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  Chapter One




  ‘WALTER can’t understand why the government doesn’t do something about it!’




  Charles Ashmore blinked and assumed a cautious expression. He hadn’t the faintest idea what it was the government were failing to do to Walter Quigley’s satisfaction. But then his

  senior partner was one of those people to whom the shortcomings of others were a manifold source of criticism.




  Charles glanced down the table to where Walter Quigley, distinguished in appearance and, at this hour of the evening, relatively mellow, was holding forth on the need for firmer action against

  what he called the nation’s disruptive cliques. The recipient of his views, the wife of Charles Ashmore’s doctor, wore an attentive, albeit slightly glazed, expression.




  He forced his attention back to Celia Quigley who was sitting in the place of guest of honour on his right. He thought her a quite astonishingly silly woman whose conversation seemed largely to

  consist of repeating her husband’s prejudices. How Walter, who was anything but stupid, could ever have come to take her as his third wife would remain a mystery! Particularly after seeing

  his first two marriages end in the Divorce Court. But certain men of Walter Quigley’s age—he would be sixty-five next birthday—were prone to behave ridiculously when it came to

  women. Presumably, because their glands refused to grow old with the rest of their bodily tissue. But, so far as Charles was concerned, there had been an alarming malfunction of his senior

  partner’s glands to have induced him to marry Celia, who was thirty years his junior and resembled a carp.




  ‘Walter says the firm has never worked harder for less profit than nowadays,’ she said, dashing a spot of lemon soufflé from her chin.




  ‘The overheads have certainly increased enormously,’ Charles agreed, ‘but I don’t think I have any personal cause for complaint.’ And nor does Walter, he felt like

  adding, seeing that he now comes in only three days a week and continues to take a lion’s share of the profits. Not that he begrudged him this. After all Quigley, Smith and Co. had been

  founded by Walter’s grandfather and Walter was the third generation senior partner. It was just that he, Charles, always found it embarrassing to affect near poverty when he had a comfortable

  house in Knightsbridge and a cottage in Sussex, with staff at both establishments.




  ‘Of course, you’re a wealthy widower with your children off your hands,’ Celia Quigley said with a note of faint resentment. ‘It’s different for us.’




  Charles made a vague ‘c’est la guerre’ gesture. He was aware of Walter’s alimony commitments, though he also knew him to be still extremely comfortably

  off.




  His gaze went round the table again. This was definitely not being one of his more successful dinner parties and the fault lay with the Quigleys. Walter discoursed rather than conversed and he

  doubted whether Celia had ever made an original remark in her life. Having them really was rather tough on other guests.




  ‘Walter tells me you’re not enjoying spending your days at the Old Bailey.’




  ‘No, I’m not. I feel like a fish out of water in that place. Thank heaven, it’s only once in a decade that any of our clients fall foul of the criminal law. And the present

  case is, of course, particularly worrying.’




  ‘I think it’s rather exciting the firm having a spy for a client!’




  Charles frowned. ‘You really oughtn’t to say things like that, Celia. I mean about Evelyn Ragnold being a spy. The trial is still on and if he’s acquitted then you’re

  guilty of a gross slander.’




  Celia Quigley looked amused. ‘You’re just like Walter, you’re both so discreet.’




  Charles’ faint surprise at her husband’s apparent sense of discretion was removed as she went on, ‘I usually have to prise the juicy bits of scandal out of him! Anyway, I

  don’t imagine there’s any doubt that Major Ragnold did pass information to the Russians, is there? Whatever the jury say!’




  Charles shrugged, at the same time willing the man on Celia Quigley’s other side to relieve him of her conversation. And in some miraculous way it actually happened.




  The last subject he wanted to discuss at dinner was the Ragnold case and the last person with whom he would ever wish to discuss it, anyway, was Celia Quigley.




  As he had said, the case was worrying and he also found it extremely distasteful. Had Sir Wilfred Ragnold, who had been his client for years, not pleaded with him so fervently to look after his

  son’s defence, he would have declined on the perfectly reasonable ground that it was too far removed from their normal run of work and that his interests would be better looked after by a

  firm versed in criminal work. It was one thing to defend their clients on motoring charges, though even this was not a very frequent occurrence, but it was quite another to undertake the defence in

  a State trial of such grave proportions. For there was no doubt that if Evelyn Ragnold was convicted, he would probably be sent to prison for the maximum fourteen years.




  Briefly, the allegation against him was that, while working in the Ministry of Defence, he had passed to the Russians details of NATO contingency plans. He had done this, it was said by the

  prosecution, as a result of contacts made when he served as assistant military attaché in Moscow two years previously. It was hinted by the prosecution that he’d become compromised

  while there and was subsequently acting under blackmail.




  The trial had been going three days and was likely to last another week, but Charles felt as if the case had been overshadowing his life for much longer. As indeed it had, for Ragnold had been

  arrested three months ago. The hearing before the magistrate had been a month later and now the trial had just begun at the Old Bailey. Both sides had wanted the matter disposed of as quickly as

  possible and, because also of its national importance, this had led to the machinery whirring into action, as it still could when the will was there and the public interest was sufficient.




  Charles had briefed an eminent silk and a scarcely less eminent junior at the outset and had instructed both to appear at the Magistrates’ Court, though the proceedings there had been

  little more than a formality.




  Defending the son of an old friend and client on such a charge—one could hardly think of one more opprobrious for an army officer to face—was distasteful enough, but when you added

  to that the atmosphere of hostile suspicion which enveloped the whole case, the burden became well nigh intolerable.




  It was one thing to be aware that your country supported a security service, it was another to find yourself personally embroiled to the extent that your professional and private life was fully,

  if discreetly, probed and picked over, your movements surreptitiously watched and your telephone tapped. Charles had no evidence of the last matter, but a sixth sense told him that it was so.




  And all because he, a most respectable solicitor in a most respectable firm, was defending someone who was accused of being a traitor to his country. Of course, he’d always known it

  happened in a general sense, but it was very different when it was happening to you personally. Very different indeed!




  He had wondered once or twice whether he was being made the subject of extra special attention on Sarah’s account. Sarah, his daughter, had spent a couple of years in the Foreign Office

  not long after she left school. It had been one of those hush-hush branches into which the so-called right types of girl are recruited as secretaries.




  By birth and education, Sarah might have qualified, but her personality soon revealed her to be a misfit. And worse, an irreverent misfit. She had been declared unsuited for the work and had

  departed with relief on all sides. Since then she had worked in a small publisher’s office to her own fulfilment and to the apparent satisfaction of her employer. For a time she had lived

  with her father, but now she shared a flat with two other girls, and was liable to drop in on him without warning once or twice a week.




  Could it be, he had had occasion to wonder recently, Sarah had raised such question marks by her conduct in the Foreign Office that her family had become suspect? But suspect of what? It all

  seemed ludicrous and quite inconceivable, though Charles knew enough to be aware that nothing was regarded as being inconceivable in the twilight world of spying and counter-spying. Nevertheless,

  he still doubted whether the polite but distant manner in which he was treated by those who had prepared the case against Evelyn Ragnold flowed from anything to do with Sarah.




  But it was all very different from the cosy, if contentious, realm of civil law in which he was most at home.




  The meal came to an end and they adjourned to the upstairs drawing-room where coffee and liqueurs were waiting. Having done his duty by having Celia Quigley next to him at dinner, Charles had no

  compunction in sitting himself next to someone else for the final stage of the evening.




  He had barely sat down, however, when the telephone began to ring. A minute or two later, Burden, the husband of the married couple who looked after him, appeared at the door.




  ‘A gentleman wishes to speak to you, sir. He didn’t give his name.’




  Charles made a face, excused himself and went out of the room.




  ‘I told him you had guests, sir, but he said it was very urgent.’




  ‘I’ll take the call in my bedroom,’ Charles said and ran upstairs. But when he lifted the receiver, it was only to hear the dialling tone.




  Puzzled he returned to the drawing-room to find Burden still hovering on the landing.




  ‘Whoever it was had already rung off,’ he said.




  ‘I meant to tell you, sir, he was speaking from a call-box.’




  Charles frowned. He wondered who on earth could be phoning him from a public call-box at half past ten at night. It was most unusual. All his friends had telephones of their own. It could only

  mean a wrong number (admittedly, that was common enough), a crank or someone in trouble.




  ‘It was definitely a man, was it?’ he asked, Sarah coming to mind as the most likely person to call him in trouble.




  ‘Yes, sir. A foreign gentleman by the sound of his voice.’




  To Burden, who had once been a fully-fledged butler in a ducal home, all males were either gentlemen or just men according to an esoteric yardstick which Charles had never attempted to

  understand.




  ‘Most probably it was a wrong number,’ he said. ‘He didn’t actually ask for me by name, did he?’




  ‘Yes, sir.’




  ‘Then it wouldn’t have been a wrong number! Anyway, if it’s really urgent, he’ll call back. The fact that he hasn’t done so already seems to indicate the

  contrary.’ Despite his words, however, he was puzzled. ‘If the phone rings again, I’ll answer it myself.’




  ‘Very good, sir.’




  He rejoined his guests, but was relieved when forty-five minutes later the first couple rose to go. Another couple also got up and he saw them out. He hoped that Walter Quigley and his wife

  wouldn’t stay much longer. They always were the last to leave, Walter apparently feeling it his duty to pass final judgement on the evening in the absence of his fellow guests.




  ‘Excellent dinner,’ he said as Charles re-entered the room. ‘Interesting company, too. It’s such a rarity to find good conversation these days. That Mrs. Fieldhouse was

  avid to hear my views on judicial reform. Gather she sits as a J.P. on some country bench.’ He cast a doting glance at his wife. ‘Well, poppet, it’s time we were off, too. Leave

  Charles to get his beauty sleep for another day at the Old Bailey.’




  ‘He only goes because he wants to, he’d send one of the clerks otherwise,’ Celia Quigley said with a sly smile.




  ‘That’s where you’re wrong, poppet. In fact that’s the difference between a firm such as ours and a lot of these firms that do nothing but criminal cases and have clerks

  flying around the Courts scarcely knowing a damn thing about any of their cases. It’s always been a rule in Quigley, Smith that counsel has the benefit of being instructed by a qualified

  person, more often than not by a partner.’




  Charles nodded. ‘It was your father who taught me that when I first joined the firm, Walter.’




  They reached the front door.




  ‘By the way,’ Walter said smoothly, ‘I shan’t be in the office tomorrow, Charles. Celia wants me to take her down to Brighton for the day.’




  ‘Have a nice time.’




  He was in the act of closing the door behind the departing guests when the telephone began to ring. The nearest instrument was on the hall table, but something compelled him to dash up to his

  bedroom to take the call.




  His hand was trembling slightly as he lifted the receiver.




  ‘Hello.’ His tone was wary.




  Immediately he heard the succession of hectic pips indicating that his caller was in a public kiosk. They stopped abruptly, there was a click and a voice said urgently:




  ‘Charles. This is Kurt. Kurt Menke. I need your help quickly, Charles. They’re chasing me now. If they find me, they will kill me.’




  





  Chapter Two




  FOR a second or two, though it seemed much longer than that, all Charles could think of was: ‘What on earth is Kurt Menke doing in London?’

  But this was clearly not the moment for social pleasantries.




  ‘Where are you?’ he asked.




  ‘At Piccadilly Circus. In a telephone box. Please. Charles, will you come?’




  ‘Yes, I’ll come at once. Go to the Piccadilly Hotel and wait in the foyer. I’ll meet you there.’




  ‘Piccadilly Hotel. Where . . . ?’




  ‘It’s only a few yards from where you are. It’s a big hotel. You’ll be all right there.’




  ‘All right, I go now.’




  The line went dead and Charles replaced his receiver. For a minute, he just stood staring at it. He had sounded very authoritative on the telephone, but now doubts started to assail him. Should

  he have told Kurt to stay where he was and have phoned the police? Would he now arrive at the hotel in time to see Kurt’s body being carried out to an ambulance?




  He came out of his momentary trance and picked up his overcoat. The sooner he reached the Piccadilly Hotel, the sooner he would know the answers to the succession of questions which were

  flashing through his mind like lights on a pin-table.




  It was a frosty February night, but his five-year-old Rolls started immediately. He’d be there in under ten minutes. Most of the traffic at this hour was moving out of the centre and

  he’d have a clear run.




  His last contact with Kurt Menke had been the usual Christmas card, which was almost their sole contact these days. Occasionally, they exchanged a letter, though this had become rarer as the

  years passed. And yet he was the person to whom Kurt naturally turned when in trouble. It was curious, however, that his German friend had given him no advance notice of his visit to England! Well,

  the explanation of that, as of much else, would soon be forthcoming.




  He did a mental calculation. Yes, it must be nearly fifteen years since he had seen Kurt. It was certainly well before the erection of the Berlin Wall as there had been no problem for Kurt to

  visit Charles at his hotel in West Berlin. At that time, Kurt was struggling to keep his small business going against State pressure. Charles couldn’t even remember now exactly what the

  business was. He’d gained the impression that he’d had a number of different jobs since the end of the war, all of them lowly and none of them very satisfying. This had saddened him as

  Kurt was intelligent, as well as having considerable charm, and Charles had remembered the year he spent living with the Menkes learning German when Kurt, who was his own age, had been his constant

  companion. They had discussed their futures on countless occasions. Although only eighteen at the time, Charles already knew that he wanted to be a lawyer, but it was the glamour of an

  international lawyer which then appealed to him. He saw himself flitting from capital to capital conducting multilingual negotiations. How different his practice had been in fact! And Kurt had

  wanted to enter the diplomatic service, though Hitler who had just come to power was already casting shadows over that ambition.




  As he drove past Hyde Park Corner, Charles reflected that it was the true friendships of one’s youth which remained the firmest even when they were not sustained by frequent contact. The

  older you grow, the fewer the friends with whom you share the past. He and Kurt shared a very important slice of each other’s pasts and the annual exchange of a Christmas card was enough to

  keep their friendship cemented.




  With a quickening heart beat he drew up outside the hotel. The commissionaire stepped forward with a questioning expression.




  ‘I’m just picking up a friend. I shan’t be half a minute.’




  ‘That’ll be all right, sir.’




  Charles bounded across the pavement. Even as he pushed his way through the small throng just inside the door, he spotted Kurt standing in an alcove beyond the reception desk, glancing nervously

  about him.




  Charles gave him a wave and Kurt sprang from his alcove as though propelled by a charge of dynamite.




  As they shook hands, Charles said, ‘I’ve got the car just outside.’




  Kurt nodded, but didn’t say anything. Charles noticed that he looked anxiously about him as they crossed the pavement. He huddled himself in the front passenger seat while Charles went

  round to get in the other side. Not until the car had drawn away from the kerb did either of them speak and then it was Kurt who broke the silence. Turning towards Charles, he said in a tense

  voice:




  ‘You are wondering what has happened? It is quite simple. I have run away.’




  ‘Run away?’ Charles echoed, while his mind sought to digest the implications of what Kurt had said.




  ‘I am running away from my country. I do not wish to go back to the D.D.R. Not any more ever.’




  Charles thought for a moment as he negotiated a right turn at the bottom of the Haymarket—and decided to assemble his questions with lawyer’s logic. There were so many to ask, but

  he’d better start at the beginning.




  ‘When did you arrive in London, Kurt?’




  ‘Six days ago. I come with the delegation of hygiene officers. You have read perhaps?’




  ‘I’m afraid not.’




  ‘Your Ministry arrange for us to visit here and to see your fine sewers and things.’




  Charles gave a laugh. ‘You’re serious? Anyway, what do you know about sewers, Kurt?’




  ‘Please don’t laugh, Charles. I am very serious. I am a member of the Secretariat of the Union to which our delegates belong.’ He paused and gave Charles an appealing look.

  ‘Oh, I am sorry, Charles. I should not have spoken to you like that. You who are my rescuer. It is just that I am all tight nerves. I agree, it is funny to think of Germans coming to visit

  your sewers. But many of your sewers are an example to other cities. In Brighton, they are very good! It is true that I do not myself know anything of the technicalities. I am just a union

  official. A bureaucrat.’




  ‘Where have you been staying?’




  ‘At a hotel near Queensway. We stay all altogether and are watched. We must share bedrooms and not go out alone.’ He glanced out of the car window and released a long sigh.

  ‘But now I am free. I have been planning this escape for so long, Charles. As soon as I knew there was a chance of my coming with the delegation, I have secretly hoped and planned. But if I

  had appeared too keen, they might have suspected and I would not have been allowed to come.’




  ‘I take it it was you who phoned earlier in the evening?’




  Kurt nodded. ‘From a telephone box not far from the hotel. While I was there, I saw some of our delegation go past. One of them was our watchdog. I panicked and ran out and took the

  underground train to Piccadilly Circus.’




  ‘You said on the phone that you’d be killed if they caught you. Who is the person you actually fear?’




  Kurt was silent for a time. ‘How can I explain?’ he said at length in a suddenly depressed and weary tone. Hitching himself round in the seat and looking straight at Charles, he went

  on, ‘Perhaps I have an accident. Who is to tell? Accidents can be arranged. Perhaps I am taken back to East Germany as a sick man. Then I shall be tried in secret and sent to prison and no

  one will know what has happened to Kurt Menke. No one will like to ask. All these things are possible, Charles. But you do not think so?’ His voice held a note of veiled hysteria.




  ‘No, I’m sure everything could happen as you say. I don’t doubt you for a moment.’




  There were enough defections from the countries of eastern Europe for everyone to be aware of the fuss which immediately broke out. The angry demands for the defector to be handed over, followed

  by the denunciations and rumbling threats when he wasn’t. Clearly sewer experts were regarded no differently from writers or ballet dancers when it came to defecting.




  A sudden thought occurred to Charles and he automatically lifted his foot off the accelerator.




  ‘Do any of your people know about me?’




  Kurt shook his head. ‘No. That was why I could not tell you I was coming, and why I could not get in touch with you until I was ready.’




  ‘That’s all right then. Otherwise there might be someone on the doorstep, I suppose, when we get home.’




  ‘There would be,’ Kurt said grimly.




  A few minutes later, Charles drew up outside the house. Kurt looked along the pavement in both directions before getting out and hurried inside as soon as Charles opened the front door. Under

  Kurt’s watchful gaze he double-locked and bolted it behind him.




  ‘Is that you, daddy?’ a voice called out from upstairs. Kurt went immediately as tense as a cat about to spring.




  ‘It’s all right. It’s my daughter, Sarah.’




  ‘Where on earth have you been at this hour of night? I thought you were having a dinner party here. I thought you must have . . .’ Sarah suddenly appeared at the top of the stairs.

  ‘Oh, I’m terribly sorry, I didn’t know you had someone with you.’




  ‘Kurt, meet my daughter, Sarah. Sarah, this is Kurt Menke whom you’ve never met but whom you know very well by name.’




  ‘Yes, of course.’ Sarah came running down the stairs with a welcoming smile. ‘My brother and I grew up on stories of the Menke family and all that depravity in Berlin you and

  daddy used to sample as students.’




  ‘Take no notice of her, Kurt.’




  But Kurt Menke was smiling for the first time since Charles had picked him up.




  ‘Daddy hadn’t told me you were going to be in London,’ Sarah said over her shoulder as she led the way up to the drawing-room.




  ‘I got in touch with him first this evening,’ Kurt said.




  As they entered the room, he walked across and gave the heavy curtains a sharp pull to ensure there were no cracks through which unseen eyes could peer. Then he sat down with his back to the

  window and smiled again.




  ‘Kurt was here on an official delegation and has defected,’ Charles explained to Sarah.




  ‘Oh, now I understand,’ she said slowly, looking at their visitor with fresh interest. ‘What are you going to do?’




  The question was directed at her father who was pouring drinks at a glass-topped table set against the wall.




  ‘We haven’t yet discussed that, though I imagine the choice of action is strictly limited. Obviously, we must notify the authorities. It’s just a question of which ones.’

  He handed Kurt a large Scotch and Sarah a Kümmel. ‘I suppose it had better be the police and they’ll know which of the security branches to contact.’




  Kurt who didn’t appear to have been listening to this exchange suddenly looked up and said, ‘Perhaps I may stop with you for a few days, Charles, until I find work and somewhere to

  live?’




  ‘That won’t rest with you or me, I’m afraid. It depends what the security people say. I imagine they’ll want to ask you a few questions.’




  It didn’t seem the moment to inform Kurt that he was likely to spend the coming days, if not weeks, in some form of protective custody while he was pumped for information and his bona

  fides were being established.




  ‘But we won’t do anything till the morning. Do you agree that’s best, Sarah?’




  She nodded. ‘Even if “the Service” never sleeps, there’s no reason why other people shouldn’t,’ she said with a grin, her tone giving ‘the

  Service’ a mock salute. ‘Would you like me to see if the spare room’s made up? I expect the Burdens have gone to bed by now.’




  ‘Thanks, darling. It’s usually all prepared for the unheralded guest, but perhaps you would make sure everything’s there.’ He accompanied her to the door.

  ‘Incidentally, you’ve not said why you looked in tonight?’




  ‘No particular reason. Just thought I’d catch you between dinner folk and going to bed. How’s the case going?’




  ‘All right, I suppose.’




  ‘But not much fun?’




  ‘Certainly not that.’




  ‘You’re getting your fill of publicity.’




  ‘I am?’




  ‘Don’t sound so horror-struck! No, not you personally. I meant the trial generally.’ She paused and then gave her father a fond, affectionate look. ‘You really are

  getting caught up in cloaks and daggers.’ Before he could reply, she said, ‘He’s quite different from what I expected. It’s difficult to believe you’re the same age. I

  mean, of course you’re good-looking, but he’s a real dish. That mop of honey-coloured hair, and not a line on his face . . . I’d better go and see to his room.’ She turned

  and shot upstairs.




  ‘Your daughter is like you, Charles, she is very simpatica,’ Kurt said, as Charles came back into the drawing-room. ‘And now I would like to go to bed. Tomorrow . . .’ He

  paused. ‘Tomorrow I start a new life. I will yield myself to your authorities.’




  ‘Yes,’ Charles said slowly. ‘I’ll make the necessary arrangements in the morning before I go out. I’m afraid I can’t stay with you long after breakfast as I

  have a case which requires my attendance at Court and I’ll be there all day. But don’t worry, I’ll make sure everything’s in train before I leave.’




  ‘Your daughter will be here perhaps?’




  ‘No. She works for a publisher. Anyway she doesn’t live here. She has a flat of her own.’




  They moved towards the door and Kurt took a sudden deep breath.




  ‘Free air, Charles! You cannot know how wonderful it is to breathe free air!’




  Charles smiled abstractedly. He was thinking how miraculously the ordinary human mind adjusted to new circumstances. At least, one half of him felt as though it had been coping with defecting

  friends all its life. The other half, it must be admitted, felt bemused by sense of utter unreality.




  Kurt’s voice broke in on his thoughts. ‘Your case at the Court, it is one of your causes célèbres?’




  Charles glanced at him sharply, but his expression belied any guile. ‘It’s a trial at the Old Bailey,’ he said in a dismissive tone. Then feeling that he was being

  unnecessarily stuffy, he added, ‘I don’t know whether you’ve read the English papers while you’ve been here?’ Kurt nodded. ‘Then you must have seen about the

  trial of an army officer on an Official Secrets Act charge.’




  ‘Oh, la la, yes.’ Kurt appeared embarrassed. ‘I must not ask you about that. I am sorry, Charles. You forgive me?’




  ‘There’s nothing to forgive.’




  At that moment Sarah came down to announce that the spare bedroom was all ready.




  ‘I’ll be off now, daddy,’ she said, kissing her father’s cheek. ‘Once things are sorted out I expect we’ll meet again, Mr. Menke. I’ll look forward to

  that.’




  ‘And so shall I,’ Kurt said, bringing his heels together and kissing her hand. ‘But please call me Kurt. Though I like Mr. Menke, it makes me feel already

  English.’




  Charles led the way to the bedroom. As he ushered Kurt in, he noticed that he turned the key to find out if the lock was working.




  ‘I lock the door tonight,’ Kurt said in a tone as though he was expecting Charles to remove the key.




  ‘I’ll call you about half past seven,’ Charles said.




  ‘Good-night, Charles. And thank you. I apologise if I am a bad guest.’




  ‘You’re not exactly an ordinary guest!’




  ‘I hope I do not bring trouble to you.’




  ‘I see no reason why that should happen.’




  ‘You English are always so polite,’ Kurt said with an amused smile. ‘But I wonder if your thoughts are the same as your words.’




  They shook hands and Charles retired to his own bedroom. He fell asleep almost immediately, but woke up quite suddenly in the middle of the night, his mind assailed by premonitions. Though all

  was silent, he switched on the bedside light and looked at the time. It was half past four.




  Getting out of bed, he went across to the door and opened it. He tiptoed across the landing and put his head against the door of Kurt’s room. From inside came the sounds of deep

  breathing.




  Reassured, but feeling faintly foolish, he regained his own room and went back to bed.




  





  Chapter Three




  HE had hardly knocked on Kurt’s door the next morning before it was flung open to reveal a fully-dressed Kurt.




  ‘I am ready for the day,’ he said with a cheerful smile.




  ‘The sooner things happen the more I am pleased.’




  ‘Did you find everything you needed?’




  For answer, Kurt held up both hands to frame his face. ‘Do I not look clean?’




  Charles grinned. ‘Yes, you look very spick and span. I haven’t shaved yet. Breakfast will be ready in twenty minutes’ time.’




  ‘And then?’




  ‘I’ve decided to phone up someone I know in the Home Office. He’s a senior official and he’ll advise us on the next step.’




  ‘Good! Good!’




  A night’s rest had obviously done marvels for Kurt’s morale. He might be somebody embarking on a special treat rather than a defector about to plunge into the labyrinthine process of

  security checks.




  Charles had only the haziest notion what lay in store for his guest, but he doubted whether it would be all light and joy.




  ‘You phone him now?’ Kurt enquired eagerly.




  ‘I’m afraid he won’t be in his office much before ten. You’ll just have to be patient. Go downstairs and look at the paper and I’ll join you in a few

  minutes.’




  ‘No, I wait in the bedroom,’ Kurt said with one of the abrupt changes of mood to which Charles was becoming used.




  Kurt was silent at breakfast and ate with obvious impatience to have the meal finished, leaving bits of food on the side of each plate he used.




  ‘If this person is not in his office until ten o’clock, will you have time to speak to him before you go?’ There was an edge to his voice as he spoke.




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘But your trial?’




  ‘I’ll phone my office to say I’ll be late arriving at Court.’




  ‘You can do that?’




  ‘Certainly.’




  ‘And the judge won’t be angry?’




  ‘He won’t even notice. I’m not an advocate in the case. I’m a solicitor, I brief the barristers and they do all the talking in Court.’




  Kurt shook his head in bewilderment.




  ‘I still do not understand, but I am glad you do not go before you speak to the person in the Home Office.’




  Charles felt faintly nettled it should even have entered Kurt’s mind that he would leave him high and dry. But then he told himself that you had to make allowances for the nervous tension

  someone in his position must be experiencing. It was only natural that he was obsessed with his own problem and should, in consequence, display a few of the egotistical shades of his character.
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