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To Julian and Carole – with love


Go search for people who are hurt by fate or nature – the ugly, those suffering from an inferiority complex, craving power and influence but defeated by unfavourable circumstances … The sense of belonging to an influential, powerful organisation will give them a feeling of superiority over the handsome and prosperous people around them. For the first time in their lives they will experience a sense of importance … It is sad indeed, and humanly shallow – but we are obliged to profit from it.

From a lecture to KGB officers by KGB General Pavl Anatolevich Sudoplatov


ONE

HE HAD always known at the back of his mind that they would come sooner or later, but he hadn’t expected that it would be quite so soon. There had only been a couple of paragraphs in one of those pieces on the security services in the Daily Telegraph, and there had been no name given. Just a brief reference to a former officer of MI6. There had been no follow-up story but it would have gone over the wires from the press services, and that would have set people ferreting through the records. The story had appeared in the paper a week ago.

They had bought the farmhouse when they moved to Spain and they had chosen it because of its remoteness and inaccessibility. The plaque over the door said Hacienda di Santa Anna – 1872 and it was much the same now as when it had first been built. It was on the sierra, the mountain ridge behind Malaga, about two miles up the pot-holed mountain road from El Palo to Olias.

There were two cars and a small white van and he could see them pulled up on the lower ridge by the village of Jarazmin. By the time they had made their enquiries about his house it would be another fifteen minutes before they arrived. There was still light, but there was the tell-tale pink of sunset across the Bay of Malaga towards Torremolinos, and the glowing red heads of the geraniums were already taking on the shades of mauve and purple that came with the evening.

It looked as if it was a TV team. He’d always imagined that if it ever happened it would be with a journalist, quietly and in his control. But TV interviews were never like that. They were brash and short, with every second significant. He could refuse to see them. Send them packing. But if he turned them away there would be others. And if he didn’t say anything to any of them they would just put the Establishment point of view plus the usual speculation and distortion. Chambers would have a field-day with noncommittal statements that hinted without saying anything out loud. And Paula would loom out of the past to cash in on it without needing too much encouragement from ‘investigative’ reporters. All the venom of the years unleashed as at long last she could try to even the score. He shivered despite the warm air, and turned, walking back through the big, double front doors to warn Anna. It was cool in the house as he stood at the foot of the stairs and called up to her.

She wasn’t upstairs and as she came through from the kitchen she stood in the archway that led to the dining-room and he realised that that was almost exactly how he had seen her that first time. All those years ago. Before it all began. Standing under the wide archway of one of the reception rooms at the hotel in Berlin. She looked no older now. Calmer perhaps, less tension in that slender neck and the large brown eyes. But her mouth was the same, wide, and the dimples ready to deepen when she smiled. That first time she had been wearing a black silk dress and her dark hair had been swept up into a chignon held by a tortoiseshell comb. Neither of them knew the other but for a moment their eyes had met and held before he was past her. It could only be hindsight but he was sure that at that moment he had known that their lives would be entangled somehow. She was much younger than he was and she was very beautiful, but it wasn’t just that. In those days he went in more for long-legged blondes with well-filled sweaters.

‘They’re almost here, my love. It looks like a TV crew.’

‘This is very soon, Jan, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, but I suppose it doesn’t matter. Shall I send them away? Refuse to be interviewed?’

She walked across to him and put her hands on his shoulders as she looked up at his face. ‘What do you want to do?’

‘I want to be left alone. With you.’

‘But what …?’

‘I don’t understand.’

She smiled. ‘If that was exactly what you wanted you wouldn’t have asked me what you should do.’

‘I’d just like people to understand how these things happen.’

‘It might be good for you to talk it out. Good for you, I mean.’ She paused. ‘But don’t expect people to understand. They won’t.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Quite, quite sure.’

He heard the car engines and then Jackie, their German Shepherd bitch, barking at the strangers at the gate. He turned to go outside but she held him, kissing him gently on the mouth. ‘Don’t get upset, Jan, if they don’t understand. You don’t have to explain.’

He sighed. ‘There may be somebody else some day. It could help them.’

She smiled and shook her head. ‘They wouldn’t be like you, Jan. You’re just a shade too much Polish for the British to understand.’

As he walked across the patio he could smell the jasmine and the mimosa. The cars were drawn up in a line on the rough track outside. A man stood in shirt-sleeves and denims on the other side of the big wrought-iron gates. He had seen him somewhere before. On Panorama or some such programme.

He didn’t open the gates and as they faced each other he noticed the TV man put his hands on his hips. The small action of readiness for an aggressive move was revealing. He smiled. ‘Mr Massey? Jan Massey?’

‘What do you want?’

‘My name’s Bartram. Tom Bartram. We met briefly when British Forces Network Berlin opened their new studios. It must have been five or six years ago. BBC television have sent me over to interview you.’ He paused. ‘I expect you’ve seen the papers.’

‘I don’t wish to be interviewed. I have nothing to say.’

The man shrugged. ‘I could save you a lot of hassle. We’ve got here several days before anybody else is likely to find you. Give me an exclusive and we’ll sell it to all the others. It would save you having to deal with anybody else. You could tell them that this is the only interview you will give. I’m authorised to offer you a fee of £5000. We could double that for an exclusive.’

‘What sort of questions have you got in mind?’

For a moment the man hesitated and then, looking at Massey’s face, he said quietly, ‘Only one.’

‘What’s that?’

‘Just tell me how it all happened.’

‘That would take days, not ten minutes.’

‘So I’ll stay for days, if you’ll allow me to.’

There was something about the choice of the word ‘allow’. He could have said ‘if you’ll let me’. But ‘allow’ was different somehow. It acknowledged that Massey had a choice, and control over the situation.

‘I don’t want my wife disturbed by all your crew and lights and the rest of their paraphernalia.’

Bartram smiled. An amiable smile. ‘It’s odd. I only learned the real meaning of that word paraphernalia about ten days ago. Maybe you already know the real meaning. The legal meaning?’

‘No.’

‘Paraphernalia is the old legal description for the things that a husband gives to his wife before and during the marriage that can never be taken from her by him or the courts.’

Massey looked at the TV man’s face and then said quietly, ‘OK. I’ll talk to you, Mr Bartram. I’ll see how it goes. Just you and me. Not an interview at this stage. Just a chat. Off the record.’ He paused. ‘Provided you send your crew away and they don’t talk. To anyone.’

Bartram nodded. ‘That’s OK. I’ll take them off now. What time could I come up myself in the morning?’

‘Let’s make it ten. But if I’m not happy about how it goes there’ll be no cameras.’

‘It’ll be up to you, Mr Massey. I assure you it will be played straight down the middle.’

‘And no long lenses or hidden cameras?’

‘None. I promise.’

As if it were quite normal they shook hands through the iron-work scrolls of the gates and the BBC man turned and walked over to the cars. Massey watched him bend over, talking at one of the lowered car windows, and then the cars backed to the edge of the track, turned and drove away down towards Malaga.

Massey turned and looked across the valley. There were lights on in the cluster of houses in Jarazmin below, and the sunset was, as always, theatrical almost to the point of vulgarity. A range of reds, mauves and purples that shaded through that end of the spectrum and touched the creases and folds of the mountains. Around the bay the lights of Torremolinos and Marbella danced and twinkled on the dark waters of the Mediterranean. And everywhere was so still and quiet that he could hear the cassette that Anna must have put on. It was Victoria de los Angeles singing the ‘Baïlèro’ from Les Chants d’Auvergne.

They sat on the patio. A bottle of local white wine and glasses on the marble table between them. He had put out the upright cane chairs for them so that he could be continuously reminded that it wasn’t a friend he was talking to. It was almost half an hour later when Bartram got round to the first question.

‘You were in Berlin for nearly six years according to what I could find out. Isn’t that longer than SIS usually leave their agents … their officers, in one place?’

Massey looked at him and smiled. ‘I signed the Official Secrets Act a long time ago, Mr Bartram. They never release you from that. There’s very little I can actually tell you. Nothing that would interest the public.’

‘Could we talk about the more personal aspects of what happened? Your feelings and your wife’s feelings. Your present wife, that is.’

Massey smiled. ‘You’d end up with a sort of This Is Your Life piece. You wouldn’t want that, would you?’

Bartram shrugged. ‘I just want to understand. To show people how these things happen. That it isn’t all as black and white and cut and dried as it seems.’

‘You really mean that?’

‘Of course. Why shouldn’t I?’

‘The Establishment wouldn’t like that very much. They might stop you showing it anyway if it doesn’t go along with the official point of view.’

‘To hell with them. They wouldn’t stop me. I’m a freelance. And as a matter of fact I don’t think they’d try.’

‘What makes you think that?’

‘I talked briefly to several people before I left. They didn’t put up any barriers. On the contrary.’

‘Who told you where to find me?’

The TV man didn’t avoid his eyes. ‘Does it really matter? We knew you had been in France and that you had recently moved to somewhere in Spain. It wouldn’t have taken long.’

‘Was it someone in MI6 who told you where to find me?’

‘Yes.’

‘Chambers?’

‘Yes. But I don’t think he told me out of spite.’

Massey laughed. ‘Chambers never does things out of spite. None of them do. It’s not their way. It’s either in the line of duty or in the public interest.’

‘It didn’t sound like that.’

‘Of course not. That’s why he’s in SIS. They’re not the fools that you journalists try to make them out to be. They know how to put the words together. And they’re used to dealing with much more cynical people than even journalists are supposed to be.’

‘You don’t like the people in MI6?’

It was almost impossible to explain to an outsider. Massey shrugged. ‘Like any other organisation there are people you admire and like, and people who you don’t like. People who care more about the rules than human beings. People who are more active against their colleagues than against our enemies.’

‘You think Chambers is one of those?’

‘I didn’t say that.’

Tom Bartram smiled. ‘How do you want to do this?’

‘I’m not a TV man. You tell me how you want to do it and I’ll see if I can co-operate.’

‘OK. Let’s play it very loosely. How about you give me two or three days of your time? No recordings, no filming. Just you and me on our own. You tell me what you choose to tell me. Just as background material for me. Then, if I feel I can make a worthwhile programme from it, we’ll go over it again. On camera. The parts that really tell the story.’

‘Will it be a sympathetic treatment?’

‘It’ll be honest and balanced, but that won’t necessarily make it sympathetic. How it comes out depends on the facts.’

‘And when I’ve talked and you’ve filmed it I can have the final say about what goes in?’

‘No. But after we’ve talked privately you can say an absolute no. And when we film, if you don’t want to answer a question you don’t have to. But the viewers would see that you hadn’t answered.’

‘Let’s just talk and see how it goes. Where do you want me to start?’

‘Back on square one. Tell me about when you were a child. Your parents. Your life. Anything that you can remember.’


TWO

JAN MASSEY’S father, Adrian James Massey, had qualified as a doctor in 1940. He was then twenty-four. He was called up by the army immediately after qualifying and was commissioned in the Royal Army Medical Corps.

Other people had told Jan Massey that his father was a very lively man in those days. A good sportsman and, despite that, something of a scholar. Because of his fluent French he was transferred into Special Operations Executive where he eventually became part of a network on the outskirts of Paris. When the Paris networks began to fall apart he was brought back to England with several other officers and given a refresher course before being sent back to lead an SOE network in the Angoulême area.

It was during his refresher course at Beaulieu that he met Jan’s mother. She was being trained by SOE as a radio operator and was eventually parachuted into France as his father’s operator three months after he took over the network. She was then twenty-one years old.

Her name was Grazyna Maria Felinska and she had been born in Warsaw. Her parents had sent her to Paris before the Germans invaded Poland in 1939. She had been in England when war was declared, and had been recruited for SOE.

Long after the war was over Jan Massey had spent a sad afternoon shortly after he had joined SIS, looking through their old SOE files. Most SOE files had been destroyed within weeks of the war ending but about a hundred or so had been preserved. Nobody could tell him why those particular files had been kept. It could well have been no more than chance. His father’s file read like his school reports. Everything he did he did with enthusiasm. He was commended for his bravery and his inspired leadership of his group in the Dordogne.

His mother’s file was very different. The training staff at Beaulieu found her defiant, reckless and disobedient. They conceded that she was courageous and an efficient operator, but they saw her as a liability to any unit in the field. In addition they noted that she was far too attractive not to cause trouble in a network and almost certainly too noticeable to Germans as well as Frenchmen.

No reason was given in her file as to why, after all these negatives, she was posted to his father’s network, but his reports on her work made clear that she was a valuable member of the network who co-operated well.

They were married by a local priest in Brantôme in the summer of 1943, and Jan’s mother was obligingly brought back by an SOE Lysander in February 1944 so that her child could be born in England. He was, in fact, born in Edinburgh, where his grandparents lived.

Two weeks after D-Day his father was shot in the chest by a German patrol. His men carried him to a farmhouse where he was treated by a local doctor. It was at a time when the Gestapo and the Sicherheitsdienst, were reacting ruthlessly against the Resistance, and his father, despite his condition, had to be constantly on the move. Reports came back to Baker Street that Adrian Massey’s health was deteriorating and that he was in a state of deep depression. He was considered too vital to the network’s morale to be brought back to England.

In defiance of contrary advice from all quarters his mother insisted on being dropped back into France so that she could care for her husband, and in the end a reluctant SOE agreed.

In July 1944 his mother was parachuted back into France with new drugs that could help heal his father’s lung. Nobody ever established whether it was through inefficiency or because of a leak, but the Gestapo from Angoulême were waiting for her. The pilot reported later that the guiding lights had been correctly placed and the signal had been in code with the correct password. The only evidence as to what happened to her after her capture was the camp records at Mauthausen concentration camp. His mother and two other SOE girls had been burnt in the ovens at the camp some time in February 1945.

A month before the German surrender Adrian Massey was brought back to England. Even with proper medical treatment it took a year before he was fit to be discharged.

With his savings and his service gratuity he bought a half share in a general practice in the small town of Tenterden in Kent. His son stayed with his grandparents until he was five, and then went to live with his father.

Dr Massey was a lonely man. A sad man, despite his obvious efforts to cope with a child and only a modest income. As the years went by their relationship became close. The boy seemed to recognise that he was much loved, and accepted the lack of any social life for what it was. The residue of sadness, not indifference.

There was a photograph of Jan’s mother, in a silver frame on the mahogany table beside the fireplace in their home and a similar one on the tiled window-ledge in his father’s bedroom. Even as a small boy he could recognise that she was very beautiful.

He frequently asked his father to tell him about his mother. The things she had said and what they had done. He was about ten years old before he realised that although his father obviously liked talking about her it always made him quiet and withdrawn for several days afterwards. It was then that he stopped asking about her. Looking back he thought that it would have been better if there had been some churchyard, some grave that his father could visit and tend. To be with her or feel that he was with her. His father often walked to the parish church in the High Street on summer evenings, to sit on one of the benches in the churchyard and read. It was generally the blue-bound Oxford version of Palgrave that he took with him. But they had no church and no grave for a pilgrimage. Not even a date that they could hold for remembrance. He couldn’t recall his father actually saying it in so many words but he got the impression that his father felt that the British hadn’t appreciated her enough because she was a foreigner. And these days his father defiantly wore a cheap metal badge, white with Solidarnosc in red script across its face. He was still strongly pro-Poland and the Poles.

Jan Massey identified early with his mother. He supposed that originally it was just a child’s wish to be different from other children. He boasted about her and her courage, and got beaten for it by other boys. When he was old enough to fight back and do real damage he imagined himself as a knight in armour defending his lady’s honour.

There were several Polish families in the town and on Saturdays and Sundays he was taken to one of the houses and was taught Polish. He learned quickly, and was treated by the Polish families as if he too were Polish. To them his mother was a heroine. A Polish heroine. For years he assumed that all heroines were Polish, and that all beautiful Poles were heroines.

They had a housekeeper who came in every day to cook and clean. She was from one of the Polish families at the far end of the High Street and his father was always mildly amused that she fussed far more over the boy than over him. He said it was because the boy was half Polish while he was just a ‘foreigner’.

When Jan was twelve years old his father’s partner died and Adrian Massey was able to take over the whole practice. His income was much improved and they were able to spend most of their evenings together. Walking over the marshes on spring and summer evenings, playing chess or reading in the winter months. Jan tried to teach his father Polish but although he spoke fluent French and German he absorbed very little Polish.

At eighteen Jan had the chance of going to university but decided that he would rather join the army. He was accepted for a short-service commission in the Intelligence Corps, and for the few days before he was due to report to the depot in Sussex his father talked to him as if they were contemporaries. It was in those talks that Jan realised the dichotomy in his father’s ideas about Poles and Poland. And the Polish temperament. He was worried that his son was so like his mother. Impetuous, over-romantic, defiant of authority when it was unimaginatively applied and, as he put it, ‘always ready to cut off her nose to spite her face’. His father warned that what was just tolerable in a pretty girl who was a foreigner would not be tolerated in a young man who was British and in Britain. He seemed to take comfort from the possibility that the army would knock off some of the young man’s rough edges.

The army, and particularly the Intelligence Corps, is less clumsy and heavy-footed than civilians and the media imagine. It looks its new boys over with a quite benign eye. Both at their faults and their virtues. The Intelligence Corps is flexible enough, and shrewd enough, to use its members’ vices as well as their virtues, and Jan Massey enjoyed his time in the army. He served in counter-intelligence in Germany, France and Hong Kong. A few months into his fourth year he was offered a permanent career in the Foreign Office – the euphemism that the Establishment sometimes uses for describing MI6 or SIS, the Secret Intelligence Service. His command of Polish, Russian and German was the attraction.

He served the statutory two years in Moscow as assistant military attaché before being posted back to London. His paper on the structure and organisation of the KGB impressed his superiors with its insight into Soviet thinking and attitudes, and under an assumed name he spent a year at Oxford at St Anthony’s College studying the history of the Soviet Union. Back to normal duties, he was posted to the special unit that dealt with Soviet and Warsaw Pact defectors. There were one or two senior people who felt that his understanding of the Slav mind was based not only on understanding the Soviet system but on at least a mild sympathy with the system itself. But his success in the initial contacts with potential defectors was too good to be ignored. His amiable and seemingly relaxed debriefing of turned agents seemed to produce more information than the usual more formal methods.

In the aftermath of the arrest and exposure of George Blake, the whole of SIS’s organisation in Berlin had to be torn apart and put together again. Jan Massey was responsible for the evaluation of and proposals for the new set-up. Most of his recommendations on both organisation and personnel were accepted. A year later he was promoted and sent to Berlin to take charge of the organisation he had himself devised.

For two years Jan Massey controlled the SIS operations in Berlin with skill and success. The Berlin appointment was one of SIS’s key posts. With the KGB and the Soviet military intelligence organisation, the GRU, just across the Wall, and the East Germans’ security service, the HVA, encircling the city, it was a hotbed of espionage and counter-espionage not only for the British but for other European countries and the USA. It was also a diplomatic minefield where a wrong move could give the Soviets an excuse for another move to oust the Allied occupying forces. But Massey’s reading of the Russians’ minds proved successful in sending back a flow of vital information and controlling the KGB’s crude efforts in West Berlin. Century House congratulated themselves on their shrewd appointment.

The only black mark on his record was in his private life, and his record was enough for it to be overlooked at the time. It wasn’t forgotten, because it showed that there were areas where his judgement was all too obviously unsound. But there were no security aspects to the personal disaster and it didn’t affect his standing. At least not his official standing. There were even critics who saw it as a sign that Massey’s Slav mind was human after all.

In 1976 he was on leave in England. He’d gone to a nightclub. It was either the Embassy Club or Churchill’s. He couldn’t remember which. He met a girl there who was with an old friend of his, an officer in naval intelligence. The old friend was already well away when he waved Jan over to their table. Just before midnight they had to half-carry, half-drag, his naval friend out to a taxi and take him back to the man’s flat in Holland Park. She was very efficient and very pretty and as they tucked him into bed she offered to do the Florence Nightingale bit and keep an eye on him until the morning.

He had tried a hundred times since then to try and work out why he did it and he still hadn’t found a satisfactory answer. The bald fact was that the girl and he married a month later. People tended to smile and say that it was just because she was very pretty and good in bed. Whatever it was it was a total disaster. Not a gradual deterioration but right from the very first day.

One of the first precepts of intelligence training is that everybody tells lies about something and it pays to find out as quickly as possible what area of life your particular adversary tells lies about. It’s not difficult. You dig a few verbal pits and wait to see which particular one they fall into. If it’s done skilfully they don’t even notice they’ve fallen. If you’re wise you try to avoid doing this in your private life. If you’re unwise, as he was, you ignore the signals even when you see through the lies without digging a pit. It had started on the day they married and went on right into the divorce court. Pointless lies. Lies just for the hell of it. And lies to cover up the liaisons with other men. It wasn’t a marriage, it was a mental hurricane that bent the mind and depressed the spirit if you were on the receiving end.

The Polish bit was dragged out by both sides in the divorce court. Her counsel did a smarmy piece about the problems of mixed marriages and what he called the explosive Slav temperament. Suggesting that the ‘brutal assaults’ on his client’s adulterous lovers were all part of that unfortunate temperament. Jan’s own chap did an impassioned five minutes agreeing that even a thrice-cuckolded husband should not take the law into his own hands, but suggesting that where honour and the sanctity of the marriage bed were concerned the Poles were second to none in their respect for the law of the land. It was a cross-petition case and he won that round. But the financial settlement was bitter and long-fought. To Jan Massey it seemed typically crazy and typically British that a woman who admitted three separate adulteries and was perfectly capable of earning her own living, should be able to consider the wronged man as a lifetime meal-ticket. Fortunately she married another sucker before it was settled, but he got landed with her lawyer’s fees as well as his own. He sometimes wondered if the British divorce laws weren’t intended to cloak the fact that Brits don’t really like women but try to make up for it when they get rid of them. Professor Higgins’s little ditty about women in My Fair Lady wasn’t all that far from the Brits’ ideas about women.

He knew it was a waste of time thinking about all that. It wasn’t significant. It had got nothing to do with Anna and him. But the newspapers would dredge it all up and he was sure that Chambers wouldn’t have forgotten it either.
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