaming palely in the dim light before dawn. He
had not foreseen that he would ever have to head the other way. Now the rock was high
above him, screened by the trees. It would become visible only from a position far out in
No Man’s Land. He judged the line as best he could, crawled forward the last ten yards of
West Germany, and began to snip quietly at the chain-link fence.

When Siegfried had his hole, McCready saw his arm rise in a beckoning motion. He
crawled out of cover toward the wire. He had spent the five minutes studying the
watchtowers of the East German border guards and the sweep of their searchlights.
Siegfried had chosen his spot well—halfway between two of the watchtowers. An added
bonus was that the tree-growth of summer had caused some of the pine branches across
the minefield to extend outward by several feet; one searchlight, at least, was being
partially blocked by this extra growth. In autumn, tree surgeons would come to prune
back the branches, but they had not done so yet.

The other searchlight had a clear view of their intended path, but the man behind it
must have been tired or bored, for it sent off for minutes on end. When it came on again,
it was always pointing the other way. Then it would make its sweep toward them, sweep
back, and go out. If the operator kept up this pattern, they would have a few seconds’
warning.

Siegfried jerked his head and crawled through the hole. McCready followed, dragging
his gunny sack. The German turned and pushed the cut mesh back into place. It would
not be noticed except at close range, and the guards never crossed the strip to check the
wire unless they had already noticed a break. They did not like minefields, either.

It was tempting to run across the hundred yards of plowed strip, now thickly grassed
with extra-tall dock, thistle, and nettle growing at intervals in the grass. But there could
be tripwires linked to sound-alarms. It was safer to crawl. They crawled. At the halfway
point they were shaded by trees from the searchlight to their left, but then the one to their
right came on. Both men froze in their green smocks and lay face down. They had
blackened their faces and hands, Siegfried with boot polish, McCready with burnt cork
that would wash off more easily on the other side.

The pale light splashed over them, hesitated, moved back, and went off again. Ten
yards farther on, Siegfried found a tripwire and gestured McCready to crawl around it.
Another forty yards, and they reached the minefield. Here the thistles and grasses were
chest-high. No one tried to plow up the minefield.

The German looked back. High above the trees, McCready could see the white rock, a
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patch of paleness against the darkness of the pine forest. Siegfried swiveled his head and
checked the giant tree against the rock. He was ten yards to the right of his line. He
crawled again, down the edge of the minefield. When he stopped, he began to feel
tenderly in the long grass. After two minutes McCready heard his breath hiss out in
triumph. He held a fine strand of fishing line between finger and thumb. He pulled gently.
If it was loose at the other end, the mission was over. It went tight and held.

“Follow the fishing line,” Siegfried whispered. “It will take you through the minefield
to the tunnel under the wire. The path is only two feet wide. When do you come back?”

“Twenty-four hours,” said McCready. “Or forty-eight. After that, forget it. I will not be
coming. I will use my pencil light from the base of the big tree just before I make the run.
Hold the fence open for me.”

He disappeared on. his belly into the minefield, not quite hidden by the tall grass and
weeds. Siegfried waited for the searchlight to wash over him one last time, then crawled
back to the West.

McCready went forward through the mines, following the nylon line. Occasionally he
tested it to make sure it was still straight. He knew he would not see any mines. These
were not big plate-mines that could throw a truck in the air. They were small
antipersonnel mines made of plastic, not responsive to metal detectors, which had been
tried by escapers and had not worked. The mines were buried, pressure-operated. They
would not explode for a rabbit or a fox, but they were sensitive enough for a human body.
And vicious enough to blow away a leg or the entrails, or to tear out the chest cavity.
Often they did not kill quickly but left the would-be escaper screaming through the night
until the guards came after sunrise, with guides, to retrieve the body.

McCready saw the rolling waves of razor-wire looming ahead of him, the end of the
minefield. The fishing line led him to a shallow scrape under the wire. He rolled on his
back, pushed the wire upward with his totebag, and kicked with his heels. Inch by inch,
he slid beneath the entanglement. Above him he could see the glittering razors that made
this kind of wire so much more painful than barbed wire.

There were ten yards of it, but piled eight feet high above him. When he came out on
the Eastern side, he found the nylon strand attached to a small peg that was almost out of
the ground. Another tug, and it would have come loose, aborting the whole crossing. He
covered the peg with a mat of thick pine needles, noted its position directly in front of the
outsize pine tree, held his compass in front of him, and crawled away.

He crawled on a heading of 90 degrees until he came to a track. There he stripped off
his smock, bundled it around his compass, and hid them beneath more pine needles ten
yards inside the forest. If any dogs came down the track, they would not be able to smell
the buried clothing. At the edge of the track he broke off a branch above head height and
left it hanging by a thread of bark. No one else would notice it, but he would.

On his return he would have to find the track and the broken branch and recover his
smock and compass. A heading of 270 degrees would bring him back to the giant pine.
He turned and walked away toward the east. As he walked, he noted every marker—
fallen trees, piles of logs, twists and turns. After a mile, he came out on a road and saw
the spire of the Lutheran church of Ellrich village ahead of him.

He skirted it, as briefed, walking through fields of cut wheat until he intercepted the
road to Nordhausen, five miles farther on. It was just five o’clock. He stayed by the side
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of the road, prepared to dive into a ditch if a vehicle appeared from either direction.
Farther south, he hoped his scuffed reefer jacket, corduroy trousers, boots, and forage
cap, worn by so many German farm workers, would escape scrutiny. But here the
community was so small that everyone would know everyone else. He did not need to be
asked where he was going, even less where he had come from. Behind him, there was
nowhere he could have come from but Ellrich village or the border.

Outside Nordhausen he had a lucky break. Over the picket fence of a darkened house, a
bicycle was propped against a tree. It was rusty but usable. He weighed the risks of taking
it against its usefulness in covering distance faster than a pair of legs. If its loss remained
undiscovered for thirty minutes, it was worth it. He took it, walked for a hundred yards,
then mounted it and rode to the railway station. It was five to six. The first train to Erfurt
was due in fifteen minutes.

There were several dozen working men on the platform waiting to head south to work.
He presented some money, was issued a ticket, and the train steamed in, an old-fashioned
steam locomotive but on time. Accustomed to British Rail Commuter services, he was
grateful for that. He consigned his bicycle to the luggage van and took his place on the
wooden seats. The train stopped again at Sondershausen, Greussen, and Straussfurt
before rolling into Erfurt at 6:41. He retrieved his bicycle and pedaled away through the
streets toward the eastern outskirts of the city and the start of Highway Seven to Weimar.

Just after half past seven, a few miles east of the city, a tractor came up behind him. It
had a flat trailer behind it, and an old man was at the wheel. It had been delivering sugar
beet to Erfurt and was heading back to the farm. The old man slowed and stopped.

“Steig mal rauf,” he called above the snarl of the dilapidated engine, which belched
rich black smoke. McCready waved his gratitude, hurled the bicycle onto the flatbed, and
climbed on. The noise of the tractor engine prevented conversation, which was just as
well, for McCready, fluent in German, did not possess that strange accent of Lower
Thuringia. Anyway, the old farmer was happy to suck on his empty pipe and drive.

Ten miles out of Weimar, McCready saw the wall of soldiers.

They were on the road, several dozen, spread out across the fields to left and right. He
could see their helmeted heads among the maize stalks. There was a farm track off to the
right. He glanced down it. Soldiers lined it, ten yards apart, facing toward Weimar.

The tractor slowed for the roadblock and stopped. A sergeant shouted up to the driver,
telling him to switch off his engine.

The old man shouted back in German, “If I do I probably won’t start it again. Will your
men give me a push?”

The sergeant considered, shrugged, and gestured for the old man’s papers. He looked at
them, gave them back, and came down to where McCready sat.

“Papiere,” he said. McCready handed over his ID card. It said he was Martin Hahn,
farm worker, and had been issued by the Weimar administrative district. The sergeant,
who was a townsman from Schwerin up in the north, sniffed.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Sugar beets,” said McCready. He did not volunteer that he was a hitchhiker on the
tractor, and no one asked.

Nor did he point out that before carrying the sugar beets, the trailer had borne a much
fruitier cargo. The sergeant wrinkled his nose, gave back the papers, and waved the
tractor on. A more interesting truck was coming toward them out of Weimar, and he had
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been told to concentrate on people—or a man with gray hair and a Rhineland accent—
trying to get out of the ring, not a smelly tractor trying to get in. The tractor went to a
track three miles from the town and turned off. McCready jumped down, pulled his
bicycle to the ground, waved his thanks at the old farmer, and pedaled into town.

From the outskirts on, he stayed close to the curb to avoid the trucks disgorging troops
in the gray-green uniforms of the National People’s Army, the NVA. There was a fair
sprinkling of the brighter-green uniforms of the People’s Police, the VOPOs. Knots of
Weimar citizens stood on streetcorners staring in curiosity. Someone suggested it was a
military exercise; no one disagreed. Maneuvers normally happened in the military,
though not usually in the center of a town.

McCready would have liked a town map, but he could not afford to be seen studying
one. He was not a tourist. He had memorized his route from the map he borrowed from
the East German desk in London, which he had studied on the plane to Hanover. Coming
into town on the Erfurterstrasse, he rode straight on toward the ancient town center and
saw the National Theater looming up in front of him. The paved road became cobbles. He
rode left into Heinrich Heinestrasse and on toward Karl Marx Platz. There he dismounted
and began to push the bicycle, his head down, as the VOPO cars rushed by him in both
directions.

At Rhathenau Platz he looked for Brennerstrasse and found it on the far side of the
square. According to his recall, Bockstrasse should lie to the right. It did. Number
fourteen was an old building, long in need of repair, like just about everything else in
Herr Honecker’s paradise. The paint and plaster were peeling and the names on the eight
bell-pushes were faded. But he could make out, against flat number three, the single
name, Neumann. He pushed his bicycle through the large front door, left it in the stone-
flagged hall, and walked up. There were two apartments on each floor. Number three was
on the second floor. He took off his cap, straightened his jacket, and rang the bell. It was
ten to nine.

Nothing happened for a while. After two minutes there was a shuffling sound, and the
door opened slowly. Fraulein Neumann was very old, in a black dress, white-haired, and
she supported herself on two canes. McCready judged her to be in her late eighties. She
looked up at him and said, “Ja?”

He smiled broadly as if in recognition.

“Yes, it is you, Frdulein. You have changed. But not more than me. You won’t
remember me. Martin Kroll. You taught me at primary school forty years ago.”

She stared at him levelly, bright blue eyes behind gold-rimmed glasses.

“I happened to be in Weimar today. From Berlin, you know. I live there now. And I
wondered if you were still here, The telephone directory listed you. I just came on the off
chance. May I come in?”

She stood aside, and he entered. A dark hall, musty with age. She led the way, hobbling
on arthritic knees and ankles, into her sitting room, whose windows looked down on the
street. He waited for her to sit, then took a chair.

“So I taught you once, in the old primary school on Heinrich Heinestrasse. When was
that?”

“Well, it must have been 43 and ’44. We were bombed out. From Berlin. I was
evacuated here with others. Must have been the summer of ’43. I was in a class with ...
ach, the names—well, I recall Bruno Morenz. He was my buddy.”
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She stared at him for a while, then pulled herself to her feet. He rose. She hobbled to
the window and looked down. A truck full of VOPOs rumbled past. They all sat upright,
their Hungarian AP9 pistols bolstered on their belts.

“Always the uniforms,” she said softly as if talking to herself. “First the Nazis, now the
Communists. And always the uniforms and the guns. First the Gestapo, and now the SSD.
Oh, Germany, what did we do to deserve you both?”

She turned from the window. “You are British, aren’t you? Please sit down.”

McCready was glad to do so. He realized that despite her age, she still had a mind like
a razor.

“Why do you say such an extraordinary thing?” he asked indignantly. She was not
fazed by his show of anger.

“Three reasons. I remember every boy I ever taught at that school during the war and
afterward, and there was no Martin Kroll among them. And second, the school was not
on Heinrich Heinestrasse. Heine was Jewish, and the Nazis had erased his name from all
streets and monuments.”

McCready could have kicked himself. He should have known that the name of Heine,
one of Germany’s greatest writers, was restored only after the war.

“If you scream or raise the alarm,” he said quietly, “I will not harm you. But they will
come for me and take me away and shoot me. The choice is yours.”

She hobbled to her seat and sat down. In the manner of the very old, she began to
reminisce.

“In 1934 I was a professor at the Humboldt University in Berlin. The youngest, and the
only woman. The Nazis came to power. | despised them. I said so. I suppose I was
lucky—I could have been sent to a camp. But they were lenient; I was sent here, to teach
primary school to the children of farm laborers.

“After the war I did not go back to the Humboldt. Partly because I felt the children here
had as much right to the teaching I could give them as the smart youth of Berlin; partly
because I would not teach the Communist version of lies, either. So, Mr. Spy, I will not
raise the alarm.”

“And if they capture me anyway, and I tell them about you?”

She smiled for the first time.

“Young man, when you are eighty-eight, there is nothing they can do to you that the
good Lord is not going to do quite soon now. Why did you come?”

“Bruno Morenz. You do remember him?”

“Oh, yes, I remember him. Is he in trouble?”

“Yes, Fraulein, bad trouble. He is here, not far away. He came on a mission—for me.
He fell ill, sick, in the head. A complete breakdown. He is hiding out there somewhere.
He needs help.”

“The police, all those soldiers—they are for Bruno?”

“Yes. If I can get to him first, [ may be able to help. Get him away in time.”

“Why did you come to me?”

“His sister in London, she said he had told her very little of his two years here during
the war. Just that he had been very unhappy, and his only friend had been his
schoolteacher, Friaulein Neumann.”

She rocked backward and forward for some time.

“Poor Bruno,” she said at length. “Poor, frightened Bruno. Always so frightened. Of
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the shouting and the pain.”

“Why was he frightened, Fraulein Neumann?”

“He came from a Social Democrat family in Hamburg. His father was dead, in the
bombing, but he must have made some uncomplimentary remark about Hitler in his home
before he died. Bruno was billeted with a farmer outside the town, a brutal man who
drank much. Also, an ardent Nazi. One evening Bruno must have said something he
learned from his father. The farmer took his belt to him and whipped him. Hard. After
that, he did it many times. Bruno used to run away.”

“Where did he hide, Friulein? Please, where?”

“In the barn. He showed me once. I had gone to the farm to remonstrate with the
farmer. There was a barn at the far end of the hay meadow, away from the house and the
other barns. He made a hole in the hay bales up in the loft. He used to crawl in there and
wait until the farmer had fallen into his usual drunken sleep.”

“Where, exactly, was the farm?”

“The hamlet is called Marionhain. I think it is still there. Just four farms in a group. All
collectivized now. It lies between the villages of Ober and Nieder Griinstedt. Take the
road out toward Erfurt. Four miles out, turn left down a track. There is a signpost. The
farm was called Miiller’s Farm, but that will be changed now. It probably just has a
number. But if it is still there, look for a barn set two hundred yards away from the group,
at the end of the meadow. Do you think you can help him?”

McCready rose.

“If he is there, Fraulein, I will try. I swear I will try. Thank you for your help.”

He turned at the door.

“You said there were three reasons you thought I was English, but you gave me only
two.”

“Oh, yes. You are dressed as a farm worker, but you said you came from Berlin. There
are no farms in Berlin. So you are a spy. Either working for them”—she jerked her head
toward the window, where another truck rumbled past—*“or for the other side.”

“I could have been an agent for the SSD.”

She smiled again. “No, Mister Englander. I remember the British officers from 1945,
for a short while before the Russians came. You are much too polite to be SSD.”

The track off the main road was where she had said it would be, to the left, toward the
tract of rich farmland that lies between Highway Seven and the Autobahn E40. A small
sign said OBER GRUNSTEDT. He cycled down the track to a junction a mile farther on.
The road split. To his left lay Nieder Griinstedt. He could see a wall of green uniforms
surrounding it. On either side of him lay fields of uncut maize, five feet high. He
crouched low over the handlebars and pedaled away to his right. He skirted Ober
Griinstedt and saw an even narrower track. Half a mile down it, he could make out the
roofs of a group of farmhouses and barns, built in the Thuringian style with steeply
sloped tiles, towering peaks, and tall wide doors to admit the hay wains to the hollow
square yards inside. Marionhain.

He did not want to pass through the hamlet. There might be farm workers there who
would clearly spot him as a stranger. He hid his bicycle in the maize and climbed a gate
to get a better view. To his right he saw a single tall barn, of brick and black-tarred
timbers, set away from the main group. Crouching inside the maize, he began to work his
way around the hamlet toward it. On the horizon the tide of green uniforms began to
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move out of Nieder Griinstedt.

Dr. Lothar Herrmann was also working that Saturday morning. Since he sent the cable to
Fietzau at the German Embassy in London that had elicited a reply which brought his
investigation no further forward, the trail of the missing Bruno Morenz had gone cold. He
did not usually work on Saturdays, but he needed something to take his mind off his
predicament. The previous evening he had had dinner with the Director General. It had
not been an easy meal.

No arrest had been made in the case of the Heimendorf slayings. The police had not
even issued a wanted notice for a particular person whom they wished to interview. They
seemed to be up against a brick wall on the issue of one set of fingerprints and two used
pistol bullets.

A number of very respectable gentlemen in both the private and the public sector had
been discreetly questioned and had finished the interviews puce with embarrassment. But
each had cooperated to the limit. Fingerprints had been given, handguns turned in for
testing, alibis checked. The result was ... nothing.

The Director General had been regretful but adamant. The Service’s lack of
cooperation had gone on long enough. On Monday morning he, the DG, was going to go
to the Chancellor’s office for an interview with the State Secretary who had
responsibility, at the political level, for the BND. It would be a very difficult interview,
and he, the DG, was not pleased. Not pleased at all.

Now Dr. Herrmann opened the thick file dealing with cross-border radio traffic
covering the period of Wednesday to Friday. He noted that there seemed to be an awful
lot of it. Some kind of flap among the VOPOs in the Jena area. Then his eye caught a
phrase used in a conversation between a VOPO patrol car and Jena Central: “Big, gray-
haired, Rhineland accent.” He became pensive. That rang a bell. ...

An aide entered and placed a message in front of his boss. If the Herr Doktor insisted
on working on Saturday morning, he might as well get the traffic as it came in. The
message was a complimentary pass-on from the internal security service, the BfV. It
simply said that a sharp-eyed operative at Hanover airport had noted a face entering
Germany on a London flight under the name of Maitland. Being an alert fellow, the BfV
man had checked his files and passed his identification on to the Head Office in Cologne.
Cologne had passed it on to Pullach. The man Maitland was Mr. Samuel McCready.

Dr. Herrmann was affronted. It was most discourteous of a senior officer in an allied
NATO service to enter the country unannounced. And unusual. Unless ... He looked at
the intercepts from Jena and the message from Hanover. He wouldn’t dare, he thought.
Then another part of his mind said: Yes, he damned well would. Dr. Herrmann lifted a
phone and began to make his dispositions.

% %k ok
McCready left the cover of the maize, glanced to the left and the right, and crossed the
few yards of grass to the barn. The door creaked on rusty hinges as he let himself in.
Light streaked into the gloom from a dozen splits in the woodwork, making motes of dust
dance in the air and revealing the huddled shapes of old carts and barrels, horse-tackle
and rusting troughs. He glanced up. The upper floor, reached by a vertical ladder, was
piled with hay. He went up the ladder and called softly, “Bruno.”

There was no reply. He walked past the piled hay looking for recent signs of
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disturbance. At the end of the barn he saw a fragment of raincoat fabric between two
bales. He gently lifted one of the bales away.

Bruno Morenz lay in his sanctuary on his side. His eyes were open, but he made no
movement. As the light entered his hiding place, he winced.

“Bruno, it’s me. Sam. Your friend. Look at me, Bruno.”

Morenz swiveled his gaze toward McCready. He was gray-faced and unshaven. He had
not eaten for three days and had drunk only stagnant water from a barrel. His eyes
appeared unfocused. They tried to register as he looked at McCready.

“Sam?”

“Yes, Sam. Sam McCready.”

“Don’t tell them I’m here, Sam. They won’t find me if you don’t tell them.”

“I won’t tell them, Bruno. Never.”

Through a crack in the planking he saw the line of green uniforms moving across the
maize fields toward Ober Griinstedt.

“Try and sit up, Bruno.”

He helped Morenz into a sitting position, his back against the hay bales.

“We must hurry, Bruno. I’m going to try to get you out of here.”

Morenz shook his head dully. “Stay here, Sam. It’s safe here. No one could ever find
me here.”

No, thought McCready, a drunken farmer never could. But five hundred soldiers could
and would. He tried to get Morenz to his feet, but it was hopeless. The weight of the man
was too much. His legs would not work. He clutched his hands across his chest. There
was something bulging under his left arm. McCready let him slump back into the hay.
Morenz curled up again. McCready knew he would never get him back to the border near
Ellrich, under the wire, and across the minefield. It was over.

Through the crack, across the maize cobs bright in the sun, the green uniforms were
swarming over the farms and barns of Ober Griinstedt. Marionhain would be next.

“I’ve been to see Fraulein Neumann. You remember Friulein Neumann? She’s nice.”

“Yes, nice. She might know I’m here, but she won’t tell them.”

“Never, Bruno. Never. She said you have your homework for her. She needs to mark
it.”

Morenz unbuttoned his raincoat and eased out a fat red manual. Its cover bore a gold
hammer and sickle. Morenz’s tie was off and his shirt open. A key hung on a piece of
twine around his neck. McCready took the manual.

“I’m thirsty, Sam.”

McCready held out a small silver hip flask that he had taken from his back pocket.
Morenz drank the whiskey greedily. McCready looked through the crack. The soldiers
had finished with Ober Griinstedt. Some were coming down the track, while others
fanned out through the fields.

“I’m going to stay here, Sam,” said Morenz.

“Yes,” said McCready, “so you are. Good-bye, old friend. Sleep well. No one will ever
hurt you again.”

“Never again,” murmured the man, and slept.

McCready was about to rise when he saw the glint of the key against Morenz’s chest.
He eased the twine from around his neck, stowed the manual in his totebag, slithered
down the ladder, and slipped away into the maize. The ring closed two minutes later. It
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was midday.

It took him twelve hours to get back to the giant pine tree on the border near Ellrich
village. He changed into his smock and waited beneath the trees until half-past three.
Then he flashed his pencil light three times toward the white rock across the border and
crawled under the wire, through the minefield, and across the plowed strip. Siegfried was
waiting for him at the fence.

On the drive back to Goslar, he flicked over the key he had taken from Bruno Morenz.
It was made of steel, and engraved on the back were the words Flughafen Koln. Cologne
airport. Sam bade farewell to Kurzlinger and Siegfried after a sustaining breakfast and
drove southwest instead of north to Hanover.

At one o’clock on that Saturday afternoon, the soldiers made contact with Colonel Voss,
who arrived in a staff car with a woman in a civilian suit. They went up the ladder and
examined the body in the hay. A thorough search was made, the barn was almost torn
apart, but no sign was found of any written material, least of all a thick manual. But then,
they did not know what they were looking for anyway.

A soldier pried a small silver flask from the dead man’s hand and passed it to Colonel
Voss. He sniffed it and muttered, “Cyanide.” Major Vanavskaya took it and turned it
over. On the back was written HARRODS, LONDON. She used a very unladylike
expression. Although his command of Russian was basic, Colonel Voss thought it
sounded like “You Motherfucker.”

At noon on Sunday, McCready entered Cologne airport, well in time for the one o’clock
flight. He changed his Hanover-to-London ticket for a Cologne-London one, checked in,
and wandered toward the steel luggage lockers to one side of the concourse. He took the
steel key and inserted it into locker 47. Inside was a black canvas grip. He withdrew it.

“I think I will take the bag, thank you, Herr McCready.”

He turned. The Deputy Head of the Operations Directorate of the BND was standing
ten feet away. Two large gentlemen hovered farther on. One studied his fingernails, the
other the ceiling, as if looking for cracks.

“Why, Dr. Herrmann. How nice to see you again. And what brings you to Cologne?”

“The bag ... if you please, Mr. McCready.”

It was handed over. Herrmann passed it to one of his team. He could afford to be
genial.

“Come, Mr. McCready, we Germans are a hospitable people. Let me escort you to your
plane. You would not wish to miss it.”

They walked toward passport control.

“A certain colleague of mine ...” suggested Herrmann.

“He will not be coming back, Dr. Herrmann.”

“Ah, poor man. But just as well, perhaps.”

They arrived at passport control. Dr. Herrmann produced a card and flashed it at the
immigration officers, and they were ushered through. When the flight boarded,
McCready was escorted to the aircraft door.

“Mr. McCready.”

He turned in the doorway. Herrmann smiled at last.

“We also know how to listen to cross-border radio chitchat. Good journey, Mr.
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McCready. My regards to London.”

The news came to Langley a week later. General Pankratin had been transferred. In
future, he would command a military detention complex of prison camps in Kazakhstan.

Claudia Stuart learned the news from her man in the Moscow Embassy. At the time,
she was still basking in the plaudits that rained down from on high as the military
analysts studied the complete Soviet Order of Battle. She was prepared to be
philosophical about her Soviet general. As she remarked to Chris Appleyard in the
commissary, “He keeps his skin and his rank. Better than the lead mines of Yakutsia. As
for us—well, it’s cheaper than an apartment block in Santa Barbara.”

88



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

Interlude

The hearing resumed on the following morning, Tuesday. Timothy Edwards remained
formal courtesy itself, while privately hoping the entire affair could be wound up with the
minimum delay. He, like the two Controllers who flanked him, had work to do.

“Thank you for reminding us of the events of 1985,” he said, “though I feel one might
point out that in intelligence terms, that year now constitutes a different and even a van-
ished age.”

Denis Gaunt was having none of it. He knew he was entitled to recall any episode he
wished from the career of his desk chief in an attempt to persuade the board to
recommend to the Chief a variation of decision. He also knew there was scant chance of
Timothy Edwards making that recommendation, but it would be a majority choice at the
end of the hearing, and it was to the two Controllers that he wished to appeal. He rose and
crossed to the clerk from Records to ask him for another file.

Sam McCready was hot and becoming bored. Unlike Gaunt, he knew his chances were
as slim as a dipstick. He had insisted on the hearing mainly out of contrariness. He leaned
back and allowed his attention to wander. Whatever Denis Gaunt would say, he knew it
already.

It had been so long, thirty years, that he had lived in the small world of Century House
and the Secret Intelligence Service—just about all his working life. If he was ousted now,
he wondered where he would go. He even wondered, not for the first time, how he had
gotten into that strange, shadowed world in the first place. Nothing about his working-
class birth could ever have predicted that one day he would be a senior officer of the SIS.

He had been born in the spring of 1939, the same year the second World War broke
out, the son of a milkman in south London. Only vaguely, in one or two frozen flashback
memories, could he recall his father.

As a baby, along with his mother, he had been evacuated from London after the fall of
France in 1940, when the Luftwaffe began its long hot summer of raids on the British
capital. He remembered none of it. His mother told him later that they had returned in the
autumn of 1940 to the small terraced house in poor but neat Norbury Street, but by then
his father had gone to the war.

There was a picture of his parents on their wedding day—he remembered that very
clearly. She was in white, with a posy, and the big man beside her was very stiff and
proper in a dark suit with a carnation in his buttonhole. It stood on the mantle shelf above
the fireplace, in a silver frame, and she polished it every day. Later, another picture took
its place at the other end of the shelf, of a big smiling man in uniform with a sergeant’s
stripes on his sleeve.

His mother went out every day, leaving him in the care of Auntie Vi, who ran the sweet
shop down the road. She caught the bus to Croydon, where she scrubbed the steps and
hallways of the prosperous middle-class people who lived there. She took in washing,
too; he could just recall how the tiny kitchen was always full of steam as she worked
through the night to have it ready by morning.
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Once—it must have been 1944—the big smiling man came home and picked him up
and held him high in the air as he squealed. Then he went away again to join the forces
landing on the Normandy beaches and to die in the assault on Caen. Sam remembered his
mother crying a lot that summer, and that he tried to say something to her but did not
know what to say, so he just cried as well, even though he did not really know why.

The next January, he started at a play school. He thought that was a pity because
Auntie Vi used to let him lick his finger and dip it into the sherbet jar. It was the same
spring that the German V-1 rockets, the doodlebugs, began to rain down on London,
launched from their ramps in the Low Countries.

He remembered very clearly the day, just before his sixth birthday, when the man in
the air raid warden’s uniform had come to the play school, his tin hat on his head and his
gas mask swinging at his side.

There had been an air raid, and the children had spent the morning in the cellar, which
was much more fun than lessons. After the all-clear sounded, they had gone back to class.

The man had a whispered conversation with the headmistress, and she took him out of
class and led him by the hand to her own parlor behind the schoolroom, where she fed
him seed cake. He waited there, very small and bewildered, until the nice man from Dr.
Barnardo’s came to take him away to the orphanage. Later they told him there was no
more silver-framed picture and no more photo of the big smiling man with the sergeant’s
stripes.

He did well at Barnardo’s and passed all his exams, and he left to join the army as a
boy soldier. When he was eighteen, they posted him to Malaya, where the undeclared war
was going on between the British and the Communist terrorists in the jungle. He was
seconded to the Intelligence Corps as a clerk.

One day he went to his Colonel and made a suggestion. The Colonel, a career officer,
promptly said, “Put it in writing,” so he did.

The counterintelligence people had captured a leading terrorist with the help of some
local Malay Chinese. McCready proposed that information be leaked through the Chinese
community that the man was singing like a canary and was to be moved down from Ipoh
to Singapore in a convoy on a certain day.

When the terrorists attacked the convoy, the van turned out to be armored inside and to
contain slits hiding machine guns on tripods. When the ambush was over, there were
sixteen Communist Chinese dead in the bush, twelve more badly injured, and the Malay
Scouts cleaned up the rest. Sam McCready remained at his duties in Kuala Lumpur for
another year, then left the army and returned to England. The proposal he had written for
his Colonel was certainly filed away, but someone somewhere must have seen it.

He was waiting in line at the Labour Exchange—they did not call them Job Centers in
those days—when he felt a tap on his arm, and a middle-aged man in a tweed jacket and
brown trilby suggested he come to the nearby pub for a drink. Two weeks and three more
interviews later, he was recruited into the Firm. Since then, for thirty years, the Firm had
constituted the only family he had ever had.

He heard his name mentioned and snapped out of his reverie. Might as well pay
attention, he reminded himself; it’s my career they’re talking about.

It was Denis Gaunt, with a bulky file in his hands.

“I think, gentlemen, we might with advantage consider a series of events in 1986 that
alone might justify a reconsideration in the case of the early retirement of Sam
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McCready. Events that started, at least as far as we are concerned, on a spring morning
on Salisbury Plain. ...”
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The Price Of The Bride
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Chapter 1

There was still a hint of fog hanging, away to their right, over the stretch of woodland
known as Fox Covert, presaging a warm clear day to come.

On the knoll that dominated the rolling stretch of ground known to generations of
soldiers as Frog Hill, the group of mixed military officers took their station to observe the
forthcoming army maneuvers that would simulate a battle at battalion strength between
two matched sets of opponents. Both groups would be British soldiers, divided for the
sake of diplomacy not into “the Brits” and “the enemy” but into the Blues and the
Greens. Even the usual designation of one group as “the Reds” had been changed, in
deference to the composition of the officers on the knoll.

Across the stretch of open country at the northern edge of Salisbury Plain, so beloved
by the British Army as a perfect maneuver ground much resembling the Central German
Plain, over which it had been assumed the Third World War might have to be fought,
umpires were scattered who would award points that would eventually decide the
outcome of the battle. Men would not die that day; they would just prepare to.

Behind the officer group were the vehicles that had brought them there: several staff
cars and a greater number of less comfortable Land-Rovers in camouflage stripes or dull
green. Orderlies from the Catering Corps set up field kitchens to provide the succession
of mugs of steaming tea and coffee that would be demanded throughout the day and
began to unpack a cold collation of snacks.

The officers milled about or stood stationary in the poses and activities of observing
officers anywhere in the world. Some studied maps protected by plastic sheeting, on
which notations in chinagraph pencils would later be made and erased. Others studied the
distant terrain through powerful field glasses. Others conferred gravely among each
other.

At the center of the group was the senior British general, the commanding officer of
Southern Command. Beside him stood his personal guest, the senior ranking general of
the visitors. Between and slightly behind them stood a bright young Subaltern fresh out
of language school, who murmured a running translation into the ears of both men.

The British group of officers was the larger, just over thirty men. They all wore an air
of gravity, as if well aware of both the unusualness and the importance of the occasion.
They also seemed somewhat wary, as if unable quite to shake off the habit of years. For
this was the first year of perestroika, and although Soviet officers had been invited to
watch British maneuvers in Germany, this was the first time they had come to the heart of
England as guests of the British Army. Old habits die hard.

The Russians were as grave as the British, or more so. There were seventeen of them,
and each had been carefully picked and screened. Several spoke passable English and
admitted it; five spoke perfect English and pretended not to.

The speaking of English had not, however, been the first priority in their selection.
Expertise was the first consideration. Each Soviet officer was an expert in his field and
well acquainted with British equipment, tactics, and structures. Their instructions were
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not simply to listen to what they were told, even less to accept it; but to study hard, miss
nothing, and report back exactly how good the Brits were, what equipment they used,
how they used it, and if at all, where their weak points lay.

They had arrived the previous evening after a day in London, much of it spent at their
own embassy. The first dinner at the Officers’ Mess at Tidworth Army Base had been
fairly formal, even a trifle strained, but without incident. The jokes and the songs would
come later, perhaps on their second or third evening. The Russians were aware that
among the seventeen of them, there had to be five at least who were watching the rest,
and probably each other as well.

No one mentioned this to the British group, nor did the British see fit to point out that
among their own thirty members there were four who were actually from
Counterintelligence, the watchers. At least the British’ watchers were only there to watch
the Russians and not their fellow countrymen.

The Russian group comprised two generals, one whose insignia showed him to be from
Motorized Rifles, the other from the Armored Corps; a General Staff full colonel; from
Military Intelligence one colonel, one major, and one captain, all “declared,” meaning
they admitted they really were from Military Intelligence; a colonel of the Airborne
Forces at whose open-necked combat blouse could be seen a triangle of blue-white-
striped singlet, the insignia of Spetsnaz, or Special Forces; a colonel and a captain from
Infantry and the same from Armored. In addition there was a half-colonel from Ops Staff,
plus a major and two captains; and a colonel and major from Signals.

The Soviet Military Intelligence Corps is known as the GRU, and the three “declared”
GRU men wore their proper insignia. They alone knew that the Signals major and one of
the captains from Ops Staff were also GRU but undeclared. Neither the remainder of the
Russians nor the British knew this.

The British, for their part, had not felt it necessary to tell the Russians that twenty
operatives from the Security Service were posted around the officers’ mess at Tidworth
and would remain until the Soviet delegation departed for London and the Moscow flight
on the morning of the third day. These watchers were now tending the lawns and flower
beds, waiting table, or polishing bits of brass. Through the night they would “spell” each
other, taking turns to keep the mess building under observation from vantage points
scattered in a wider ring. As the Chief of General Staff had mentioned to the OC
Southern Command at a ministry briefing several days earlier, “One really would prefer
not to lose one of the buggers.”

The war game began on schedule at nine o’clock and proceeded throughout the day.
The paratroop drop by Second Battalion, Parachute Regiment, took place just after lunch.
A major of Two Para found himself standing next to the Soviet Airborne Colonel, who
was watching with the keenest interest.

“I see,” observed the Russian, “that you still favor the two-inch company mortar.”

“A useful tool,” agreed the Britisher. “Effective and still reliable.”

“I agree,” said the Russian in slow, accented English. “I used them in Afghanistan.”

“Indeed. I used them in the Falklands,” said the major from Two Para. He thought, but
did not say, “And the difference is, we won in short order in the Falklands, and you are
losing badly in Afghanistan.”

The Russian permitted himself a grim smile. The Britisher smiled back. “Bastard,”
thought the Russian. “He’s thinking how badly we are doing in Afghanistan.”
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Both men kept smiling. Neither could have known that in two years the remarkable
new General Secretary in Moscow would order the entire Soviet Army to withdraw from
the Afghan adventure. It was early days, and old habits die hard.

That evening the dinner at Tidworth barracks was more relaxed. The wine flowed;
vodka, which the British Army rarely drinks, was in evidence. Across the language
barrier an element of jocularity raised its head. The Russians took their cue from their
senior general, the Motorized Rifles one. He seemed to be beaming at the translated
conversation from the British general, so they relaxed. The major from Ops Staff listened
to a British tank man tell a joke and nearly burst out laughing before realizing he was not
supposed to understand any English and had to wait for the translation.

The major from Two Para found himself next to the declared major from Soviet
Military Intelligence, the GRU. He thought he would practice his smattering of Russian.

“Govoritya-vi pa-Angleeski?” he asked.

The Russian was delighted. “Ochen malinko,” he replied, then dropped into halting
English. “Very little, I am afraid. I try with books at home, but it is not so good.”

“Better than my Russian, I’'m sure,” said the paratrooper. “By the way, I’'m Paul
Sinclair.”

“Please, I am so sorry,” said the Russian. He reached around and held out his hand.
“Pavel Kuchenko.”

It was a good dinner and ended with songs in the bar before the two groups of officers
trooped off to their rooms at eleven o’clock. A number of them would appreciate that the
following morning would permit a lie-in—the orderlies were instructed to appear with
cups of tea at seven o’clock.

In fact, Major Kuchenko was up at five and spent two hours seated quietly behind the
lace curtains that covered the windows of his bachelor bedroom. He sat with all his lights
out and studied the road that ran past the front of the officers’ mess toward the main gate
leading to the Tidworth road. He spotted or thought he spotted three men in the half-
gloom of very early morning who might be watchers.

He also spotted, precisely at six o’clock, Colonel Arbuthnot appear from the main
doors of the mess almost beneath him and depart on what was apparently his regular
morning jogging run. He had reason to believe it was a regular habit—he had seen the
elderly colonel do exactly the same the previous morning.

Colonel Arbuthnot was not a difficult man to spot, for his left arm was missing. He had
lost it years earlier while on patrol with his levies in that strange half-forgotten war in the
hills of Dhofar, a campaign fought by British Special Forces and Omani levies to prevent
a Communist revolution from toppling the Sultan of Oman and taking control of the
Straits of Hormuz. A sentimental Army board had permitted him to stay on in the Army,
and he was by then the catering officer at Tidworth officers’ mess. Every morning he
kept in trim with a five-mile jog down the road and back, an accepted figure in white
tracksuit with cowl hood and blue piping, the loose left sleeve neatly pinned to the fabric
by his side. For the second morning, Major Kuchenko watched him thoughtfully.

The second day of war games passed without incident, and finally all the officers of
both nationalities agreed the umpires had done a good job in awarding a technical victory
to the Greens, who had finally dislodged the Blues from their positions on Frog Hill and
secured Fox Covert from counterattack. The third dinner was very jolly, with copious
toasts and later a much-applauded rendering of “Malinka” from the young Russian Ops
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Staff captain, who was not a spy but had a fine baritone voice. The Russian group was
due to congregate in the main lobby after breakfast at nine A.M. the next morning to
board the coach for Heathrow. The coach would come from London with two embassy
staff on board to see them through the airport. During the singing of “Malinka,” no one
noticed that Colonel Arbuthnot’s room, which was not locked, was entered by someone
who left sixty seconds later as quietly as he had come and who later rejoined the group at
the bar, coming from the direction of the men’s toilet.

At ten minutes to six the next morning a figure in white-cowled tracksuit with blue
piping, the empty left sleeve pinned to the side, trotted down the steps of the mess and
turned toward Main Gate. The figure was spotted by a watcher behind the glass of a
window in an upper room of another building two hundred yards away. He made a note
but took no action.

At the gate the Corporal of the Guard came out of the guardroom and threw up a salute
to the figure as it ducked under the barrier. The runner, not wearing a cap, was unable to
return the salute but raised a hand in salutation, then turned in the usual direction and
jogged toward Tidworth.

At ten past six the corporal glanced up, stared, then turned to his sergeant.

“I’ve just seen Colonel Arbuthnot go past,” he said.

“S0?” asked the sergeant.

“Twice,” said the corporal. The sergeant was tired. They would both be relieved in
twenty minutes. Breakfast awaited. He shrugged.

“Must have forgotten something,” he said. He would regret that remark—Iater, at the
disciplinary hearing.

Major Kuchenko ducked into some trees beside the road after half a mile and slipped
out of the stolen white tracksuit and hid it in deep undergrowth. When he went back to
the road he was in gray flannel slacks and tweed jacket over a shirt and tie. Only his
Adidas running shoes were at odds with the outfit. He suspected but could not be sure
that a mile behind him jogged an annoyed Colonel Arbuthnot, who had wasted ten
fruitless minutes searching for his regular tracksuit before coming to the conclusion that
his orderly must have taken it for laundering and not returned it. He was wearing his
spare, and he had not yet noticed he was also missing a shirt, tie, jacket, slacks, and a pair
of running shoes.

Kuchenko could easily have stayed ahead of the British colonel until Arbuthnot turned
around to make his way back, but he was saved the trouble by a car that came from
behind him and stopped at his wave. Kuchenko leaned toward the window on the
passenger side.

“I’'m awfully sorry,” he said, “but my car seems to have broken down. Back there. I
was wondering whether I could get some help from a garage in North Tidworth?”

“Bit early,” said the driver, “but I can run you up there. Jump in.”

The paratroops major would have been amazed at Kuchenko’s sudden mastery of
English. But the foreign accent was still there.

“Not from these parts, are you?” asked the driver by way of conversation. Kuchenko
laughed.

“No. I am from Norway. Touring your British cathedrals.”

Kuchenko was dropped by the kindly driver in the center of the sleepy town of North
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Tidworth at ten minutes to seven. The driver drove on toward Marlborough. He would
never see any reason to mention the incident again, nor would anyone ever ask him.

In the town center Kuchenko found a phone booth and at exactly one minute to seven
dialed a London number, punching in a fifty-pence piece to start the call. It was answered
at the fifth ring.

“I’d like to speak to Mr. Roth, Mr. Joe Roth,” said Kuchenko.

“Yeah, this is Joe Roth speaking,” said the voice at the other end.

“Pity,” said Kuchenko. “You see, I really hoped I might talk to Chris Hayes.”

In his small but elegant Mayfair apartment, Joe Roth stiffened, and all his professional
antennae went onto red alert. He had only been awake for twenty minutes, still in
pajamas, unshaven, running a bath, and preparing his first coffee of the day. He had been
crossing the sitting room from the kitchen, juice in one hand, coffee in the other, when
the phone rang. It was early, even for him, and he was not a late riser, even though his job
as Assistant Public Affairs officer at the American Embassy just a quarter of a mile away
in Grosvenor Square did not require him to check in until ten.

Joe Roth was CIA, but he was not the Company’s Head of London Station. That honor
went to William Carver, and Carver was with Western Hemisphere Division, as all
station heads would be. As such, Carver was “declared,” which meant that just about
everyone who mattered knew what he was and what job he did. Carver would sit, ex
officio, on the British Joint Intelligence Committee, the official representative of the
Company in London.

Roth came from the Office of Special Projects, a bureau formed only six years ago to
handle, as its name implied, projects and active measures that Langley regarded as suffi-
ciently sensitive to merit the station Heads later being able to claim innocence, even to
America’s allies.

All CIA officers, of whatever department they come from, have a real name and an
operational or professional name. The real name, in friendly embassies, actually is real;
Joe Roth really was Joe Roth and was listed as such in the Diplomatic List. But unlike
Carver, Joe was undeclared, except to a tiny caucus of three or four British counterparts,
in the Secret Intelligence Service. And his professional name was equally known to only
that same few, plus some of his colleagues back in America. To have it thrown at him
down a phone line at seven A.M., and in a voice with a non-British accent, was like a
warning buzzer.

“I’m sorry,” he said carefully, “You’ve got Joe Roth here. Who is that speaking?”’

“Listen carefully, Mr. Roth, or Mr. Hayes. My name is Pyotr Alexandrovitch Orlov. I
am a full colonel of the KGB.”

“Look, if this is a joke—"

“Mr. Roth, my calling you by your operational name is no joke for you. My defection
to the U.S.A. is no joke for me. And that is what I am offering to do. I want to get to
America—fast. Very soon now, it will be impossible for me to go back to my own side.
No excuse will be accepted. I have an enormous amount of information of great value to
your Agency, Mr. Roth. You must make your decision quickly, or I go back while there
is time.”

Roth was scribbling rapidly on a jotting pad he had clawed off his sitting-room coffee
table. The pad still had the scores from the poker game he had concluded late the
previous evening with Sam McCready. He recalled later thinking, “Jesus, if Sam could
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hear this now, he’d go apeshit.” He cut in.

“Where exactly are you now, Colonel?”

“In a phone booth in a small town near Salisbury Plain,” said the voice. Grammatically,
the English was near perfect. Only the accent was clearly foreign. Roth had been trained
to discern accents, place them. This one was Slavic, probably Russian. He still wondered
whether this would turn out to be one of Sam McCready’s crazy jokes, whether he would
suddenly hear peals of laughter coming down the phone at him. Dammit, it wasn’t even
April Fool’s Day. It was the third.

“For three days,” said the voice, “I have been with a group of Soviet officers attending
British military maneuvers on Salisbury Plain. Staying at Tidworth barracks. My cover
there was as Major Pavel Kuchenko of the GRU. I walked out one hour ago. If I am not
back within one hour, I cannot go back at all. It will take me half an hour to get back.
You have thirty minutes to give me your decision, Mr. Roth.”

“Okay, Colonel. I’ll go with it—so far. I want you to call me back in fifteen minutes.
The line will be clear. You will have your answer.”

“Fifteen minutes. Then I walk back,” said the voice, and the phone went down.

Roth’s mind was racing. He was thirty-nine, and he had spent twelve years in the
Agency. Nothing like this had ever happened to him before. But then, many men spent
their entire working lives in the Agency and never smelted a Soviet defector. But he
knew about them, they all knew about them; all field operatives were briefed and lectured
and trained to be aware of the constant possibility of a Soviet defection.

Most, he knew, came after initial, tentative approaches. Usually, they came after long
thought and some preparation by the defector. Messages were passed to the known
Agency men in the area: “I want to meet, [ want to discuss terms.” Usually the potential
defector was asked to stay in place and provide a stream of information before finally
“coming over.” If he refused, he was urged at least to come with a bagful of documents.
The amount he could send out before coming over or bring with him would affect his
standing, his rewards, his life-style. In the trade, it was called the bride-price.

Occasionally, just occasionally, you got what is called a “walk-in.” The defector
simply appeared, having burned his boats behind him, unable to go back. That left little
choice; you either accepted the man or cast him back into a refugee camp. The latter was
rarely done, not even in the case of a rather useless, low-level defector like a merchant
seaman or a private soldier with nothing to offer. It was usually done only if lie-detector
tests at the point of defection proved the man was a disinformation agent. Then America
would refuse to accept him. When that happened, the Russians just bit the bullet, got their
agent out of the refugee camp, and took him home.

On one occasion, to Roth’s knowledge, the KGB had traced a turned-down defector to
a refugee camp and liquidated him because he had failed the polygraph test, even though
he had been telling the truth. The machine had interpreted his nervousness as lies.
Damned bad luck. Of course, that was in the old days; the lie detectors were better now.

And here was a man claiming to be a full colonel of the KGB who wanted just to walk
in. No forewarning. No haggling. No suitcase full of documents fresh from the KGB
Rezidentsia of his latest posting. And defecting right in the heart of England of all places,
not the Middle East or Latin America. And to the Americans, not the Brits. Or had he
already approached the Brits? Been turned down? Roth’s mind raced across the
possibilities, and the minutes ticked away.
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Five past seven—five past two in Washington. Everyone asleep. He ought to call
Calvin Bailey, head of Special Projects, his boss. Now no doubt fast asleep in
Georgetown. But the time—there wasn’t time. He flipped open a wall cabinet to reveal
his private computer. Swiftly, he tapped himself into the mainframe deep beneath the
embassy in Grosvenor Square. He put the computer into encrypted mode and asked the
mainframe to consider senior KGB officers known to the West. Then he asked: Who is
Pyotr Alexandrovitch Orlov?

One of the strange things about the covert world is the almost clublike atmosphere that
can exist within it. Pilots share the same sort of camaraderie, but they are allowed to.
Paratroopers have it also, and Special Forces. Professionals tend to respect each other,
even across the barriers of rivalry, opposition, or outright hostility. In the Second World
War the fighter pilots of the Luftwaffe and the RAF seldom hated each other, leaving
such sentiments to the zealots and civilians. Professionals serve their political masters
and bureaucrats loyally, but would usually prefer to sink a pint of beer with others of
their own arcane skills, even the opposition.

In the covert world, careful note is taken of just whom the opposition is putting up at
bat this week. Promotions and transfers in allied, rival, or enemy agencies are carefully
noted and filed. In any capital city the KGB Rezident will probably know who the British
and American stations heads are, and vice versa. In Dar-es-Salaam once, the KGB chief
at a cocktail party came up to the British SIS station head with a whiskey and soda.

“Mr. Child,” he announced solemnly, “you know who I am, and I know who you are.
Ours is a difficult profession. We should not ignore each other.” They drank to that.

The CIA mainframe computer in London is linked straight through to Langley,
Virginia. In response to Roth’s question, little circuits began to run through lists of KGB
officers known to the CIA. There were hundreds of “confirmed” and thousands of
“suspected.” Mostly this knowledge came from defectors themselves, for one of the areas
that debriefing officers are always keen to explore with a newly arrived defector is that of
who is who these days, who has been transferred, who demoted or promoted. The
knowledge grows with each new defector.

Roth knew that over the past four years, the British had been more than helpful in this
regard, providing hundreds of names—many of them new, others confirmations of suspi-
cions. The Brits attributed their knowledge in part to intercepts, in part to smart analysis,
and in part to defectors like Vladimir Kuzichkin, the Illegals Directorate man they had
spirited out of Beirut. Wherever Langley’s databank had got its original information, it
did not waste time. Letters in green began to flash up on Roth’s small screen.

PYOTR ALEXANDROVITCH ORLOV. KGB. FULL COLONEL.
PAST FOUR YEARS BELIEVED IN THIRD DIRECTORATE.
BELIEVED MASQUERADING AS GRU MAJOR INSIDE RED
ARMY JOINT PLANNING STAFF MOSCOW. PREVIOUS
POSTINGS KNOWN AS OPS PLANNING MOSCOW CENTER
AND FIRST CHIEF DIRECTORATE (ILLEGALS DIRECTORATE)
YAZENEVO.

Roth whistled as the machine ended its knowledge of a man called Orlov, and he shut it
down. What the voice on the phone had said made sense. The Third or Armed Forces
Directorate of the KGB was that department tasked to keep a constant eye on the loyalty
of the Armed Forces. As such, it was deeply resented but tolerated. AFD officers usually
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infiltrated the Armed Forces disguised as GRU or Military Intelligence officers. This
would explain their being anywhere and everywhere, and asking questions, and keeping
up surveillance. If Orlov had really been for four years posing as a GRU major on the
Joint Planning Staff of the Soviet Defense Ministry, he would be a walking encyclopedia.
It would also account for his being in the group of Soviet officers invited under the recent
NATO-Warsaw Pact agreement to Salisbury Plain to watch the British war games.

He checked his watch. Seven-fourteen. No time to call Langley. He had sixty seconds
to decide. Too risky—tell him to go back to the officers’ mess, slip into his room, and
accept a nice cup of tea from a British steward. Then back to Heathrow and Moscow. Try
and persuade him to do his run at Heathrow, give me time to contact Calvin Bailey in
Washington. The phone rang.

“Mr. Roth, there is a bus outside the phone booth. The first of the morning. I think it is
taking civilian cleaning staff to Tidworth barracks. I can just get back in time, if I have
to.”

Roth took a deep breath. Career on the line, boy, right on the line.

“Okay, Colonel Orlov, we’ll take you. I’ll contact my British colleagues—they’ll have
you safe within thirty minutes.”

“No.” The voice was harsh, brooking no opposition. “I come to the Americans only. |
want out of here and into America fast. That is the deal, Mr. Roth. No other deal.”

“Now look, Colonel—"

“No, Mr. Roth, I want you to pick me up yourself. In two hours. The forecourt of the
Andover railway station. Then to Upper Heyford USAF base. You get me on a transport
to America. It’s the only deal I will take.”

“All right, Colonel. You got it. I’ll be there.”

It took Roth ten minutes to throw on street clothes, grab a passport, CIA identification,
money, and car keys, and head downstairs for his car in the basement garage.

Fifteen minutes after putting down the phone, he eased his way into Park Lane and
headed north for Marble Arch and the Bayswater Road, preferring that route to the
scramble through Knightsbridge and Kensington.

By eight, he was past Heathrow and had turned south on the M25 then southwest along
the M3, linking to the A303 to Andover. He entered the forecourt of the railway station at
ten past nine. There was a stream of cars sweeping in to deposit travelers and leaving the
forecourt within seconds. The travelers hurried into the station concourse. Only one man
was not moving. He leaned against a wall in a tweed jacket, gray trousers, and running
shoes and scanned a morning paper. Roth approached him.

“I think you must be the man I have come to meet,” he said softly. The reader looked
up, calm gray eyes, a hard face in its mid-forties.

“That depends if you have identification,” said the man. It was the same voice as the
one on the phone. Roth tendered his CIA pass. Orlov studied it and nodded. Roth
gestured to his car, engine still running, blocking several behind it. Orlov looked around
as if saying good-bye for the last time to a world he had known. Without a word, he
stepped into the car.

Roth had told the Embassy Duty Officer to alert Upper Heyford that he would be
coming with a guest. It took nearly two hours more to cut across country to the
Oxfordshire base of the USAF. Roth drove straight to the Base Commander’s office.
There were two calls to Washington; then Langley cleared it with the Pentagon, who
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instructed the Base Commander. A communications flight out of Upper Heyford to
Andrews Air Force Base, in Maryland, that afternoon at three P.M. had two extra
passengers.

That was five hours after everything had hit the fan from Tidworth to London and
back. Long before takeoff, there was a most imperial row going on among the British
Army, the Defense Ministry, the Security Service, and the Russian Embassy.

The Soviet group had assembled for breakfast around eight o’clock in the officers’
mess dining hall, by now chatting relaxedly to their British counterparts. There were
sixteen of them by eight-twenty. The absence of Major Kuchenko was noted, but not with
any sense of alarm.

About ten minutes before nine, the sixteen Russians reassembled in the main lobby
with their baggage, and again the absence of Major Kuchenko was noted. A steward was
dispatched to his room to ask him to hurry up. The coach stood outside the door.

The steward returned to say the major’s room was empty, but his gear was still there. A
delegation of two British officers and two Russians went up to look for him. They
established that the bed had been slept in, that the bath towel was damp, and that all
Kuchenko’s clothes were apparently present, indicating he must be somewhere nearby. A
search was made of the bathroom down the corridor (only the two Russian generals had
been accorded private bathrooms), but the search drew a blank. Toilets were also
checked, but they were empty. By now the faces of the two Russians, including the GRU
colonel, had lost all trace of bonhomie.

The British were also becoming worried. A complete search of the mess building was
made, but to no avail. A British Intelligence captain slipped out to talk to the invisible
watchers from the Security Service. Their log showed that two officers in tracksuits had
gone jogging that morning but only one had returned. A frantic call was made to Main
Gate. The night log showed only that Colonel Arbuthnot had left and that he had
returned.

To solve the problem, the Corporal of the Guard was summoned from his bed. He
related the double departure of Colonel Arbuthnot, who was confronted and hotly denied
he had ever left Main Gate, returned, and left again. A search of his room revealed that he
was missing a white tracksuit, plus a jacket, shirt, tie, and slacks. The Intelligence captain
had a hurried and whispered conversation with the senior British general, who became
extremely grave and asked the senior Russian to accompany him to his office.

When the Russian general emerged, he was white with anger and demanded an
immediate staff car to take him to his embassy in London. Word spread among the other
fifteen Russians, who became frosty and unapproachable. It was ten o’clock. The
telephoning began.

The British general raised the Chief of Staff in London and gave him a complete
situation report. Another sitrep went from the senior watcher to his superiors in the
Security Service headquarters at Curzon Street, London. There it went right up to the
Deputy Director General, who at once suspected the hand of TSAR, the friendly acronym
by which the Security Service sometimes refers to the Secret Intelligence Service. It
stands for: Those Shits Across the River.

South of the Thames in Century House, Assistant Chief Timothy Edwards took a call
from Curzon Street but was able to deny that the SIS had had anything to do with it. As
he put the phone down he pressed a buzzer on his desk and barked: “Ask Sam McCready
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to step up here at once, would you?”

By noon, the Russian general, accompanied by the GRU colonel, was closeted in the
Soviet Embassy in Kensington Palace Gardens with the Soviet Defense attaché, who was
posing as a Major-General of Infantry but actually held the same rank in the GRU. None
of the three knew that Major Kuchenko was actually Colonel Orlov of the KGB—a
knowledge confined to a very few senior officers on the Joint Planning Staff in Moscow.
In fact, all three men would have been deeply relieved to know—few things please
Russian Army men as much as the KGB with egg all over its face. In London, they
thought that they had lost a GRU major and were deeply unhappy at Moscow’s expected
reaction.

At Cheltenham, the Government Communications Headquarters, the nation’s listening
post, noted and reported a sudden frantic increase in Soviet radio traffic between the
embassy and Moscow, in both the diplomatic and the military codes.

During the lunch hour the Soviet Ambassador, Leonid Zamyatin, lodged a vigorous
protest with the British Foreign Office, alleging kidnapping, and demanded immediate
access to Major Kuchenko. The protest bounced straight back down from the Foreign
Office to all the covert agencies, who in unison held up their lily-white hands and replied,
“But we haven’t got him.”

Long before midday, the rage of the Russians was being matched by the puzzlement of
the British. The manner in which Kuchenko (they were still calling him that) had made
his escape was bizarre, to put it mildly. Defectors did not simply defect in order to go to a
bar for a beer; they headed for sanctuary, usually one that had been prepared in advance.
If Kuchenko had bolted into a police station—it had been known—the Wiltshire police
would have notified London at once. With all the British agencies protesting their
innocence, that left the possibility of other agencies based on British soil.

Bill Carver, the CIA station head in London, was in an impossible position. Roth had
been forced to contact Langley from the air base to get clearance on the USAF flight, and
Langley had informed Carver. Carver knew the rules of the Anglo-American agreement
on such matters—it would be taken as deeply offensive for the Americans to spirit a
Russian out of England under the nose of the Brits without telling them. But Carver was
warned to delay until the military flight cleared British airspace. He took refuge in the
ruse of being unavailable all morning, then asked for an urgent meeting with Timothy
Edwards at three P.M., which was granted.

Carver was late—he had sat three blocks away in his car until he learned on the car
phone that the flight was airborne. By the time he saw Edwards, it was ten past three and
the American jet was clear of the Bristol Channel and south of Ireland, next stop
Maryland.

By the time Edwards confronted him, Carver had already received a full report from
Roth, brought by a USAF dispatch rider from the air base to London. Roth explained that
he had been given no choice but to take Kuchenko/Orlov at zero notice or let him go
back, and that Orlov would absolutely come only to the Americans.

Carver used this to try to take the sting out of the insult to the British. Edwards had
long since checked with McCready and knew exactly who Orlov was—the American
databank consulted by Roth just after seven A.M. had come from the SIS in the first
place. Privately, Edwards knew that he too would have acted exactly as Roth had, given
the opportunity of such a prize, but he remained cool and offended. Having formally
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received Carver’s report, he at once informed his own Defense Ministry, Foreign Office,
and sister service, Security. Kuchenko (he saw no need to tell everyone that the man’s
real name was Orlov—yet) was on American sovereign territory and out of any British
control.

An hour later, Ambassador Zamyatin arrived at the Foreign Office in King Charles
Street and was shown straight to the office of the Foreign Secretary himself. Though he
purported to receive the explanation with skepticism, he was privately prepared to believe
Sir Geoffrey Howe, whom he knew to be a very honorable man. With a show of
continuing outrage, the Russian went back to the embassy and told Moscow. The Soviet
military delegation flew home late that night, deeply dejected at the prospect of the
endless interrogations that were in store for them.

In Moscow itself, a blazing row had been raging between the KGB, which accused the
GRU of not exercising sufficient vigilance, and the GRU, which accused the KGB of
having treasonous officers on its staff. Orlov’s wife, deeply distraught and protesting her
innocence, was being interrogated, as were all Orlov’s colleagues, superiors, friends, and
contacts.

In Washington, the Director of Central Intelligence took an angry phone call from the
Secretary of State, who had received a deeply pained telegram from Sir Geoffrey Howe
over the handling of the matter. As he put the phone down, the DCI looked across his
desk at two men: the Deputy Director (Operations) and the Head of Special Projects,
Calvin Bailey. It was to the latter that he spoke.

“Your young Mr. Roth. He certainly stirred up a hornets’ nest on this one. You say he
acted on his own authority?”

“He did. As I understand it, the Russian gave him no time to go through channels. It
was take it or leave it.”

Bailey was a thin, astringent man, not given to making close personal friendships in the
Agency. People found him aloof, chilly. But he was good at his job.

“We’ve upset the Brits pretty badly. Would you have taken the same risk?” asked the
DCI.

“I don’t know,” said Bailey. “We won’t know until we talk to Orlov. Really talk.”

The DCI nodded. In the covert world, as in all others, the rule was simple. If you took a
gamble and it paid rich dividends, you were a smart fellow, destined for the highest
office. If the gamble failed, there was always early retirement. The DCI wanted to pin it
down.

“You taking responsibility for Roth? For better, for worse?”

“Yes,” said Bailey, “I will. It’s done now. We have to see what we’ve got.”

When the military flight landed at Andrews just after six P.M. Washington time, there
were five Agency cars waiting on the tarmac. Before the service personnel could
disembark, the two men whom none of them recognized or would ever see again were
escorted off the plane and enveloped by the dark-windowed sedans waiting below. Bailey
met Orlov, nodded coolly, and saw the Russian ensconced in the second car. He turned to
Roth.

“I’m giving him to you, Joe. You brought him out, you debrief him.”

“I’m not an interrogator,” said Roth. “It’s not my specialty.”

Bailey shrugged. “He asked for you. You brought him out. He owes you. Maybe he’ll
be more relaxed with you. You’ll have all the backup—translators, analysts, specialists in
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every area he touches on. And the polygraph, of course. Start with the polygraph. Take
him to the Ranch—they’re expecting you. And Joe—I want it all. As it comes, at once,
my eyes only, by hand. Okay?”

Roth nodded.

Seventeen hours earlier, when he donned a white tracksuit in a bedroom in England,
Pyotr Orlov, alias Pavel Kuchenko, had been a trusted Soviet officer with a home, a wife,
a career, and a motherland. Now he was a bundle, a package, huddled in the back of a
sedan in a strange land, destined to be squeezed for every last drop of juice, and certainly
feeling, as they all do, the first pangs of doubt and maybe panic.

Roth turned to climb into the car beside the Russian.

“One last thing, Joe,” said Bailey. “If Orlov, who is now code-named Minstrel, turns
out to be a no-no, the Director is going to have my ass. About thirty seconds after I have
yours. Good luck.”

The Ranch was and remains a CIA safe house, a genuine farm in the horse-raising
country of southern Virginia. Not too far from Washington, it is buried in deep woodland,
railed and fenced, approached by a long driveway, and guarded by teams of very fit
young men who have all passed the unarmed combat and weapons training courses at
Quantico.

Orlov was shown to a comfortable two-room suite in restful colors and with the usual
appurtenances of a good hotel—television, video, tape player, easy chairs, small dining
table. Food was served—his first meal in America—and Joe Roth ate with him. On the
flight over, the two men had agreed they would call each other Peter and Joe. Now it
appeared their acquaintance was going to be extended.

“It won’t always be easy, Peter,” said Roth as he watched the Russian dealing with a
large hamburger. He might have been thinking of the bulletproof windows that would not
open, the one-way mirrors in all the rooms, the recording of every word spoken in the
suite. And the rigorous debriefing to come.

The Russian nodded.

“Tomorrow we have to start, Peter. We have to talk, really talk. You have to take a
polygraph test. If you pass that, you have to tell me ... many things. Everything, in fact.
Everything you know or suspect. Over and over again.”

Orlov put down his fork and smiled.

“Joe, we are men who have lived our lives in this strange world. You do not have to”—
he searched for the phrase—“mince the words. I have to justify the risk you have taken
for me, to get me out. What you call the price of the bride, yes?”

Roth laughed.

“Yes, Peter, that’s what we need to have now. The price of the bride.”

In London, the Secret Intelligence Service had not been entirely inactive. Timothy
Edwards had quickly learned the name of the missing man from the Ministry of
Defense—Pavel Kuchenko. His own databank had quickly revealed that that was the
cover-name of Colonel Pyotr Orlov of the KGB Third Directorate. That was when he
summoned Sam McCready.

“I’ve screwed our American Cousins as hard as I can. Deep offense taken, outrage at
all levels—that sort of thing. Bill Carver is deeply mortified—he sees his own position
here as damaged. Anyway, he will press Langley to give us the lot, as and when it comes.
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I want to form a small group to have a look at the Orlov product when it reaches us. I’d
like you to be in charge—under me.”

“Thank you,” said The Deceiver. “But I’d go for more. I’d ask for access. It could be
that Orlov knows things that are specific to us. Those things won’t be high on Langley’s
list. I’d like access, personal access.”

“That might be hard,” mused Edwards. “They’ve probably got him stashed in Virginia
somewhere. But I can ask.”

“You’ve got the right,” insisted McCready. “We’ve been giving them a hell of a lot of
product recently.”

The thought hung in the air. They both knew where most of the product had been
coming from these past four years. And there was the Soviet Army War Book, handed
over to Langley the previous year.

“Another thing,” said Sam. “I’d like to check on Orlov with Keepsake.”

Edwards stared hard at McCready. Keepsake was a British “asset,” a Russian working
for the SIS. He was so highly placed and so sensitive that only four men in Century
House were aware who he was, and less than a dozen knew that he existed at all. Those
who knew his identity were the Chief himself, Edwards, the Controller Sovbloc, and
McCready, his case officer, the man who “ran” him.

“Is that wise?”” asked Edwards.

“I think it is justified.”

“Be careful.”

The black car, the following morning, was clearly parked on a double yellow line, and the
traffic warden had no hesitation in writing out a ticket. He had just finished and slipped
the polythene envelope under the windshield wiper when a slim, well-dressed man in a
gray suit emerged from a nearby shop, spotted the ticket, and began to protest. It was
such an everyday scene that no one noticed, even on a London street. From afar, an
onlooker would have seen the normal gesticulations from the driver and the impervious
shrugs from the traffic warden. Tugging at the warden’s sleeve, the driver urged the
official to come to the back of the car and look at the plates. When he did, the warden
saw the telltale CO plate of the Diplomatic Corps next to the registration plate. He had
clearly missed it, but was unimpressed. Foreign diplomatic staff might be immune from
the fine, but not from the ticket. He began to move off.

The driver snatched the ticket off the windshield and waved it under the warden’s nose.
The warden asked a question. To prove he really was a diplomat, the driver delved into
his pocket and produced an identity card, which he forced the warden to look at. The
warden glanced, shrugged again, and moved away. In a rage the driver screwed up the
parking ticket and hurled it into the car before climbing in and driving off.

What the onlooker would not have seen was the paper stuck inside the ID card saying:
“Reading Room, British Museum, tomorrow, two P.M.” Nor would he have noticed the
driver a mile later smooth out the crumpled ticket and read on the reverse side: “Colonel
Pyotr Alexandrovich Orlov has defected to the Americans. Do you know anything about
him?”

The Deceiver had just contacted Keepsake.
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Chapter 2

The treatment, or “handling,” of a defector varies widely from case to case, according to
the emotional state of the defector or to the usages of the host agency undertaking the
debriefing. The only common factor is that it is always a sensitive and complicated
business.

The defector must first be housed in an environment that does not appear menacing but
that precludes his escape, often for his own good. Two years before Orlov, the Americans
had made a mistake with Vitali Urchenko, another walk-in. Attempting to create an air of
normality, they had taken him to dinner in a Georgetown, Washington, restaurant. The
man changed his mind, escaped through the men’s room window, walked back to the
Soviet Embassy, and gave himself up. It did him no good; he was flown back to Moscow,
brutally interrogated, and shot.

Apart from the defector’s possible self-destructive tendencies, he must be protected
from possible reprisals. The USSR—and notably the KGB—are notoriously unforgiving
toward those they regard as traitors and have been wont to hunt them down and liquidate
them if possible. The higher the defector’s rank, the worse the treason, and a senior KGB
officer is regarded as the highest of all. For the KGB are the cream of the cream, afforded
every privilege and luxury in a nation where most live hungry and cold. To reject this
lifestyle, the most cosseted the USSR has to offer, is to show ingratitude worthy of death
itself.

The Ranch offered, apparently, security against reprisals as well as self-destruction.

The principal complicating factor is the mental state of the defector himself. After the
first, adrenaline-packed rush into the West, many develop rethink symptoms. The full
enormity of the step they have taken sinks in, the realization of never again seeing wife,
family, friends, or homeland. This can lead to depression, like the down after the high of
a drug-taker.

To counteract this, many debriefings start with a leisurely survey of the defector’s past
life, a complete curriculum vitae from birth and childhood onward. The narration of the
early years—description of mother and father, schoolday friends, skating in the park in
winter, walks in the country in summer—instead of producing more nostalgia and
depression, usually has a calming effect. And everything, every last detail and gesture, is
noted.

One thing that debriefers are always keenly interested in is motivation. Why did you
decide to come over? (The word defect is never used. It implies disloyalty rather than a
reasonable decision to change one’s views.)

Sometimes the defector lies about his reasons. He may say he became utterly
disillusioned by the corruption, cynicism, and nepotism of the system he served and left
behind. For many, this is the genuine reason; in fact, it is by far the most common reason.
But it is not always true. It may be that the defector had his hand in the cashbox and knew
he faced harsh punishment from the KGB. Or he may have been on the threshold of recall
to Moscow to face discipline for a tangled love life. A demotion, or a hatred of a certain
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superior, may have been the real reason. The host agency may be well aware of why the
man really defected. The excuses are nonetheless listened to carefully and
sympathetically, even though they are known to be false. And they are noted. The man
may lie as to his motivations out of vanity, but he does not necessarily lie about real
secret intelligence. Or does he ...?

Others tell untruths out of vainglory, seeking to embellish their own importance in their
earlier life, to impress their hosts. Everything will be checked out; sooner or later, the
hosts will know the real reason, the real status. For the moment, everything is listened to
very sympathetically. The real cross-examination will come later, as in court.

When the area of secret intelligence is finally broached, pitfalls are set. Many, many
questions are asked to which the debriefing officers already know the answers. Or if they
do not, the analysts, working through the nights on the tapes, will soon find out by
collating and cross-checking. There have, after all, been many defectors, and the Western
agencies have a huge volume of knowledge of the KGB, the GRU, the Soviet Army,
Navy, and Air Force, even of the Kremlin, on which to draw.

If the defector is seen to lie about things that, according to his declared postings, he
ought to know the truth of, he immediately becomes suspect. He may be lying out of bra-
vado, to impress; or because he was never privy to that information but seeks to claim he
was; or because he has forgotten; or ...

It is not easy to lie to a host agency during a long and arduous debriefing. The
questioning can take months, even years, depending on the amount of things the defector
claims that do not seem to check out.

If something a new defector says is at variance with the believed truth, it could be that
the believed truth was wrong. So the analysts check out the original source of their infor-
mation again. It may be that they have been wrong all the time, and the new defector is
right. The subject is dropped while checks are made, and returned to later. Again and
again.

Often the defector does not realize the significance of some small piece of information
he provides and to which he assigns no particular importance. But for his hosts, that
seeming bagatelle may be the one missing piece of a jigsaw puzzle that has eluded them
for a long time.

In among the questions to which the answers are already known are the questions to
which true answers are really valuable. This is the pay dirt. Can this new defector tell the
host agency anything it doesn’t already know, and if so, how important?

In the case of Colonel Pyotr Alexandrovitch Orlov, the CIA came to the view within
four weeks that it had fortuitously tapped into a mother lode of pure gold. The man’s
“product” was fantastic.

For one thing, he was very cool and calm from the start. He narrated to Joe Roth the
story of his life from birth in a humble shack near Minsk just after the war to the day he
decided, six months earlier in Moscow, that he could tolerate no more of a society and
regime that he had come to despise. He never denied retaining a deep love for his
motherland of Russia, and he showed the normal emotion at the knowledge he had left it
behind forever.

He declared that his marriage to Gaia, a successful theater director in Moscow, had
been over in all but name for three years, and he admitted with expectable anger her
several affairs with handsome young actors.
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He passed three separate lie-detector tests concerning his background, career, private
life, and political change of heart. And he began to reveal information of the first order.

For one thing, his career had been very varied. From his four years with the Third or
Armed Forces Directorate, working inside the Joint Planning Staff at Army headquarters
while posing as GRU Major Kuchenko, he had a wide knowledge of the personalities of a
range of senior military officers, of the dispositions of divisions of the Soviet Army and
Air Force, and of the Navy’s ships at sea and in the yards.

He provided fascinating insights into the defeats suffered by the Red Army in
Afghanistan, told of the unsuspected demoralization of the Soviet troops there and of
Moscow’s growing disillusion with Afghan puppet dictator Babrak Kamal.

Prior to working in the Third Directorate, Orlov had been with the Illegals Directorate,
that department inside the First Chief Directorate responsible for the running of “illegal”
agents worldwide. The “illegals” are the most secret of all agents who spy against their
own country (if they are nationals of it) or who live in the foreign country under deep
cover. These are the agents who have no diplomatic cover, for whom exposure and
capture does not entail the merely embarrassing penalty of being declared persona non
grata and expelled, but the more painful therapy of arrest, harsh interrogation, and
sometimes execution.

Although his knowledge was four years out of date, Orlov seemed to have an
encyclopedic memory and began to blow away the very networks he had once helped
establish and run, mainly in Central and South America, which had been his previous
area.

When a defector arrives whose information turns out to be controversial, there usually
appear among the officers of the host agency two camps: those who believe and support
the new defector, and those who doubt and oppose him. In the history of the CIA the
most notorious such case was that of Golytsin and Nosenko.

In 1960, Anatoli Golytsin defected and made it his business to warn the CIA that the
KGB had been behind just about everything that had gone wrong in the world since the
end of the Second World War. For Golytsin, there was no infamy to which the KGB
would not stoop or was not even then preparing. This was music to the ears of a hardline
faction in the CIA headed by counterintelligence chief James Jesus Angleton, who had
been warning his superiors of much the same thing for years. Golytsin became a much-
prized star.

In November 1963, President Kennedy was assassinated, apparently by a left-winger,
with a Russian wife, called Lee Harvey Oswald, who had once defected to the USSR and
lived there for over a year. In January 1964, Yuri Nosenko defected. He declared he had
been Oswald’s case officer in Russia and that the KGB had found Oswald to be a pain in
the neck, had severed all contact with him, and had had nothing to do with the Kennedy
slaying.

Golytsin, supported by Angleton, at once denounced his fellow Russian, who was
interrogated extremely harshly but refused to change his story. The dispute tore the
Agency into two camps for years and rumbled on for two decades. Depending on the
outcome of the question of who was right and who was wrong, careers were made and
broken, for it is axiomatic that the careers of those behind a major success will start to
rise.

In the case of Pyotr Orlov, there was no such hostile action to be found, and the glory
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fell upon Calvin Bailey, the head of Special Projects, the office that had brought him in.

The day after Joe Roth began to share his life with Colonel Orlov in Virginia, Sam
McCready quietly entered the portals of the British Museum, which was located in the
heart of Bloomsbury, and headed for the great circular reading room under its domed
cupola.

There were two younger men with him, Denis Gaunt, on whom McCready was putting
an increasing degree of trust and reliance, and another man called Patten. Neither of the
backup team would see the face of Keepsake—they did not need to, and it might have
been dangerous. Their job was simply to idle near the entrances while perusing the laid-
out newspapers and ensure that their desk head would not be disturbed by interlopers.

McCready made for a reading table largely enclosed by bookshelves and courteously
asked the man already seated there if he minded the intrusion. The man, his head bowed
over a volume from which he took occasional notes, silently gestured to the chair
opposite and went on reading. McCready waited quietly. He had selected a volume he
wished to read, and in a few moments one of the reading room staff brought it to him and
as quietly left. The man across the table kept his head bowed.

When they were alone McCready spoke. “How are you, Nikolai?”

“Well,” murmured the man, making a note on his pad.

“There is news?”

“We are to receive a visit next week. At the Rezidentsia.”

“From Moscow Center?”

“Yes. General Drozdov himself.”

McCready made no sign. He kept reading his book, and his lips hardly moved. No one
outside the enclave of book-lined shelves could have heard the low murmur, and no one
would enter the enclave. Gaunt and Patten would see to that. But he was amazed by the
name. Drozdov, a short chunky man who bore a startling resemblance to the late
President Eisenhower, was the head of the Illegals Directorate and rarely ventured
outside the USSR. To come into the lion’s den of London was most unusual and could be
very important.

“Is that good or bad?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” said Keepsake. “It’s certainly odd. He is not my direct superior, but he
could not come unless he had cleared it with Kryuchkov.”

(General Vladimir Kryuchkov, since 1988 Chairman of the KGB, was then Head of the
First Chief Directorate, the foreign intelligence arm.)

“Will he discuss with you his illegals planted in Britain?”

“I doubt it. He likes to run his illegals direct. It may be something to do with Orlov.
There has been the most almighty stink over that. The two other GRU officers in the
delegation are under interrogation already. The best they will get is a court martial for
negligence. Or maybe ...”

“Is there another reason for his coming?”’

Keepsake sighed and raised his eyes for the first time. McCready stared back. He had
become a friend of the Russian over the years, trusted him, believed in him.

“It’s just a feeling,” said Keepsake. “He may be checking out the Rezidentsia over
here. Nothing concrete, just an odor on the wind. Maybe they suspect something.”

“Nikolai, it cannot go on forever. We know that. Sooner or later, the pieces will add
together. Too many leaks, too many coincidences. Do you want to come out now? I can
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arrange it. Say the word.”

“Not yet. Soon perhaps, but not yet. There is more I can send. If they really start to pull
the London operation apart, I will know they have something. In time. In time to come
out. But not yet. By the way, please do not intercept Drozdov. If there are suspicions, he
would see it as another straw in the wind.”

“Better tell me what he is coming as, in case of a genuine accident at Heathrow,” said
McCready.

“A Swiss businessman,” said the Russian. “From Zurich. British Airways, Tuesday.”

“I’ll ensure he is left completely alone,” said McCready. “Anything on Orlov?”

“Not yet,” said Keepsake. “I know of him, never met him. But I’m surprised at him
defecting. He had the highest clearance.”

“So do you,” said McCready. The Russian smiled.

“Of course. No accounting for taste. I will find out what I can about him. Why does he
interest you?”

“Nothing concrete,” said McCready. “As you said, an odor on the wind. The manner of
his coming, giving Joe Roth no time to check. For a sailor jumping ship, it’s normal. For
a colonel of the KGB, it’s odd. He could have done a better deal.”

“I agree,” said the Russian. “I’ll do what I can.”

The Russian’s position inside the embassy was so delicate that face-to-face meetings
were hazardous, therefore infrequent. The next was set up at a small and seedy café in
Shoreditch, London’s East End. Early in the following month, May.

At the end of April, the Director of Central Intelligence had a meeting in the White
House with the President. Nothing unusual in that; they met extremely regularly, either
with others in the National Security Council or in private. But on this occasion the
President was unusually flattering about the CIA. The gratitude that a number of agencies
and departments had directed toward the Agency as a result of information stemming
from the Ranch in southern Virginia had reached as high as the Oval Office.

The DCI was a hard man whose career went back to the days of the OSS in the Second
World War, and he was a devoted colleague of Ronald Reagan. He was also a fair man
and saw no reason to withhold the general praise from the Head of Special Projects
responsible for bringing in Colonel Orlov. When he returned to Langley, he summoned
Calvin Bailey.

Bailey found the Director at the picture windows that occupy almost one side of the
DCI’s office on top of the CIA headquarters building. He was staring out toward the
valley, where the wash of green trees in spring leaf had finally obscured the winter view
of the Potomac River. When Bailey entered, he turned with an expansive smile.

“What can I say? Congratulations are in order, Cal. The Navy Department loves it, says
keep it coming. The Mexicans are delighted; they just wrapped up a network of seventeen
agents, cameras, communication radios, the works.”

“Thank you,” said Calvin Bailey carefully. He was known as a cautious man, not given
to overt displays of human warmth.

“Fact is,” said the DCI, “we all know Frank Wright is retiring at the end of the year.
I’'m going to need a new DDO. Maybe, Calvin, just maybe I think I know who it ought to
be.”

Bailey’s morose shrouded gaze flashed into a rare smile. In the CIA the Director
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himself is always a political appointment and has been for three decades. Under him
come the two main divisions of the Agency: Operations, headed by the Deputy Director
Ops (DDO), and Intelligence (analysis), headed by the Deputy Director Intel (DDI).
These two posts are the highest to which a professional can reasonably aspire. The DDO
is in charge of the entire information gathering side of the Agency, while the DDI is in
charge of analyzing the raw information into presentable and usable intelligence.

Having delivered his bouquet, the DCI turned to more mundane matters. “Look, it’s
about the Brits. As you know, Margaret Thatcher was over.”

Calvin Bailey nodded. The close friendship between the British Prime Minister and the
U.S. President was known to all.

“She brought with her Sir Christopher. ...” The DCI mentioned the name of the then
chief of the British SIS. “We had several good sessions. He gave us some really good
product. We owe them, Cal. Just a favor. I’d like to clean the slate. They have two beefs.
They say they’re very grateful for all the Minstrel product we’ve been sending over, but
they point out that as regards Soviet agents being run in England, so far it’s useful
material but all code-names. Can Minstrel recall any actual names, or offices held—
something to identify a hostile agent in their own pond?”

Bailey thought it over.

“He’s been asked before,” he said. “We’ve sent the Brits everything that remotely
concerns them. I’ll ask him again, have Joe Roth see if he can remember a real name.
Okay.”

“Fine, fine,” said the DCI. “One last thing. They keep asking for access. Over there.
This time around, I’'m prepared to indulge them. I think we can go that far.”

“I’d prefer to keep him over here. He’s safe here.”

“We can keep him safe over there. Look, we can put him on an American air base.
Upper Heyford, Lakenheath, Alconbury. Whatever. They can see him, talk to him under
supervision, then we bring him back.”

“I don’t like it,” said Bailey.

“Cal—" there was a hint of steel in the DCI’s voice—“I’ve agreed to it. Just see to it.”

Calvin Bailey drove down to the Ranch for a personal talk with Joe Roth. They talked
in Roth’s suite of rooms above the central portico of the Ranch house. Bailey found his
subordinate tired and drawn. Debriefing a defector is a tiring business, involving long
hours with the defector followed by long nights spent working through the next day’s line
of questioning. Relaxing is not usually on the menu, and when, as often happens, the
defector has established a personal relationship with his chief debriefing officer, it is not
easy to give that officer time off and replace him with a substitute.

“Washington is pleased,” Bailey told him. “More than pleased—delighted. Everything
he says checks out. Soviet Army, Navy, and Air Force deployments, confirmed by other
sources of satellite coverage. Weapons levels, readiness states, the Afghan mess—
Pentagon loves it all. You’ve done well, Joe. Very well.”

“There’s still a long way to go,” said Roth. “Lots more still to come. There must be.
The man’s an encyclopedia. Phenomenal memory. Sometimes stuck for a detail, but usu-
ally recalls it sooner or later. But ...”

“But what? Look, Joe, he’s pulling apart years of patient KGB work in Central and
South America. Our friends down there are closing down network after network. It’s
okay. I know you’re tired. Just keep at it.”
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He went on to tell Roth of the hint the DCI had given him about the forthcoming
vacancy as Deputy Director Operations. He was not usually a confiding man, but he saw
no reason not to give his subordinate the same kind of boost the DCI had given him.

“If 1t goes through, Joe, there’ll be a second vacancy, head of Special Projects. My
recommendation will count for a lot. It’ll be for you, Joe. I wanted you to know that.”

Roth was grateful but not ecstatic. He seemed more than tired. There was something
else on his mind.

“Is he causing problems?” asked Bailey. “Has he got everything he wants? Does he
need female company? Do you? It’s isolated down here. It’s been a month. These things
can be arranged.”

He knew Roth was divorced and single. The Agency has a legendary divorce rate. As
they say at Langley, it comes with the territory.

“No, I’ve offered him that. He just shook his head. We work out together. It helps. Run
through the woods until we can hardly stand. I’ve never been in such good shape. He’s
older, but he’s fitter. That’s one of the things that worries me, Calvin. He’s got no flaws,
no weaknesses. If he got drunk, screwed around, got maudlin for thinking about his
homeland, lost his temper—"’

“You’ve tried to provoke him?” asked Bailey. Provoking a defector into a rage, an
outburst of pent-up emotions, can sometimes work as a release, a therapy. According to
the in-house psychiatrists, anyway.

“Yes. I’ve taunted him with being a rat, a turncoat. Nothing. He just ran me into the
ground and laughed at me. Then he got on with what he calls “the job.” Blowing away
KGB assets worldwide. He’s a total pro.”

“That’s why he’s the best we’ve ever had, Joe. Don’t knock it. Be grateful.”

“Calvin, that’s not the main reason he bugs me. As a guy, I like him. I even respect
him. I never thought I would respect a defector. But there’s something else. He’s holding
something back.”

Calvin Bailey went very quiet and very still. “The polygraph tests don’t say so.”

“No, they don’t. That’s why I can’t be sure I’m right. I just feel it. There’s something
he’s not saying.”

Bailey leaned across and stared hard into Roth’s face. An awful lot hung on the
question he was about to ask.

“Joe, could there be any chance, in your considered view, that despite all the tests, he
might still be a phony, a KGB plant?”

Roth sighed. What had been troubling him had finally come out.

“I don’t know. I don’t think so, but I don’t know. For me, there’s a ten-percent area of
doubt. A gut feeling that he’s holding something back. And I can’t work out, if I’'m right,
why.”

“Then find out, Joe. Find out,” said Calvin Bailey. He did not need to point out that if
there was anything phony about Colonel Pyotr Orlov, two careers in the CIA were likely
to go straight into the trash can. He rose.

“Personally I think it’s nonsense, Joe. But do what you have to do.”

Roth found Orlov in his living room, lying on a settee, listening to his favorite music.
Despite the fact that he was virtually a prisoner, the Ranch was equipped like a well-
appointed country club. Apart from his daily runs in the forest, always flanked by four of
the young athletes from Quantico, he had access to the gymnasium, the sauna and pool,
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an excellent chef, and a well-stocked bar that he used sparingly.

Soon after arriving, he had admitted to a taste for the ballad singers of the sixties and
early seventies. Now, whenever he visited the Russian, Roth was accustomed to hearing
Simon and Garfunkel, the Seekers, or the slow honeyed tones of Elvis Presley coming
from the tape deck.

That evening when he walked in, the clear childlike voice of Mary Hopkin was filling
the room. It was her one famous song. Orlov jackknifed himself off the settee with a grin
of pleasure. He gestured at the tape deck.

“You like it? Listen.”

Roth listened. “ ‘Those were the days, my friend, we thought they’d never end. ...’ ”

“Yeah, it’s nice,” said Roth, who preferred traditional and mainstream jazz.

“You know what it is?”

“That British girl, isn’t it?”” said Roth.

“No, no—not the singer, the tune. You think it is British tune, yes? From the Beatles,
perhaps.”

“Guess so0,” said Roth, now also smiling.

“Wrong,” said Orlov triumphantly. “It is old Russian song. Dorogoy dlinnoyu da
nochkoy lunayu. ‘By a long road on a moonlit night.” You didn’t know that?”

“No, I certainly didn’t.”

The jaunty little tune ran to its end, and Orlov switched off the tape.

“You want we should talk some more?”” asked Orlov.

“No,” said Roth. “I just stopped by to see if you were okay. I’'m going to turn in. It’s
been a long day. By the way, we are going back to England soon. Let the Limeys have a
chance to talk to you for a little while. All right by you?”

Orlov frowned. “My deal was to come here. Only here.”

“It’s okay, Peter. We’ll be staying for a short while on an American Air Force base. To
all intents and purposes, still in America. I’ll be there to protect you from the big bad
Brits.”

Orlov did not smile at the joke.

Roth became serious. “Peter, is there a reason you don’t want to go back to England?
Something I should know?”

Orlov shrugged. “Nothing specific, Joe. Just gut feeling. The farther I am away from
the USSR, the safer I feel.”

“Nothing will happen to you in England. I give you my word. You going to turn in
now?”

“I stay up for a while. Read, play music,” said the Russian.

In fact, the light burned in Orlov’s room until half-past one in the morning. When the
KGB assassination team struck, it was a few minutes before three.

Orlov was told later that they had silenced two guards on the perimeter with powerful
crossbows, traversed the lawn at the rear of the house undetected, and entered the house
via the kitchens.

On the upper floor, the first Roth or Orlov heard was a burst of submachine-gun fire
from the lower hall, followed by the rapid pounding of feet up the stairs. Orlov awoke
like a cat, came out of his bed, and was across the living room in no more than three
seconds. He opened the door to the landing and caught a brief glimpse of the night duty
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guard from Quantico swerving off the landing and down the main stairs. A figure in a
black cat-suit and ski mask, halfway up the stairs, loosed a brief burst. The American
took the blast in the chest. He sagged against the banister, his front a wash of blood.
Orlov slammed his door and turned back toward the bedroom.

He knew his windows would not open; there was no escape that way. Nor was he
armed. He entered the bedroom as the man in black ran through the door from the
corridor, followed by an American. The last thing Orlov saw before he slammed his
bedroom door shut was the KGB assassin turn and blast the American behind him. The
killing gave Orlov time to throw the lock.

But it was only a respite. Seconds later, the lock was blasted away and the door kicked
open. By the dim light shining in from the corridor beyond the living room, Orlov saw
the KGB man throw down his empty machine-pistol and pull a Makarov 9mm automatic
from his belt. He could not see the face behind the mask, but he understood the Russian
word and the contempt with which it was uttered.

The figure in black gripped the Makarov two-handed, pointed it straight at Orlov’s
face, and hissed, “Predatel!” Traitor.

There was a cut-glass ashtray on the bedside table. Orlov had never used it, since
unlike most Russians, he did not smoke. But it was still there. In a last gesture of
defiance, he swept it off the table and sent it spinning toward the Russian killer’s face. As
he did so he yelled back, “Padla!” Scum.

The man in black side-stepped the heavy glassware that was scything toward his face.
It cost him a fraction of a second. In that time the Quantico security-team leader stepped
into the living room and fired twice with his heavy Colt .44 Magnum at the black-suited
back in the bedroom doorway. The Russian was thrown forward as the front of his chest
exploded in a welter of blood that sprayed the sheets and the coverlet on the bed. Orlov
stepped forward to kick the Makarov from the falling man’s hand, but there was no need.
No one stops two Magnum shells and keeps fighting.

Kroll, the man who had fired, crossed the sitting room to the bedroom door. He was
white with rage and panting.

“You okay?” he snapped. Orlov nodded. “Someone fucked up,” said the American.
“There were two of them. Two of my men are down, maybe more outside.”

A shaken Joe Roth came in, still in pajamas.

“Jesus, Peter, I’'m sorry. We have to get out of here. Now. Fast.”

“Where do we go?” asked Orlov. “I thought you said this was a safe house.” He was
pale but calm.

“Yeah, well, apparently not safe enough. Not anymore. We’ll try and find out why
later. Get dressed. Pack your things. Kroll, stay with him.”

There was an army base only twenty miles from the Ranch. Langley fixed things with
the army commander. Within two hours Roth, Orlov, and the remainder of the Quantico
team had taken an entire floor of the bachelors’ quarters building. Military police ringed
the block. Roth would not even drive there by road; they went by helicopter, setting down
right on the lawn by the Officers’ Club and waking everyone up.

It was only temporary housing. Before nightfall, they had moved on to another CIA
safe house, in Kentucky and much better protected.

While the Roth/Orlov group was in the army base, Calvin Bailey returned to the Ranch.
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He wanted a full report. He had already spoken to Roth by phone to hear his version of
events. He listened to Kroll first, but the man whose evidence he really wanted was the
Russian in the black ski mask who had confronted Orlov at point-blank range.

The young officer of the Green Berets was nursing a bruised wrist where Orlov had
kicked the gun from his hand as he fell. The special-effects blood had long been wiped
off him, and he had changed out of the black jumpsuit with the two holes in the front and
removed the harness containing the tiny charges and sacs of realistic blood that had burst
all over the bed.

“Verdict?” asked Bailey.

“He’s for real,” said the Russian-speaking officer. “Either that, or he doesn’t care
whether he lives or dies. That I doubt. Most men do.”

“He didn’t suspect you?” asked Bailey.

“No, sir. I saw it right in his eyes. He believed he was going to die. He just went right
on fighting. Quite a guy.”

“Any other choices?” asked Bailey.

The officer shrugged. “Only one. If he’s a phony and thought he was being liquidated
by his own side, he ought to have yelled something to that effect. Assuming he cares
about living, that would make him about the bravest guy I ever met.”

“I think,” Bailey said to Roth by telephone later, “that we have our answer. He’s okay,
and that’s official. Try and get him to recall a name—for the Brits. You’re flying over
next Tuesday, military executive jet, to Alconbury.”

Roth spent two days with Orlov at their new home, going back over the sparse details the
Russian had already provided from his days in the Illegals Directorate concerning Soviet
agents planted in Britain. As he had specialized in Central and South America, Britain
had not been his primary concern. But he racked his memory all the same. All he could
recall were code-names. Then at the end of the second day, something came back to him.

A civil servant in the Ministry of Defense in Whitehall. But the money was always
paid into the man’s account at the Midland Bank in Croydon High Street.

“It’s not a lot,” said the man from the Security Service, MI-5, when he was given the
news. He was sitting in the office of Timothy Edwards at the headquarters of his sister
service, the SIS. “He might have moved long since. Might have banked under a false
name. But we’ll try.”

He went back to Curzon Street in Mayfair and set the wheels in motion. British banks
do not have the right of absolute confidentiality, but they decline to hand out details of
private accounts to just anybody. One institution that always secures their cooperation, by
law, is the Inland Revenue.

The Inland Revenue agreed to cooperate, and the manager of the Midland in Croydon
High Street, an outer suburb of south London, was interviewed in confidence. He was
new to the job, but his computer was not.

A Security Service man sitting with the real Inland Revenue inspector took over. He
had a list of every civil servant employed by the Ministry of Defense and its many out-
stations over the past decade. Surprisingly, the chase was very quick. Only one MOD
civil servant banked at the Midland in Croydon High Street. The records of the accounts
were sent for. The man had two, and still lived locally. He had a checking account and a
higher-rate savings account.
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Over the years a total of £20,000 had been paid into his deposit account, always by him
and always in cash and fairly regularly. His name was Anthony Milton-Rice.

The Whitehall conference that evening involved the Director General and Deputy
Director General of MI-5 and the Assistant Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police in
charge of Special Branch. MI-5 in Britain cannot make arrests—only the police can do
that. When the Security Service wants someone picked up, the Special Branch is called in
to do the honors. The meeting was chaired by the Chairman of the Joint Intelligence
Committee. He started the questioning.

“Who exactly is Mr. Milton-Rice?”

The Deputy Director of MI-5 consulted his notes. “Grade-two civil servant on the staff
of the Procurement Office.”

“Pretty low grade?”

“Sensitive work, though. Weapons systems, access to evaluations of new armaments.”

“Mm,” mused the Chairman. “So what do you want?”

“The point is, Tony,” said the Director General, “we have very little to go on.
Unexplained payments over a period of years into his account—not enough to hold him,
let alone get a conviction. He could plead that he backs the horses, always on track, gets
his cash that way. Of course, he might confess. Then again, he might not.”

The policeman nodded his agreement. Without a confession, he would have a bad time
trying to persuade the Crown Prosecution Office even to bring a case. He doubted the
man who had denounced Milton-Rice, whoever he might be, would ever appear in court
as a witness.

“We’d like to shadow him first,” said the Director General. “Around the clock. If he
makes one contact with the Russians, he’s in the bag, with or without a confession.”

It was agreed. The watchers, that elite team of MI-5 agents who—on their own turf, at
least—are reckoned by all the Western services to be the best tailers in the world, were
put on alert to envelop Anthony Milton-Rice the following morning as he approached the
Defense Ministry with an invisible surveillance for twenty-four hours in every day.

Anthony Milton-Rice, like so many people with a regular job, had regular habits. He was
a man of routine. On workdays he left his house in Addiscombe precisely at ten to eight
and walked the half-mile to East Croydon Station—unless it was raining heavily, in
which case the bachelor civil servant took a bus. He boarded the same commuter train
every day, flashed his season ticket, and rode into London, descending at Victoria
Station. From there, it was a short bus ride down Victoria Street to Parliament Square.
There he got off and crossed Whitehall to the ministry building.

The morning after the conference about him, he did exactly the same. He did not notice
the group of youths who boarded at Norwood Junction. He noticed them when they
entered his open-plan carriage, jammed with other commuters. There were screams from
the women and shouts of alarm from the men as the teenagers, engaged in an orgy of
casual robbery and assault called “steaming,” swept through the carriage snatching
women’s handbags and jewelry, demanding men’s wallets at knifepoint, and threatening
anyone who seemed to oppose, let alone resist, them.

As the train hissed into the next station up the line, the crowd of two dozen young
thugs, still screaming their rage at the world, quit the train and scattered, jumping the
barrier and disappearing into the streets of Crystal Palace, leaving behind them hysterical
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women, badly shaken men, and frustrated Transport Police. No arrests were made—the
outrage had been too fast and unforeseen.

The train was delayed, wreaking havoc on the commuter schedules as other trains
backed up behind it, while Transport Police boarded to take statements. It was only when
they tapped the commuter in the pale-gray raincoat dozing in the corner on his shoulder
that the man toppled slowly forward onto the floor. There were further screams as the
first blood from the thin stiletto wound to his heart began to seep from beneath the
crumpled figure. Mr. Anthony Milton-Rice was very dead.

Ivan’s Café, appropriately named for a meeting with a Russian, was situated in Crondall
Street in Shoreditch, and Sam McCready, as always, arrived second, even though he had
been the first in the street outside. The reason was that if anyone was being tailed, it
would more likely be Keepsake than him. So he always sat for thirty minutes in his car,
watched the Russian make the meet, then gave it another fifteen minutes to see if the
asset from the Soviet Embassy had suddenly grown a tail.

When McCready entered Ivan’s, he took a cup of tea from the counter and wandered
over to the wall where two tables were side by side. Keepsake occupied the one in the
corner and was engrossed in Sporting Life. McCready unfolded his Evening Standard and
proceeded to study it.

“How was the good General Drozdov?” he asked quietly, his voice lost in the babble of
the café and the hissing of the tea urn.

“Amiable and enigmatic,” said the Russian, studying the form of the horses in the
three-thirty at Sandown. “I fear he may have been checking us out. I will know more if
K-Line decide to visit, or if my own K-Line man gets hyperactive.”

K-Line is the KGB’s internal counterintelligence and security branch, charged not so
much with espionage as with keeping a check on other KGB men and looking for internal
leaks.

“Have you ever heard of a man called Anthony Milton-Rice?” asked McCready.

“No. Never. Why?”

“You didn’t run him out of your Rezidentsia? A civil servant in the Ministry of
Defense?”

“Never heard of him. Never handled his product.”

“Well, he’s dead now. Too late to ask him who did run him. If anyone did. Could he
have been run directly from Moscow through the Illegals Directorate?”

“If he was working for us, that’s the only explanation,” muttered the Russian. “He
never worked for us in PR-Line. Not out of the London Station. As I say, we never even
handled such product. He must have communicated with Moscow via a case officer based
here outside the embassy. Why did he die?”

McCready sighed. “I don’t know.”

But he did know that unless it was a remarkable coincidence, someone had to have set
it up. Someone who knew the civil servant’s routines, could brief the thugs on his regular
train, his appearance—and pay them off. Possibly Milton-Rice had not even worked for
the Russians at all. Then why the denunciation? Why the unaccounted-for money? Or
perhaps Milton-Rice had indeed spied for Moscow but via a cutout, unknown to
Keepsake, who in turn reported directly back to the Illegals Directorate in Moscow. And
General Drozdov had just been in town. And he ran the Illegals. ...
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“He was denounced,” said McCready. “To us. And then he was dead.”

“Who denounced him?” asked Keepsake. He stirred his tea, though he had no intention
of drinking the sweet, milky mixture.

“Colonel Pyotr Orlov,” said McCready quietly.

“Ah,” said Keepsake in a low murmur. “I have something for you there. Pyotr
Alexandrovitch Orlov is a loyal and dedicated KGB officer. His defection is as phony as
a three-dollar bill. He is a plant, a disinformation agent. And he is well-prepared and very
good.”

Now that, thought McCready, is going to cause problems.
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Chapter 3

Timothy Edwards listened carefully. McCready’s narration and evaluation lasted thirty
minutes. When he had finished, Edwards asked calmly, “And you are quite certain you
believe Keepsake?”

McCready had expected this question. Keepsake had worked for the British for four
years since he had first approached an SIS officer in Denmark and offered his services as
an “agent-in-place,” but this was a world of shadows and suspicions. There was always
the possibility, however remote, that Keepsake might be a “double,” his true loyalties still
with Moscow. It was precisely the accusation he now made of Orlov.

“It’s been four years,” said McCready. “For four years Keepsake’s product has been
tested against every known criterion. It’s pure.”

“Yes, of course,” said Edwards smoothly. “Unfortunately, if one word of this leaked to
our Cousins, they would say exactly the opposite—that our man was lying and theirs was
for real. The word is, Langley is deeply enamored of this Orlov.”

“I don’t think they should be told about Keepsake,” retorted McCready. He was very
protective of the Russian in the embassy in Kensington Palace Gardens. “Besides, Keep-
sake feels his time may be coming to an end. He has an instinct that suspicions are
growing in Moscow that they have a leak somewhere. If they become convinced, it will
only be a matter of time before they home in on their London Station. When Keepsake
finally comes in from the cold, we can come clean with the Cousins. For the moment, it
could be very dangerous to widen the circle who know.”

Edwards made his decision.

“Sam, I agree. But I’'m going to see the Chief on this one. He’s up at the Cabinet Office
this morning. I’ll catch him later. Stay in touch.”

During the lunch hour, which Edwards spent eating a sparse meal with the Chief in Sir
Christopher’s top-floor suite of offices, a military version of the Grumman Gulf stream
IIT landed at the USAF base at Alconbury, situated just north of the market town of
Huntingdon in the county of Cambridgeshire. It had taken off at midnight from the Air
National Guard base in Trenton, New Jersey, its passengers having arrived from
Kentucky and boarded under the cover of darkness and away from the air-base buildings.

In picking Alconbury, Calvin Bailey had chosen well. The base was the home of the
527 “Aggressor” Squadron of the USAF, whose pilots fly F-5 fighters with a very
specific role. They are called the Aggressors because the F-5 has a configuration similar
to the Russian MIG-29 and the Aggressors play the role of attacking Soviet fighters in
midair combat practice with their fellow American and British jet-jockeys. They
themselves study and are adept at all the Soviet air-battle tactics, and they so sink
themselves into their role that they constantly talk Russian to each other when aloft. Their
guns and rockets may be so adapted as to score only electronic hits and misses, but the
rest—insignia, flight suits, maneuvers, and jargon—is all pure Russian.

When Roth, Orlov, Kroll, and the rest descended from the Grumman, they were
outfitted in the flight suits of the Aggressor Squadron. They passed through unnoticed
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and were soon ensconced in a single-story building, set aside from the rest, and equipped
with living quarters and kitchen, conference rooms, and one electronically bugged room
for the debriefing of Colonel Orlov. Roth had a talk with the base commander, and the
British team was cleared to be allowed onto the base the following morning. Then
somewhat jet-lagged, the American party turned in to get some sleep.

McCready’s phone rang at three P.M. and Edwards asked to see him again.

“Proposals accepted and agreed,” said Edwards. “We back our judgment that Keepsake
is telling the truth and that the Americans have themselves a disinformation agent. That
said, the problem is that whatever Orlov is here for, we don’t know yet. It seems that for
the moment he is producing good product, which makes it unlikely our Cousins would
believe us—the more so as the Chief agrees that we cannot reveal the existence, let alone
the identity, of Keepsake. So how do you suggest we handle it?”

“Let me have him,” said McCready. “We have right of access. We can ask questions.
Joe Roth is in charge, and I know Joe. He’s no fool. Maybe I can push Orlov, push him
hard, before Roth cries ‘Enough.” Sow some seeds of doubt. Get the Cousins to begin to
contemplate the notion that he may not be all he seems.”

“All right,” said Edwards. “You take it.”

He made it sound like his own decision, his own act of magnanimity. The reality of his
lunch with the Chief, who would be retiring at the end of the year, had been quite
different. The ambitious Assistant Chief, who prided himself on his excellent personal
relationship with the CIA, had in mind that one day Langley’s approval of him could be a
useful aid to his appointment as Chief.

During the lunch, Edwards had proposed a far less skilled but less abrasive debriefer
than Sam McCready to handle the matter of Keepsake’s embarrassing denunciation of the
CIA’s new treasure. He had been overruled. Sir Christopher, a former colleague in the
field, had insisted that the Deceiver whom he had himself appointed be in charge of
handling Orlov.

McCready set off for Alconbury by car early the following morning. Denis Gaunt drove.
Edwards had cleared McCready’s request that Gaunt sit in on the interrogation of the
Russian. In the back of the car sat a woman from MI-5. The Security Service had asked
urgently that they too have someone at the meetings with the Russian, since a specific
line of questioning would cover the area of Soviet agents working in and against Britain.
Alice Daltry was in her early thirties, pretty, and very bright. She still seemed rather
overawed by McCready. In their tight, closed world, despite the need-to-know principle,
word had leaked of the previous year’s Pankratin affair.

The car also contained a secure telephone. Looking like an ordinary car phone but
larger, it could be switched to encrypted mode to communicate with London. There
might well be points emerging from the talk with Orlov that would need to be checked
with London.

For much of the journey McCready sat silently, staring through the windshield at the
unfolding countryside in the early morning, marveling again at the beauty of England in
the spring.

He ran his mind back over what Keepsake had told him. In London, according to the
Russian, he had been marginally associated years earlier with the first preparatory stages
for a deception operation of which Orlov could only be the final fruition. It had been
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code-named Project Potemkin.

An ironic title, thought McCready, a hint of KGB gallows humor. It almost certainly
had been named not after the battleship Potemkin—nor even after Marshal Potemkin,
whose name had been bestowed on the battleship—but after the Potemkin Villages.

Years ago, the Empress Catherine the Great, as ruthless a dictator as long-suffering
Russia had ever endured, visited the newly conquered Crimea. Fearful of letting her see
the shivering, huddled masses in their freezing shacks, her chief minister, Potemkin, had
sent carpenters, plasterers, and painters ahead of her route to construct and paint
handsome facades of clean, sturdy cottages with smiling, waving peasants in the
windows. The shortsighted old queen was delighted by the picture of rural bliss and
returned to her palace. Later, laborers dismantled the facades to reveal again the
miserable shantytowns behind them. These deceptions were called Potemkin Villages.

“The target is the CIA,” Keepsake had said. He did not know who the exact victim
would be or how the sting would be accomplished. The project was not then being
handled directly by his department, which had been asked only for peripheral assistance.

“But this has to be Potemkin coming into operation at last,” he had said. “The proof
will be in two parts. No information provided by Orlov will ever actually produce
massive and irreversible damage to Soviet interests. Second, you will see an enormous
loss of morale taking place inside the CIA.”

At the moment, the latter was certainly not the case, mused McCready. Recovering
from the undoubted embarrassment of the Urchenko affair, his American friends were
riding high, largely due to their newfound asset. He determined to concentrate on the
other area.

At the main gate of the air base, McCready offered an identification card (not in his
real name) and asked for Joe Roth on a certain phone extension. Minutes later, Roth ap-
peared in an Air Force jeep.

“Sam, good to see you again.”

“Nice to see you back, Joe. That was quite a vacation you took.”

“Hey, I’'m sorry. I was given no choice, no chance to explain. It was a question of take
the guy and run, or throw him back.”

“That’s okay,” said McCready easily. “All has been explained. All is smoothed over.
Let me present my two colleagues.”

Roth reached into the car and shook hands with Gaunt and Daltry. He was relaxed and
effusive. He foresaw no problems and was glad the Brits would be sharing in the goodies.
He cleared the whole party with the Guard Commander, and they drove in line across the
base to the isolated block where the CIA team was housed.

Like many service buildings, it was no architectural gem, but it was functional. A
single corridor divided its entire length, from which doors led off to sleeping rooms, an
eating room, kitchens, toilets, and conference rooms. A dozen Air Force police ringed the
building, guns visible.

McCready glanced around before entering. He noted that while he and his two
colleagues had excited no attention, many of the USAF personnel passing by stared
curiously at the circle of armed guards.

“All they’ve managed to do,” he muttered to Gaunt, “is identify the bloody place to any
KGB team with a set of binoculars.”

Roth led them to a room in the center of the block. Its windows were closed and
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shuttered; the only illumination was electric. Easy chairs formed a comfortable group
around a coffee table in the center of the room; straight chairs and tables ringed the walls,
for the note-takers.

Roth genially gestured to the British party to take the easy chairs and ordered some
coffee.

“I’11 go get Minstrel,” he said, “unless you guys want to shoot the breeze first.”

McCready shook his head. “Might as well get on with it, Joe.”

When Roth was out, McCready nodded to Gaunt and Daltry to take chairs by the wall.
The message was: Watch and listen, miss nothing. Joe Roth had left the door open. From
down the corridor, McCready heard the haunting melody of “Bridge over Troubled
Waters.” The sound stopped as someone switched off the tape deck. Then Roth was back.
He ushered into the room a chunky, tough-looking man in running shoes, slacks, and a
polo sweater.

“Sam, let me present Colonel Pyotr Orlov. Peter, this is Sam McCready.”

The Russian stared at McCready with expressionless eyes. He had heard of him. Most
high-ranking officers of the KGB had by then heard of Sam McCready. But he gave no
sign. McCready crossed the central carpet, his hand outstretched.

“My dear Colonel Orlov. I am delighted to meet you,” he said with a warm smile.

Coffee was served, and they seated themselves, McCready facing Orlov, Roth to one
side. On a side table a tape machine started to turn. There were no microphones on the
coffee table. They would have been a distraction. As it was, the tape machine would miss
nothing.

McCready began gently, flatteringly, and kept it up for the first hour. Orlov’s answers
came fluently and easily. But after the first hour McCready became more and more
perplexed, or so it seemed.

“It’s all very fine, wonderful stuff,” he said. “I just have this tiny problem—well, I’'m
sure we all do. Everything you have given us is code-names. We have Agent Wildfowl
somewhere in the Foreign Office; Agent Kestrel, who may be a serving officer in the
Navy or a civilian working for the Navy. My problem, you see, Colonel, is that nothing
could actually lead to a detection or an arrest.”

“Mr. McCready, as I have explained many times, here and in America, my period in
the Illegals Directorate was over four years ago, and I specialized in Central and South
America. I did not have access to the files of agents in Western Europe, Britain, or
America. These were heavily protected, as [ am sure they are here.”

“Yes, of course, silly of me,” said McCready. “But I was thinking more of your time in
Planning. As we understand it, that entails preparing cover stories, ‘legends’ for people
about to be infiltrated or just recruited. Also, systems for making contact, passing
information—paying off agents. It involves the banks they use, the sums paid, the periods
payments are made, the running costs. All this you seem to have—forgotten.”

“My time in Planning was even before my time in Illegals Directorate,” retorted Orlov.
“Fight years ago. Bank accounts are in eight-figure numbers, it is impossible to recall
them all.”

There was an edge to his voice. He was getting annoyed. Roth had begun to frown.

“Or even one number,” mused McCready as if thinking aloud, “or even one bank.”

“Sam.” Roth leaned forward urgently. “What are you driving at?”

“I am simply trying to establish whether anything Colonel Orlov has given you or us
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over the past six weeks will really do massive and irreversible damage to Soviet
interests.”

“What are you talking about?” It was Orlov, on his feet, plainly angry. “I have given
hour after hour of details of Soviet military planning, deployments, weapons levels,
readiness states, personalities. Details of the Afghan affair. Networks in Central and
South America that have now been dismantled. Now you treat me like ... like a criminal.”

Roth was on his feet, too.

“Sam, could I have a word with you? Privately. Outside.”

He made for the door. Orlov sat down again and stared disconsolately at the floor.
McCready rose and followed Roth. Daltry and Gaunt remained at their tables, fixated.
The young CIA man by the tape machine turned it off. Roth did not stop walking until he
had reached the open grassland outside the building. Then he turned to McCready.

“Sam, what the hell do you think you’re doing?”’

McCready shrugged. “I’m trying to establish Orlov’s bona fides,” he said. “That’s what
I’'m here for.”

“Let’s get this absolutely straight,” said Roth tightly. “You are not, as in ‘not,” here to
establish Minstrel’s bona fides. That has already been done. By us. Over and over again.
We are satisfied that he is genuine, doing his best to recall what he can. You are here, as a
concession from the DCI, to share in Minstrel’s product. That’s all.”

McCready stared dreamily at the waving fields of young wheat beyond the perimeter
fence.

“And what do you think that product is really worth, Joe?”

“A lot. Just what he said: Soviet military deployments, postings, weapons levels,
plans—”

“Which can all be changed,” murmured Sam, “quite quickly and easily. Provided they
know what he’s telling you.”

“And Afghanistan,” said Roth.

McCready was silent. He could not tell his CIA colleague what Keepsake had told him
in the café twenty-four hours earlier, but he could hear in his mind’s ear the murmuring
voice from beside him.

“Sam, this new man in Moscow, Gorbachev. You know little about him, as yet. But |
know him. When he was here to visit Mrs. Thatcher, before he became General Secretary,
when he was just a Politburo member, I handled his security arrangements. We talked.
He is unusual, very open, very frank. This perestroika he talks about, this glasnost. You
know what these will mean, my friend? In two years, by 1988, maybe 1989, all these
military details won’t matter anymore. He is not going to attack across the Central
German Plain. He is really going to try and restructure the whole Soviet economy and
society. He will fail, of course, but he will try. He will pull out of Afghanistan, pull back
from Europe. All that this Orlov is telling the Americans will be for the archives in two
vears. But the Big Lie, when it comes—that will be important. For a decade, my friend.
Wait for the Big Lie. The rest is calculated minor sacrifice by the KGB. They play good
chess, my former colleagues.”

“And the networks of agents in South America,” said Roth. “Dammit—Mexico, Chile,
and Peru are delighted. They’ve rolled up scores of Soviet agents.”

“All locally recruited help,” said McCready. “Not an ethnic Russian among them.
Tired, clapped-out networks, greedy agents, low-level informants. Disposable.”
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Roth was staring at him hard.

“My God,” he breathed, “you think he’s phony, don’t you? You think he’s a double.
Where did you get that, Sam? Do you have a source, an asset, that we don’t know
about?”

“Nope,” said McCready flatly. He did not like to lie to Roth, but orders were orders. In
fact, the CIA always received Keepsake’s product, but disguised and attributed to seven
different sources.

“I just want to push him hard. I think he’s holding something back. You’re no fool,
Joe. I believe that in your deepest heart, you have the same impression.”

That shaft went home. In his secret heart, that was exactly what Roth still thought. He
nodded.

“All right. We’ll ride him hard. He hasn’t come here for a vacation, after all. And he’s
tough. Let’s go back.”

They resumed at a quarter to twelve. McCready returned to the question of Soviet
agents in Britain.

“One I have already given you,” said Orlov. “If you can detect him. The man they
called Agent Juno. The one who banked in Croydon, at the Midland.”

“We have traced him,” said McCready evenly. “His name is, or rather was, Anthony
Milton-Rice.”

“So there you are,” said Orlov.

“What do you mean, was?” queried Roth.

“He’s dead.”

“I didn’t know,” said Orlov. “It has been several years.”

“That’s another of my problems,” said McCready sadly. “He didn’t die several years
ago. He died yesterday morning. Murdered, liquidated, just an hour before we could get
the surveillance team around him.”

There was a stunned silence. Then Roth was on his feet again, absolutely outraged.
They were back outside the building again in two minutes.

“What the fuck do you think you’re playing at, Sam?” he shouted. “You could have
told me.”

“I wanted to see Orlov’s reaction,” said Sam bluntly. “I thought if I told you, you might
break the news yourself. Did you see his reaction?”

“No, I was watching you.”

“There wasn’t one,” said McCready. “I would have thought he’d be pretty stunned.
Worried, even. Bearing in mind the implications.”

“He’s got nerves of steel,” said Roth. “He’s a total pro. If he doesn’t want to show
anything, he doesn’t. Is it true, by the way? Is the man dead? Or was it a ploy?”

“Oh, he’s dead all right, Joe. Knifed by one of a gang of teenagers on his way to work.
We call it ‘steaming’; you call it ‘wilding.” Which gives us a problem, doesn’t it?”

“It could have leaked at the British end.”

McCready shook his head. “No time. It took time to set up a killing like that. We only
had the man’s real identity the night before last, after twenty-four hours of detective
work. They got him yesterday morning. No time. Tell me, what happens to Minstrel’s
product?”

“First to Calvin Bailey, direct, by hand. Then the analysts. Then the customers.”

“When did Orlov produce the product about the spy in our Defense Ministry?”
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Roth told him.

“Five days,” mused McCready. “Before it reached us. Time enough. ...”

“Now just hang in there a minute,” protested Roth.

“Which gives us three choices,” McCready continued. “Either it was a remarkable
coincidence, and in our job we can’t afford to believe too many of them. Or someone
between you and the teletype operator leaked. Or it was set up in advance. I mean, the
killing was prepared for a specific hour on a specific day. A certain number of hours
before that time, Orlov had a rush of memory. Before the good guys could get their act
together, the denounced agent was dead.”

“I don’t believe we have a leak in the Agency,” said Roth tightly. “And I don’t believe
Orlov is a phony.”

“Then why isn’t he coming clean? Let’s go back to him,” suggested Sam gently.

When they returned, Orlov was subdued. The news that the British spy he had
denounced had been so conveniently liquidated had evidently shaken him. In a change of
tone, McCready spoke very gently.

“Colonel Orlov, you are a stranger in a strange land. You have anxieties about your
future. So you wish to keep certain things back, for insurance. We understand that. I
would do the same if I were in Moscow. We all need insurance. But Joe here informs me
that your standing with the Agency is now so high, you need no more insurance. Now,
are there any other real names you can offer us?”

There was utter silence in the room. Slowly, Orlov nodded. There was a general
exhalation of breath.

“Peter,” said Roth coaxingly, “this really is the time to bring them out.”

“Remyants,” said Pyotr Orlov, “Gennadi Remyants.”

Roth’s exasperation was almost visible. “We know about Remyants,” he said. He
looked up at McCready. “Washington-based representative of Aeroflot. That’s his cover.
The FBI picked him up and turned him two years ago. Been working for us ever since.”

“No,” said Orlov and raised his gaze. “You are wrong. Remyants is not a double. His
exposure was arranged by Moscow. His pickup was deliberate. His turning was phony.
Everything he provides has been carefully doctored by Moscow. It will cost America
millions to repair the damage one day. Remyants is a KGB major of the Illegals
Directorate. He runs four separate Soviet networks in mainland U.S.A. and knows all the
identities.”

Roth whistled. “If that is true, then it is real pay dirt. Ifit is true.”

“Only one way to find out,” suggested McCready. “Pick Remyants up, fill him full of
Pentothal, and see what falls out. And I do believe it is the lunch hour.”

“That’s two good ideas in ten seconds,” admitted Roth. “Guys, I have to go down to
London to talk with Langley. Let’s take a break for twenty-four hours.”

% sk ok
Joe Roth got his link direct to Calvin Bailey at eight P.M. London time, three o’clock in
Washington. Roth was buried deep in the cipher room below the U.S. Embassy in
Grosvenor Square; Bailey was in his office in Langley. They were speaking in clear
voices, their tones slightly tinny because of the encrypting cipher technology through
which both voices had to pass to cross the Atlantic with security.

“I spent the morning with the Brits up at Alconbury,” said Roth. “Their first meet with
Minstrel.”
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“How did it go?”

“Badly.”

“You’re joking. Ungrateful bastards. What went wrong?”

“Calvin, the debriefer was Sam McCready. He’s not anti-American, and he’s no fool.
He believes Minstrel is a phony, a plant.”

“Well, bullshit to that. Did you tell him how many tests Minstrel has passed? That we
are satisfied he’s okay?”

“Yes, in detail. He sticks with his view.”

“He produce any hard evidence for this fantasy?”

“No. Said it was the result of the British analysis of Minstrel’s product.”

“Jesus, that’s crazy. Minstrel’s product over a mere six weeks has been great. What’s
McCready’s beef?”

“We covered three areas. On Minstrel’s military product, he said Moscow could
change it all, as long as they knew what Minstrel was telling us, which they would if they
had sent him.”

“Crap. Go on.”

“On Afghanistan he was silent. But I know Sam. It was as if he knew something I
didn’t but wouldn’t say what it was. All I could get out of him was a ‘suppose.’ He hinted
the Brits thought Moscow might pull out of Afghanistan quite soon. That all Minstrel’s
stuff on Afghanistan would be for the archives if that happened. Do we have any such
analysis?”

“Joe, we have no evidence the Russkies intend to pull out of Kabul, soon or ever. What
else didn’t satisfy Mr. McCready?”

“He said he thought the Soviet networks rolled up in Central and South America were
tired networks—clapped-out was the word he used—and all locally recruited help with
not an ethnic Russian among them.”

“Look, Joe, Minstrel has blown away a dozen networks run by Moscow in four
countries down there. Sure the agents were locally recruited. They’ve been
interrogated—not very pleasantly, I’ll admit. Naturally, they were all run out of the
Soviet embassies. A dozen Russian diplomats are being sent home in disgrace. He’s
smashed up years of KGB work down there. McCready’s talking crap.”

“He did have one point. All Minstrel has given the Brits concerning Soviet agents over
here are code-names. Nothing to identify a single Russian asset here. Except one, and
he’s dead. You heard about that?”

“Sure. Rotten luck. A miserable coincidence.”

“Sam thinks it’s no coincidence. Thinks either Minstrel knew it was slated for a certain
day and released his identification too late for the Brits to get their man, or we have a
leak.”

“Bullshit to both.”

“He favors the first option. Thinks Minstrel works for Moscow Center.”

“Mr. Sam Smartass McCready offer you any hard evidence for this?”

“No. I asked him specifically if he had an asset inside Moscow who had denounced
Minstrel. He denied it. Said it was just his people’s analysis of the product.”

There was silence for a while, as if Bailey were deep in thought. Which he was. Then:
“Did you believe his denial?”

“Frankly, no. I think he was lying. I suspect they’re running someone we know nothing
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about.”

“Then why don’t the Brits come clean?”

“I don’t know, Calvin. If they have an asset who has denounced Minstrel, they’re
denying it.”

“Okay, listen, Joe, You tell Sam McCready from me, he has to put up or shut up. We
have a major success in Minstrel, and I’'m not about to let a sniping campaign out of
Century House wreck it all. Not without hard evidence, and I mean really hard.
Understood, Joe?”

“Loud and clear.”

“One other thing: Even if they have been tipped off that Orlov is phony, that would be
standard Moscow Center practice. Moscow lost him, we got him, the Brits’ noses were
put out of joint. Of course Moscow would leak to the Brits that our triumph was hollow
and useless. And the Brits would be susceptible to that scam because of their annoyance
at not getting Minstrel to themselves. So far as I am concerned, the British tip-off is
disinformation. If they have a man, it’s their man who is lying. Ours is on the level.”

“Right, Calvin. If it arises again, can I tell Sam that?”

“Absolutely. That is Langley’s official view, and we’ll defend it.”

Neither man bothered to recall that by now the vindication of Orlov was linked to both
their rising careers.

“Sam had one success,” said Joe Roth. “He came at Minstrel hard and strong—I had to
pull him out of there twice—but he got Minstrel to come up with a new name. Gennadi
Remyants.”

“We run Remyants,” retorted Bailey. “I’ve had his product coming across my desk for
two years.”

Roth went on to reveal what Orlov had said about Remyants’s true loyalties to Moscow
and McCready’s suggestion that the simple way to clear the whole thing up would be to
pick up Remyants and break him.

Bailey was silent. Finally he said, “Maybe. We’ll think it over. I'll talk to the DDO and
the Bureau. If we decide to go with that one, I’ll let you know. In the meantime, keep
McCready away from Minstrel. Give them both a break.”

Joe Roth invited McCready to join him for breakfast the following morning at Roth’s
apartment, an invitation McCready accepted.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Roth. “I know there are some fine hotels nearby, and
Uncle Sam can afford breakfast for two, but I make a pretty mean breakfast myself. Juice,
eggs over easy, waffles, coffee suit you?”

McCready laughed down the phone. “Juice and coffee will do fine.”

When he arrived, Roth was in the kitchen, an apron over his shirt, proudly
demonstrating his talent with ham and eggs. McCready weakened and took some.

“Sam, I wish you’d revise your opinion about Minstrel,” said Roth over the coffee. “I
spoke with Langley last night.”

“Calvin?”

“Yep.”

“His reaction?”’

“He was saddened by your attitude.”

“Saddened, my butt,” said McCready. “I’ll bet he used some nice old-fashioned Anglo-
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Saxon language about me.”

“Okay, he did. Not pleased. Figures we gave you a generous break on Minstrel. I have
a message. Langley’s view is this: We got Minstrel. Moscow is mad as hell. Moscow
tries to discredit Minstrel by feeding London a skillful line on how Minstrel is really a
Moscow plant. That’s Langley’s view. Sorry, Sam, but on this one you’re wrong. Orlov
is telling the truth.”

“Joe, we’re not complete fools over here. We are not going to fall for some Johnny-
come-lately piece of disinformation like that, if we had some information, the source of
which we could not divulge—which we do not—it would have to predate Orlov’s
defection.”

Roth put down his coffee cup and stared at McCready open-mouthed. The distorted
language had not fooled him for a minute.

“Jesus, Sam, you do have an asset somewhere in Moscow. For Christ’s sake, come
clean!”

“Can’t,” said Sam. “And we don’t, anyway. Have someone in Moscow we haven’t told
you about.”

Strictly speaking, he was not even lying.

“Then I’m sorry, Sam, but Orlov stays. He’s good. Our view is that your man—the one
who doesn’t exist—is lying. It’s you, not us, who’s been taken for an awful ride. And
that’s official. Orlov has passed three polygraph tests, for God’s sake. That’s proof
enough.”

For answer, McCready produced a slip of paper from his breast pocket and laid it in
front of Roth. It read:

We discovered that there were some East Europeans who could defeat
the polygraph at any time. Americans are not very good at it because
we are raised to tell the truth, and when we lie, it is easy to tell we are
lying. But we find a lot of Europeans ... can handle the polygraph
without a blip. ... There is an occasional Individual who lives in that
part of the world who has spent his life lying about one thing or another
and therefore becomes so good at it that he can pass the polygraph
test.”

Roth snorted and tossed the paper back. “Some half-assed academic with no experience
of Langley,” he said.

“Actually,” said McCready mildly, “it was said by Richard Helms two years ago.”

Richard Helms had been a legendary Director of Central Intelligence. Roth looked
shaken. McCready rose.

“Joe, one thing Moscow has always longed for is to have the Brits and the Yanks
fighting like Kilkenny cats. That’s exactly what we’re heading for, and Orlov’s only been
in the country forty-eight hours. Think about it.”

In Washington, the DCI and the FBI had agreed that to see if there was truth in Orlov’s
statement about Remyants, the only way to prove it was to pick him up. The planning
took place through the day that Roth and McCready had their breakfast, and the arrest
was fixed for the same evening, when Remyants left the Aeroflot office in downtown
Washington, about five P.M. local time, long after dark in London.

The Russian emerged from the building a little after five and walked down the street,
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then cut across a pedestrian mall to where he had left his car.

The Aeroflot offices had been under surveillance, and Remyants was unaware of the
six FBI agents, all armed, who moved in behind him as he crossed the mall. The agents
intended to make the arrest as the Russian got into his car. It would be done quickly and
discreetly. No one would notice.

The mall contained a series of paths between ragged and litter-strewn lawns, and
various benches that had been intended for the good citizens of Washington to sit on
while taking the sun or eating their brown-bag lunches. The city fathers could not have
known that the small park would become a meeting place for drug pushers and their
customers to score. On one of the benches, as Remyants crossed the mall toward the
parking lot, a black man and a Cuban were negotiating a deal. Each dealer had backup
men close by.

The fight was triggered by a scream of rage from the Cuban, who rose and pulled a
knife. One of the black man’s bodyguards drew a handgun and shot him down. At least
eight others from the two gangs pulled weapons and fired at their opponents. The few
noninvolved civilians nearby screamed and scattered. The FBI agents, stunned for a
second by the suddenness of it all, reacted with their Quantico training, dropped, rolled,
and drew their guns.

Remyants took a single soft-nosed bullet in the back of the head and toppled forward.
His killer was shot at once by an FBI agent. The two gangs—the blacks and the
Cubans—scattered in different directions. The whole firefight took seven seconds and left
two men dead, one Cuban and the Russian killed in the crossfire.

The American way of doing things is very technology-dependent, and it is sometimes
criticized for this; but no one can deny the results when the technology is working at
peak.

The two dead men were removed to the nearest morgue, where the FBI took control.
The handgun used by the Cuban went for forensic analysis but offered no clues. It was an
untraceable Czech Star, probably imported from Central or South America. The Cuban’s
fingerprints gave better harvest. He was identified as Gonzalo Appio, and he was already
on file with the FBI. Cross-checking by computer speedily revealed that he was also
known to the Drug Enforcement Administration and the Metro-Dade Police Department
covering Miami.

He was known as a drug dealer and contract hit man. Earlier in his miserable life he
had been one of the Marielitos, those Cubans so generously “liberated” by Castro when
he dispatched from the port of Mariel to Florida every criminal, psychopath, pederast,
and low-life clogging up his prisons and asylums, and America was duped into taking
them.

The only thing not proved about Appio, though suspected by the FBI, was that he was
really a gunman for the DGI, Cuba’s KGB-dominated secret police. The evidence was
based on Appio’s believed involvement in the slaying of two prominent and effective
anti-Castro broadcasters who were working out of Miami.

The FBI passed the file to Langley, where it caused deep concern. It was the DDO,
Frank Wright, who went over Bailey’s head and spoke to Joe Roth in London.

“We need to know, Joe. Now, fast. If there is any substance to the British reservations
about Minstrel, we need to know. Gloves off, Joe. Lie-detector, the works. Get up there,
Joe, and find out why things keep going wrong.”

129



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

Before he left for Alconbury, Roth saw Sam McCready again. It was not a happy
meeting. He was bitter and angry.

“Sam, if you know something, really know something, you have got to come clean with
me. [’m holding you responsible if we have made a bad mistake here, because you won’t
level with us. We’ve leveled with you. Now come clean—what have you got?”

McCready stared at his friend blank-faced. He had played too much poker to give away
anything that he did not want to. He was in a dilemma. Privately, he would have liked to
tell Joe Roth about Keepsake, given him the hard evidence he needed to lose his faith in
Orlov. But Keepsake was walking a very tight wire indeed, and strand by strand that wire
was soon going to be cut away by Soviet counterintelligence, as soon as they got the bit
between their teeth, convinced they had a leak somewhere in Western Europe. He could
not, dare not, blow away Keepsake’s existence, let alone his rank and position.

“You have a problem, Joe,” he said. “Don’t blame me for it. I’ve gone as far as I can
go. I think we both agree Milton-Rice might have been a coincidence, but not both.”

“There could have been a leak over here,” said Roth, and regretted it.

“No way,” said McCready calmly. “We’d have to have known time and place for the
hit in Washington. We didn’t. It’s either Orlov setting them up by prearrangement, or it’s
on your side. You know what I think; it’s Orlov. By the by, how many on your side have
access to the Orlov product?”

“Sixteen,” said Roth.

“Jesus. You could have taken an ad in the New York Times.”

“Me, two assistants, tape-deck operators, analysts—it mounts up. The FBI knew about
the Remyants pickup, but not Milton-Rice. Sixteen would have known about both—in
time. I’'m afraid we have a loose nut—probably low level, a clerk, cryptographer,
secretary.”

“And / think you have a phony defector.”

“Whatever, [’'m going to find out.”

“Can I come?” asked Sam.

“Sorry, buddy, not this time. This is CIA business now. In-house. See you, Sam.”

Colonel Pyotr Orlov noticed the change in the people around him as soon as Roth arrived
back at Alconbury. Within minutes, the jocular familiarity had vanished. The CIA staff
within the building became withdrawn and formal. Orlov waited patiently.

When Roth took his place opposite him in the debriefing room, two aides wheeled in a
machine on a trolley. Orlov glanced at it. He had seen it before. The polygraph. His eyes
went back to Roth.

“Something wrong, Joe?” he asked quietly.

“Yes, Peter, something very wrong.”

In a few brief sentences Roth informed the Russian of the fiasco in Washington.
Something flickered in Orlov’s eyes. Fear? Guilt? The machine would find out.

Orlov made no protest as the technicians fitted the disks to his chest, wrists, and
forehead. Roth did not operate the machine—there was a technician for that—but he
knew the questions he wanted to ask.

The polygraph looks and performs something like an electrocardiograph found in any
hospital. It records heart rate, pulse, sweating—any symptom normally produced by
someone telling lies while under pressure, and the mental pressure is exercised simply by

130



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

the experience of being tested.

Roth began as always with simple questions designed to establish a response norm.
The fine pen drifted lazily over the rolling paper in gentle rises and falls. Three times
Orlov had been so tested, and three times he had produced no noticeable symptoms as of
a man lying. Roth asked him about his background, his years in the KGB, his defection—
the information he had given so far.

Then he went for the hard ones. “Are you a double agent working for the KGB?”

“No.”

The pen kept drifting slowly up and down.

“Is the information you have given so far truthful?”

“Yes.”

“Is there any last vital information you have not given us?”

Orlov was silent. Then he gripped the arms of his chair. “No.”

The fine pen swerved violently up and down several times before settling. Roth
glanced at the operator and got a nod of confirmation. He rose, crossed to the machine,
glanced at the paper, and told the operator to switch it off.

“I’m sorry, Peter, but that was a lie.”

There was silence in the room. Five people gazed at the Russian, who was looking at
the floor. Finally, he raised his eyes.

“Joe, my friend, can I speak to you? Alone? Really alone? No microphones—just you
and me?”

It was against the rules, and a risk. Roth thought it over. Why? What did this enigmatic
man who had failed the lie-detector test for the first time want to say that even security-
cleared staff were not to hear? He nodded abruptly.

When they were alone, all the technology disconnected, he said, “Well?”

The Russian gave a long, slow sigh.

“Joe, did you ever wonder at the manner of my defection? The speed? Not giving you a
chance to check with Washington?”

“Yes, I did. I asked you about it. Frankly, I was never completely satisfied with the
explanations. Why did you defect that way?”

“Because I didn’t want to end like Volkov.”

Roth sat as if he had been punched in the belly. Everyone in the “business” knew of the
disastrous Volkov case. In early September 1945, Konstantin Volkov, apparently Soviet
Vice-Consul in Istanbul, Turkey, turned up at the British Consulate-General and told an
astonished official that he was really the deputy head of the KGB in Turkey and wanted
to defect. He offered to blow away 314 Soviet agents in Turkey and 250 in Britain. Most
vital of all, he said, there were two British diplomats in the Foreign Office working for
Russia and another man high in the British Secret Intelligence Service.

The news was sent to London while Volkov returned to his consulate. In London the
matter was given to the head of the Russian Section. This agent took the necessary steps
and flew out to Istanbul. The last that was seen of Volkov was a heavily bandaged figure
being hustled aboard a Soviet transport plane bound for Moscow, where he died after
hideous torture in the Lubyanka. The British Head of the Russian Section had arrived too
late—not surprisingly, for he had informed Moscow from his London base. His name
was Kim Philby, the very Soviet spy whom Volkov’s evidence would have exposed.

“What exactly are you saying to me, Peter?”’
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“I had to come over the way I came because I knew I could trust you. You were not
high enough.”

“Not high enough for what?”

“Not high enough to be him.”

“I’'m not following you, Peter,” said Roth, though he was.

The Russian spoke slowly and clearly, as if liberating himself from a long-held burden.

“For seventeen years the KGB has had a man inside the CIA. I believe that by now he
has risen very high.”
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Chapter 4

Joe Roth lay on his cot in his bedroom in the isolated building on Alconbury field and
wondered what to do. A task that six weeks earlier had appeared fascinating and likely to
advance his career by leaps and bounds had just turned into a nightmare.

For forty years, since its creation in 1948, the CIA had had one obsessive concern: to
keep itself pure from the infiltration of a Soviet “mole.” To this end billions of dollars
had been spent in counterintelligence precautions. All staff had been checked and
checked again, given lie-detector tests, questioned, vetted, and vetted again.

And it had worked. While the British had been rocked in the early fifties by the
treachery of Philby, Burgess, and Maclean, the Agency had remained pure. The Philby
affair had rumbled on as the ousted British SIS man had eked out a living in Beirut until
his final departure to Moscow in 1963, but the Agency had remained clean.

When France was shaken by the Georges Paques affair and Britain again by George
Blake in the early sixties, the CIA stayed unpenetrated. Through all of that time, the
counterintelligence arm of the Agency, the Office of Security, had been headed by a
remarkable man, James Jesus Angleton, a lonely, secretive, and obsessive man who lived
and breathed for one thing: to keep the Agency free from Soviet infiltration.

Finally, Angleton had fallen victim to his own innate suspicions. He began to believe
that despite his efforts, there really was a mole loyal to Moscow inside the CIA. Despite
all the tests and all the vetting, he became convinced that a traitor had somehow gotten in.
His reasoning seemed to be, “If there isn’t a mole, there ought to be. So there must be; so
there is.” The hunt for the suspected “Sasha” took up more and more time and effort.

The paranoid Russian defector Golytsin, who held the KGB responsible for everything
bad on the planet, agreed.

This was music to Angleton’s ears. The hunt for Sasha was stepped up. Rumor began
that his name started with K. Officers whose name started with K found their lives being
pulled apart. One resigned in disgust; others were dismissed because they could not prove
their innocence—a prudent move, perhaps, but not very good for morale, which slumped.
For ten more years, from 1964 to 1974, the hunt went on. Finally, Director William
Colby had had enough. He eased Angleton into retirement.

The Office of Security passed into other hands. Its duties to keep the Agency free of
Soviet penetration continued, but at a lower and less aggressive tenor.

Ironically, the British, having gotten rid of their older-generation ideological traitors,
suffered no more spy scandals from within their intelligence community. Then the
pendulum seemed to swing. America, so free of traitors since the late forties, suddenly
produced a rash of them—not ideologues, but wretches prepared to betray their country
for money. Boyce, Lee, Harper, Walker, and finally Howard had been inside the CIA and
betrayed American agents working in their native Russia. Denounced by Urchenko
before his bizarre redefection, Howard had managed to slip away to Moscow before he
could be arrested. The affairs of Howard’s treachery and Urchenko’s redefection, both
the previous year, had left the Agency with a very red face.

133



Frederick Forsyth — The Deceiver

But all this was as nothing compared with the potential effect of Orlov’s claim. If it
was true, the manhunt alone could tear the Agency apart. If it was true, the damage
assessment would take years—the realignment of thousands of agents, codes, foreign
networks, and alliances would last for a decade and cost millions. The reputation of the
Agency would be badly damaged for years to come.

The question that raged through Roth’s mind as he tossed the night away was, “Who
the hell can I go to?”

Just before dawn, he made up his mind, rose, dressed, and packed a suitcase. Before
leaving he looked in on Orlov, who was sound asleep, and said to Kroll, “Look after him
for me. No one enters, no one leaves. That man has just become incredibly valuable.”

Kroll did not understand why, but he nodded. He was a man who followed orders and
never questioned why.

Roth drove to London, avoided the embassy, went to his apartment, and took a passport
in a name other than his own. He secured one of the last seats on a private British carrier
to Boston and connected at Logan Airport into Washington National. Even with the five-
hour time saving, it was dusk when he drove a rented car into Georgetown, parked, and
walked down K Street to the far end, close to the campus of Georgetown University.

The house he sought was a fine building of red brick, distinguished from others near it
only by extensive security systems that scanned the street and all approaches to it. He was
intercepted as he crossed the road toward the portico, and he flashed his CIA pass. At the
door he asked to see the man he had come for, was told he was at dinner, and asked that a
message be passed. Minutes later, he was admitted and shown into a paneled library
redolent of leather-bound books and a hint of cigar. He sat and waited. Then the door
opened, and the Director of Central Intelligence entered.

Though he was not accustomed to receiving youthful and relatively junior CIA staffers
at his home, except on a summons, he seated himself in a leather club chair, gestured
Roth to sit opposite him, and quietly asked for the meaning of the visit. Carefully, Roth
told him.

The DCI was over seventy, an unusual age for the post, but he was an unusual man. He
had served with the OSS in World War II running agents into Nazi-occupied France and
the Low Countries. After the war, with the OSS disbanded, he had returned to private
life, taking over a small factory from his father and building it to a huge conglomerate.
When the CIA had been formed to succeed the OSS, he had been offered a chance to join
by the first Director, Allen Dulles, but had declined.

Years later, a wealthy man and a major contributor to the Republican party, he had
noticed and attached himself to a rising ex-actor who was running for the governorship of
California. When Ronald Reagan won the White House, he had asked his trusted friend to
take over the CIA.

The DCI was a Catholic, long widowed, and a strict moral puritan, and he was known
in the corridors of Langley as a tough old bastard. He rewarded talent and intelligence,
but his passion was loyalty. He had known good friends go to the torture chambers of the
Gestapo because they had been betrayed, and betrayal was the one thing he would not
tolerate under any circumstances. For traitors, he had only a visceral loathing. For them,
in the mind of the DCI, there could be no mercy.

He listened carefully to Roth’s narration, staring at the gas log fire where no flame
burned on such a warm night. He gave no sign of what he felt, save a tightening of the
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muscles around the dewlapped jaw.

“You came straight here?” he asked when Roth finished. “You spoke to no one else?”

Roth explained how he had come, like a thief in the night into his own country, on a
false passport, by a circuitous route. The old man nodded; he had once slipped into
Hitler’s Europe like that. He rose and went to fill a tumbler from the brandy decanter on
the antique side-table, pausing to tap Roth reassuringly on the shoulder.

“You did well, my boy,” he said. He offered brandy to Roth, who shook his head.
“Seventeen years, you say?”

“According to Orlov. All my own superior officers, right up to Frank Wright, have
been with the Agency that long. I didn’t know who else to come to.”

“No, of course not.”

The DCI returned to his chair and sat lost in thought. Roth did not interrupt.

Finally the old man said, “It has to be the Office of Security. But not the Chief. No
doubt he’s totally loyal, but he’s a twenty-five-year man. I’ll send him on vacation.
There’s a very bright young man who works as his deputy. Ex-lawyer. I doubt if he’s
been with us more than fifteen.”

The DCI summoned an aide and caused several phone calls to be made. It was
confirmed the deputy Head of the Office of Security was forty-one and had joined the
Agency from law school fifteen years earlier. He was summoned from his home in
Alexandria. His name was Max Kellogg.

“Just as well he never worked under Angleton,” said the DCI. “His name begins with

Max Kellogg, flustered and apprehensive, arrived just after midnight. He had been
about to go to bed when the call came, and he was stunned to hear the DCI himself on the
line.

“Tell him,” said the DCI. Roth repeated his story.

The lawyer took it all in without blinking, missed nothing, asked two supplementary
questions, took no notes. Finally he asked the DCI: “Why me, sir? Harry’s in town?”

“You’ve only been with us fifteen years,” said the DCI.

“Ah.”

“I have decided to keep Orlov—Minstrel, whatever we call him—at Alconbury,” said
the DCI. “He’s probably as safe there, even safer, than back over here. Stall the British,
Joe. Tell them Minstrel has just come up with more information of only U.S. interest.
Tell them their access will be resumed as soon as we’ve checked it out.

“You’ll fly in the morning”—he checked his watch—*“this morning by designated
flight straight to Alconbury. No holds barred now. Too late for that. The stakes are too
high. Orlov will understand. Take him apart. I want it all. I want to know two things, fast.
Is it true, and if so, who?

“As of now, you two work for me—only for me. Report direct. No cut-outs. No
questions. Refer them to me. I’ll handle things at this end.”

The light of combat was in the old man’s eyes again.

Roth and Kellogg tried to get some sleep on the Grumman from Andrews back to
Alconbury. They were still ragged and tired when they arrived. The west-east crossing is
always the worst. Fortunately, both men avoided alcohol and drank only water. They
hardly paused to wash and brush up before going to Colonel Orlov’s room.
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As they entered Roth heard the familiar tones of Art Garfunkel coming from the tape
deck.

Appropriate, thought Roth grimly. We have come to talk with you again. But this time
there will be no sounds of silence.

But Orlov was cooperation itself. He seemed resigned to the fact that he had now
divulged the last piece of his precious “insurance.” The price of the bride had been
offered in full. The only question was whether it would be acceptable to the suitors.

“I never knew his name,” he said in the debriefing room. Kellogg had 