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To my son David 
and his pretty wife, Pauline


The final lesson of the Cuban missile crisis is the importance of placing ourselves in the other country’s shoes. During the crisis President Kennedy spent more time trying to determine the effect of a particular course of action on Khrushchev or the Russians than on any other phase of what he was doing.

– FROM 13 Days, BY ROBERT F. KENNEDY

… you will have noticed that I have not mentioned Berlin at all. That place is no more than a geographical definition to me … pure theater that may be safely left to the Russians.

– RADIO MESSAGE FROM GENERAL EISENHOWER TO FIELD MARSHAL MONTGOMERY, MARCH 31, 1945

The forces of peace and progress now have a visibly increased preponderance and may be in a position to lay down the direction of international politics.

– ANDREI GROMYKO, FOREIGN MINISTER OF THE SOVIET UNION, IN Kommunist, SEPTEMBER 1975

War does not have a rational beginning, and we must be aware that the Soviet Union is developing forces to win.

– U.S. AIR FORCE GENERAL GEORGE S. BROWN, CHAIRMAN OF THE JOINT CHIEFS OF STAFF, FEBRUARY 1976


		U.S. 	U.S.S.R.

	Armed forces	2,084,350	4,412,000

	Tanks	10,000	42,000

	Strategic missiles	1,710	2,378

	Mega tonnage	4,000	10,000

	Strategic aircraft	463	135

	Tactical aircraft	8,500	6,100

	Major combat ships	182	226

	Aircraft carriers	14	1

	Missile submarines	41	73

	Attack submarines	73	253



– Newsweek, March 1, 1976


CHAPTER ONE

There was a threat of rain from the heavy clouds lying still and ominous on the other side of the river, but the forecast had said the rain would hold off until mid-evening.

They had watched him hurry down the narrow steps and open the door of the black 1970 Buick, and they had followed, two cars behind, as he passed the Veterans Administration Building, heading due east. They had lost him at the lights near the Pension Building but picked him up again on Indiana Avenue. Then Pennsylvania Avenue, Fourteenth Street and U.S. 1 to the other side of the Potomac.

The man in the Buick was taking things very steadily, but the heavy Friday-night traffic gave them good enough cover. By the time they turned off at Twentieth Street the flow of vehicles was thinning out, but as they hit the Arlington Ridge Road a military convoy broke up the traffic flow. On Mount Vernon Avenue the black Buick pulled into the parking lot of a diner. They were just short of Hume.

Murphy took the station wagon down to the next intersection, drove around the block and went back up the highway. He pulled into the diner area and parked in the second row of cars, directly behind the Buick.

They sat there smoking and waiting, and it was almost twenty minutes before he came out. He was with another man, and the two of them strolled across the parking lot talking and laughing. The other man was Ustenko from the Soviet Embassy. Ostensibly assistant press officer, actually a captain in the KGB.

As they stood there talking, a man trotted out of the diner, heading in their direction. He was wearing a white apron, and a paper fluttered in his hand. He pointed at the paper, talking to Ustenko, who laughed and took out his wallet and gave him a bill. Then, as the man in the apron turned to go, the man from the Buick suddenly put both hands to his chest. His face was distorted as if he were in pain. His legs gave, and he fell forward, his hands still clutching his chest as he lay on his side. One leg slowly bent up to his chest, straightened again, and then he was still.

The man at the wheel stubbed out his cigarette.

‘What d’you make of that?’

‘Could be a knife wound, or a heart attack. You wanna go and look?’

‘No. Let’s see what happens. You recognized Ustenko?’

‘Sure, look – the little guy in the apron’s heading back for the diner. Probably going to phone for an ambulance.’

‘Is Ustenko off limits over here?’

‘You betcha.’

As they watched, Ustenko bent down and touched the man on the ground. Then he stood up, looked around slowly and carefully and walked to the black Buick. He tried to open the trunk, but it was locked. He hesitated for a moment, then walked quickly down the line of parked cars to a white Volkswagen. They heard the engine start up and then the car swept past them in the darkness, turning left as it got to the road.

Only minutes later they heard the siren and saw the flashing light of the ambulance as it turned into the parking lot. The man in the apron ran out waving as the ambulance stopped alongside the prone figure on the tarmac. A doctor in a white coverall jumped down, stethoscope swinging, and they saw him bend down over the man on the ground.

‘Let’s see what he’s got to say.’

‘You go, Murphy, I’ll keep watch here. You never know, there may be others we haven’t seen yet.’

Murphy had strolled over to the little group, and as he got there the doctor stood up and looked at the man from the diner.

‘He’s dead.’

Murphy held out his card. ‘Murphy, doc, CIA. What was the cause of death?’

The young doctor stared as if hypnotized at the ID card, aware of the lines of text and ‘CIA’ in large yellow letters overlaying the print. His head came back up to look at Murphy’s face. ‘It’s not possible to say. Looks like a cardiac arrest, but there’ll have to be a postmortem.’ He turned to the man in the apron. ‘Did you see it happen?’

‘Sure – he put his hands like this on his chest and fell down.’

‘What’s your name, mister?’ Murphy looked amiable enough, but customers who die on the premises are no good for any restaurant and the little man said, ‘It’s nothing to do with me, I just run the diner.’

‘What’s your name?’

‘Busoni, Emilio Busoni.’

‘What did this guy eat?’

‘He eat nothing, Just a coffee. His friend eat a— Say where is his friend?’

‘He’s gone, Mr Busoni, don’t worry about him. Did they sit at a table or at the counter?’

‘They just stood. Drinking coffee, and the other guy had a beef sandwich special.’

‘Anything pass between them, papers, a package, anything like that?’

‘I don’t think so. But I can’t be sure.’ He shrugged. ‘I don’t watch the customers, I’m too busy, mister.’

Murphy turned to the doctor. ‘Where will you take him now?’

‘He’ll have to go to the morgue in Arlington. That’s regulations.’

‘OK. I’ll travel with him. We’ll want an autopsy.’

Murphy strolled back to the station wagon, and Peters rolled down the window.

‘He’s dead. Looks like a heart attack. I’ll go back in the meat wagon and you take over the Buick. Get the lab boys on it and don’t let anybody else near it. See you back at Langley in about a couple of hours.’

The sign on the desk said ‘J. Shapiro’ and the man behind it was leaning forward, rocking slowly and gently as he looked at the two men on the other side.

‘I don’t see the point, Murphy. The lab has been over the car. You’ve seen their report. There’s a special report on the contents of the trunk and you’ve seen that too. Zilch. And the postmortem confirms that the kid died from natural causes.’

The thick gray eyebrows went up in interrogation and the mouth was pursed to emphasize that his time was being wasted.

‘There must be some explanation, Joe.’

‘Of course there is. There’s an explanation for everything. But this particular explanation doesn’t concern you and me. You’ve got a coupla dozen tapes covering a day’s broadcasts from three or four radio stations. You’ve got a bundle of newspapers from around the country. So what? Forensic has been over them with microscopes, magic potions, infrared, quartz and Christ knows what. Ciphers has been over everything for codes. National Security has had a go at them, and the conclusions are the same. Just some tapes and some newspapers. Nothing more. The chief printer at each newspaper has checked ’em. The radio companies have checked the tapes. They’ve even checked the recordings against the record tapes they hold for the FCC. Identical except for the actual tape base used. So what d’you want?’ He looked from one to the other, his face portraying sweet reasonableness but his shoulders indicating impatience.

Murphy wasn’t ready to give up yet, despite the signs of irritation.

‘What was on the tapes?’

‘Like I said, a whole day’s programming. News, music – all the usual crap. Listen to them yourself.’

‘And the stations?’

‘WABC New York, KNX Los Angeles, WRC Washington and KMOX St Louis.’

‘And the newspapers?’

‘Here’s the list. Read it yourself.’ Shapiro pushed across a single sheet of paper, and Murphy read it carefully. The list said:


Abilene Reporter

Seattle Post-Intelligencer

Chicago Tribune

Calgary Herald

Edmonton Journal

Austin Citizen

Los Angeles Times

Burlington Free Press

New York Times

Christian Science Monitor



Murphy shifted uncomfortably in his chair. ‘Maybe we should strip the kid’s room down to the bone.’

‘Oh for God’s sake, Murphy. There was nothing there.’

Shapiro shuffled through the papers and held one up, reading it carefully. Then he shook his head. ‘A few clothes, a Jap radio set – the technical boys checked it and it hasn’t been modified, not even repaired. Sells for ten-fifty all over the country. Half a dozen soft-porn photographs. Ninety dollars fourteen cents in cash. A plastic kit, half finished, of a 747. That’s it.’ He let the paper drop to his desk to mark its unimportance.

‘Maybe just a couple of weeks, Joe. It’s just a hunch.’

Shapiro shook his head. ‘No way. We’ve got too much to do that’s for real. Let’s not waste time.’ And he stood up to end the interview.

Peters was the diplomat. ‘Maybe we could look through the reports in our own time, Joe.’ Shapiro smiled as he came around his desk. OK. You’re entitled. Anyway, it gave us an excuse to chuck out Ustenko. They didn’t like that.’

While he was talking he had leaned forward with his arms on the wooden lectern, and his face turned slightly sideways to avoid a shaft of late-afternoon sunlight that swept over the tiers of students to illuminate the far side of the blackboard. Now that he had finished he stood up, shading his eyes with his hand as he waited for their questions.

He was a handsome man, in his early fifties, and his optional general-psychiatry lectures tended to pull a preponderance of female students. There was one girl who had been coming for two months and always asked a question. He’d checked and found that she was a third-year engineering student, but her questions showed that she was capable of making penetrating judgments that always held a tinge of criticism to cover her apparent devotion. She had waited on this occasion, so that her question was the second.

‘Does Professor Levin see a conflict between the reflexology of Pavlov and the views of Vygotski?’

He put his hands casually on his hips and smiled in her general direction. ‘There have always been conflicts of theory in all sciences, but in the example you give there is least conflict of all. Vygotski established the “cultural-historical” view. It was this ability to stand back from contemporary research and assess the future effects of current thinking that made Lenin’s Philosophical Notebooks so important in influencing the early Five-Year Plans.’

There had been the usual questions on Belinsky and Dobrojubov and then he had escaped. There was a bundle of mail in his locker, and a couple of phonograph records that he had requested from the university record library. He had waited almost three months for the new Ashkenazy, and the Scott Joplin LP was an open sign of privilege.

He walked slowly to the canteen and joined the line. It was fifteen minutes before he sat down at one of the long tables. As he spooned out the yoghurt he read his mail. There were invitations to seminars at Göttingen and Cornell Universities in the autumn, three scientific journals that he subscribed to, an appointment with a doctor he had never heard of for a health checkup, and a letter from his opposite number, the head of the psychology faculty at Moscow University.

The final envelope was obviously feminine. Pale lilac, and faintly perfumed as he tore it open. But the letter inside was brief and official. He would attend another meeting in three days’ time. It came from the State Committee for Coordination of Scientific Research Work of the Council of Ministers of the U.S.S.R. The address was 11 Gorky Street, Moscow. That was the address he had had to go to for the interviews.

With subconscious caution he looked up from the pile of letters and checked to see if anyone was observing him. But nobody was even looking his way. They had said that the next interview would be the last.

No sound, no music, had ever affected him like this before, and he had almost forgotten for those minutes the purpose of his visit.

Across to the right was the orchestra, and the smiling conductor who faced the audience. A mass of shouting, whistling, applauding young people. And as the cheering grew louder the conductor turned again to face the orchestra, and, as his arms lifted, the fantastic music started again. The first time he had listened carelessly as the strings fought their battle with the tympani, mounting in scale and crescendo until the cymbal clash. Then it started, the soft magnificent melody that made him think of tsars on white horses slow-marching along the Nevsky Prospekt with the Imperial Cavalry spread out behind. And the voices as the crowd sang, the words confused against the orchestra; they sang as if it were a national anthem, and even in ignorance he was moved.

And now they sang it again, louder and clearer this time, the orchestra subdued; and he could just make out the words ‘… mother of the free, God who made thee mighty make thee mightier yet …’

He lifted the glasses and focused them on the girl. She was beautiful, there was no doubt about that, but in that sea of open mouths hers were closed. She didn’t sing. And he could see the sparkle of tears that ran down her cheeks, and as he watched she brushed the back of her hand across her full soft mouth.

As the cheers seemed to shake the hall he looked across at Yerin, who was leaning forward with his elbows on the edge of the box. Yerin’s face was impassive, and if he was affected by the music, or the response of the audience, he didn’t show it.

It was the last night of the Proms, and they sat through to the end before he and the other embassy guests gathered up their things and walked down to the cars that were already waiting for them at the entrance to the Albert Hall.

Yerin suggested that the two of them walk. It was not far to the embassy in the private, tree-lined road alongside Hyde Park, and it was Yerin who broke the silence.

‘What do you think?’

‘The girl, you mean?’

‘Of course.’

‘She’s very beautiful. How long has she been a member?’

‘Two years, maybe a little more. Haven’t you seen the dossier?’

‘Yes. I saw it in Moscow, but I don’t remember all the details.’ He smiled at Yerin. ‘We’ve been busy on other things, you know.’

Yerin nodded, without returning the smile. ‘How long has this operation been going on?’

‘Just over a month.’

‘And they feel it is useful?’

‘The orders were direct from the Presidium, comrade.’

And they lapsed into silence as they approached the police sergeant, who nodded to them as they passed.

Ivan Slanski sat in the elegant room at the embassy, a decanter of whisky and a glass on the small circular table alongside his chair. the red-covered dossier closed on his lap.

He had only two days to make up his mind about the girl. Levin had picked her out himself from the photographs, and he could well understand why. Even in black and white her face was startlingly beautiful. The calm high brow, the fine eyebrows that emphasized the heavy-lidded eyes, the finely chiseled nose, and the big mouth with the heavy indentation on the upper lip, all contributed to a sensuality that was diluted only by the humanity of the dimples that touched the fine smile-lines that bracketed her lips.

There was a photograph of the girl in a bikini, the long black hair in strands across her cheeks so that you could see the line of her slender neck as it swept to the square shoulders, where the shadow from her collarbones led the eye to the full breasts that seemed too heavy for the straining white halter to contain. The firm curved belly, the rounded hips that flowed into the long shapely legs, and the narrow white briefs that barely captured her sex.

He had heard the tape of her talk on ‘The Organization of Fine Gail and Fianna Fail and their effect on the Trade Unions in the Republic of Ireland’. If you ignored the words it was undoubtedly a bedroom voice, a brown-eyed voice that would touch hearts and loins even when it was meant to touch minds.

Clodagh Maria Kevan could have been Italian or Spanish if it were not for her name, and the history of Ireland gives evidence enough to explain those Irish men and women whose beauty and bearing still bespeak those shipwrecked genes that once foundered on her western coast. At twenty-four, the girl’s turbulent spirit had found a haven in the Communist Party. And this was the thing that prejudiced Slanski against her.

There are a hundred reasons why people join the Communist parties in Europe, and the reasons range from cold calm analysis to neurotic emotion. And the recruits of emotion are themselves full of conflicting motivations. There are the old warhorses of the Communist-oriented signposts: the Spanish Civil War, the Sword of Stalingrad, the twenty million Russian dead of World War II, ‘Lara’s Theme’ from Zhivago, Olga Korbut, Moscow Dynamo, Tchaikovsky’s Piano Concerto in B Flat Major, and unrequited love.

Weaving a thread through many of the symptoms is one peculiar skein. The lifeline of the law-abiding in revolt. A man or woman whose life is largely law-abiding sometimes experiences the sharp edge of authority. An injustice from police or law court, school or employer, commerce or church can fan frustration into flaming hate for those who were previously respected the most. A lust to strike back can easily be assuaged inside a political party whose express purpose is to destroy those very institutions. Like the desperate pointing finger of the suicide note, the clandestine member of the party can find relief with like-minded souls and when the day of the revolution dawns, who will be the masters then?

It is much easier to love a country that is two thousand miles away, and that asks nothing but your faith. The rationalizations are easy, and if you can’t think of them others can.

The dialectic of emotion is as potent as the dialectic of materialism.

Clodagh Kevan had been brought up in one of those rambling mansions that litter County Kerry and County Cork. But that life had ended when she was twelve, the day they had brought home her father’s body, on the rough lath gate, still in its mudstained hunting jacket. His head askew and one hand trailing on the stairs as they staggered upstairs to his bedroom.

Then there were the years with her mother in the two big rooms on the top floor of the Georgian house in Dublin owned by her mother’s brother. She had witnessed daily the deterioration of the pretty woman who played the part of a poverty-stricken Zelda Fitzgerald. There was little pretense, and the young girl saw the indifference of the men who supplied the whisky and left the crumpled notes on the mantelpiece. Long afterward she had seen their pictures and their names in the newspapers. Lawyers now, and artists, minister of this and that, poets and shopkeepers, politicians and company directors. Two or three had had the courage to attend her mother’s funeral. By then the girl was at university, paid for by her uncle.

It was at the end of her second year that she had first slept with a man. He was a lecturer in the history faculty and both parties had deemed it an excellent arrangement. There had been some affection and enjoyment in the liaison, and although it wasn’t in the contract, she was assured of her degree. And she had learned the power she commanded with her pretty face and exciting body. From time to time she used that power, sometimes with affection, never with love.

She had joined the Communist Party during a postgraduate year at the London School of Economics, and the local officials in Croydon had recognized immediately the value of her education and intelligence. She had attended only one open meeting. An old hand had given a hearts-and-flowers explanation of the Soviet reasoning behind the Helsinki détente conference, and at question time the pretty girl had ripped his analysis apart in a diatribe that quoted Presidium pronouncements and demonstrated an appreciation of Soviet policy over the previous five years. The case she made for détente was established with a chain of logical syllogisms that were irrefutable. There was silence as she sat down, because most members present couldn’t make out whether she was for it or against it. But one man knew, and he was not going to let this sharp talent be compromised by carrying a membership card.

Clodagh Kevan had been invited to sit in on meetings at the stately home in Buckinghamshire where policy was discussed for hours on end. She argued with icy logic the case for the Soviet Union’s withdrawing from the United Nations. The visitor from Moscow had smiled and asked her to make the case against withdrawal. And she had done just that.

But party life was not all meetings and policy discussions, and the girl was a bit too much of a good thing. The breathtaking beauty was enough, or just the dialectic, but the two together made for a richer diet than even the enthusiasts could digest, and the girl had slowly turned to other interests.

Slanski was worried about the twelve-year-old bit. There was going to be a payoff sometime for that period of parental indifference. And there was the strange attitude to sex. In no way could she be classified as promiscuous, but there was a readiness to make herself sexually available as a reward for compliance. There was the report of the comrade from King Street who had been working with her one evening on a report in the ‘safe’ house in Kensington. By midnight he had had enough of the tables and charts illustrating comparative earning power and suggested that they complete the report the next day. When her words had failed to persuade him to finish the work she had calmly offered to satisfy him sexually. And there was the man named Jephcott, a party member of only six months, who worked for the Ministry of Defence and was besotted with the girl. He brought her highly classified documents the way a dog brings a bone. He constantly proposed marriage and was insatiable in their brief sexual encounters.

However, bearing in mind the role they had in mind for her, even the negative factors could be advantageous. He would have to decide after the interview.
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