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But this long run is a misleading guide to current affairs. In the long run we are all dead.

by John Maynard Keynes, A Tract on Monetary Reform, Chapter 3




CHAPTER 1
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The coffin was a roughly-made structure of chipboard and in places the rough splinters had been left untrimmed. The lid was resting against the coffin which was suspended on a couple of carpenter’s trestles. The taller of the two men took several photographs of the body in the coffin. There was no lining or support for the body and there had been no attempt to mitigate the swollen lips and the lividity around the throat. With a few more general shots of the garage, the man wound back the film in the Leica M6, released the base-plate, eased out the film cassette and handed it to the other man.

‘It’s Fujicolor 200. Needs E6 processing.’

The other man nodded and slid the cassette into his jacket pocket.

They travelled in the back of the van with the coffin and when it stopped by the open grave near a clump of silver birches they got out and watched as the workmen lowered the coffin with two ropes into the open grave. When the spoil from the digging had been shovelled into the grave they waited until it had been smoothed into shape. A man who had stood separately, watching the burial, handed a form to the taller man and showed him where he should sign the burial certificate. The name of the deceased was given as Kemal Cadesi and his occupation as ‘Turkischer Gastarbeiter.’

The two men walked together to the gravel path that led to the road in one direction and in the other to a small church. The tall man took the path to the road leaving the other man standing as if waiting for someone. As he looked up at the lowering clouds he shivered, but it was quite mild for October in Berlin.

He had been sent from London to witness the burial because he had once worked with Charlie Foster who had gone down on the local records as a Turkish guest-worker, the Germans’ rather coy designation of their foreign refugees. The name he had been given had been taken out of a guide-book and was the name of a street in Istanbul.

As it began to rain he turned up his coat collar and headed for the road. The SIS car should be there by now. He hoped that the photographs that his opposite number in the BND, the German equivalent of SIS, had taken would be acceptable. He’d have a night on the town with Malins and take the early morning flight the next day to London. He wondered what Charlie Foster had done to deserve ending up in an anonymous grave in a clapped-out cemetery in Berlin. He hadn’t seen him in the last two or three years.


CHAPTER 2
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As Mason sorted out his change for the taxi fare the cab-driver pointed at the building behind them. ‘Looks like one of them Odeons they built in the thirties’. As Mason handed over the fare and a tip he smiled. ‘Don’t let ’em hear you say that or you’ll end in the nick.’ The driver laughed and drove off. The building they were talking about was the new headquarters of M16, or SIS as its inmates preferred. They still referred to it themselves as ‘The Firm’.

At reception Mason asked where he could get hold of Millar. The clerk reached for his log-book and opened it at the notes for the day.

‘Millar, Millar … ah yes … you’ll find him at the French Embassy, a cocktail party, standing in for the Director-General.’ He looked up at Mason. ‘OK?’

Mason nodded and walked back to the street. It was beginning to rain and taxis were scarce. Several ignored his waves but finally one stopped and he asked for the French Embassy.

Inside the embassy the first person he saw was Millar’s wife, a Frenchwoman, amiable and vivacious. She cleared him through the flunkeys and through the double doors that led to the main rooms. The place was crowded and for a few moments Mason stood by a dais that was occupied by a five-piece group led by a good pianist playing a lush ‘stride’ version of ‘My very good friend, the milkman’. As he cast around he finally spotted Millar and edged his way over to him. When he arrived Millar looked at him sharply.

‘What the hell are you doing here?’

‘I thought I’d better put you in the picture as soon as possible.’

Millar looked around. ‘Let’s go into the annexe. Follow me and don’t talk until I say so.’

Millar obviously knew his way around the embassy and they finally ended up in a conservatory lit only by candles.

‘OK,’ Millar said, ‘What’s going on? Where’s Loomis?’

Mason took a deep breath. ‘He’d changed his mind. Said he wasn’t going to co-operate. While we were arguing another guy came in and started threatening me with a knife and Loomis drew a gun. Smith and Wesson .38. I saw the cylinder start to turn so I shot him.’

‘Where is he now?’

‘He’s still there. So is the other guy.’

‘He’ll go straight to the media and they’ll raise hell on the whole bloody thing.’

‘He won’t. He’s dead, Millar. So’s the other guy.’

‘You mean you killed him – them?’

‘Yeah.’

‘But surely there was something else you could have done?’

Mason’s face flushed with anger. ‘Yeah there was. I could have let Loomis kill me. I decided against it.’

‘And the other fellow?’

‘He cut me with the knife before I put him down.’

‘And you left both bodies?’

‘Yes.’

‘D’you contact the police?’

‘No. Of course not. There’s no connection to us.’

‘This means that the whole operation is down the pan.’

‘Fraid so. Somebody talked and somebody got to Loomis and persuaded him to change his mind.’

‘Have you had any other contacts since you left the cottage?’

‘Only my doctor.’

‘Why your doctor?’

‘To patch up the cut I got.’

Millar half turned away, lips pursed and frowning. ‘The D-G won’t be best pleased about this.’ He paused, eyebrows raised. ‘Are you sure it couldn’t have been settled some other way?’

Mason put his clenched fists into his jacket pockets and for a few moments he was silent as he stared at Millar’s face. Then he said, ‘I’m taking a couple of weeks’ leave. Amsterdam and then Berlin. I’ll leave my contacts at HQ before I leave.’

Millar nodded and looked over Mason’s shoulder. ‘So be it. I’d better get back in and do the rounds.’

As Mason walked in the rain towards Hyde Park Corner he cursed Millar with every obscenity he could lay his tongue on, primitive words used adjectivally, adverbially and straight. Repetitious and ineffective they did nothing to ease his inner anger. So the D-G wouldn’t be best pleased. Too fucking bad. But his anger was against Millar who hadn’t even cared enough to ask about his cut. A ten-inch-long cut that ran across the hip-bone that he had turned to his attacker to stop the knife plunging into his belly. He would put in a chit for a complete new suit. An Armani special. Medical bill, sick-leave and every other bloody-minded item he could contrive. He remembered something from his training course a long way back. It was Macleod who said it. ‘You aren’t a professional, Jimmy lad, until you learn that they’re all shits. Everyone of ’em who sits behind those bloody desks.’ And Macleod was right.

He decided he would draw some money from the Barclay’s cash point at Gatwick. He wouldn’t even go back to the flat, he’d stay with Candy in Amsterdam and then move on to Berlin for a couple of days.

By the time he was on the plane he had cooled down and his thoughts were back at the cottage on the Romney Marshes and one dead body at the top of the stairs and the other half-way down. He had put the gun in a locker at the airport and had no regrets about killing them. It was Millar who had set it up and he’d made a bodge of it. He’d put his silver dollar on the wrong man. People like Millar, sitting behind a desk, saw it all as a chess-game, a programme of logical moves. But it wasn’t a chess-game it was more like a mixture of Australian rules football and kick-boxing. And the only rule was – don’t trust anyone.

He leaned back in his seat, closed his eyes and slept until the pilot was saying his piece about the ground temperature at Schiphol.


CHAPTER 3
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Sir Peter Crombie was a man for traditional breakfasts and The Times and his mail had to wait until he got to the toast and Robertson’s Golden Shred. A throwback to nursery days. He used a miniature dirk to slit open the envelopes and left the large A4 envelope to last. But he took out the contents of that one first. A couple of pages stapled together.

He read it slowly and said, ‘Shit’, as he finished the last page. He apologised for the expletive without looking up. His wife, Lady Diana, merely raised her eyebrows. She had been raised in a family of rugby-playing brothers and took such stuff in her stride. Finally he reached for the envelope. There was no stamp and no postmark. It must have been delivered personally.

He grunted with the effort as he reached for the small trolley that held the two phones. A black one and a red one. The red one had no dialling facility and that was the one he used.

‘Put me through to Harding will you.’

There were a few moments of clicking and then, ‘Harding, sir.’

‘Are you at the office?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Come round to my place as soon as you can.’

‘Right, sir.’

Sir Peter Crombie had been Director-General of SIS for almost six years. He came with no previous experience of intelligence work but he was patently loyal and patriotic and was appointed, as an experienced Staff officer, to tame and reorganise the wilder elements of MI6. He came to admire the loose cannons who risked their lives and ruined their private lives to keep an ungrateful nation safe and secure. He never pried too deeply so long as the next layer down kept him reasonably informed. The definition of what was reasonable was to be their responsibility. His frequently repeated guideline was simple and to the point. ‘Let me know before the shit hits the fan.’

Sir Peter came from a military family and the army life came naturally with his genes. Some of his senior staff saw him as a bit over the top with his unabashed patriotism. It had been said that when the National Anthem was played at international soccer matches he watched the TV screen to see which members of the England team actually sang the words. A strong contrast, he felt, to the England rugby players who all sang the words. They might be a bit behind or ahead of the band but they sang lustily. And, of course, loyally. Loyalty was the prime virtue in Sir Peter’s beatitudes.

He took Harding into his small study and waved to an easy chair. ‘Make yourself comfortable,’ he said. And holding out the contents of the A4 envelope, he said, ‘Read that.’

Harding turned the pages slowly and then read them again. When he looked at his boss he said, ‘Where did you get this?’

‘It was stuffed in my letter-box. The envelope’s over there. No stamp. No postmark.’ He paused. ‘Any ideas?’

‘It looks like extracts from some Stasi documents.’ He shrugged. ‘Is that all?’ He paused and when Sir Peter didn’t respond he went on. ‘But there’s no demand for money or a threat of exposing the stuff to the media.’

‘Are you surprised at what it says?’

Harding shrugged. ‘Nothing that politicians get up to surprises me any more.’

‘So what are you going to do about it?’

‘Me, sir. Why me?’ said Harding, his indignation making his voice a little shrill.

‘A Stasi document. German. You’re head of the German desk. Who else?’ When Harding remained silent, Sir Peter smiled and shrugged. ‘OK. Right now it’s my baby. I’ll have to show it to the Foreign Secretary and I’m sure he’ll discuss it with the PM.’ He paused. ‘But before that I want you to check what we’ve got on our files about this wretched man Boyce-Williams. How long do you need?’

‘A couple of hours.’

‘OK. See me in my office as soon as you can.’

Harding pushed a single page of notes across Sir Peter’s desk, who ignored it and said, ‘Tell me.’

‘Nothing, sir. Police reports of kerb-crawling in Kings Cross area and Paddington. Young girls picked up. Frequent visits to clubs in Soho. That’s about it. He gets about a lot as Party Chairman, so it’s impossible to cover him all the time. There have been unofficial complaints by young females at Central Office of sexual pressures but nobody was willing to lay a charge. There have been a couple of hints of this in Private Eye. All the rendezvous in the thing you’ve got are so general that they’re not likely to be considered suspicious. And we’ve got very little on Stasi contacts in this country. We concentrate on the KGB bodies.’

The D-G nodded. ‘No need for me to warn you to say nothing to anyone about this matter. I’ve arranged to see the Foreign Secretary tomorrow. He’ll want to consult the PM. Could take two or three days.’

‘There’s another thing I think you need to point out to them.’

‘What’s that?’

‘We may not be the only people who were sent this stuff. If they try to ignore it or sweep it under the carpet it would be very damaging if the story ran in the media.’

‘A good point. I’ll bear it in mind. There’s just one thing I’d like you to bend that devious mind of yours to in the meantime.’

‘What’s that?’

‘What’s the motive for all this? What does the instigator expect to get out of it?’

‘I’ll think about it, sir.’

When Harding had left, Crombie opened the top left-hand drawer of his desk and took out the document, placing it on his blotter and reading it again.

Subject: 904 Stasi P file. Extracts.

Richard Henry Boyce-Williams. Born 2 Jan 40.

Status: Chairman Conservative Party (see notes on function of Chairman of C.P.) Subject only son of Sir Arthur Langan Boyce-Williams. Educ. Winchester School, Magdalen College, Oxford Univ. Read Politics and Economics. (2.2). Trainee in family-owned chain of grocery shops. Unconfirmed harassment of female staff. Employed as personal assistant to local MP (Howard Sparks, parliamentary spokesman for Police Federation). Elected safe Conservative seat for Broadwater, Warwickshire in 1972. Latest appointment considered as reward for long and loyal service to Party. Appointment much criticised by back-bench MPs who described him as PM’s crony with no knowledge of constituencies.

J.R. Assessment

Outwardly a jolly, amusing personality but is in fact a very nervous man behind the flamboyant bonhomie. Aware that his colleagues see him as a lightweight even more determined to succeed. His predilection for very young girls is probably motivated more by a need to impress both the girls and his men friends than by his sex drive which seems more likely to be deviant. Contact should show respect and appreciation. Lives beyond income.

6 May 82. London. Builders’ Arms, Victoria. Contact Rupert.

Discussed PM Thatcher’s reaction to events in Falkland Islands. Her anger at sinking of HMS Sheffield. French Exocet missile from French-supplied plane. PM Thatcher’s private comments on Mitterand.

16 June 82. London. Charing Cross Hotel. Rupert.

Discussed in detail British losses in Falklands. 255 dead. Despite Argentine surrender PM still not forgiven French government co-operation with Argentinians.

1 Dec. 82. London. King’s Arms, Chelsea. Werner.

Discussed details of cabinet meeting covering demonstrations of women (est. 20,000) at Greenham Common airbase. US ambassador has made unofficial complaint to Foreign Secretary.

12 June 83. Marlow, Bucks. Compleat Angler. Rupert.

Discussed election results and possible reshuffle of cabinet.

7 Oct. 83. London. Strand Palace. Karl.

Discussed cabinet discussions on Labour Party’s choice of N.Kinnock as party leader. Government delighted.

12 May 84. London. Broadcasting House cafeteria. Karl.

Discussed possible further assistance to striking miners. Cabinet considering using troops to quell violence.

15 Oct. 84. London. Waterloo Station. Karl.

Discussed IRA bomb at Brighton Hotel and narrow escape of PM.

5 killed. 50 wounded. Discussed action to be taken by MI5.

9 March 85. London. Liberty’s restaurant. Conrad.

Discussed cabinet meeting on repercussions from ending of miners’ strike, especially possible action against Arthur Scargill.

26 June 86. London. Royal Court theatre bar. Karl.

Discussed Northern Ireland and action against terrorists.

14 June 87. London. Garrick Club. Johan.

Discussed repercussions of Conservative general election third successive victory also probable new cabinet.

27 Oct. 89. London. Liberty’s. Johan.

Discussed quarrel between PM and Nigel Lawson now that Chancellor has resigned. Discussed European monetary system.

2 April 90. London. Tate Gallery rest. Johan.

Discussed cabinet reaction to poll tax riots. Several of our people arrested, he will check situation and advise.

23 Nov. 90. London. Ritz Hotel. Johan.

Discussed PM’s resignation and effect on foreign policy. Gave background on Hurd and Major.

Note: Cash payments over period $200,000 (see sep.list). Facility visits Budapest and personal services provided. (Female ex KGB)

On the way back to his office Harding couldn’t get Charlie Foster out of his mind. The late Charlie Foster. Foster’s threat had been to use the Stasi records of their Western informants if SIS didn’t co-operate about Tarrant who was being held at that time by the KGB. Crombie hadn’t mentioned Charlie Foster but the possible connection was there. Who took over Charlie’s information? Maybe he’d give Mason a ring tomorrow. As Sir Peter frequently said, ‘Time spent in reconnaissance is seldom wasted’.
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