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‘Everyone sees what you appear to be, few experience what you really are.’

Niccolò Machiavelli, The Prince

 

‘Thus men forgot that all deities reside in the human breast.’

William Blake, The Marriage of Heaven and Hell
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Prelude

April 12, 1945

So this, thought Oberst Franz Halder, is what Death looks like.

The girl was about twelve years old. She had freckles, strawberry-blonde pigtails and an intelligent, sharp-eyed look. Instead of a black cape, she was dressed in the uniform of the Bund Deutscher Mädel, the girls’ answer to the Hitler Youth. Instead of a scythe, she was holding out a woven basket containing about thirty polished brass cylinders, each five centimetres long. Each containing a glass vial filled with cyanide.

‘Entschuldigen Sie bitte, mein Herr. Would you care for one of these?’

Halder waved her away and carried on loitering at the back of the hall. He smoothed the sleeves of his Luftwaffe uniform and kept his eyes peeled for the baron.

Around him, a few hundred candles sputtered. A dozen third-tier Nazis shuffled out of the drizzle and into the draughty Beethoven Salle, the smaller concert venue being used after the Berlin Philharmonic had been bombed out of its home. They were trying not to look hungry, trying to show they didn’t care as Germany collapsed about them. Most of all, trying very hard not to think about the moment, any day now, when the Red Army would parade down Unter den Linden while staring at their wives and daughters.

The cold, damp air was beginning to warm with the scent of French perfume, the last dregs that Berlin’s high society matrons could coax out of a bottle. In the half-light, a few Waffen-SS and Wehrmacht officers queued to pay homage to Albert Speer, the Third Reich’s Minister for Armaments and War Production.

Somewhere, Halder knew, the Gestapo would still be watching.

He glanced at his smudged programme. The final aria of Wagner’s opera Götterdämmerung – Brünnhilde’s last great moment before riding into her beloved’s funeral pyre – would open the concert. The playing order had been devised by Speer himself. Halder watched the minister preen before his obsequious guests.

A mournful oboe, tuning the orchestra up for the Wagner, hushed the audience.

There was still no sign of the baron. Halder took his seat and waited for the interval with gnawing impatience. He scratched at the patch of red skin at the base of his neck.

After a minute, a man with a duelling scar, hooded eyes and morose expression sat down beside him.

‘Ah ha! You made it, Baron von Möllendorf. I was beginning to worry.’

‘I shall miss Wagner,’ said the baron, skipping a greeting. ‘The master of the leitmotif. Those mystical layers of musical expression that mutually enhance each one’s meaning and combine to magnify their power . . .’

His voice cracked.

‘Are you all right, Baron?’ Halder asked.

‘Pardon me. I have not eaten for a while.’

‘Not many have. To business then. Best be quick before the Lancasters come. You have it?’

Von Möllendorf nodded.

‘Here,’ he said, handing Halder a soft leather briefcase. ‘Your people were most helpful. We completed the task.’

Silence. The soloist, blessed with the physique of a dramatic soprano and the sardonic expression of a cabaret singer, padded onstage to applause. Götterdämmerung. The Twilight of the Gods. The burning of Valhalla.

‘My dear Oberst Halder, what a pleasure,’ said a voice behind him.

Halder turned and looked straight into the genial face of Reichminister Speer.

‘A meeting of minds,’ said Speer. ‘One of our greatest nuclear physicists deep in conference with Hitler’s most trusted adjutant. I am glad you have found each other.’

The minister leaned forward.

‘Good luck, gentlemen,’ he whispered.

The conductor lifted his baton. Götterdämmerung began . . .

After the concert, as Halder headed for the exit, the little girl from the Bund Deutscher Mädel barred his way again. This time she took one of the shining brass cylinders out of the basket and held it up to him, as if it were a delicious bonbon from Fassbender & Rausch.

‘They have asked us to offer them to everyone. In case a swift and honourable end is required, Herr Oberst,’ she said.

‘Do you know what Goethe said?’ he asked her. ‘“Death will come anyway, whether you are afraid of it or not.”’

Oberst Halder sighed and muttered a single word under his breath. His unique battle cry:

‘Neubrandenburg.’

He stretched out a hand towards the cylinder.

One never knew . . .



ACT 1

GOLD
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The corpse had the room to itself. A luxury in Leningrad, where such bourgeois pretensions could attract jealous attention from your neighbours, even accusations of a counter-revolutionary sensibility. The kind of whisper that might elicit a midnight visit from the organs of the state. Luckily for this comrade, thought Major Oleg Nikitin, his brains are already splattered on the wall. Which at least meant that the victim – one Comrade Samosud – was, unlike the rest of the city’s one million citizens, beyond the reach of the MGB, the Ministry for State Security.

Even in such a small, mud-caked room crammed full of men perspiring into their uniforms, Major Nikitin did not pass unnoticed. His missing eye – the empty socket encircled by a scaly lava of scars – made sure of that.

Four of those MGB officers in long coats and large caps rimmed with blue bands poked into every grimy corner and examined every surface. They peered at the locks, the window, the exposed light bulb, the gas hob that didn’t work because the gas supply didn’t work either, at the filthy bucket, at the dust under the sagging bed, and in particular at the dark stain on one wall, new but dried.

Looking on were two officers from the militsiya, ordinary street-level police. They were present on the orders of their superior officer but were reluctant to do anything that might get them noticed. Mute witnesses to something or nothing – whatever the MGB best required them to see. Nikitin understood their predicament. He had, after all, once been an MGB officer doing the intimidating.

The men from state security tramped an irritable orbit around the room’s centrepiece, which was a slumped body that had been tied to a wooden chair. In the right side of the dead man’s head was a neat hole. Beneath it, a second one.

‘Comrade Major Nikitin? Oleg, is that you?’

Nikitin ignored the speaker, pulled his own cap lower and shouldered his way to an empty patch of wall in order to regard the corpse from another angle. In the early winter dusk, up here on the fourth floor of this handsome but neglected building, the watery street lamps were no help. And the flickering light bulb was already grating on his nerves.

The corpse wore a grey shirt and a dark-blue padded jacket, both of them open and hanging loose on its stout frame. On the bottom half was a pair of olive-green army-issue trousers and one brown slipper – he couldn’t see the other. The dead man looked like he had been in good condition. His pectoral muscles were well defined, the outline of his thighs and calves were visible.

‘Oleg?’

Fuck your mother.

Passing unrecognised had been wishful thinking. If his military uniform hadn’t made him stand out, the scar tissue that swarmed all over his face always did the trick. It was hard to keep a low profile with a face like his. But, as his bad luck would have it, one of the MGB officers was a comrade of long standing.

‘It is you. What do you think you are doing here?’

Nikitin glowered at the speaker. Rumyantsev – an MGB major. Ambitious but not overly blessed with brains. A few months ago, in another life, they had been on civil terms.

‘How nice to see you again, Volodya,’ said Nikitin. He gestured at the body. ‘Looks interesting. What is your conclusion?’

Rumyantsev looked around and barked at his men – who had paused in their endeavours and swivelled their ears towards this conversation – to mind their own business and keep searching for evidence. He turned back to Nikitin.

‘I am surprised, Oleg,’ he said in a low voice. ‘Surprised to see you alive. Alive and in this room, in the uniform of GRU military intelligence, asking me questions. I have heard all sorts of things about you. Should I shoot you now to save time and file my report later?’

Nikitin bared his stained teeth.

‘Inadvisable, Volodya. Defence Minister General Pletnev commands me now and he is a man with a long memory. If you want a couple of tanks and an infantry detachment up your arse, of course, then go ahead. And there are other members of the Politburo with a keen interest in my brains remaining inside my head.’

Rumyantsev adjusted his blue cap.

A chill draft blew through a gap where a window should have been. Like last year, the northern winter had come early. Leningrad was already blanketed in snow, which hid some parts of the Sennaya Market area that were improved by invisibility. But the snow could do little to spruce up the area’s more basic accommodation: hovels that had been endlessly subdivided, some partitioned by little more than curtains, or a combination of mud-spattered towels and dirty laundry. This one was a notch up. Samosud, whoever he turned out to be, had had no roommates, though there was precious little to adorn his room other than the bed and the useless hob.

‘General Pletnev, eh? The Hero of the Seelow Heights. You do have some impressive friends,’ said Rumyantsev. ‘I’m curious, how did you get here so fast? Was it them?’ He nodded at the cops. ‘Still got informers in the militia? Letting you know about a mysterious murder?’

That window must have been broken recently, thought Nikitin. No one would have left it with the temperature dropping like it was. Even a couple of pieces of cardboard or plywood and some mud would have been preferable to the late-October wind. And there were shards of glass on the ground that no one had swept up.

Shards of glass on the inside of the room.

‘Is he like the other one?’ asked Nikitin, pointing at the dead body.

For a split second, Rumyantsev looked furious.

‘The other one?’

Yes, I know about the other one . . .

‘Well, it has been a pleasure, Major Rumyantsev,’ Nikitin said. He marched towards the door.

‘Wait!’ snapped Rumyantsev.

The two ordinary militia officers didn’t move but the MGB agents felt for their pistols.

‘In the name of Soviet revolutionary justice, I . . .’

‘If you utter the next words, Volodya, they will be your last,’ roared Nikitin, whose pistol had materialised from nowhere and was now pointing at Rumyantsev. ‘You blue-hats may have power over the life and death of every Soviet citizen, but that power stops with officers of the military’s Main Investigative Directorate, where you have power over nothing – not the colour of my piss or the smell of my shit – and if you reach another inch for that Nagant then I shall make you the second corpse in this room and I’ll be sure to send Comrade Beria himself a card of condolence.’

Rumyantsev kept still but his gaze never faltered.

‘You’re dead anyway, Oleg,’ he said. ‘They say Beria wants you dangling on a hook. With your feet tapping along to “Dark is the Night”. Today or another day. He’ll get you.’

Nikitin saluted with his pistol, backed out of the room and began to walk down the stairs.

‘In the dark night, I know that you, my love, are sleeping,’ he sang as he went. ‘And are furtively wiping a tear by the cradle . . .’

The lyrics of the song – much loved by Leningraders as part of the soundtrack to Leonid Lukov’s wartime film Two Soldiers – made him think of Kristina, his wife.

*

Nikitin waited and watched from across the square, cupping his cigarette – a Polish import he didn’t much like – in his palm. The MGB officers left, bickering about the next Zenit–CSKA match as they got into their black car.

Moments later the two militia officers appeared, carrying the corpse on a stretcher and struggling with the dead weight. The top half of the body was covered with a coat, while a pair of worker’s boots dangled either side of the wooden poles. With each jolt, the left boot gave one of the officers a vengeful kick to the groin. The officers slid their cargo onto the back of a truck: a wartime ZIS with an outsize wooden crate screwed to its fuselage.

People – housewives shopping for supplies, workers who had been let off shift early – were stopping and staring. That was unusual. The Soviet citizen was not meant to come face to face with crime, let alone take an interest in it. But the crowd kept forming until the militia yelled at it to disperse.

The ZIS trundled off and order was restored. Nikitin gave a loud whistle. Spotting him, the militia officers hurried over.

Without a word, one of them felt in his pocket and handed over its contents. A rolled-up piece of paper, about six centimetres long.

‘Just as you said, Comrade Major,’ said the young militia officer. He was frightened and eager to please. ‘At the back of the throat.’

Nikitin smiled.

‘Well done. Anyone else still up there?’

‘No, Comrade Major.’

‘Very well. Give my regards to Captain Lipukhin,’ he said. ‘Obviously you will now forget about this or . . .’

The two men reddened, nodded, and fled.

Nikitin watched the passage of people to and fro across Sennaya Square for a few minutes before he ventured from his doorway and ascended the creaking wooden staircase back up to the deceased’s apartment. He had to move fast.

The stain on the wall was at the same height as the victim’s head. He had been shot while trussed to the chair. Nikitin soon found two neat holes amid the red stain on the wall – Rumyantsev and his MGB agents had removed the bullets. Small-calibre pistol rounds.

But he was looking for something else, and within five minutes of groping under cupboards and flicking away spiders and cockroaches, he’d found it. A slightly uneven floorboard under the bed. He lifted the board and his fingers closed on the cold of metal.

A gold medallion, just like the other one. With the same unique stamp.

That made two of them. Two men murdered in the same way, both with scraps of paper in their mouths. Both in possession of the same medallion.

Over the past year, Major Oleg Nikitin had seen friends cross the street to avoid him. Allies had turned to enemies. But his new masters – the GRU – were equally distrustful of him. Even contemptuous. And, for a reason he could not yet understand, impatient.

Nikitin was by training and temperament an interrogator, not an investigator. Now he had more evidence, yet still little idea of how to interpret it.

But – several thousand kilometres away from Leningrad, in the wastelands of the Siberian north – there was one man who could help him.

Provided he was still alive.
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‘Thoughts of love, of home, of women’s bodies, a foolish belief in justice . . . None of that will get you through this. You have to find something to hate.’

The old lag who had given Revol Rossel this piece of wisdom on his very first day in Igarka had long since had his throat slit.

The stupid zek hadn’t even taken his own advice . . .

Rossel had, though. To the letter.

Something to hate.

Right now, fuck your mother, it was the piece of gravel that had found its way into the toe of his left boot.

The former senior lieutenant in the People’s Militia and the five other tethered men strained like a team of carthorses as they tried to move an enormous barrel full of rocks and rubble through the Siberian snow, one painful footstep after another. Three prisoners in front of the barrel, which was shaped like a giant cotton reel, doing the pulling. Three behind. Their eyes ached, their frozen nose hairs pricked them like miniature icicles, their breath broke into a million crystals as soon as it left their mouths. Moving this primitive steamroller, with each pass they flattened the ground another metre for the sleepers and rails that would be laid down from Igarka to Salekhard.

All 1,300 kilometres of it.

Life in a Corrective Labour Camp, under the jurisdiction of the GULAG, or Main Camps Directorate, stripped away the layers of a human being. Left you with almost nothing. As if some mischievous Slavic god was rubbing away at a tiny point on your skull with sandpaper to see what they might discover there. Usually, it was hunger. Because hunger slowly became all that you were.

‘Let us say a prayer together,’ said Babayan, the thick-bearded priest with messianic, pale-blue eyes, heaving at the barrel to Rossel’s right.

‘Not another prayer – give us all a fucking break, you Armenian halfwit,’ shouted someone.

To his left – shuffling, stick-thin and pale as the permafrost – was Alexander Vustin. A singer, a baritone soloist in Stalingrad’s main opera house, a precocious composer of some repute, and now, like many other “politicals” in the camps, an Enemy of the People.

It had been ten long months since Rossel had disappeared into the GULAG system. Two en route to the far north by rail, road and barge. Eight at this colony, so new and remote it was known only as 105th Kilometre, its distance from Igarka. In that time, he had talked about music with Vustin more than he had with anyone in his life. Of the Russians, Shostakovich was good but Prokofiev superior, Vustin proclaimed. Rachmaninov was sometimes kitsch, sometimes great, mostly pleasant. Stravinsky was the genius. Khachaturian could kiss Vustin’s arse and anyone else’s arse. Rossel was inclined to agree.

‘Until Prokofiev lost his nerve and started worrying about what the Party thought of his music,’ Vustin had said, shivering so much he could barely find his mouth with his roll-up, ‘then he was dermo, complete crap, like those simpletons who founded the Russian Association of Proletarian Musicians. Nothing but pompous cantatas for the masses – bombast that signified nothing . . .’

Their conversations had helped to keep Rossel sane. Vustin had not been so lucky. As a boy, Vustin’s mother and father had been burned alive in the Nazi bombardment of Stalingrad. Now, as his moods changed, his brittle eyes roamed everywhere, trying not to meet your gaze. Any loud noise would shock the boy. He would throw up his hands to his ears and begin to sing random operatic arias – the Italians, like Verdi or Puccini – as a poetic coping mechanism. Only Rossel’s voice would settle him, make him listen, let him see the world again. He could draw Vustin back from the brink of madness into the shared reverie of their musical discourse.

Under their feet was a layer of sand over a layer of ballast, over more sand, over a layer of logs and brushwood. And somewhere in the mix, a layer or two of bones. You either continued laying the line or became part of it. Come the summer, the whole mess would almost certainly sink into the thick, soul-sucking Turukhansky mud.

The haulers, enmeshed in rope, had marginally the worst of it. It was not much fun for the men pushing the barrel behind them, either. Such was its size – almost two metres in diameter – neither group could see the other. They were, however, united in misery. Daily brothers in a bleak despair. Not far away, another group toiled: chopping wood, hauling steel rails. And then another. And another.

Rossel’s team staggered as the barrel slipped on the iron-hard ground, dragging them to the left. His knees buckled. The big toe of his left foot ground into the little stone.

Fuck . . .

‘Back!’

A guard fifty metres away, one foot on a tree stump, yelled and waved his arm. ‘That way, bastards – follow the line, fuck your mother . . .’

The men grunted in unison and bit their lips as they hauled the barrel back on course.

But nothing could stop Babayan praying.

‘Gospodi, Isusye Khristye, syne Bozhii, pomilui menya greshnago . . . Lord Jesus Christ, Son of God, have mercy on me a sinner . . .’

‘Your God had better compensate us for this shit one day soon,’ muttered a man from the other side of the barrel. ‘Or, as long as he offers me a place by his fire, I’ll sin all the Devil likes.’

Babayan spat on the ground, the brown froth turning to ice.

‘The Lord already rewards us,’ said the Armenian. ‘Only yesterday I had a vision of Our Lady of Kazan walking down the track towards us. The good lady and two others. Shadows in the snow, like my mother once saw upon the slopes of Mount Ararat, resting place of the Ark of Noah.’

Babayan’s chest rattled. The old priest fell silent for a few paces.

‘Little girls, little boys,’ said the disgruntled zek. ‘Babushki, dyedushki, cows, pigs, chickens – makes no odds, I’ll stick my dick in them all. Anything for a place by that fire.’

This far north, high above the Arctic Circle, there were many ways the human spirit could be broken. One was the first moment of real cold. Not just the arrival of snow and frost but the first day it reached minus twenty-five, minus thirty. The realisation that descended upon all the prisoners that it was only going to get colder and darker. It hit them all hard: the politicals sentenced under Article 58; the Vory, the Thieves – and their deadly rivals, the Suki, or Bitches; and Hitler’s orphaned warriors, the clutch of German POWs who had never been sent home.

All of them.

Once the ice crawled into your bones there was no hope of a thaw.

This year, the moment had long since passed. Already, in the first week of November, everyone in the camp was sick with something. Bones ached, chests wheezed, teeth rattled, fingers rotted.

Then, sometime in February, came the unshakeable conviction that winter would never end. Without fail, that was a day for someone to step beyond the wire into the forbidden zone. Become target practice for the guards. The other side of your last breath, some zeks reasoned, had to be a warmer place than here.

‘So two other figures followed the Blessed Lady,’ Babayan resumed. ‘She was as plain to see as you or me but the others were mere spectres. Still, I recognised them – the last Tsar himself, Nicholas, and his poor child, the boy Alexei. God has raised these martyrs to his kingdom. His mercy is infinite.’

As the wind and snow swirled, whiteness danced all around them. Rossel kept his eyes fixed ahead of him on the dirty trail that curved into the taiga. Here was a world of nothing. And they were at its centre.

In another, distant life, he had been a student of the violin at the Leningrad Conservatoire. Despite teenage years wasted in a state orphanage, despite the stigma of his parents’ political mortification, he’d still had the talent to force his way in. Enough to dazzle his professors, to excel in his exams, to prompt predictions of an exceptional career.

But he’d been a loose-lipped young man who liked to joke and tell stories.

Too quick with smart remarks. Too candid.

In the Soviet Union, candour could be a fatal flaw.

He had paid for that.

Not just me.

What would Mussorgsky have made of these brittle, jangling flurries? he wondered. How would that great composer have scored this void?

Igarka was a place that made the concept of infinity seem close to hand. Tangible. That of mercy, impossibly remote.

*

Another hour gone, another hour spent listening to the incessant chatter of your own teeth. But Igarka’s hourglass was illusory. Sand slipped to the bottom, yes, but it never emptied. And just like the grains in the glass there was no possibility of escape.

To the left and the right, Rossel knew, was thick Siberian forest, though there was a wasteland of fifty or sixty metres, cleared by other prisoners, before you got to the treeline. The railway was due to head west, though no one in 105th Kilometre believed it would ever be completed. Great chunks of it had already sunk into the mire in the summers or simply shattered in the winters. North – maybe two hundred kilometres away, they reckoned – was the edge of Russia and the shore of the Kara Sea. At their backs was the Yenisei River, which if you followed it south would eventually take you to Krasnoyarsk or on to Mongolia.

But to the zeks of 105th Kilometre, these were meaningless, abstract points of context. All they knew was that the railway track stopped about fifty metres behind them and until they had prepared the way it would go no further. And if they stopped moving their human steamroller, the four guards watching them with rifles at the ready would shoot them where they stood.

Gospodi, Isusye Khristye, syne Bozhii . . .

Babayan’s daily prayers, Rossel understood, would not be answered. Perhaps the Armenian sensed that, too. For in Igarka, it was the Devil who was omnipotent and omnipresent – in the shape of a guard, an informer, a Thief; in the chill in your bones and the dead weight of hopelessness you felt pressing down on your soul as soon as you opened your eyes each morning.

Rossel stumbled.

Fuck your mother . . .

And sometimes just a stone in your shoe.

Even a slight incline meant trouble. After you’d hauled the steamroller for a couple of kilometres, another centimetre or two felt like you were climbing Mount Elbrus. An upward slope made Rossel’s muscles scream; a downward one put all their lives in the hands of the men behind the barrel, heaving back on the wet wooden beams that were fixed like a yoke to its rudimentary axle. And crushing a foot meant not being able to walk back to the camp – a death sentence. No zek would waste one drop of their own precious strength on carrying an injured worker.

At least it had stopped snowing.

Some days it was better not to talk. On other days, talking was what got you through it. Today, Rossel, decided, he would indulge Babayan’s babblings.

‘What do you see when you look beyond the forest, Revol?’ said Babayan. He was certain the old priest wanted to save his soul.

Rossel grimaced as the steamroller veered to the left.

‘I see Leningrad. The trams bursting through Theatre Square,’ he answered. ‘The twinkling chandeliers of the Glazunov Hall in the conservatoire, when I was a student there.’

The barrel let out a banshee wail as it creaked and groaned across the packed ice and snow.

‘I see the Anichkov Bridge, and a young fool declaiming the poetry of Mayakovsky through a loudhailer. “Behold what quiet settles on the world. Night wraps the sky in tribute from the stars. In hours like these, one rises to address. The ages, history, and all creation . . .”’

A boy who should have known better.

‘Ah, Mayakovsky,’ said a man further along the row with a deep sigh. ‘Now there was a real muzhik – a lover, a drinker, a madman. They say the thought of suicide was like a cancer in him. At first, a whisper. In his last days, a never-ending scream.’

Rossel didn’t know the speaker but the accent was Baltic. A Lithuanian, perhaps. There were plenty of Balts rotting in the string of camps along the line, all the way to Yermakovo.

Inside his head, Rossel swore. He shouldn’t have mentioned being a student at the conservatoire. It was a mistake to reveal anything. Every tiny morsel of someone’s soul might be something for the Thieves back at camp to bite into.

If they ever found out that he had been an officer of the Leningrad militia . . .

They would tear him to pieces.

‘What else, Revol?’ urged Babayan.

‘Just pull this fucking thing . . .’

For the next hour they struggled in silence, reserving all strength for their labour. Shock work is the path to liberation! declared a ragged banner nailed to the side of the main barracks back in the camp. The camp commander would point to it every time someone was pulled out of roll call, beaten by the guards and sent to the isolating cells.

The sun, which had made only the most reluctant appearance that day, soon retreated again. That meant it was about three o’clock. In another hour, perhaps less, it would be time to return.

‘How many years?’ said Babayan.

‘What?’

Rossel was only half-listening. They had only a few minutes of rest every hour – some zeks had quotas measured in kilograms of coal or fallen logs. Theirs was measured in metres. A tiny shortfall meant less bread, a smaller measure of soup – lukewarm water with a scrap of fish skin in it. He kept his eyes on the treeline.

‘How many years is your sentence?’ repeated the priest.

Rossel shrugged.

Babayan frowned. ‘Everyone counts every day of their sentence. Everyone knows how long they have served and how long they have left.’

‘Not me. I am here for as long as one man wants me to be here.’

‘Comrade Stalin?’

Rossel found this worth a smile. He shook his head.

The priest grunted. ‘I hear it all the time. “If only the great Stalin knew about this place,” the new lads say, “he would put a stop to it. If only Stalin knew . . .”’

Rossel sighed and forced his shoulders forward in the yoke.

You have to find something to hate.

Even before arriving in Igarka, even before being sent out on the long march to the furthest outposts of this GULAG cluster, long before he and his fellow prisoners had hauled every tool with them and been forced to build their own barracks, he had found something to hate. Someone, at least.

Major Oleg Nikitin.

At first, a whisper . . .

Sometimes, the detective knew, what was true of suicide could also be true of murder.



OPS/images/cover.jpg
" amn —
‘Reminded me of Gorky Park, only I liked this tense, complex
thriller even better’

"BEN CREED






OPS/images/title.jpg
A TRAITOR'S
HEART

BEN CREED

WELBECK





