

[image: image]






About Kate Westbrook


Kate Westbrook was born in 1970 and educated at Cambridge and Harvard. She has a doctorate in history, specialising in the emergence of post-colonial political structures. She has worked in Africa and Latin America and is the author of numerous articles, as well as two novels, as yet unpublished. She is a fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge.








Also by Kate Westbrook


The Moneypenny Diaries: Guardian Angel


The Moneypenny Diaries: Secret Servant




The Moneypenny Diaries


Final Fling


Edited by Kate Westbrook


Ian Fleming Publications




IAN FLEMING PUBLICATIONS


E-book published by Ian Fleming Publications


Ian Fleming Publications Ltd, Registered Offices: 10-11 Lower John Street London


www.ianfleming.com


First published by John Murray 2008


John Murray, 338 Euston Road, London, NW1 3BH


Copyright © Ian Fleming Publications, 2008
All rights reserved


Moneypenny is a registered trademark of Danjaq, LLC, used under licence by Ian Fleming Publications Ltd


The moral right of the copyright holder has been asserted


This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser


ISBN: 978-1-906772-60-4






To Jac: our indispensable Moneypenny








KATE WESTBROOK


2007





Introduction


For the past few months I have been grappling with the possibility that my aunt, Jane Moneypenny, was murdered. It is not an easy proposition. The image of her face, imprinted on my memory for over a decade wearing a smile and a scarlet chiffon scarf, is fading. I wake sometimes in the middle of the night and I know I’ve been screaming. The face I see in my mind now is different: still that of my aunt, but grotesque, twisted in terror as she is dragged into the depths of the icy Atlantic. I turn on the light beside my bed in the small rented room under the eaves in a Knightsbridge square, sit up and shake my head. But it takes some minutes to banish the nightmare.


I don’t want it to be true. Her death, in 1990, when she was still a year short of her sixtieth birthday, was enough of a shock. I was in my last year at Cambridge, working erratically towards a history degree, when my father knocked on the door of my Great Court room, shock frozen into his face. I sat rooted to my chair, wanting to prolong the moment before I knew.


‘Kate, dear,’ he began. ‘I’m afraid I’ve bad news.’


I remember getting up and walking towards him, my first thought to comfort him. ‘I’ll look after you,’ I said.


I was still a few feet away from him when I realised I’d jumped to the wrong conclusion.


‘Your aunt …’ he said.


‘Aunt Jane? What’s happened? I thought it was – Mum.’ Since she had been diagnosed with cancer earlier in the year, my mother had slipped in and out of health.


He shook his head. ‘The police just called. She was found washed up on the beach.’


‘Which beach?’ It was the first question to enter my head.


He shook his head again. ‘I don’t know. Somewhere up there. I’m afraid you’re going to have to go to the island, to, er, identify her. Your mother can’t, and I …’


He let his sentence fade into silence and stood looking at me, wanting, I know, to console me somehow, but not knowing how.


‘How’s Mum?’ I asked.


‘Your mother,’ he corrected me automatically. ‘Your mother is upset, as you can imagine. She’s in bed.’


I said I’d be home as soon as I could. After he’d taken his leave, with an awkward peck on my cheek, I pushed some clothes into my bag, wrote a note for my roommate saying I’d be away for a few days, with a similar one for my tutor and director of studies, which I dropped into the Porters’ Lodge, before cycling across town to my parents’ cottage in Grantchester.


I don’t remember feeling anything in those first few hours. My mind was crowded with all that I needed to do. Practicalities. If Mum was feeling low, then I had to arrange for food to be delivered to the house. My father – Professor Lionel Westbrook – for all his academic eminence, could not be relied on to find a teabag, let alone the kettle. After years of visiting my aunt in her Outer Hebrides cottage, I knew the train timetable off by heart. It was probably too late for a berth, but I could still catch the Caledonian sleeper to Fort William, from there to Mallaig, and across Skye to Uig, making the last ferry to Lochmaddy, the tiny capital of the island of North Uist. I should be there in a day and a half.


My mother had been in pain for months, battling the relentless invasion of mutant cells. She suffered quietly and, at times, deeply. She rarely complained and tried, I know, to be little bother. Her life, to that point, had been devoted to helping others; she could not bear to be on the receiving end of charity.


There was only one person to whom my mother would allow herself to show any weakness: Aunt Jane. I didn’t want to think what effect this tragedy would have on her fading strength. My mother worshipped her older sister. From what she’d told me about their childhood, Jane had always been there to protect her. In the Kenyan bush, when her pony had shied at a cobra and thrown her, Jane had leaped to the ground and pinned the snake to the earth with a forked stick while my mother remounted. When the telegram arrived, announcing that their father was missing in action in enemy territory, it was Jane who held the family together, picking up the pieces on the farm and persuading their mother that they had to soldier on. And when their mother, Irene, was killed by Mau Mau warriors while she was visiting a loyalist chief to discuss building a nurses’ station in his village, it was Jane who packed up the farm, paid off the workers and took her younger sister by boat to


England. Jane sacrificed her university degree so that my mother could complete hers; she learned to type, then started work in what we always believed was the Foreign Office, to support her younger sister. She wept tears of joy when my mother married her boss – my father – after a ten-year engagement.


I sat by my mother’s side in her darkened room. Her eyes opened when she heard me and there were the blurred outlines of a smile. She reached for my hand. ‘I’m so sorry, darling,’ she said. ‘I know you loved her as much as I did. She loved you as if you were her own child. What will we do without her?’


I heated up some soup and brought it to her in bed, made her take her painkillers, then kissed her and cycled back into town to the train station. It was only when I’d crossed London to Euston, and settled into my seat on the train to Scotland, that I allowed my own feelings to be released. I sat by the window, staring into the night outside, and felt the grief run through me: first my capillaries – like a shiver – then into my veins and into my arteries until it was like a cramp in my entire body.


*


My father had presumably managed to get hold of the local police as there was a pink-cheeked constable waiting for me as the ferry docked.


‘Miss Kate Westbrook?’ he asked as I stepped onto the landing stage. ‘Robbie Gordon. You kin come wi’ me to the station. Dinna worry – your aunt’s close by. Miss Jane was a lovely lady. I’m so sorry, dear.’


I shook his hand, unable to squeeze a word out of my mouth. After the long journey, crammed with memories, I felt empty. She’d always been waiting when the ferry arrived, standing with her back to her battered grey Citroën 2CV.


Constable Gordon took me to the police station, where I was given a cup of tea before being ushered back into the car for the short journey to the salmon smokery. I suppose I must have looked puzzled at our destination, as he turned to me, an apologetic look on his face.


‘She’s in the cold room. We dinna ken what else ti do wi’ her. We’ve no morgue on the island, y’ see. We needed to keep the body – I’m sorry, ma’am, your aunt – fresh for you to identify and then for the post-mortem.’


‘Post-mortem? Why, what happened?’


‘Nae, nothing ti worry ’bout. It’s a pretty clear case o’ drowning, but as there were no witnesses, we ha’ ti check, y’see.’


I nodded. Taking my arm, he led me gently through a door into a large room with a concrete floor. Two women wearing plastic shower caps were slicing fillets of salmon.


‘Your aunt loved a wee bit of salmon,’ the constable said chattily, before realising that it probably wasn’t an appropriate conversational topic for the occasion.


We reached a large metal door with an enormous lever handle, which he pulled open. A cloud of cold air billowed out. He stood aside and ushered me in. I remember breathing through my mouth, unwilling to inhale the scent of death. I saw a shape at the end, shrouded in white muslin. Again taking my arm, Gordon led me over to it, before delicately lifting the cover. I closed my eyes and stood there for what felt like an age, seeing nothing, smelling nothing, feeling only the sharp pain of icy air in my chest. I felt a nudge and slowly opened my eyes. And then I saw her, grey, still, in death lacking any essence of her spirit. But definitely Jane Moneypenny. I nodded and put out my hand to touch her face. Briefly I felt the cold putty of her lifeless skin beneath my fingers, before I slid my hand back into my pocket, turned and left.


The next few days were busy and, in hindsight, bewildering. It was as if I were on a moving walkway towards the burial, with each essential action placed just within my reach. I stumbled into an undertaker, chose flowers, put an announcement in the local paper, started gathering up her clothes and emptying the fridge. People dropped by incessantly, neighbours offering sympathy and freshly baked cakes. I couldn’t ask them in – I didn’t want to sit and talk to strangers with a cup of tea in my hand and a plate of cake on my lap. I wanted to grieve in private, pack up the house and get the hell off the island. I remember a few faces and a couple of kind gestures: a small woman, who offered to take my aunt’s dog, and a tall man with a long beard who brought me a photograph of my aunt sitting on a sand dune, looking out to sea and laughing. He introduced himself as Randy Macallan and made me promise to contact him if I ever wanted to talk about her. He gave me his address. I lost it, but I framed the photograph, and I didn’t forget his smile, nor the intensity of his blue-grey eyes.


Constable Gordon popped by at least twice a day and as I began to let go of the shock he told me what had happened. It was a brief narrative. My aunt had gone sailing one fine morning; by nightfall, when she hadn’t returned, the alarm had been raised. The local coastguard was informed. He was not particularly concerned. Jane Penny, as she was known on the islands, was an able sailor, and there had been no major weather incidents; quite the reverse. She had probably lost the wind and would return by the morning.


She did, only without her boat, or her life. An early walker had seen her body swilling around in the shallows. He called the police, who recognised her immediately. They found my mother. My father had told me. Then I was there too, in the place I most related to happiness, freedom and, more than anything, life.


*


My aunt had bought her cottage in the early 1970s as a holiday retreat, before moving there permanently on her retirement early in 1983. She told me once that she loved the feeling of anonymity it gave her to be living so far from her roots and from everything that had gone before. At the time, I didn’t question her closely about what ‘everything’ meant. I was young; I suppose I thought she was talking about the rigours of city life, her job. I just loved being there with her, walking and sailing, combing the beaches for mussels and cockles, talking, laughing. Now I can see that she had more to escape from.


She never talked about it, though. I only know that side of her from her private diaries, which she kept from the age of nine until shortly before she died. They arrived on my doorstep in Cambridge on 10 October 2000, ten years to the day after her death, wrapped in tissue paper and locked in a large metal trunk. I was a junior lecturer in modern history at the university at the time. What I read turned both my work and my life upside down.


To discover that my only aunt had worked for the Secret Intelligence Service (SIS) for thirty years – hiding the larger part of her life from those closest to her – was devastating. It felt like a betrayal, the more so because she had been dead for so long, denying me the opportunity to confront her, to question her about what it took to work for an undercover organisation and to lie about it to people she loved. As I read her diaries over and over, the questions multiplied. I wanted to ask her about her childhood in Kenya, the father – my grandfather – she lost to war when she was nine years old. I wanted to hear about her first years at SIS, working as a junior clerk in the communications room, about meeting M there during the Suez Crisis, when he was still Deputy Chief and in need of a new assist ant. I wanted to know about James Bond, the man behind the name that is now entrenched in our national identity. I wanted to hear it all from her own mouth. And I wanted to see her face as she described the anonymous entrance to the eighth-floor office block, with the lift worked by the one-armed Fletcher. Where did he lose the other one, for God’s sake?


My aunt’s role at SIS, I learned from her diaries, had started out behind a desk, surrounded by typewriter, cipher machine and filing cabinets. It soon broadened. She found herself involved in missions abroad, as well as in the activities and lives of her colleagues at the ‘Office’, as it was known to those on the inside. From her station at M’s right hand, she knew nearly every detail of the daily dramas played out in the anonymous grey building in Victoria. She decoded the signals that arrived for his ‘Eyes Only’, and encoded those he sent to agents and stations around the world. She accompanied him to intelligence briefings at the Foreign Office and Downing Street. When he wanted to talk to one of his agents, she would put through the call. When he had to attend one of their funerals – a distressingly regular duty – she ensured he had a fresh handkerchief. Almost everything that concerned the head of the British Secret Intelligence Service, Miss Moneypenny knew.


And so much more besides. My aunt was the sort of person in whom people confide. The ladies of the ‘Powder Vine’, the unofficial gossip network that operated out of the first-floor ladies’ cloakroom, prized her advice, as did the agents of the Double O Section. In an organisation that is not officially meant to exist, and whose employees were – and still are – strictly forbidden to reveal the least hint of their daily work to even their closest friends and relations, internal gossip was a necessary safety valve.


During most of my aunt’s time there, the organisation was in a state of turmoil. It was the height of the complicated and lethal chess game of the Cold War. Tensions had been ratcheted up by Suez, the Cuban Missile Crisis and the high-profile unmasking of a series of spies – or moles – in the heart of the British secret services. The once-platinum reputation of British intelligence was on the slide. The secret services had been brought to public attention by the so-called Cambridge spies, and now their actions were under scrutiny. Whilst their failures were picked apart, they were not allowed to trumpet their successes.


I was angry with my aunt for almost a year after receiving the diaries, as I oscillated between the version of history I taught and thought I knew, to that recorded on their pale-blue pages. Almost automatically, I worked at the same time to authenticate them, to verify, to the best of my ability, that they were a true and accurate depiction of the events she described. As far as I could determine, they were. They are. I wrestled with what I should do with her unusual – and, in some senses, unwelcome – legacy.


I decided they had to be published and with that decision came emotional release. It was as if my resentment of my aunt’s subterfuge was liberated by the realisation that she had sent the diaries to me for a purpose. She had wanted me to have them; she had wanted me to know. As I delved deeper into her secret world, I came to understand the constraints she was living under: the reasons why she could not reveal the true nature of her world.


It was not just the diktat of the Official Secrets Act. Jane Moneypenny knew so much about the inner workings of the SIS that it became a liability. It made her an attractive target for enemy officers, looking to penetrate further the London headquarters. Her knowledge was also dangerous in itself; what would happen if she found out more than she should?


*


A year ago, I went down to Wiltshire to visit my aunt’s old friend and colleague, Bill Tanner, who was M’s Chief of Staff at the time Miss Moneypenny was M’s secretary. Occupying adjourning offices, they had known each other as well as – and, I sometimes suspected, better than – colleagues could. It was to Tanner that she turned for advice and assurance, and it was from her, I can only surmise, that he sought friendship and a sense of family. He accompanied my aunt to her sister’s wedding and comforted her when she discovered that someone she loved had been murdered. He took her out to lunch at Scott’s each year on her birthday, and she cooked him dinner in her flat on his.


I had been amazed and delighted to discover that Tanner was still alive. I wrote to him, asking whether I could talk to him about my aunt. He invited me to his delightfully frayed old rectory in Wiltshire, where he lives with a fat black Labrador, surrounded by views of the Marlborough Downs. From that first visit, he became an important part of my life and made me feel as though I belonged in his. As I had no living family of my own, it was a seductive sensation, and perhaps he felt the same.


On hearing that Jane Moneypenny had kept a diary all the time she was working at SIS, his initial reaction was laughter, tinged with disbelief. Not only did he say he would help me to navigate around the various characters and situations she described, but he made himself constantly available for any assistance I asked for.


*


Then came the ‘Sieve’. In 1963, the former head of the Soviet Section, Harold ‘Kim’ Philby, defected to Moscow, and another section head, Bobby Prenderghast, was sentenced to forty-two years’ imprisonment for three counts of contravening the Official Secrets Act. But Jane Moneypenny was not convinced it stopped there; she believed there was another mole – whom she dubbed the Sieve – burrowed deep inside the upper echelons of the Office.


Forty years later, when I asked Tanner whether the Sieve had ever been identified, he gave a visible start before collecting himself. He went on to claim that this suspected mole was probably a product of ‘our overactive imaginations’. Then it began to filter out that I had the diaries and was thinking of publishing them. I found myself being blackmailed by my former employer, losing my job, my home and my livelihood. I knew that somewhere, fairly high up in the secret services, it had been decreed that I must be stopped, and I suspected it might be connected to the questions I was asking about the Sieve. Rather than deter me, however, it made me more determined to uncover the secrets at the heart of my aunt’s world.


In a bellicose mood when I next visited Tanner, I asked him again whether the Sieve had existed.


‘I wouldn’t go that far,’ he replied. ‘Perhaps even just the possibility of him was enough to frighten the Office – and still is.’


I disagreed and maintained he did exist, at which point Tanner became more ruminative. He walked about the room for a while, fussing with ornaments and pouring himself a drink, before appearing to come to some sort of decision.


‘You remind me in so many ways of your aunt. She too was convinced there was a mole,’ he said. ‘I implore you to be careful. The consequences of arousing the ire of these people could be fatal.’


I looked up at him. He was staring intently at me, and I could see that he had chosen his words carefully. My brain was still spinning as the message behind what he had just said sunk in. Still, I couldn’t believe it.


‘She died when her boat upended in a storm. There was an inquest. The coroner returned a verdict of accidental death,’ I said, spacing out my sentences, each of which seemed to fall to the floor between us with a heavy thud.


‘When did she lodge her papers and diary with the lawyers?’


‘The letter to me was dated 15 September 1990 – three and a half weeks before she died.’


Tanner stood looking at me, letting the implications sink in, before telling me to ‘go away somewhere and think it all through. Think about what happened and whether you think your aunt’s version of history is worth fighting for.’


I took his advice. I flew to Kenya, the childhood home of my mother and aunt, and sat in a house belonging to friends of theirs, looking out towards Mount Kenya. And I thought. I remembered the times I had spent with my aunt, and I remembered her extraordinary vitality, bravery and belief in the truth – however ironic that sounds now. I reread the diaries with the hindsight Tanner’s suggestion had given me, scribbling notes when I needed to be reminded of the identity of some of her colleagues. As I narrowed my focus to the volume covering 1964 and 1965, when the presence of the Sieve had become apparent to my aunt, I started to see a world where truth and knowledge could be fatal.


I didn’t want to think back to my aunt’s lifeless grey face, the image of which I had successfully suppressed for over a decade. I didn’t want to think of her pain and fear as she took her last breath. But I couldn’t ignore it. If she did indeed meet her death in this dreadful fashion; if she had been killed because she’d discovered something she ought not to have; if someone had purposefully stolen her life so that he – or she – could continue their treachery, then I needed to find out who. I needed to track them down and see them punished.






JANE MONEYPENNY


1964





July


Sunday, 12th July, London


My suitcase is packed. Rafiki is lying on it, his baleful poodle’s eyes following me as I move around the room, as if willing me not to leave. Helena will be here in a few hours to collect him, but I still can’t quite grasp that I’m going. M called me into his office on Friday afternoon. Without looking up from his desk, he asked whether my passport was up to date.


‘Of course, sir,’ I replied.


‘Very well then. On Monday, you will fly to Jamaica. Station J is in a mess, and Miss Goodnight can’t manage on her own. We will appoint a new head of J in due course, but until that point, you will be caretaker administrator, do you understand?’


I said yes automatically, though the idea of my looking after a station was not only unprecedented, but so irregular that I couldn’t believe it was true.


‘Don’t be getting any ideas, Miss Moneypenny,’ M continued. ‘It’s not a promotion: nothing of the sort. Just couldn’t spare anyone else to sort out administrative backlog at this time. Thought you’d be just about up to it, but if anything serious comes up, I’ll send someone over to take the tiller.’ His eyes flicked briefly away from the file he’d been studying since I’d walked through the door to give me an opaque look, before returning to his desk top.


I thanked him. ‘I will do my very best,’ I said. ‘Will you be all right here without me?’


I heard a barely concealed ‘pah’ as he signed a paper with a green-inked ‘M’, before slapping it into his in tray. I moved it quickly into the out tray. ‘Think you’re indispensable, do you, Moneypenny? I assure you, I will cope very well without you. Miss – what’s her name from the Double O Section?’


‘Miss Comely, sir.’


‘Ah yes, Miss Comely will be at your desk in your absence. Chief of Staff’s got it all arranged. You’d better go now. You’ll have plenty to sort out, I don’t doubt.’


I walked back through the padded door into the familiar surroundings of my office and was about to sit down when Bill came in, full of brisk bonhomie.


‘Lucky old thing, Penny. Off to Jamaica. Right, you’ll need a briefing from the head of C [Caribbean section]. Then you’d better head down to Q Branch to sort out visas and so on.’ He didn’t meet my eyes, nor give any indication that he would be sad to see me go.


When he left, I sat down, assailed by conflicting thoughts. Half of my brain was racing to compose a mental list of everything I had to organise before I went, while the other half grappled with what it meant. It was exciting, but confusing. I’ve longed to go to Jamaica; James always returns from his death-scraping missions there with honeyed descriptions of silky seas and rum-filled coconuts. It’s his version of paradise, and I’m sure I will love it too. I know I should be leaping up to grab the opportunity, but I can’t suppress a feeling of unease. I can’t escape the suspicion that I’m being packed off into exile, filed neatly under ‘Out of the Way’.


Sunday, 19th July, Kingston, Jamaica


I’ve only been here for five days and I’m already in thrall to la belle Jamaica. I love the people, friendly yet proud. I love the clear air in the hills above Kingston. I love the sound of calypso music seeping out through the glassless windows of every house and shack, and the nectar of ripe mangoes. It’s wonderful to see Goodnight again. She’s clearly bloomed out here, under tropical skies. I’m enjoying myself, but I still wonder why: why am I here?


I keep returning to the morning of July 1st, when the 009 drama began. M had arrived early. When I went into his office to deliver the morning signals, he was already at his desk. The blinds were drawn and he was sitting in the shadows, the light from the lamp pooling on the file lying open on his desk. He shut it quickly when I entered. I didn’t recognise the cover. It was dark grey, with no obvious identifying marks.


I asked whether I could help him with anything.


‘I need to see Miss Fields as soon as she gets in,’ he said.


‘Of course. Shall I say what it’s about?’


‘No,’ he snapped. ‘Then tell my Chief of Staff to fix up a meeting for later this morning. Get CS [Chief of Soviet Section], CCE [Chief of Central Europe], and we’d better have the Deputy Chief and that Warren chap too, I suppose. Who’s around from the Double O Section: is 007 back from the souk?’


‘No, sir. I believe 009 is in London.’


‘Very good. Put him on standby. We’ll need him later this morning.’


I waited to see whether he had any further instructions before heading back to my office.


Dorothy Fields [one of only two women senior case officers at SIS at the time] spent an hour with M and when she left she was carrying the grey file. She smiled at me, but didn’t stop.


Bill must have been listening for her departure, as he came through from his office as soon as she’d left and, knocking briefly, went straight into M’s room. Within ten minutes, the meeting had assembled. CS arrived first, his tie askew, a sticking plaster holding his spectacles together, followed by a trotting CCE. He had an anxious frown on his face and said nothing as I ushered him straight through to M’s inner sanctum. The new Deputy Chief, Colonel Kit Hunter, sauntered in a few minutes later, trailing Percy Warren, the Deputy Cabinet Office Secretary and official liaison between Downing Street and SIS. Hunter barely checked his stride as he walked past my desk and through M’s door.


I waited for the summons to go in to take the minutes, but I heard nothing. An hour later, M buzzed through to ask me to call Dorothy back to join them. A further two hours passed before they emerged.


Bill was the last to come out.


‘Call 009 down here, please,’ he said. ‘While he’s in with M, make sure that Q Branch has a passport ready: travelling salesman or something suitably innocuous.’


‘Is it urgent?’


Bill narrowed his blue eyes. ‘Yes, exceedingly.’


His uncharacteristic curtness felt like a slap to the face. He’d offered no explanation. It felt almost as if he didn’t trust me. That can’t be the case. I’ve done nothing to cause him doubt. I thought I knew every corner of Bill, that I could read his every gesture, even his hidden thoughts. It seems I can’t. It’s as though he’s been pedalling desperately to create distance in our friendship, pulling away without turning to look back. If that’s indeed the case, he’s succeeded now that I’m thousands of miles away, at the far edge of the Atlantic Ocean.


He’d been acting strangely towards me since our dinner at the Savoy a few weeks after my return from Moscow following the Philby debacle. I hadn’t quite known what to expect. Over the years that we’ve worked together, Bill and I have been out on numerous occasions. This invitation seemed different, though, more like a date, and I wasn’t sure I was comfortable with the idea of a shift in our relationship.


There was no way to say no, however. He booked the Savoy Grill. I bought a new frock from Harrods. He asked for champagne and for the first few minutes the atmosphere was unnaturally taut. We ordered our food and then, almost to ease the tension, we fell into conversation about the Office. I mentioned that I thought M had been preoccupied recently, and not just because of the unexpected and undesired arrival of his new Deputy Chief. I thought Bill was about to say something, when he checked himself.


‘There’s a mole, isn’t there?’ I said.


He did not reply.


‘Come on, Bill, you know as well as I do. You said yourself that the Office has been leaking like a sieve. Well, this Sieve has got to have a face and a name. There have been too many unexplained coincidences. Redland’s [the USSR] been a step ahead of us at every turn. What’s M doing about it?’


He looked down at his hands, then up again at me. ‘No flies on you, Penny. Yep, the Old Man’s convinced we’ve been infiltrated. The Minister’s been asking questions. That’s why he couldn’t fight Hunter’s appointment, or Warren sidling closer. M’s had Dorothy working on it for months. So far, though, she’s come up with nothing concrete. Whoever this Sieve of yours is, he’s dug in deep.’


Those were his last words on the subject. He started talking about other things, and although we chatted more easily, I felt something of the expectation of the evening had drained away. It ended like one of our regular dinners, with a colleague-like kiss on the cheek.


After that, Bill was more formal, distant, occasionally abrupt. I thought I caught a glimpse, once, of something I was sure was longing on his face, but as soon as he saw me his face creased into a frown. While I tried to keep up the pretence that nothing had changed, I can’t pretend it didn’t hurt. He never mentioned the Sieve.


Saturday, 25th July, Jamaica


Another week has passed and I’m beginning to feel at home here. I like the rhythm of life: early mornings, days spent in the fan-cooled splendour of Government House, cocktails with Mary or her friends, and maybe a private dip in the moonlit sea. I’ve been so busy during the week, working through the backlog of files and signals, that I’ve had little time for reflection, and with all that happened at the Office in the weeks before I left, I realise that I’m still behind on my diary. Today, though, I have no other plans. It’s cooler up here on the hill, and I have dragged a little table out onto the veranda, from where I can look over the sprawl of Kingston to the sea below.


The day after M’s meeting with the top staff three weeks ago, I discovered from the Powder Vine that 009 had been sent to Vienna. Joanna Comely was in there, blending her lipsticks as she interrogated Pamela [personal secretary to the Chief of the Soviet Section] about our new Deputy Chief. Pamela gave her a brief rundown of Hunter’s résumé: he moved from the Foreign Office several years ago and was posted immediately to Moscow, to head up our station. Since then, he’s been away more often than not. According to Pamela, he went to school with half the Cabinet, and his father is a friend of the PM’s.


‘I’m not interested in his CV,’ Jo drawled. ‘I want to know whether he’s married.’


‘He is,’ Pam told her, ‘but apparently not for much longer. His wife, who’s the daughter of a marquess, horsey type, walked out recently after catching him in flagrante with another of her friends.’


I was looking at Jo as Pam was talking and I could swear that her eyes started gleaming.


‘Excellent,’ she said. ‘Perhaps I’ll pop into his office to see whether I can help in any way. With all the Double Os away, I’ve got a bit of time on my hands.’ She examined her manicured nails as if to check whether they were up to the task.


I asked whether 009 was getting on all right.


‘Seems to be. I haven’t spoken to him. I’m not meant to know where he is, but I happened to see the routing on the signal he sent this morning. He’s in Vienna,’ she said with a flourish.


Even Clarissa [secretary to CCE] looked surprised. ‘Dunder’s kept that pretty quiet. It might explain why he doesn’t appear to have left the Office for two days. Does anyone have an idea what’s going on over there?’


Nobody did. I knew instinctively it was something important. M had been even more terse than usual, hourly popping along to the communications room to check on the signals, like one of those painted cuckoos in a Swiss clock. I didn’t know what he was waiting for, but it wasn’t 007’s report, which he passed to me on his way back into his office with instructions to decode it ‘at your leisure’.


I got the Type X out immediately and started the pleasurable experience of inputting an apparently random jumble of letters to extract the plain-text report. I find James’s signals particularly enjoyable: he tends to eschew the routine telegraphese in favour of description, confident, I suppose, that I will edit out his excesses before they reach M’s eyes.


He’d been in Tangiers for ten days by that point, masquerading as a weapons dealer eager to do business with a group of arms-peddling mercenaries whose scent he picked up in Casablanca in April. His persistence appears to be paying off:


I was sitting, according to instructions, near the door of the Café de Paris, when a man walked in, medium height, with a military bearing and a moustache. He introduced himself as Colonel Michel and spoke French with a southern accent. After a few glasses of Ricard, he led me to a small fish restaurant in the Medina. It was dark and smoky, tiled from ceiling to floor. Two of his men were waiting in a private room at the back. They frisked me, but I’d left the PPK at the hotel. Michel then warned me that if anything he said left the room, I would be hunted down and killed. I had little doubt he meant it.


He told me that he had in his possession a product that he thought would interest me. It was a rare and lethal virus first identified in dead green monkeys in the Congo by a Belgian scientist named Professor Jacques Marchès. He is currently working on a method to synthesise it. ‘When he succeeds,’ Michel said, ‘he will have developed a weapon of immense power and efficacy. Not only has one drop the capacity to kill a man in a matter of days, but it is untraceable and has no antidote. Release a gallon into the water system and you could poison a small city.’


I asked how close Marchès was to achieving his objective, and Michel answered that he was only months away. The price for an exclusive deal was ten million dollars. When I asked how he could ensure it did not fall into my competitors’ hands, he claimed that Professor Marchès was not a greedy man, and that his only wish is to raise sufficient funds for his laboratory to continue his medical research. I told Michel that I needed a sample of the product to test before I was willing to go further, and he agreed to send one of his men to the Congo to fetch it. I will be contacted at the El Minzah when it arrives. Until then, I suppose I will have to look to the local dancing girls for entertainment.


With an inward smile, I deleted his last sentence and took the decoded report into M, who scanned it briefly before harrumphing and throwing it down on his desk. He told me he would be working late, but when I offered to stay he insisted he didn’t need me.


Sunday, 26th July, Jamaica


I woke just as the sun was rising and opened the jalousies to see a doctor bird dipping its beak into the heart of a blood-red hibiscus flower. It was a beautiful sight, the bird a study in miniature perfection, beating its wings too fast to see, fulfilling precisely the function of its creation.


I pulled on my new bikini suit and jumped in my little car. I love swimming in the bikini, feeling the water on my bare skin, but it still feels indecent in public; the beaches of the Côte d’Azur may be full of them, but they’re still a little racy for the conservative Caribbean. Jamaica early on a Sunday morning, however, is a quiet backwater; most people are sleeping off the party the night before, or primping themselves for church. I drove past Fort Clarence to the fishermen’s beach at Naggo’s Head, where I swam for nearly an hour, far out to sea. If it wasn’t for the nagging feeling that something is deeply wrong at the Office, I would be in heaven. I know now why James loves it here.


He was rushing to London when I left, and I assume he’s there now. I wish I could speak to him. I have had very little communication with anyone there, beyond the routine eighteen-thirty contact. I miss them and I’m desperate to find out what’s happening.


I was called into the Office early on Saturday morning, three days after 009 was dispatched to Vienna. M had clearly not gone home the night before. His shirt was rumpled and his face looked grey. Even his clear blue eyes held a hint of defeat. I started collating the signals that were streaming in from the comms room. Bill came across to my desk as I was about to start decoding the most urgent, his defences, for once, at bay.


‘What was the Old Man doing all night?’ I asked.


‘You’ll find out soon enough. A potential asset was shot this morning in Vienna.’


‘And Mark?’


‘You knew 009 was there?’ he asked sharply, before shrugging his shoulders and continuing: ‘Why not – everyone else seemed to, including our enemies. I’m afraid 009 has disappeared. We’re hoping he’ll make contact soon. I don’t think M will go home until he does.’


‘What was he doing out there?’ I asked.


‘We had an approach from a potential asset a couple of weeks ago. He made contact with the head of V [Vienna station], identified himself as a KGB colonel and said he wanted to defect. HV played for time and told him to get back to work before anyone noticed he was gone. We’ve been working desperately to authenticate him since then. They had several meets over the following weeks, and everything he told us appeared to check out. HV recommended exfiltration and called for reinforcements. That’s when 009 went out: to turn up the pressure to see whether he’d crack and, if he didn’t, to plan the escape route.’


He bowed his head and ran his hands through his hair.


‘We were convinced he was the real thing. What he was promising was dynamite. It would have got us right back in the game. A meet was set up between the asset and 009 last night. We had a safe house ready, above a library in a quiet suburb. Never been used before. Last signal we received from 009, he was about to set off. He never made it. The Russian was on the front steps when he was gunned down. Three bullets to the body and a control shot through the head. Standard KGB procedure. It was 2 a.m. No eyewitnesses. We’ve not heard a squeak from 009 since then.’


He knocked his hand on the desk, frustration emanating from every gesture and anger too. I knew the reason behind his alarm. The Russian had been genuine: his assassination would seem to confirm that. He was betrayed before he could divulge his secrets. Either one of his colleagues had penetrated his treachery and followed him to the meet, or the location had been betrayed by someone at this end. I ran through the list of people present at the meeting four days earlier: M, Hunter, Warren, CS, CCE and Dorothy Fields. Add to them our Vienna chief. It was a tight circle. Surely none of them would have betrayed 009? Or had his disappearance been voluntary? I quickly put the thought aside; he had transferred from the SAS six years ago, reputedly at M’s personal urging, and had since then been an extremely effective member of the Double O Section.


I looked across at Bill, sitting back in his chair, lines of anxiety etched deep into his face. ‘Do you think it came from our end?’ I asked. ‘Do you think it might have been the Sieve?’


His reply was abrupt: ‘Don’t be ridiculous.’


A week later, I was on a plane heading here, to the furthest reaches of the Atlantic.








August


Jamaica, Sunday, 2nd August


My head hurts. My feet hurt. My voice is so strained I can hardly whisper. I’d heard that Jamaican parties were wild, but I couldn’t have imagined the abandon with which the locals, white and black, surrender themselves to the siren calls of rum and the fast rhythms of a new style of music they call ska.


I cannot absolve myself: at two in the morning I was dancing with a tall sailor, a stem of bougainvillea in my teeth and my hair every which way. Mary eventually dragged me home, where we sat on the veranda, drinking cups of tea and watching the sky slowly fade to dawn.
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